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Spirit by April Thomas 

Are we flesh or are we spirit,

When  this  earthly  suit  perishes,  do  we  live  on?

Why do we fear, what we cannot see?

Is there more to death than sleep?

Is there more to life than breath?

Earth is an educational institution for the soul 

Arise  my spirit


Awaken my  soul

I am ready to grow
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Prologue
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In the depths of time, where the past and present converge, lies the enigmatic tale of Tamarius and Makayla—a story of love, sacrifice, and unyielding determination. Before the events that shook their world in "Broken," we step back into a crucial chapter of their lives, tracing the roots of their extraordinary journey.

Long before the veil of destiny lifted and the prophecy began to whisper its secrets, Tamarius was a man of humble beginnings. Raised in the embrace of a loving family, his spirit held an ancient power yearning to awaken. As a young boy, he would stare into the starlit sky, feeling an unexplainable connection to the celestial dance above—a connection that would soon shape his fate.

Makayla, too, carried her own burdens and dreams. Hailing from a world where contentment was once her ally, she found love in the arms of a prosperous stockbroker. But as fate would have it, betrayal struck like a sudden storm, shattering the walls of her once-sturdy heart.

Their paths collided, and through the intertwining of their lives, destiny began to write a new tale—an odyssey of love's resilience and the strength found in unity. As Tamarius and Makayla grappled with the trials that lay before them, they discovered that their spirits were entwined by an ancient prophecy, bound to shape the course of mankind's redemption.

In the dance between past and present, we glimpse the sparks of a love so profound that it defies the boundaries of time itself. The trials they faced in "Broken" were merely the beginning—a prelude to a journey filled with passion, intrigue, and suspense, as they traverse the labyrinthine corridors of fate and confront the hidden dimensions of their world.

With each step, they become the brazen warriors their spirits demand, finding strength in the love that unites them. Their unyielding faith in each other, and in the unseen forces guiding them, will be put to the test as they delve deeper into the ethereal realms and face the malevolent forces that seek to derail their quest for redemption.

Join Tamarius and Makayla once more, as the tale of the Martinez family continues in "Spirit: Part 1," where the echoes of their past propel them towards a future that holds both peril and promise. In the embrace of ancient prophecies and celestial wonders, they stand ready to embrace their destinies, leaving an indelible mark on the tapestry of existence.
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Dedication
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To The Creator
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Chapter 1
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Resentment 

1994...

The silence broke with the sound of a plastic device hitting a faux marble countertop. She picked it up again. "Damn it!" She gazed at the object of her demise. She regretted everything that had happened leading up to this moment. "Everything was going perfectly until he showed up." Natasha Sizemore slammed the object down on the countertop. She looked around her college dorm room. The sun blazed through the room, mocking Natasha in her darkest moment. "I should be at Harvard, but here. I would have never fallen into his trap!" She marched across the room and flopped down on her twin-size bed. She buried her head in her hands.

Megan glares in aggravated silence as she witnessed the never-before side of her roommate. Natasha was always cheerful, despite her geekiness, especially when she came back from her dates with Tamarius.

As Natasha wept, Megan found the words slipping out of her lips in perfect timing. "One thing is clear, this couldn't have happened to a worse person." Megan looked at the source of anger. "Tash, I'm confused. You said yes to him despite being nineteen. Tell him no and move on." She folded her arms across her chest and tucked her fists deep in her armpits, her only attempt to stop herself from shaking some sense into her friend. "And why didn’t you use protection?" she flung her hands up in the air.

"He's gorgeous. I met no one like him." Natasha slumped her shoulders.

"I won't argue with you there concerning his looks. But Tash, you're a beautiful woman. I'm certain you can have any man you want. It must be more than that. What did you see in him that prevented you from turning him away?"

"See that whole gentleman's behavior? It's evil." Natasha swung her hand in a dismissive motion as she adjusted herself on her bed.

"Oh, bull! Look, despite how much we preach about equal rights and wanting to be treated equal. When a handsome man opens a door or displays any class, we low-key love it. Well, maybe that's just me." Megan ran her fingers through her dark hair, her frustration rising.

"It's just you," Natasha’s irritation at her roommate's response rang loud and clear throughout the room. "Why not have fun away from home? This was a part of me rebelling against my uncle."

"Well, look where it got you." Megan threw her hands up in the air.

"I didn't expect to develop feelings for him,"

"And everything was a bed of roses until now." Megan shifted her focus on the pregnancy test.

"I'm not ready to be a mother." Natasha stood to her feet.

"I completely agree, but you're in excellent hands; he comes from a wonderful family."

"They are weird," Natasha emphasized as she faced her friend.

"This school is full of different people, including yourself." Megan followed her friend and looked down at the two pink lines on the test strip.

"yes, but they are beyond that."

"Fine, you should have broken it off when you became uneasy about him or his family."

"Well, it's too late now. But maybe he's not ready, either. He could want to get rid of it." Natasha's tone lightened as she found hope in her statement.

Even though this university is not religious, they are dedicated to keeping the legacy of spiritual warriors alive.

"His family has a private jet. We could leave this God-forsaken island and go to a hospital.

"Provided he agrees with you?”

"Yea!"

"I swear, I know him better than you," Megan moved away from Natasha. She knew Tamarius would never agree with such a thing.

"No!" Natasha, so consumed in her thoughts, did not hear her friend’s statement. "He will dump me."

"You are concerned about him dumping you; you're not making any sense. His dumping you may not be a bad thing. Does he have any idea who you are? Have you ever told him you’re not serious about him?" Megan stood to her feet and paced the dorm room.

"I don't want to have children." Natasha Protested.

"Then use protection next time!"

"We did; it broke!" 

"Well, my, my, my." Megan stifled a laugh.

"Stop it." Natasha couldn’t escape the giggle that slipped out.

"I am telling you that you’re a Sizemore and that the son of the founder is Tamarius. Your child will be fine."

"Another reason this can't be. If two families come together. There will be an unbalance of power.

"I can understand your point, although it sounds more like an excuse. The Martinez family seems fair, and Tamarius is a good guy." Megan rebutted.

"He doesn't like kids." Natasha bowed her head. She believed the words were true, even though she had no evidence that Tamarius disliked kids.

"Says who? I've seen him with his nephew; he adores him."

"Oh, that kid Mark or Marcus, whatever his name is."

"Are you sure he's the one that doesn't like kids?"

"This is going to ruin his life and mine!" Natasha sunk deeper into her depression.

Megan looked down at her watch, realizing she would be late if she didn't leave for class. She moved towards the door, placed her hand on the doorknob, and paused. She looked back at her roommate. "You may not understand that people like you and me were born privileged. Being here is a privilege. Getting pregnant young, not a life goal. However, you meet and fell in love with a good guy from a wonderful family, an additional privilege. What's wrong with seeing where this path leads you?" Megan peered into the soul of her friend.

"We cannot return to the past and change our ancestors' heinous acts. Please don't make me bad because I'm a part of this school. I never wanted this. I think I would have been better at a normal college anywhere else. And yea, his family may be nice people, but they are strange even among us. This path is not for me." Natasha hammered back.

"That's unfortunate." Megan ended as she left the room.

***
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TAMARIUS MARTINEZ SAT on a park bench with his mother. Daisy Martinez, a beautiful woman well-kempt for her age, with a beautiful brown-skinned complexion and alluring hazel eyes. She was a graceful and well-educated woman who loved her family. She enjoyed spending time with her youngest son, Tamarius, as they spoke and laughed about his past and future.

"Your second year of college, and you are doing great. I am so proud of you, son," Daisy smacked her son's thigh as a laugh escaped her lips.

"Yeah, but I'm concerned about getting proper respect and accreditation for my classes because this school is new." Tamarius spit out his deepest concerns to his mother.

"Oh, stop it. If your father heard you, it would break his heart!"

"No disrespect, Mom. My diploma will say Princeton or Harvard, but what if people ask me personal things about those colleges, and I can't answer them?" Tamarius released a heavy breath, then glanced across the campus.

The wind gave a cool breeze as Daisy admired her youngest son. "Your good looks and refreshing intelligence will dumbfound them," Daisy pinched her son’s cheek playfully.

Tamarius returned his attention to his mother. "Mom, stop. You're the reason my ego is out of control.”

"I can't help it if my son is wonderful." She pinched his cheek again. "Now, don't worry about that piece of paper. Your father did a wonderful thing working with those colleges. Remember, the important thing is keeping the university a secret."

"You are right, Momma."

"I always am." Daisy glanced at a young woman, appearing hesitant to approach them. "Is that Natasha?" Daisy raised a brow.

Tamarius looked to where his mother was staring, seeing Natasha nearing them. "Yes." He jumped to his feet.

"I don't know about this one." Daisy spoke under her breath.

Tamarius met Natasha halfway. He kissed her cheek and guided her to the park bench to sit next to his mother. "Mom, this is Natasha Sizemoore. Natasha, this is my mom."

"Sizemoore?" An image of an old news article concerning an untimely death of a young mother from the Sizemoore family. "I knew your mom. She was a wonderful person."

"Oh, thank you. I only remember a little about her. My uncle raised me alone."

"Aw, yes, Greg. How is he doing these days?"

"Good. Working in his lab as usual." Natasha spoke before releasing a nervous giggle.

Daisy smiled, noting that although Natasha was a lovely girl from a well-to-do family, she was not for her son.

"Are you all right? You seem upset," she remarked as she sensed Natasha's tension.

"It's stress from some upcoming exam," Tamarius boasted proudly.

––––––––
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NATASHA LAUGHED ALONG, disregarding the quiver traveling down her spine.

"This girl is brilliant, Mom. She is at the top of her class in quantum physics."

"Really?" Daisy took a deep breath, then pursed her lips.

Tamarius knew his mother all too well–she disapproved of many girls. After Maxwell, his older brother, married Jenna Castle against her wishes. She watched Tamarius closely.

"Mom, will you join us for dinner tonight in the mess hall?" His mother and girlfriend were important to him.

"Mess hall? Dear God, no." She scrunched her nose at the thought of eating in the school’s cafeteria. "Tonight, the chef is preparing your father's favorite meal. Maxwell and little Max will be there."

"Jenna too?" Tamarius knew Jenna was a thorn in his mother’s side.

"Well, we will see." Daisy hated dealing with Jenna, her daughter-in-law.

"We'll be there, Mom." Tamarius spoke while keeping his gaze on Natasha.

She gave him a nervous smile before blushing and looking down.

"Well, I will see the two of you there." Daisy stood to her feet then took a deep breath, taking in the smell of warm, fragrant rose bushes nearby.

Tamarius rushed to his mother's side to help her to her feet.

"Always the gentlemen." Daisy enjoyed peace knowing that her husband and she raised good men.

Tamarius watched his mother disappear into the distance before returning to Natasha. He smiled at her as he sat on the bench next to her. Leaning over to plant a kiss on her cheek, he slid his arm around her, pulling her slender frame closer.

What's troubling you?" he asked.

Natasha, startled by his abrupt question, babbled out unrelated words as her mind struggled to find an answer to his question.

"Wow, this must be serious. You are really freaking out!" Tamarius observes Natasha’s reaction.

"A lot of things happened in the lab today." She did not know what to say. For the moment, she kept it to herself.

"Like what?" Tamarius enjoyed the fresh spring air. The sun rested on Natasha’s cheeks, giving them a soft rosy glow. He placed a finger under her chin, turning her face towards him. He kissed her lips.

"Oh, my gosh, my experiment!" Natasha jumped up from the bench they shared. Struck with the realization that she didn't want to be drawn into his seductive trance. Natasha's mind fell on her experiment back at her lab.

"You just got here." Tamarius turned towards her, taking both her hands in his. “I wanted to see you more.”

"I'm sorry; see you tonight!" Although Natasha felt bad about leaving so soon. She had to get back to her lab, where she believes the answer to her problems lay.

Tamarius shook his head in disappointment as he watched her golden blonde locks disappear into the crowd of students.

***
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THREE HOURS LATER, Tamarius and his family sat around the family dinner table, waiting for a very late Natasha to arrive.

For the sixth time, Tamarius glanced at his watch. He observed his mother. She was less than pleased with Natasha's tardiness.

"Don't worry, bro," Maxwell did his best to put his brother at ease.

"When the hell are we going to eat?" Jenna, starved and aggravated, may have expressed it, but everyone silently concurs.

"Would you shut up?" Maxwell’s eyes locked on Jenna.

"I hope you two can behave when our guest arrives!" Maxwell, Sr. Glared at his oldest son, Maxwell, Jr., and Jenna.

Daisy was relieved when she heard the doorbell ring.

Tamarius leaped from his seat, rushing past Winston, the butler, and slowing down only as he reached the door, not wanting to appear nervous as he opened it.

Natasha stood on the porch. Eager to get this night over with. She was eager to return to the lab and work on her experiment. She felt she was on the edge of an important discovery.

Tamarius opened the door and peered into her eyes. She could feel the disappointment and embarrassment he felt because of her tardiness. He looked over her outfit and stepped onto the porch to speak with her.

"What are you wearing?" He raised a brow as he inspected her.

Natasha wore pants and a blazer. Although she looked nice with her blonde tresses pulled into a neat bun, Tamarius always liked her in a dress when they planned to spend time together. He admired the female figure and its alluring curves.

"Are you serious?" she rolled her eyes. "Look, I don't have time for your male chauvinist demands," Natasha stepped past him, reaching for the doorknob.

"Stop." he pulled her hand away from the doorknob. "What's wrong?"

––––––––
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"NOTHING."

"You know how I feel about these things. I'm not a chauvinist. It's a preference."

"Is that so? Well, I don’t agree. I hate dresses. Pants are more practical. We don't live in the Dark Ages," she retaliated.

"You're being silly. You told me you loved wearing dresses for me."

"People change, Tamarius. Things change."

"So, have your feelings changed for me?" Sincerity rang through his voice, as his gut braced him for the pains of truth.

Natasha looked away, attempting to hide a tear. Tamarius’ words impacted her more than she expected. Could this be true? She toiled over what was said.

He turned her head towards him. He used his thumb to wipe her tears away. “This isn’t like you.” Tamarius released a heavy breath. "Oh, something is wrong." He pulled her close, desiring to ease her tension. "Are you nervous about meeting my family?" He lowered his voice as he spoke near her ear.

Natasha relaxed under his gentle touches but could not move past her feelings of dread. She knew she would have to tell him her secret; however, the words would not leave her lips.

"Yeah, that must be it." She lied as she stepped back, pulling herself away from him.

"Let's go in. Everyone is ready to kill each other. I promise, it won’t be as bad as you think.” He stepped back, taking her hand, leading her into the house and to a seat next to his. She smiled and nodded to everyone, apologizing for being late.
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Chapter 2
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Maxwell Jr. 

Dinner went by somewhat peacefully, except for the tension that everyone could feel between Maxwell Jr. and his wife, Jenna. After dinner, everyone enjoyed the fresh ocean air on the back patio. Tamarius stood next to Natasha as he spoke with his father and mother. Maxwell, Jr., and Jenna were positioned in the opposite corner, arguing under their breath. Each held a glass of bourbon. Occasionally, Maxwell Sr. would hush them, giving Maxwell Jr. a warning look concerning their behavior.

Winston opened the sliding glass doors to notify Jenna that her son, Max, had awakened. Natasha observed how Maxwell lit up, eager to see his son. "I'll get him," Maxwell said. He put his glass on the patio table.

"No, let me handle this. Enjoy your evening with your family." Jenna stopped him. She gave him a gentle kiss. Maxwell Jr. smiled as Jenna stepped away be pulled her back into his arms. “Sorry, about earlier,” Maxwell said. He spoke in a hushed tone.

“It’s fine, love.” Jenna left the patio to tend to her son. Entering the guest room they were staying in, released a heavy breath as she leaned against the door, pushing it closed.

A plump toddler with golden tan skin, bright gray eyes and a gregarious smile playing with his stuffed animals, content in his own peaceful world. Jenna looked at her son as she sipped on her glass of bourbon. Walking up to his crib, she froze, noticing he was playing with his toys abnormally.

The toys hovered a few inches above the crib's mattress. Jenna's hands trembled, and she dropped her glass as she leaped towards her son, slapping him across his tender face.

He cried out in pain, and Jenna panicked; she needed to keep him quiet. Jenna had hit Max in this manner before. She feared that if her husband found one more bruise on his son, he would kick her out, cutting her off from her life of extravagant comfort. Jenna grabbed a pillow and held it over her son's face, convincing herself that if she could just quit his crying, no one would come looking.

Meanwhile, back on the patio, Natasha had the sudden urge to relieve herself; it was another reminder of the secret she still wasn't ready to reveal to Tamarius. "Excuse me, but where is your restroom?" Natasha said. She placed her hand on Tamarius’ forearm to capture his attention discreetly. He was in an entertaining debate with his parents over a recent cricket match in Trinidad.

––––––––
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"THE MAIN HALLWAY. SECOND door on the left." Daisy pointed towards the house while giving Natasha a warm smile.

"Excuse me. Thank you." She made her way back inside.

Natasha heard a baby cry on her way back from the bathroom. She was drawn to the sounds coming from the end of the hall. She was certain the door was locked. Her hands trembled, as if her feet could not stop walking toward that door. Her hands reached for the doorknob, despite the quiet protest coming from her mind. She opened the door and gasped at the heart-wrenching sight.

Jenna leaned over her infant son's crib, holding a pillow over his face.

Natasha rushed into the room and picked up the baby's limp body. She lifted him from the crib and searched for any signs of life. Then she placed him on the carpet and performed CPR on him.

Angered that Natasha had walked in on her, Jenna pushed her off of Max. They struggled, and Natasha could overpower her and continue to perform life-saving CPR on Max. The baby returned to life, gasping and coughing as the air filled his lungs. Natasha cried, scooping him into her arms. She looked at the person sitting in the corner.

"It isn't what you think. She stood to her feet."This kid is not normal." Jenna glares at her own son with disgust.

"What," Natasha said. Her brows raised and her mouth hung open.

"I hope you know what you're getting yourself into. This family is evil; you don't know the secrets they keep. The children are all strange. If you save it, the world will be destroyed. He shouldn't be alive." Jenna said.

"What kind of mother are you?" Natasha threw back.

"Mother? Don't make me laugh." Jenna disregarded Natasha’s comment.

"How can something so precious be evil? He's just a child. You're crazy." Natasha held max closer as she glanced around the room for his pacifier or something to further comfort him.

"Crazy? You haven't seen what I have seen. This whole family is abnormal." Jenna got into Natasha's face.

"I can't... I can't do this right now." Natasha paced the bedroom floor.

Jenna stepped back and looked at Natasha. "You're pregnant." Jenna summed up.

Startled, Natasha fumbled with her words to deny Jenna's statement.

––––––––
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"YOU BETTER GET RID of it." Jenna shrugged her shoulders as she looked around the room to find her glass of bourbon.

"What!" Natasha felt bewildered at the words coming out of Jenna’s mouth. How could she tell? Natasha thought as stopped pacing and glared at Jenna.

"Let me let you in on a little secret," Jenna smirked. "See this—thing you're holding onto? He's not Maxwell's son." Jenna stifled her laugh, wanting to see the entire look of anger on Natasha's face.

"What are you saying?" A shiver runs down Natasha’s spine.

"You don't believe me? Tamarius will soon be the first one running in here, concerned for his so-called nephew. Max is our son. He just refuses to let his brother know he betrayed him."

"Liar!" Natasha clenched her fists in tight balls, but she held on to the baby. Tamarius and Maxwell barged into the room.

"Honey, what happened?" Tamarius came to Natasha’s aid.

"Max!" Tamarius’ consumed with concern pulling the baby out of her arms and hugging him. He kissed the top of his head and rocked him while Maxwell cursed his wife.

"What did you do?" Maxwell Jr. held himself back from putting his hands on his wife.

"He was choking." Jenna was nonchalant in her response.

––––––––
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"WHY IS HALF HIS FACE swollen?" Tamarius glared at Jenna. "And in the shape of your hand?"

Jenna glanced at Natasha and smirked, knowing that Natasha must have seen that Tamarius' actions confirmed what Jenna was telling her.

"Natasha, what's wrong?" Tamarius followed Jenna's stare. "What happened?"

"Tamarius... I-I... this is too much. "I have to leave," she said, running towards the door.

Tamarius placed Max in his father's arms and chased after Natasha. He caught up with her out on the front porch. "Natasha!"

She stopped, turning to face Tamarius, her hands on her hips. She looked into his confused gray eyes. "The way you held him and reacted over him..." she confused him further.

"Max, is this all about my nephew?"

"You said you weren't ready for children."

"I'm not... I want to finish college first, so I'll have time to spend with my children." Tamarius struggled to understand where this conversation was going. "What's this all about?"

"I'm pregnant!"

"What?" The pit of his stomach pulsated while stepping back.

"I'm pregnant by a guy whose family is full of dirty secrets, and only God knows what else."

"Secrets? Natasha!"

"No, I've heard enough tonight," she said, turning and walking away.

"Natasha, wait. Let me walk you back," Tamarius said, catching up to her. "Let me explain. It doesn't have to be bad. I love you. We can get married. This relationship can work."

"I don't know." Natasha folded her arms across her chest.

"We can bring you to the clinic. I'll have it set up in the morning." Natasha paused and turned to face Tamarius. She released a heavy breath, slumping her shoulders as she nodded. He kissed her lips and gave her a warm hug before kneeling down to kiss her belly. "Everything will be okay."

Natasha could feel an unmistakable response from the fetus and became alarmed. Jenna was right about the connection? This child is not like other children? Are they are evil?

***
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THREE WEEKS HAD PASSED, and Tamarius now held an engagement ring. He stood in front of the clinic, waiting for Natasha to meet him for their doctor's visit. In a few minutes, he would confirm Natasha's pregnancy. Tamarius paced the sidewalk in front of the clinic, worried she would not appear again. Over these past weeks, she has missed every appointment he'd set up for her to see the doctor. He was alarmed because she didn’t want the baby. He was beside himself, debating if he should get her or just be still. His impatience got the best of him. He headed towards her dorm when she came rushing towards him.

"Hey, slow down. I wouldn't want anything to happen to you." Tamarius kissed her cheek.

"Sorry I was late. I think I might have figured out how to open and close a portal with full control," Natasha spoke, thrilled about her new findings.

"That's great, honey," Tamarius said, faking his enthusiasm as he ushered her into the clinic.

"Can with me to the lab tonight and maybe test it out?" Natasha asked, gleaming.

"I kinda had plans for us tonight." Tamarius turned to face her.

"Oh, sure," Natasha said, sounding disappointed. "Do we need to do this now?” She Stopped him before they entered the office.

"What? Of course, we need to know that our child is okay. Besides, this will give you solid confirmation of your pregnancy." He said, nudging her towards the door.

"Tamarius, I don't know. We need to talk," Natasha said, stopping again.

"What's wrong?" Tamarius gave her his full attention.

"I don't know." Natasha stopped and looked into his brilliant gray eyes. She had never seen his eyes that full. Natasha looked away. “I wish I could share your excitement.” She mouthed.

Natasha wasn't ready to be a mother; she didn't want to be responsible for someone else. Natasha just wanted to perform her experiments and research on quantum physics. Natasha had made a recent breakthrough in her multi-dimensional traveling machine. She didn't want a child with her. Especially a child with abilities she could not understand.

Jenna's words lingered in her mind, making her see Tamarius in a different light. She had noticed the change in Tamarius; his overprotection was suffocating her, making her think he was up to something. Although she had questioned him about fathering Max, and his answers had sounded honest, she still didn't believe him. Natasha loved him, but she couldn't trust him.
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Chapter 3
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Crossroads

Natasha had been late once again, and Tamarius felt tormented by her tardiness. They stood outside the campus clinic, discussing why she was late. She had ranted about him being too demanding of her time. She mentioned how she felt smothered by Tamarius’ constant affection. Natasha still wore her lab coat with gray color trousers and a white button-down shirt. Natasha’s demeanor appeared uncomfortable, rather miserable. He assumed it was just sickness from the pregnancy. However, his spirit told him it was deeper than that. As Natasha rambled on about her lab experiment, he realized he was losing her. She was distant from him, and she barely looked at him anymore. Was the feeling coming from his ego or a sign of the end? “What is it, Tash?” He spoke, cutting her off from speaking. He sensed something was amiss, even if it was off-topic. He reached out to her, pulling her close to him. Tamarius realized he was smothering her, and she wasn’t used to being this close to someone.

“Nothing, I’m fine. I have a lot on my plate with this project.” She slumped her frail shoulders and looked away. Natasha could not bring herself to tell him how she felt. Denial lingered within her. She hoped the doctor would prove her home pregnancy test was wrong.

“I can’t help you if we don’t communicate, you know this?” Tamarius wanted to stay in their relationship believing they were. She was his first love, and he cherished what they shared. However, the changes in her over the past few days, and her demeanor. Told him all he needed to know. She stepped away from him and he didn’t fight it. His mother explained to him how pregnancy is on the body, mind and spirit. She encouraged him to give her time. He wanted her to know that she wasn't alone.

They entered the packed waiting room of the small university clinic. To let the receptionist know that Natasha had arrived, Tamarius approached the frosted window. The receptionist slid the window’s glass open, nodding at Tamarius and looking at Natasha. She placed her index finger in the air, messaging that they would be seen.

Five minutes later, Tamarius groaned as they entered the medical room. The first person he laid eyes on would assist them. Virginia Hayward was a beautiful girl, but she wasn’t his type. Tamarius still kept things cordial between them, yet this would be an awkward moment. She worked as a doctor’s assistant while studying to become a family doctor. Tamarius gave an uncomfortable smile towards her as they entered the room.

Dr. Roy Saunders was a slim man of average height in his mid-fifties. He sported a slick come over and thin silver framed glasses. He looked over at his assistant and student, Virginia, and waited as she made preparations for his patient. Dr. Saunders gave her time to make sure everything was perfect. He was proud of her and knew she'd make a brilliant doctor. Virginia nodded to the doctor once she was satisfied with the setup.

“Please come up to the table.” He instructed Natasha, moving out of the way to give her room to hop up onto the examination table.

“Let me help you,” Tamarius followed behind Natasha. He placed his hands on her waist as she grabbed his shoulders to steady herself. He lifted her and placed her on the table with ease. Her cheeks flushed a bright red as she lowered her head. Natasha did her best to hide it and became angry when she felt she didn’t. She still wasn’t used to the kindness he poured on her and how it embarrassed her most times. Such as today.

“Are you okay?” He placed a hand on her lower back, sensing her frustration even more. He lacked understand on how to bring her joy. How to communicate his feelings to her effectively.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Natasha spoke, on the verge of losing her cool. She soon regretted how she responded to him. Natasha looked at him with remorse, but he had already turned away from her. She was clueless about reclaiming what they had. Natasha looked down at her hands, believing it was this pregnancy creating all of their problems. She couldn't turn back now. Natasha believed she had to follow through with this pregnancy and risk losing Tamarius forever. She could tell he'd be consumed by fatherhood. She would just become his baby making machine, something she would detest.

Tamarius shook his head, becoming annoyed with her attitude. He was seeing her true colors. He turned to face the doctor, holding the test results from the blood taken three weeks prior.

“For now, everything is fine. You are very pregnant.” Dr. Saunders gave them both a warm smile.

Tamarius was ecstatic as he turned towards Natasha, hugging and kissing her. His first child with the woman he loves was a dream come true. He turned to listen as the doctor spoke.

Virginia stood back and observed Natasha’s expression, wondering what she was thinking. She became enraged by the look of disgust on her face. She rolled her eyes and shook her head in disgust and jealousy as she thought of Natasha. “Some people’s kids.” She spoke under her breath while making herself busy.

Tamarius and Natasha were in and out of the clinic in no time. His heart swelled with joy at the thought of a future with Natasha. The need to do the right thing weighed on him. “What are your plans tonight?” Taking her hand, Tamarius brought her closer to him.

“I was working in the lab.” She spoke, not focused on her words. Thoughts growing fat and unattractive, dealing with a baby, and the stress that would bring into her life.

“Hope you can make it. I made plans for us. Meet me out at the beach at seven tonight. Don’t be late.” Tamarius clasped his hands together and shook them, expressing the importance to Natasha.

“Okay,” Natasha couldn't care less. Confirmation of the pregnancy hit her harder than she expected, and she had a lot to think about.

She felt Tamarius's lips brush against her cheek as he said goodbye and left. With four hours until the surprise, he quickly got to work on the decorations. “I will see you then. Can I at least walk you to the lab?”

Natasha nodded her head, though she couldn't help but wonder what he had up his sleeve. She expected a bigger celebration of the pregnancy by him. Natasha was in the dark about what he had in store for them, leaving Natasha clueless. She played along for now.

She returned to the university’s lab and strolled over to her experiment. It looked like a complex watch, but it didn’t tell time. Her creation emitted an energy pulse and open a portal by pressing a button. She feared doing it again.

Her pregnancy made her feel the weight of responsibility. Her machine remained untested, a symbol of her unrealized dreams. To Tamarius, she was just a caged female servant tasked with looking after his offspring. Her dreams of mastering the knowledge of quantum physics would always remain out of reach. The weight of her emotions became too much, and Natasha crumbled to the floor, tears streaming down her face. She was not ready for the responsibility of motherhood. For hours, she cried until a voice interrupted her in the lab. Despite the darkness, another student entered the lab to work on a project. Natasha had to compose herself and share the lab with another student.

Startled, Natasha jumped to her feet and swiftly looked around the room. Her eyes widened in surprise, and she stumbled backward, struggling to comprehend what she had just witnessed. A fiery redheaded woman appeared before her, her eyes blazing with intensity. Her image was hazy at first, but then it slowly became clearer. Assuming her tears had blurred her vision, Natasha stepped closer to get a better view. “Who are you?” Natasha’s mind couldn’t make out what her eyes were reporting.

“I am Lilith.” The strange woman stood before her with yellow-colored reptilian eyes. Wearing a sheer flowing material that boldly exposed her nakedness.

“Lilith?” Natasha was confused. It was a name she did not hear around campus. Natasha repeated the name to herself once more. She remembers a biblical story, but Natasha had disregarded it as fairytale nonsense. She watched the woman become a clear solid form, her bare feet now tip-toed upon the tiled floors. Natasha noticed she seems to enjoy floating and gliding as her mode of transportation.

“Men can’t live with them... and you... can’t live with them.” She seems to glide around the room as she spoke. Lilith observed the beakers and faucets, the tubes and charts placed around the lab. “So, you’re having a baby?” Lilith made her way to Natasha and kissed her cheek. Touching her stomach, she released a demonic hiss.

“Yes,” Natasha pushed her hand away, not realizing she was protecting her unborn baby. Her determination to pour her life into her scientific projects prevented her from seeing she would make a splendid mother.

“So, he turned you into a host of his disgusting little worm. Now it’s growing and feeding off your hopes and dreams for its own selfish needs.” Lilith rolled her eyes as she looked around the dimly lit lab. Her plan was to kill the unborn child, preventing an offspring from the Martinez family line.

Natasha found her statement unsettling. “That’s harsh. This is no one’s fault.” She looked at the stranger differently. She wasn’t anything that she had seen before.

“Did your mother teach you about birds and bees? You know, the relationships between boys and girls?” Her eyes glared at Natasha as if she were the biggest fool she had ever seen. She could not read her mind. However, for thousands of years she has roamed the earth, studying the prized creatures in heaven, she knew how to manipulate them.

“My mother died when I was young. My uncle raised me.” Natasha hated she was forced to speak about her past.

“Raised by a man? That’s why you're such a mess. You think dicks have all the power?” Lilith shook her head, disgusted by Natasha. “And now look at you. I wouldn't be surprised if it was another male child. Coming here to destroy more women.”

“This was an accident! He didn’t mean to—we used protection. I made sure of it.” Natasha followed Lilith as she strolled through the lab. She investigated her experiments and the projects of other students.

“Birth control?” Lilith stopped, then spun around to face Natasha. Her strategy played out the way she expected. This was the reason for her visit. Natasha was a fly caught on her web. She made her move towards her methodically, not to set off any alarms.

“Pills and condoms... We were safe.” Natasha refused to place all the blame on Tamarius. Natasha still loved him, wanted to be with him. She just needed more time. Time to test out her experiments and explore life without the demands of motherhood.

“Then what could have gone wrong, my dear?” Lilith raised a brow. She looked over at Natasha’s desk, where her prototype sat. A bulky looking device with many buttons and dials on it.

Natasha walked over to her experiment, crossed the room, and picked it up. “It was my fault. I was so distracted by my project; The condom broke, and I forgot to take my pills.” She held the device in her hands. Natasha recalled the idea's inception. Tamarius had just come back from the Martial Arts class on campus. Since her Major was Quantum Physics, she refused to go any deeper in the spiritual. She avoided many
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