

    
        
          Kit Adams

        

        
        
          Kit Adams, Volume 1

        

        
        
          AJ Estelliam

        

        
          Published by AJ Estelliam, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      KIT ADAMS

    

    
      First edition. December 14, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 AJ Estelliam.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232978174

    

    
    
      Written by AJ Estelliam.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Kit Adams | AJ Estelliam | Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Sign up for AJ Estelliam's Mailing List

Further Reading: Kate Snow

Also By AJ Estelliam

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Kit Adams

AJ Estelliam


Chapter 1
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A bright, white light exploded all around me as the impact threw me straight through the windshield. Pain filled me as I hit something solid and then crumpled to the ground.  

All around me, sirens seemed to blare and although I was conscious, I was unable to see anything, move or get up from the hard, cold ground I found myself lying on.

As the world around me grew dark, my hearing faded, as if I had disappeared into a bleak tunnel, headed into the abyss.  Everything disappeared-the pain, the cold, the fear.  I sank into nothing; a deep, black world where I was lost.

When I next woke, the world around me was white, a stark contrast to the blackness from before.  Pain filled me from all angles, and I moaned with the discomfort.

‘Can you open your eyes?’ a voice questioned.

‘Nuurghh,’ I moaned, groggily, my head swimming as I tried and failed to open my eyes.

‘You’ve been in an accident.  You’re in hospital,’ the calm voice said.

I couldn’t respond.

‘Can you tell me your name?’ he asked.

I just moaned again.

‘Okay, I’m going to give you some pain relief and then you’ll shortly be taken through for a scan to check for injuries.’

I tried to murmur a response but all that came out was a gurgling sound.  What the hell had happened to me?

I lay in the bed unmoving whilst medical professionals worked around me.  Many interventions happened while I was lying in the bed, but I slipped in and out of consciousness throughout, the pain waking me frequently to remind me that I was still alive.

When I could finally open my eyes properly, the bright, white light made me blink.  I felt like I’d been encased in darkness for so long that being awake was a shock to the system. 

‘Oh my God, Kit, you’re awake!’ a male voice spoke.  

I looked towards the voice and saw my brother.  I opened my mouth and only a croak came out.

‘It’s okay...Mum and Dad are on their way,’ he told me, sitting down beside me and reaching for my hand.

I closed my eyes as nausea swam through my stomach and a flashing light appeared, making me squeeze my eyes tightly closed. I saw a woman I knew holding a little, white stick up triumphantly and jumping up and down with joy before throwing herself into my brother’s arms.

The vision was gone as quickly as it had appeared and I opened my eyes, staring into Danny’s eyes.  ‘Danny?’ I murmured.  My voice came out extremely coarse and my throat was so dry.

‘Hey, you...how do you feel?’

‘Bad,’ I mumbled, struggling to keep my eyes open.

‘Well, I hate to say it, but you’re not looking your best, sis,’ he smiled.  ‘Took a face full of car to the head, I hear!’

‘Did I?’ I questioned.

‘Yeah...you went through the windshield and hit the car in front of you in the pile-up apparently.’

‘I did?’ I murmured, confused.  ‘I don’t...I don’t remember, Danny.’

‘Hey, shush...it’s okay.  You rest.  You’re okay, Kit.  You’ve woken up at least! You’re talking to me; you know who you are, so you’re not brain damaged. You’re going to be okay.’

‘Everything hurts,’ I managed, my eyes rolling a little with the pain.

‘I know...you’re pretty banged up, but all things considered, you’re going to be okay.  You have a broken arm, a head injury and loads of cuts, scratches and bruises but other than that, you’re okay.’

I closed my eyes for a moment before opening them.  ‘Danny?’

‘Yes?’ he replied, watching me.

‘Is Amina pregnant?’ I asked, softly.

His eyes widened in shock, and he stared at me, stunned.  ‘I...no...I mean, you know we’re trying...have been for so long now...but no...why? Why do you ask?’ he frowned.

‘Oh, it’s nothing...sorry...I just thought maybe...doesn’t matter,’ I said, shaking my head and then wincing.  ‘Ow! Oh my God!’

‘Oh, be careful...you should see yourself...your whole head’s swollen, Kit...take it easy.’

‘It hurts so bad,’ I complained.

‘I’ll get the nurse, see about pain relief.’

‘Okay, thanks,’ I murmured, closing my eyes.

I drifted off and was vaguely aware of medical staff coming and going, checking things, talking in quiet voices and the incessant beeping of machines all around me. 

When I next opened my eyes, Danny was still there-and my parents had arrived.

‘Katherine, darling!’ my mother cried, moving to my side and grasping my hand.

‘Hey Mum,’ I murmured, my voice still hoarse.

‘Oh, you’ve given us quite a scare,’ she told me.

‘You really have...how are you feeling sweetheart?’ my dad asked, looking over her shoulder.

‘I’m...okay, I think,’ I said, uncertainly.  ‘I don’t really...remember.’

‘Oh well, it sounded awful! A pile up on the motorway caused by a motorbike swerving across three lanes.  Why on earth were you on the M25 at such a late hour, Katherine?’

‘Please call me Kit,’ I insisted, sighing.  I hadn’t been known as ‘Katherine’ since I’d been a child, and despite asking my mother countless times, she still called me Katherine.

‘Oh darling, it sounds so masculine,’ she said.

‘Jane; remember we talked about this...’ my father said, quietly.

‘Oh shush, Peter...now, answer my question! Why were you out driving at 11pm at night, Katherine?’

‘I was...’ memories came back in a flash, the arguing, the dispute, the hurt and sadness from the night before and I closed my eyes.  ‘I was...coming home...’

‘What-to ours?’ my mother asked, confused.

‘Yes,’ I said, lifting my eyes.  ‘I, uh...we...that is...I had an argument...everything went wrong...I just needed to come home,’ I said, my eyes filling with tears.

‘Oh darling, I did tell you...’

‘Kit; everything will be fine,’ my father interjected.  ‘You can come home anytime. You know that. If something’s happened, rest assured, we’re here for you,’ he said, almost pushing my mother out of the way to get to my side and take my hand.  

I smiled up at him through my tears, feeling his love for me as his warm hand encompassed my small, cold one. ‘Thanks Dad.  I just needed to come home.’

‘You can come home, sweetie...anytime.  We need to get you well,’ he told me.  ‘Do you want me to call...’

‘No!’ I exclaimed.  ‘No thanks, Dad...it’s over...no need...’

‘Oh.  Okay then,’ he replied.  ‘Kit?’ 

My eyes rolled back as I my head swam with an image of my father in the garden, digging and digging as my mother chastised him from a distance.  I watched the scene unfold and then came back to the here and now, blinking awake.

‘Kit!’

‘Yeah?’ I replied, shaking it off.

‘Are you okay? You looked like...was that a seizure?’ he questioned, to everyone around.  ‘Get the doctor, Jane...that wasn’t right.’

‘Dad?’ I questioned, as she rushed off in search of a medic.

‘Yes, sweetie?’

‘Did you lose something in the garden?’ I asked him, frowning.

‘Oh yes! Did you mother tell you? She’s so cross and I still can’t find them,’ he said, shaking his head.

‘Your cufflinks?’ I asked.

‘Yes, that’s right.  The engraved ones which your mother got me for our anniversary.  They were in my pocket when I popped out to the shed for a crafty smoke and somewhere, I’ve dropped them...I’ve been searching for them ever since.’

‘Oh...’

‘I’ll keep looking.  She keeps on and on about it,’ he sighed.

I met his eyes, trying to give him a little sympathetic smile.  We loved her, my mother, his wife, but she was hard work sometimes.  She also had become more opinionated than ever about certain aspects of my life which I found tiresome.  At the age of thirty, I just wanted the freedom to be who I wanted to be, without judgement.

‘Hello, Miss Adams, I’m Doctor Bailey,’ a handsome man told me, coming to my side.

‘Hi,’ I replied, growing tired of the constant comings and goings. 

‘How are you feeling?’ he asked.

‘Like I’ve been hit by a car,’ I replied, sardonically.

He chuckled.  ‘Well, you gave it your best shot! Headfirst I’m told as well! You’re very lucky you’re awake and talking.  Amazing recovery from such a head injury!’

‘Do I have a head injury then?’ I asked.

‘Oh yes, quite significant.  We’ve taken a scan of your brain though and have found no damage which is positive.  No bleeding in the brain, no trauma.  You have a nasty bump and swollen head right now but that will heal.  Your left arm was broken, and you have a gash on your leg.  Aside from that, you have many insignificant injuries which are superficial.’

‘Oh...can I go home then?’ I asked.

He chuckled.  ‘No, not yet...we need to monitor you for twenty-four hours at least.’

‘I’ve got to stay in?’ I exclaimed.

‘Miss Adams, you’ve been in a very serious road traffic accident.  There are others from the same accident who haven’t walked away from it.  You need to stay here where we can monitor you and make sure you’re fine to leave.’

‘People died?’ I asked in a stunned stupor.

‘Yes, sadly.  It was a huge accident.  Multiple cars, multiple casualties.  Two deaths so far unfortunately.’

‘Two?’ I exclaimed.  ‘What do you mean so far?’

‘We have one more patient in intensive care...it’s touch and go right now.’

‘Oh my God,’ I whispered, ‘Wow...I’m sorry...yes, of course I’ll stay...I, uh...apologise...it’s just...been a lot...I wanted to...to...go home,’ I said, through tears.

The man took my hand and his wide brown eyes held mine.  I noticed how warm his hand was compared to mine and how kind his gaze was.  ‘We’ll get you home-just as soon as it’s safe to be there,’ he told me.

I blinked as tears filled my vision and once again had a bout of nausea hit me hard and fast. An image made my head swim with colour and brightness as I saw two men, dancing in a darkened room, their bodies pressed close while their hearts beat in tandem together.  I felt the love and the longing to be with one another and as I blinked back to reality, the doctor was talking to me.

‘Yes, that was interesting...definitely stay in tonight. We need to see if these moments are indicative of any kind of injury she might have sustained.’

‘What?’ I questioned.

‘You seem to be drifting in and out of consciousness,’ he told me, lifting a light to look in my eyes.

‘I, uh...yeah I keep...drifting off...seeing things...’

‘What are you seeing?’ he asked.

‘I...’ I couldn’t tell him in front of my family what I had just seen. It was just too special, too intimate, too private.  ‘I don’t know...memories, I guess.’

‘Okay, well, I think you need to rest, and we can monitor you over the next day or two.’

‘Yeah,’ I sighed, resigning myself to my fate.  ‘Whatever’s best.’

‘Okay, good.  Well, I’ll leave you for a few moments,’ he said, turning to my family.  ‘I would let her rest, come back after she’s had the chance to sleep.  We can go from there.’

‘Thank you, doctor,’ my father said, shaking his hand.

I watched him go and then they gathered around again.  ‘We’ll let you sleep then, dear,’ my Mum said.  ‘It’s the best healer.’

‘Yes.  Thanks Mum.’

‘We’ll come by tomorrow and see you,’ my dad said, bending to kiss my forehead.

‘Okay,’ I murmured.

‘See you later, sis,’ Danny said, bending to kiss my cheek.  ‘I’m sure you’ll feel a lot brighter by tomorrow...well, today,’ he said, looking at his watch.  ‘Later today...it’s 3am!’ he laughed.

‘Oh, gosh, you all get home and sleep.  I’ll be fine,’ I told them bravely.  ‘You go.’

‘Okay, well see you tomorrow,’ my dad said.

I watched them head to the door and waved them off.  Once they were gone, I let my emotions swim inside my head and burst into tears.  It was only then that I realised that I couldn’t move my arm as it was strapped to my chest, so I lifted the other one to wipe the tears away.  Thoughts of someone I thought I’d loved flitted through my mind and the arguments we’d shared.  Grief filled me at the knowledge that our relationship was over when I hadn’t been prepared for it to happen.  It was the worst possible timing for it to have happened.

The next twenty-four hours passed in a blur and when the doctor came in to see me, I was surprised by his words.

‘Oh dear! Why the tears?’ he asked me, coming to my side.

I looked at him, confused.  I hadn’t even realised I was crying.  ‘Oh, I’m just...I don’t know...’

‘Are you in pain?’ he asked.

‘Yes,’ I sighed, wiping my eyes with my good hand.

‘I can increase your pain relief,’ he offered.

‘No, not that...the physical pain I can live with...it’s my heart...it’s broken,’ I told him sadly.

He sighed, sitting down in the seat beside the bed.  ‘Oh...well, that’s another thing entirely then...who was he?’

‘She,’ I corrected, sniffing noisily.

‘Oh, I’m sorry...she?’

‘She was my girlfriend...five years...I thought we were happy,’ I told him, sadly.

‘What happened? If you don’t mind me asking?’ he enquired.

I sighed again.  ‘I went home from work...it was just a regular night...she was waiting,’ I said, ‘to tell me it’s over.  Apparently she’s been seeing someone else for a while...now it’s serious...she finished it there and then.  I left in a hurry, drove blindly out to the motorway and that’s when all this happened...the accident,’ I told him.

‘I’m so sorry,’ he said, shaking his head.  

‘I probably wasn’t taking enough care on the road,’ I murmured.

‘There was no indication of that.  The man on the motorbike-he suffered a stroke and swerved out of control.  No-one could have predicted or pre-empted that happening.’

‘Oh...okay...so, it wasn’t my fault?’

‘No,’ he said, shaking his head.  ‘You were about three cars back apparently.’

‘Oh...well at least I didn’t cause this by my upset,’ I commented.

‘No, that’s right.’

I studied him, his warm brown eyes and kind smile and was reminded of what I had seen the last time I’d been with him-the dance, the man.  ‘Do you have someone special?’ I asked, quietly.

He lowered his eyes, gave me a rueful glance from under his eyelashes.  ‘I used to...he, uh...we parted ways...not through my choice.’

I watched him, knowing somehow that still loved him.  ‘If it wasn’t through choice, maybe you should call him again...if you still love him especially.’

It was his turn to sigh.  ‘I don’t know.  It’s been a while.  I don’t even know if he’d want to hear from me.’

‘I’m sure he would.  Was it a special kind of love you shared?’

‘The most amazing love I’ve ever experienced,’ he said, dreamily.

‘Then you should call him.  Dance again.’

He gasped.  ‘What did you say?’

It was then that I realised what I’d said.  ‘Oh, you know,’ I said, evasively.  ‘Be all romantic...dinner and dancing, that kind of thing.’

‘Oh! Oh, yes...well, maybe...’

‘I’m just emotional,’ I told him.  ‘I was in a relationship, now I’m not.  There’s no hope for mine I just thought...oh, I’m sorry...I didn’t mean to go on like this...can I go home yet?’ I asked, changing the subject.

‘No, not yet,’ he said, standing.  ‘We just want to see your stats even out a bit.  Your blood pressure is still high, so I want to see that settle before you go home.  Just relax and rest, your family will be back again soon, I’m sure.’

‘Yes.  Thank you, Doctor Bailey.’

‘You’re more than welcome,’ he smiled, walking out with a wave.

Over the next few hours, I was visited by my family which was lovely but left me tired. Various nurses came in and out and then I slept the night through, heavily dosed up on painkillers for my injuries.  

The following day, Doctor Bailey visited me once more.  His smile was wide upon entering the room.

‘Hello Miss Adams! How are we today?’ he grinned.

‘I’m feeling a little better,’ I told him. ‘My heads sore and my arm aches but aside from that, I just want to get out of here.’

‘I’m working on your discharge as we speak,’ he smiled, scribbling on his clipboard at pace.

‘I wanted to apologise about yesterday,’ I told him then.  ‘I think I got too personal asking you all those questions!’

‘Actually, no...please don’t apologise,’ he smiled.  ‘I called him...’

My eyes widened.  ‘The man you loved?’’

‘The man I still love,’ he corrected.

I gasped.  ‘What happened?’ I couldn’t help asking.

‘I called him-like you suggested...well, turns out he misses me, still feels the same and hasn’t been able to stop thinking about me since we parted ways.’

‘Oh, my goodness! That’s amazing! So, you saw him? Made things right?’ I asked.

‘We did,’ he said, positively glowing with happiness.  ‘We went for dinner, talked for ages and then went back to mine, had the most amazing dance,’ he told me, blushing, ‘And then spent the night together.  He told me loved me, and I said the same.  I’m so happy you told me to call him, Miss Adams.’

‘Please-call me Kit.’

He smiled.

‘I’m so happy for you,’ I said, grinning back.

‘I feel like I have you to thank for it!’ he said, taking my hand.

‘Oh, I did nothing,’ I said, feeling the sensations he was experiencing, the rush of pleasure and happiness flooding his system. ‘But I must say, it’s lovely to see the smile on your face.  You’re radiating happiness.’

‘I’m over the moon right now.’

‘I’m so glad,’ I grinned.

‘So, let’s get you home, Kit.  All your checks came back clear, and I feel like you’re on the mend.’

‘I do too,’ I nodded.  ‘And I’ll be more comfortable at home.’

‘Do you have someone you’re able to call and get to pick you up?’ he asked.

‘Yes, my family.  Is my phone still with me?’ I asked.

‘Yes-all your belongings are here,’ he said, reaching into the cubby hole beside the bed.  ‘Here we go...your phone...’

‘Thank you.’

‘I’ll go and get your discharge notes and come back, okay?’

‘Thanks Doctor Bailey.’

He smiled at me.  ‘Matt.’

‘Matt,’ I smiled.

When the doctor had gone, I sat silently for a long moment, unsure of how to feel about his revelation about his partner.  I had seen them together, witnessed the love and saw them dance. How had I seen that? It made no sense to me.  

I decided to put it to the back of my mind and reached for my phone.  Turning it on, I saw I had thirty four percent battery left.  I looked for messages from my partner-well, ex-partner I thought to myself, sadly.  She hadn’t even messaged to check I’d got home okay.  She clearly didn’t care.  I scanned through the rest of my phone, checking messages and emails. I had a multitude of work emails which needed dealing with and various friends whose messages lay unanswered.  

I couldn’t do any of it, I realised.  I set it aside and curled onto my side as much as I could while attached to various machines with wires everywhere.  When the doctor returned, he saw my struggle and offered to call home for me.  With that done, and family on their way, he disentangled me from everything I was hooked up to and handed me my notes for follow up at a local doctor.  I thanked him once more and wished him the best for his relationship before watching him leave.  I then sat in a stupor, waiting for my family to arrive.

It was my dad who came to pick me up and when he saw me, he headed straight over and pulled me into a gentle embrace.  

‘Oh sweetheart...it’s okay.  Everything’s going to be okay,’ he told me.

‘Can we go home?’ I asked, tearfully.

He handed me a bag. ‘Clothes...you get dressed and then I’ll take you home...we can talk on the way.’

I nodded, swiping at my tears.

‘Can you manage?’ he asked, indicating my broken arm.

‘I’ll be fine,’ I nodded.

He left me to it, and I dressed in the clothes he had brought me-which were obviously my Mum’s.  It took a while as I hadn’t moved around in the past few days and my broken arm was covered in a heavy cast which made it difficult to dress. When I was done, I gathered up my meagre belongings and put them in the bag.  With that done, I got up and headed out of the room.

My dad walked me down from the hospital ward and out to the car.  He gently strapped me in and then sat beside me, starting up the car.

‘So...home?’

‘Home,’ I nodded, still feeling emotional.

‘You want to talk about it?’ he asked as he drove out of the car park.

‘Oh Dad, everything’s just gone wrong,’ I told him, sniffing.

‘Tell me,’ he encouraged.

‘Well, work has been rough.  You know I’m not happy there.  I’ve been really low, probably depressed if I’m being honest.  I don’t know why, life has just been...well, mundane...routine...soul destroying.  My relationship has been headed south for over a year.  We stopped talking, stopped communicating about the most basic things and it turns out she was having an affair for the last six months because she was so unhappy with me! Every area of my life has gone to shit, Dad, and now even my health has been affected!’

‘Sweetheart; we all go rough times and come out the other side stronger.  You’ll do the same.’

‘I just want to bury my head in the sand though, Dad.  That whole fight or flight feeling? It’s with me all the time and I can’t shake it.  I want to run away from the world and hide.’

He glanced at me.  ‘Sweetie, it’s an indicator that you’re not well, nothing else.  You’ll rest, recuperate and then start to feel stronger. We’ll find ways to make you stronger once more,’ he promised.

I rested my head back against the chair.  ‘You think so?’

‘I know so,’ he murmured.  ‘You’ve been through a lot, you’re in a tough place right now. Things will get better.’

‘How? I’ve got a shit job, no home and no partner, I’m struggling with my health both mentally and physically.  What am I going to do, Dad?’

‘You’re going to keep putting one foot in front of the other and things will improve.  Sometimes it takes an event like this to take stock of your life and realise that changes need to be made.’

‘I don’t know how though.’

‘That’s why you have family around to help guide you,’ he said, kindly.

I sighed.  ‘I don’t want to be a burden on you and Mum.’

‘Oh sweetheart, you could never be a burden!’ he exclaimed.

‘Well, maybe not on you...Mum still struggles with it though, doesn’t she?’

‘What-your sexuality?’ he questioned.

‘Yeah! She can’t accept it, even now.  I mean I was in relationship with Gabi for five years and she couldn’t bring herself to accept we were lovers, not friends.’

He sighed.  ‘Kit; your mother has some old-fashioned views.  She’s struggled to accept it, yes, but that doesn’t mean she doesn’t love you.’

‘She can’t just love the part of me that suits her wants and needs though, Dad.  I don’t understand why she has to be homophobic in this day and age.’

‘She just doesn’t understand it.  It’s out of her comfort zone and that’s why she sometimes says and does the things she does.’

‘Do you think that will ever change?’ I asked.

‘I don’t know, sweetheart.  We just have to try and help her to understand you.’

‘I’m not sure she ever will...I mean, she doesn’t even honour my request to call me Kit instead of Katherine! What hope have I got in convincing her it’s not lewd and disgusting to love another woman?’

‘Maybe don’t worry about that right now, sweetie.  You need to rest and let yourself heal-not worry about your mother.’

I sighed.  ‘I wish I could just get away from it all-every single thought in my head, every worry and concern and the anxious butterflies which make me sick.’

‘Let’s get you home and resting and then we can talk about what comes next,’ he suggested.
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As we drove home, I noticed the dusting of snow in the air.  It made the world I lived in look pretty, when it felt more than a little ugly.  Every part of me felt flat and empty and I hurt inside, both physically and emotionally. 

When we arrived home, I was fussed over by my mother.  She was attentive to my health needs and got me settled in my childhood bedroom however all I wanted was some space.  I felt the need to hide away in solitude, the introvert in me wanted time alone to recoup and think things through.

‘Knock knock,’ a voice said at my door.

Danny. ‘Come in!’ I called, pleased it was my brother and not my mother.

‘Hey sis, how’s it all going?’ he asked, walking in and pulling up the desk chair to sit beside the bed.

I sighed.  ‘I don’t know, Danny...pretty shit, really.’

‘How come? What’s been going on? I haven’t seen you in literally forever!’ he exclaimed.

‘I’m sorry.  I’ve been snowed under for so long now; I can’t see the woods for the trees!’

‘What-with work?’ he questioned.

‘Well, yeah, work is awful, and I hate it,’ I told him, ‘but then there’s been trouble at home for months.  Gabi and I have been drifting apart for a while now, but I didn’t realise...had no idea...’

‘What?’ he asked.

‘She broke up with me...that’s why I was in the car...that’s why I was headed home that night,’ I explained.

‘Oh Kit, that’s shit,’ he said, shaking his head.

‘Yep...my whole life is shit right now, Danny.’

‘Don’t say that,’ he frowned.

‘Well, it kind of is,’ I replied.  ‘Work makes me want to cry, I’ve got to move out of my home and my girlfriend of five years wants me gone.  To top it all off, my health is now suffering because I took to the road when I shouldn’t have.  I was to upset to drive, probably not concentrating as I should.’

‘You can’t beat yourself up over that, Kit.  What’s happened has happened.  At least you’re here to tell the tale, right? You’re alive, that’s all that matters.’

‘Yeah, but where do I go from here?’ I asked him.

He sighed. ‘With work, we contact them and let them know about the accident-that you won’t be in for a while.  You can stay here with Mum and Dad or come and stay with me for a bit.  Move on from Gabi, you’ll find someone else and your health-take some time for you to heal.  The physical things-your arm, your head, they’ll sort themselves out, you need to work on you,’ he said, tapping his head, ‘Up here.’

‘Damn straight I do,’ I sighed.  ‘You make it sound so simple,’ I then said, meeting his eyes.

‘Everything will seem too much right now, Kit. You’ve been through so much it must be hard to see straight,’ he commented.

‘I just...I can’t even get my head together.  I can’t focus and think about what I’m going to do.’

‘Because you need time to heal,’ he reminded me.

I nodded, looking away as tears filled my eyes.

‘Look, it’s almost Christmas...spend some quiet time here and let them take care of you.’

I looked back at him, tears blurring my vision.  ‘Mum will drive me nuts within hours, Danny.’

He chuckled.  ‘I know...but remember it’s because she cares.’

I sighed.  ‘Does she? What were her words? No daughter of mine will end up becoming a disgusting, sinful lesbian?’ I questioned.

Danny cocked his head at me.  ‘Kit; that was a long time ago...she’s from a different era, when things weren’t like they are today.’

‘She’s not that old, Danny!’

‘Well, just try to forgive her a little...I think it’s more that she doesn’t understand it.’

‘I don’t know...’ I murmured.

‘Hey; how about some good news to cheer you up?’ he said, a wide smile spreading across his face.

‘Good news? About what?’ I questioned.

‘Well, it’s actually really weird,’ he began, ‘because remember what you asked me yesterday about whether Amina was pregnant?’ he said.

My heart skipped a beat.  ‘Yes!’ I replied, remembering the vision I’d seen of his wife greeting
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