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Part One

	Tudor

	 


Tuesday, May 15, 2018

	 

	It’s 6:30 a.m., and I’m just lying in bed with my eyes closed, waiting for the alarm to go off. The sun is up already, so it feels like it should have gone off by now. 

	Since it’s the middle of May, and the weather is lovely outside, we sleep with the windows open. In the distance, I can hear the neighbor mowing his lawn, making the smell of fresh-cut grass waft through the windows. Being able to hear our neighbors start their day before I’m ready to is the biggest con of keeping the windows open, but the crisp spring mornings are too pleasant to miss out on. But that still doesn’t change the fact that this is the part of the season I hate the most: There’s always someone cutting the grass. Good people, why don’t you just stay inside and sleep? Let’s enjoy the quiet morning together, the birds’ songs, and the fresh smell of spring—it doesn’t always have to be grass in the air. I know, I know . . . Not everyone has as much free time as I do. Not everyone stays home like I do. They all have somewhere to be, something to do, and a schedule that gets them up with the sun.

	And yet, it’s not even seven, and one million thoughts have already flooded my brain. Get up! Make coffee! Go talk with him! I’m not in the mood, but I know I don’t have a choice. Make breakfast for Violet! Take her to school! Clean! Check if we need more bread! What should I cook for dinner tonight?! Thought after thought after thought. 

	From Violet’s bedroom, where I spent the night, I hear Tudor slowly get out of bed. It seems hard for him to get up too; I listen to his footsteps as he goes downstairs, straight to the kitchen, and starts the Keurig. He doesn’t even bother to check on us to see if we’re still sleeping. Maybe he’s upset, but who knows?

	Ever since Violet was born, I have split my nights between Tudor and her. First, I put Violet to sleep, then I go lie next to Tudor, then when she wakes up, I go to her room again and try to settle her back to sleep. But many times, no matter how hard I try, I fall asleep next to her. Tudor doesn’t like to sleep alone, and he always criticizes me for this, but lately, I just can’t stay awake, and I end up falling asleep with Violet . . . But I love sleeping next to her, cuddling her, taking in her scent. So, this morning is no different, and he wakes up to see I am not beside him . . . again. Come on, get up! Smells like coffee.

	After I stretch in Violet’s bed, I reach over to her and whisper, “Violet, honey, we need to wake up. You have preschool today.” Then, I kiss her forehead. She only makes a squeaky sound, but when she sees that I’m getting up from bed, she jumps up after me. She never stays in her bedroom without me. So, together, we go downstairs to the kitchen.

	When she sees Tudor in the kitchen, she runs ahead and reaches up to him. He bends down to her level so they can hug. “Good morning, daddy!” she says, kissing his cheek before running into the living room, jumping on the couch, and turning on the TV.

	“Morning, sweetheart . . .” he murmurs, looking after her. Then, he goes back to the Keurig and starts a second cup.    

	The kitchen and the living room are filled with a cheerful and bright light that streams in from the outdoors. I love this house so much; designing it with an open floor plan turned out to be a brilliant idea. This way, even though I am in the kitchen and she is in the living room, I can see her—all while everyone keeps doing their own thing, just like now. While she’s eager to start the TV, I could kill for a cup of coffee. Kids these days; they always need to be connected. And as for adults, we can’t go without our caffeine.

	I see the cup of coffee Tudor made me on the kitchen island, so I grab a stool and sit there, watching Violet. I can’t help but smile. I turn and look at Tudor. He’s standing with his back to me, looking out the window while waiting for his coffee to finish. “Mmm, thanks for the coffee,” I say after I take a sip. I reach for my phone on the island. “Did you sleep well?”

	“Yes, but you left me to sleep alone again.” He turns to face me, and I see that he looks a little irritated.

	“Well, Violet woke up after midnight, and she just couldn’t sleep . . . I was tired, and I fell asleep before her, I think.” I take another sip of coffee to provide a buffer. “Mmm, black, just how I like it!” I say, trying to change the topic. It’s too early for this conversation; my brain is still asleep.

	“Yeah, whatever.” Tudor takes his coffee and his phone from the counter and sits at the island on my right side. “And what are your plans for today?” He seems more relaxed as he asks this, looking into the living room at Violet.

	“I don’t know. I don’t have anything special planned for today.” I turn and look at Violet, too. “Maybe I’ll go get some groceries. The fridge is kinda empty.”

	“What is she watching?” he asks, looking curious.

	“Bluey. That’s her latest favorite show these days,” I reply, smiling. “Tell me, what would you like to eat tonight for dinner? I don’t know what to cook anymore.”

	“I don’t know either. We just eat what you cook.” Over the rim of his coffee cup, I can see him smirking.

	“Yeah . . . okay. Thanks for the help.” I reply to him sharply, not finding his comment funny.

	“Eve, I’m swamped today. You can think of something. I have so many things to do these days,” he responds while checking his phone.

	“Fine!” I reply, annoyed, then I get up and go to grab a glass of water. “Violet, you need to eat!” I call into the living room. “What do you want for breakfast?” When she doesn’t respond, I set my glass on the counter and start walking closer to her so she’ll hear me. “Honey! Breakfast . . . What do you want to eat?” I ask slowly, trying to calm myself.

	“Chocolate puffs and milk,” she responds quickly, not even looking at me.

	Still irritated, I return to the kitchen and make her a bowl of cereal, putting it on the island. Then, I just stare at Violet sitting in the living room. 

	“Violet, mommy fixed your cereal bowl. Come and eat!” Tudor says, jumping in. 

	She finally gets up from the couch but still looks back at the TV as she walks over to the kitchen island, taking the smallest steps possible.

	“Come now, or I’ll shut the TV off!” I yell at her.

	“Okay, mommy! I’m coming now,” she replies. Reaching the island, she picks up her bowl and sits next to her father.

	“And be careful not to spill!” I add, before taking my spot, too.

	While Violet begins to eat, Tudor makes a silly face at her, making her laugh. I pretend I don’t see them while checking my phone. He gets up to grab a paper towel from the counter to wipe Violet’s mouth clean of milk. “Why did you cry last night? Did you dream of something scary?” he asks, sitting back in his chair.

	“I don’t know! I don’t remember,” she responds while taking a big spoon of cereal.

	“Well, you woke mommy up again, and now she’s cranky because she didn’t rest enough. You need to stop waking up and crying in the middle of the night. You’re a big girl now, and big girls sleep alone in their bedrooms. They don’t cry for their mothers in the middle of the night.”

	“But sometimes, I get scared alone in my bedroom.”

	“You have the bunny lamp light on, and the doors are always open. There’s no reason for you to be scared. Don’t you see? I’m a big guy, and I will always protect you from any kind of monsters if they dare to enter your room.” Saying this, he starts to act like a gorilla.

	Violet laughs again. “You are so silly daddy,” she says, taking another spoon of cereal.

	Laughing with her, Tudor finishes his coffee, grabs his phone, and gets up from the island. He kisses her on the forehead. “Be good at school, okay?”

	“Actually, I go to preschool, not school! I am a big girl, but daddy, I’m not a teenager yet,” she proudly says.

	“Oh . . . You’re not? Hmm, I thought you were!” He rolls his eyes but laughs, going upstairs to get changed.

	Violet takes another spoonful of cereal before pushing the bowl away from her. She jumps out of her seat and runs back to the living room to watch TV. I am left to clean up after everyone, as always, so after finishing my coffee, I begin my everyday routine. Once I’m done with the kitchen, I divert my attention to Violet. “Come on, honey! Let’s get you ready for school. What dress do you want to wear today?” But Violet doesn’t hear me over the TV. “Violet, you need to get dressed, now!” This TV is going to kill me one day. 

	“I’m leaving! I’ll call you later,” Tudor says while going out the door.

	Great. Another day in paradise. And this is how my days go—every day the same.

	 

	* * *

	 

	Twenty minutes later, I’m back home. Without the TV on, Violet at school, and Tudor at work, it’s quiet now. I finally take a break and lie on the couch, thinking about what else I have to do today. I hear the entrance door, and I turn my head, surprised to see my husband. “You’re already back? Tudor, did you forget something or . . . ” I look at him, concerned.

	“Yes, I did forget something.” He gives me a playful look, walking over to me. He lies down over the couch, wrapping his arms around me and whispers in my ear, “Do you want to . . .” He nods toward the bedroom with a smile. 

	I know what he wants. “Oh, so you remembered me? You left so quickly this morning that I thought you had forgotten you have a wife. You barely talked to me all morning . . .” My voice is sullen as I push his arms away.

	“Come on, babe, don’t be like this. You know I hate to sleep alone.” He tries to embrace me again. “I got upset when I saw that you slept with Violet again. You heard her this morning; she doesn’t even know why she’s crying. She’s just tricking you to make you sleep with her.”

	“Tudor, she’s only four years old . . .” I reply, annoyed once again.

	“Yeah, but I need you too. It gets pretty cold at night without you,” he says in a husky voice, kissing me on the neck while a hand grabs my breast. 

	Something inside me starts to wriggle, instantly arousing me. “Is that so?” I say, a small laugh escaping my lips.

	“Uh huh . . .” he breaths, planting a kiss on my cheek. “I’ll be waiting in the shower.” 

	I consider it for a moment, the idea turning over in my head. Then, with a small smile, I stand and follow him upstairs. He’s under the running water by the time I enter the bathroom. I take off my clothes and step into the shower. I smack his butt, leading him to turn around and face me. “That was fast,” he says, grinning wide. 

	“How can I resist you when you are so charming?” The water is hot, waking up my body even further. My senses are already on fire, anticipating everything.

	“Oh, yeah?” He pulls me closer to him, kissing me deeply. I love how his mouth feels hungry for me. His hands explore my body, caressing every curve and crevice. I glide my hand down his abdomen, tracing the smooth curve of his muscles. He takes me swiftly, his movements as urgent as a man dying of thirst. His strokes are hard and quick, while the sounds of our ragged breaths fill the air. After a few intense minutes, we nearly collapse, working hard to steady our breathing. 

	“This was quick,” I say while rinsing my body. He is already out of the shower, drying himself.

	“That was just a warm-up, babe,” he says with a playful voice, then he helps me out of the shower, wrapping a soft towel around me and drying me off. “We’ll continue this tonight. I’ll leave you to imagine what’s coming!” 

	“So, there’s more in store for me?” I smile, hanging my towel behind me. 

	He nods, looking at me insistently, then kisses me softly on the forehead. “I have to go, but I’ll call you later.” He is gone before I am even dressed, leaving me naked, alone, and wondering. But just like that, my day got better. I still can’t believe the power he has over me. It’s scary.

	 

	Wednesday, May 16, 2018

	 

	It’s been almost six years since we formed a family, and I don’t even recognize myself anymore. Everything has changed so much . . .

	It had been right after our wedding when Tudor came up with the idea to move from Lake Forest, Illinois, the place I grew up. My mother and all my friends live there, and I buried my father and grandparents there. 

	But Tudor, as my new husband back then, had a dream; he had always wanted to open a gym club, as he is crazy about working out. And that dream came to fruition—all starting on our honeymoon.

	 

	Friday, June 22, 2012

	 

	Six Years Ago

	 

	We are vacationing in South Haven, Michigan, a place I heard about from Julia, a colleague from work. Because my job had forced us to postpone our honeymoon, we chose this location for a romantic getaway, planning to spend a few days here. We are newlyweds; our wedding was at the end of May. But what can I say? We like this city a lot. South Haven is beautiful, on the eastern shore of Lake Michigan, with its charming beaches, waterfront bars, and live music. Oh, and the sunset here is just breathtaking!

	It’s our third night here, and we are out for dinner at a bar on the beach when we start thinking about how it would be to live here: We would spend our days on the beach, when possible, I could go shopping in the downtown area (there are some really nice shops here), and we could go out to dinner and listen to live music on weekends. 

	“Let’s do it! Let’s move here!” Tudor says.

	At the beginning, I thought he was fooling around. We were just having fun, after all, fantasizing about a dream life that we couldn’t actually have. But he keeps insisting that we should do it. “You’re joking, right? South Haven is three hours away from Lake Forest. You know, the city where our lives are—all our friends, our family, our jobs . . . ” I reply, laughing off the idea. 

	“So what?” he says, his tone becoming more serious. “We can always make new friends, and about our families, well, you know very well I don’t really talk with my parents. Your mother can always visit us, and I’m sure we can find jobs here, too.”

	I’m speechless. I never thought that I would ever live in another city . . . 

	He takes out his phone, seemingly searching for something. “Look,” he says, leaning forward so I can see his screen. “In this entire city, there is just one gym, and it looks bad—old equipment, from what I see in these pictures. We could open our gym club with a variety of quality fitness equipment, fitness classes, and even personal training options. I’ve researched this for some time now, and I think we can get a gym franchise. It’s not so expensive, you know.”

	“Wow . . . okay, but who do you think is going to lend us all the money we need to do this? For sure, a gym franchise is difficult to get.”

	“It’s not as expensive as you’d think. We could use our savings, or maybe take out a loan, and we could even include the money we got from the wedding. I’ve wanted to open a gym for a while now, so I’ve already looked into it a lot, and I really think it’s possible.”

	“And why can’t you do that in Lake Forest?” I ask, trying hard not to feel annoyed by his blindside. It’s one thing when I thought we were fantasizing about a new life together. It’s another when I realize he has already planned this new life for us—and without my input. 

	“Because Lake Forest is very expensive, and there are already a ton of gyms there. You know I can’t compete with that.”

	“But I thought we talked about using the money from our wedding to buy a house, no? My granny gave me that money to do something big with it, and buying a house is a very important step in our life as a family!” My voice cracks with emotion; I can’t help but feel he has already made up his mind, and he is only pretending to ask for my opinion. I don’t like the direction that this discussion is taking, and I think he can see that, too.

	“Eve, we are young. Our life together is just beginning. We can be independent! I’m not saying you should answer me now, but at least think about it. Let’s live our lives the way we want, freely.” He looks at me with his shining dark-brown eyes, making me feel like I am losing myself every time he does that. I can clearly see that he is very excited about his idea. 

	“Should I ask for the check? Are you done?”

	“Yeah, sure . . . I’m ready to leave,” I murmur.  

	I was already lost in thought. Is he right? Would it be easier to start a new life here, all by ourselves?

	Tudor takes my hand a couple of minutes later as we leave the restaurant, planning on returning to our hotel room. “Let’s take this way! A local told me about this secret beach. I want to see it,” he says. 

	I nod, letting him lead the way. We walk quietly into the dark, leaving behind the human lights and all the noise, being guided only by the moonlight. We climb a small hill, pushing through foliage, hopping down a small stone wall, being careful not to step on loose stones. As we reach the hot sand, my mind is still trying to digest the discussion we just had; it is like I am floating, my senses buried, while my brain turns over our last conversation.

	Stopping suddenly, he sits on the sand, and I follow. “What do you think?” he whispers.

	I look around. Approximately fifty feet behind us, to the far right, a massive rock wall entirely blocks off the beach. On the left are some trees, where the entrance to the beach is. I didn’t notice the trees when I walked here. I was that deep in thought. It looks like the lake’s waves have carved this special beach into the rock—completely isolated, a magical place just for the people who know about it, and now, with the moon shining upon us, it feels like a place depicted from a fairy tale. I look at Tudor, taking in his white face and intoxicating, lust-filled eyes, but even then, I still can’t think of what to say.

	“Eve, you are all I need to be happy. With you by my side, I can go to the end of the world. I love you.” He bends over me and kisses me, our tongues coming together. A shiver starts in my lower back, his hand beginning to wander around my body over my dress, starting with my belly and going up to my breasts. He lingers there, teasing me. I feel that same desire beginning to overtake me. 

	“Do you think it’s safe to do it here?” I ask him in a low voice.

	Looking around first, he gets up and helps me stand. Then, he pulls me after him until we reach the wall, where he presses my back against it. The cold startles me. “I think we’re covered here, at least from up there. I want you here and now,” he mutters in a hoarse voice. 

	Again, he kisses me intensely, a surge of heat rushing through me. I hear his ragged breath, and I touch his chest; every muscle in his body is coiled and ready. Through his pants, I grab him by his member and squeeze gently, trying my best to embrace his spontaneous moment. He moans in response, his hand roaming over my body, touching everything, and starting a fire inside me. He unzips himself and lifts my dress, before kneeling and shimmying my panties down, kissing my inner thighs. A shudder runs through my whole body. Getting up to my level, he hoists me onto his hips, then vigorously penetrates me. I scream, but he covers my mouth with his, pressing my head against the cold stone wall behind me. I am lost in a sea of pleasure, consumed by the intensity of the moment—alone, on a secret beach, under the moonlight . . .

	When we finish making love, he helps me sit on the sand, pulling me into his chest. “You were amazing, Eve, my beautiful wife,” he whispers in my ear while trying to catch his breath.

	I just lie in his arms, feeling like I could stay like this forever. 

	“You know, you could stop taking those pills.”

	“Wait, what?” I lean back, rolling onto my side so I can look at him. “Are you saying you want to have a baby now? It’s too soon; come on, we just got married. I want to enjoy ourselves more . . . What can I say? I’m selfish! I want to keep you all to myself,” I reply with a playful smirk.

	“Eve, now that we are married, I want to have kids. You know that, no?” he asks in a more serious tone.

	“I know, and I want to, but at the right time. We never talked about this, but I always assumed we would have kids later on. I mean, we have time . . .”

	“Okay, well, we can at least keep practicing. I won’t complain about that.”

	“I bet you won’t!” I kiss him, leaning into his chest again.

	“You know, we could do this almost every night if we lived here. I could fuck you on every beach if you let me. I see that you like it like this outside, under the moonlight . . . ”

	Unable to contain my laugh, I say, “Yeah, you were amazing, but maybe it was the wine . . . ” 

	“Something about this city attracts me here. I think we were meant to come here right now, when we are starting our lives together as a family. Babe, I really believe that we should make this our home. I can feel it!” 

	Though I sense his eyes on me, I avoid his gaze. I can’t take it. I just stare out at the lake, thinking.

	His arms tighten their hold on me. “Eve, am I not enough for you?”

	“Yes, you are, Tudor! You are everything I want in this whole world!” I reply, finally looking at him. 

	“Then prove it! Put your trust in me. Let’s move here.”

	“I just . . . I don’t know . . . ” 

	With neither of us knowing what to say next, we just sit under the silvery glow of the moon, staring at the lake, each of us dreaming of what it could be like.

	 

	Sunday, June 24, 2012

	 

	I open my eyes and check my phone. 5 a.m. So, why am I awake? I look at Tudor, sleeping peacefully beside me. I turn to my other side, feeling the soreness in my body. But the good kind of sore, I think to myself, smiling. Ever since we got married, we have made love almost every day, and my body reacts to this. I never thought this is how a wife’s life would be. I’m not complaining, though—some sacrifices need to be made, I tell myself and laugh like a silly girl.

	Tudor hasn’t stopped insisting we move here since that night on the beach, but I don’t want to leave Lake Forest. The idea of leaving all my friends and my mom scares me. She would never say it, but I know she will suffer a lot with me being so far away from her, too. And then there is my job. I love my job! It was always my dream to become an architect, and now, after I passed all my exams and am almost finished with the apprenticeship, I’m so close to getting my license . . . Mrs. Jones, my boss, says I’m one of her best apprentices she’s ever had. And now Tudor wants me to leave all this behind and just follow him here?! That’s not fair to me!

	I get out of bed and go to the balcony. Oh, it’s so beautiful here . . . but it’s still not home! I hear Tudor moving in the bed, so I turn back and sit next to him. He takes me in his arms again, and somehow, I fall asleep.

	“Good morning, my beautiful wife!” he greets me with a genuine smile as I try to open my eyes. His hand is under my top, playing with one of my breasts. 

	“Last day in paradise!” I exclaim, grinning sleepily.

	“Yes! I want to take you somewhere to make today memorable. Come on, get ready to go outside. I will run downstairs to bring coffee and something to eat.”

	 

	* * *

	 

	When we finally step outside, the warmth of the sun reminds me how beautiful the day truly is! The sun is slowly rising in the sky, and I can feel the coolness of the morning from the waves on the lake. It feels so good on my skin.  

	Tudor holds my hand as we walk like giddy teenagers. He seems more joyful than usual, but why? He also keeps checking his phone for directions, but says nothing. I have a feeling he’s planning something, so I quietly follow him, eager to see where we end up. 

	Once he declares we are at our destination, his eyes meet mine, full of anticipation. I glance around; we are in a parking lot, and in front of us is an immense building. Some men are coming out holding bags—gym bags. My heart sinks.

	“Come on! Let’s check it out,” he urges, seeing the disheartened expression on my face. “This is the gym club in South Haven. The only one . . . ”

	I stare at him in shock. He drags me here on our last day in South Haven to show me a gym?! Without waiting for me to reply, he takes me by the hand and pulls me after him. Inside, the gym is full of people, and it smells like sweat and stinky shoes.

	“Do you see how crowded this place is? And notice how old this equipment is? Eve, I’m being honest with you—a new gym in South Haven is like striking gold, even more . . . it’s absolutely necessary!” he says, laughing now. “Let’s go!” He motions for me to leave the gym. “I wanted to show you the huge business opportunity we have here. Babe, these people deserve something better. They truly need it, I’m telling you!”

	“And you are the one who can provide this for them?” I ask, ironically and somehow annoyed.

	“Why not? This can be our smartest move ever. Just think about it! Come on, I want to show you something else.” He keeps talking as he walks but only about his big business idea: fitness equipment and some franchises that he read about last night. I remain quiet, just thinking about my beautiful home back in Lake Forest. Something tells me it won’t be my home for long.

	We keep strolling for about half an hour before we get to a big empty parking lot. In front of us is a building listed for rent. “Look, this building is perfect for our gym. There is a ten-minute walk in that direction to downtown, and all the hotels are five minutes’ drive in the opposite direction. And here is the trick: This building has been sitting empty for over two years. These people are practically begging us to rent it out. We can get a very good lease.”

	“But how do you know all this? I didn’t see you on your phone that much.” My annoyance is growing exponentially.

	“I did some research yesterday while you were shopping downtown. I managed to set up a last-minute showing here.” He answers with a mischievous smirk. 

	“Oooh, so you didn’t watch the Cubs game yesterday like you said . . . You came here instead? You lied to me?”

	His face maintains his silly grin. “Well, it was an innocent lie! I knew you’d forgive me when you saw how perfectly this works for us! Please tell me what you think?”

	“I don’t know, Tudor! I still haven’t decided . . . You’re asking a lot of me . . . ”

	“Babe, when a woman marries a man, she needs to leave her old life and follow her husband. This is exactly what I’m asking of you. If you love and trust me, then follow me!”

	“That’s not fair. You know very well that I love you. You just sprung this whole idea on me. I don’t know what to think right now or what answer to give you.”

	He takes me in his arms and kisses me on the head. “We will be so happy here, you’ll see!” He hugs me harder, and I just close my eyes.

	 

	Friday, May 10, 2013

	 

	After our vacation, we shocked everyone when we announced that we were leaving Lake Forest, with my mom especially stunned. I couldn’t blame her, though; it came out of nowhere—even to me. Tudor told her about our plan, hoping she would not only understand better but also give us her blessing, but she remained speechless. Sadness was all I could see in her eyes. But what could she do? I was Mrs. Saint, all grown-up, and I knew what I wanted, right? What she didn’t know was that even I questioned that sometimes.

	Mrs. Jones was very disappointed when I gave her my resignation shortly after, but she still told me her door is always open for me if I ever want to return. She even signed my training papers early, and now that my training is complete, I have officially become a licensed architect.

	I can’t deny it, our life in South Haven is good now. Tudor was right—opening a new gym in South Haven is a gold mine. Our business, Saint’s Hub, is a genuine success! Even though he managed to acquire a franchise, it was more expensive than we thought, forcing us to put everything we had into this new venture. And even with the loan we had to take out, it’s worth it. The gym is always busy, and Tudor is thrilled. He told me he feels very accomplished now; he fulfilled his biggest dream.

	For me, though, my career hasn’t been as rewarding. After quitting my job in Lake Forest and moving here, I had to help Tudor a lot with opening the gym. Even when things were up and running, I still stayed to work at the reception desk until we found enough personnel. I’ve been here for a few good months and haven’t had time to pursue a position using my new license.  But things are about to change again because I am pregnant. Yes! I was surprised, but I guess that’s what happens when your husband encourages you to stop taking the pill. Initially, he said that nature should be allowed to run its course, but I wasn’t to convinced. Then, he warned me that the pills could cause weight gain. So, eventually I just gave in. I did as he said, and, as expected, I found myself pregnant.

	When I first found out that I would become a mother, I didn’t know whether I should be happy or cry. For a few days, I felt completely lost. The thing is, being pregnant is so definitive. It marks you forever! Today, you are just a simple woman, and tomorrow, you learn that in just nine months, you’ll be a mother and you're gonna be responsible for another soul, your entire life. That’s it! These thoughts were in my mind for a few days. Happy thoughts . . . sad thoughts.

	As for Tudor, he was overjoyed when I told him I was pregnant. He took me in his arms, kissed me, and even rubbed my belly. “Finally, I’m going to be a dad! Oh, Eve, this is the greatest present you could give to me!” He had exclaimed, kissing me all over my face. “Do you know the sex of the baby?”

	“Babe, it’s too soon to find out,” I told him. “You have to wait a few more months for that.” I grinned, still feeling uneasy about the whole matter.

	“Yeah, I guess you’re right! I’m just so excited. Anyway, it doesn’t matter!” He added happily. “Tonight, we go out to celebrate. Our family is getting bigger. I’m going to become a dad!” he screamed with all his strength. 

	Seeing him that excited, I felt such pride in myself and the pregnancy. Oh God, I love him so much that I will do anything for him.

	 

	Sunday, January 26, 2014

	 

	The pregnancy period went quickly—and so did Tudor’s desire for me. He barely touched me, stopping even normal, everyday affection. Each time I brought this up, he said, “I don’t want to harm the baby!” Okay, okay, but what about the mother of the baby? Doesn’t she have needs, too? The answer to that is no in Tudor’s world. 

	When I told him we were having a girl, he was a little disappointed. Even though he said it wouldn’t matter, I knew he wanted to have a boy, and for a moment, I was even afraid that his feelings for the baby would change. But after processing the news, he continued to be eager to meet her.

	We also needed a larger home, so we moved out of our condo and rented a townhouse in the neighborhood near the gym. Since we spent almost all of our savings and my entire inheritance on opening the gym, at least he allowed me to choose the house I liked. The rent is high, but the brand-new kitchen has a huge island and opens into the living room, making it perfect for entertaining. What I like most is that it has a patio, a backyard, and is only a ten-minute walk to a park with a playground. It’s a big difference from the condo we rented earlier, but as I said, the business is doing great.

	Many feelings are testing me lately. Occasionally, I’m thrilled and excited to hold her in my arms when she arrives, but other times, I’m terrified about how the birth process will go.

	These days, I don’t work anymore. We were finally able to hire enough staff, and one of the original employees, Amy, took over my position. It was fun working with her, and I know she’ll hold down the fort just fine. But now, I am always home, just waiting until it’s time for the baby to come. She can come any day. But until then, I am so lonely. 

	 

	Wednesday, February 12, 2014

	
	The birth was hard; the baby was too big to deliver naturally, so they had to do a C-section. Now, I’m left recovering physically and emotionally. The doctor recommends that I spend the first week in bed, minimizing movement as much as possible. Tudor has always planned on going back to work immediately, so although we are now hours away, my mom packed her bags to come stay with us the moment I told her I was showing signs of going into labor. My mom has been by my side all this time.

	As expected, Tudor went back to work after two days. He said he had things to do there; I guess he thought that my mother was enough to help Violet and me. Violet is wonderful, a healthy, chubby baby with soft, squeezable rolls. The nurses at the hospital were in love with her. My mother says she looks very much like me. I chose the name in memory of my grandmother, whom I adored. I always said that if I ever had a baby girl, I would name her Violet. Tudor protested a little—he wanted a stronger name for her, but no, this time I didn’t give in. My mom even backed me up, so he didn’t have a chance against us.

	The first days at home were a bit tough as she got accustomed to this new world. Initially, she was more active at night and slept during the day, but we succeeded in creating a routine for her. Now, it is much better. 

	Although I’m supposed to be taking it easy, my mom encourages me to get out of the house after just a few days. “It’s a beautiful day. The sun is shining, warming everything up, and the waves from the lake are bringing in a pleasant breeze,” she says. I have to admit—it does sound lovely after all these cold days, so I bundle Violet in her stroller with a thick blanket, and my mom and I take her on her first walk. 

	We begin strolling to the neighborhood park, all the while, my mother keeps staring at me. I know she wants to tell me something; I can see it on her face. Finally, when she can no longer hold back, she says, “Eve, now that Violet is born and you’re feeling better every day, what plans do you have for the future?” Her tone is serious. She looks for my gaze, but I look away.

	“Mom, all that I want now is for Violet to be healthy—oh, and to sleep better at night.” I try to answer on a silly note to lighten the mood, or to even change the topic.

	“But what about you? What plans do you have for yourself, my dear? I hope you want to go back to work, to become an architect as you’ve always dreamed. If you had stayed a few more months at the firm, I’m sure Mrs. Jones would have given you the extensive project that they are building now on Webster Street. That is a beautiful building, so modern. They’re still working on it, but I’m sure it’s going to look amazing!”

	“Mother, Tudor thinks I should stay home and be with Violet, at least during her first year. I think he’s right. I am her mother, after all, and it’s my job to take care of her. She’s so small, and my heart won’t let me leave her in someone else’s care.”

	“Tudor, Tudor, Tudor . . . always Tudor! Eve, you need to decide for yourself. You can’t let him make all the decisions about everything. Yes, Violet needs you, and I’m not saying to look for a job now, but I want you to keep your horizons open, and in a few months, be ready to look for something for yourself. My dear, to be a mother is wonderful! It is the greatest gift from God to us women, but children grow up quickly, and mothers end up alone in the end.”

	“Tudor doesn’t decide for me. Yes, he brought up the idea, but I’m the one who agreed—”

	“If I’m being honest, I don’t recognize you anymore. You used to be a happy girl, always full of energy, with so many dreams to chase, and now, all these drastic changes you’ve made in your life don’t make much sense to me. I mean, you quit your job that you absolutely loved; to be frank, you were lucky Mrs. Jones signed your apprenticeship early. Then, you moved here. I always thought you would end up living in Chicago since you were always talking about the architecture there, about the old buildings and how special they are. Then, you decide to have a baby just like that. All these changes . . . they don’t seem like you. They are against you and what you’ve wanted out of life; they only seem good for your husband.”

	“Mom, I just . . . ” I really don’t know how to answer her. Maybe she is right. Even though I’m not looking at her, I can feel her gaze.

	“You know, Eve, that money that I gave you at your wedding from your Grandma Violet was meant for you. Her dying wish was for you to use that inheritance money to buy a house and have a head start in your family life. She really believed in you. She saw all your potential and wanted you to always be protected and free. You were her joy . . . and you gave it all to Tudor, all your inheritance.”

	“When you gave me that money, you said that I can do whatever I want with it, and this is what I want! Now, please don’t tell me how to spend my—”

	She grabs me by my hand and makes me look into her eyes. “No! Don’t misunderstand me. That money . . . It was never mine; it was always yours, for your future, but it hurts me that you used it to fulfill Tudor’s dream. Ha . . . Saint’s Hub! All I wanted was for you to use the money on yourself. Honey, you deserve more than this. You can do more than this. Please don’t settle for the crumbs he is offering. Fight for your future. I want to see you successful and for you to make all your dreams come true. Invest in yourself, and you’ll see that even your daughter will bloom by your side.”

	“I thought you liked Tudor . . . You never said . . . ”

	“Honey, I’ve never had a problem with him. It’s what happened lately that has made me . . . How can I say? It’s made me question his intentions.”

	“But he opened the business for us all. It’s what’s providing for us.” I try not to get defensive, but my tone is more guarded now. “The gym’s opening wasn’t only for his benefit. We wouldn’t have this life if it weren’t for what the business gave us.”

	“Be realistic. He took your money and opened the business in his name. Everything is in his name!”

	“Yeah, because he found the location, rented the building, made the contracts, chose the equipment . . . He did almost everything, and I wasn’t with him every time. It was just easier that way.”

	“You’re too blinded to see that he used you for your inheritance . . . I don’t doubt that he loves you, but he used that love to trick you.”

	“I know what you want to say, Mom, but you’re not right. Even if we were to divorce one day, and I am not saying that’s going to happen, but if it did, we would still split all our assets in two, so I would lose nothing.”

	“That is exactly my point, dear. Everything will be split in two, your inheritance will be split in two. He came into this business with zero, and you put everything in it!”

	I sigh loudly. “This conversation is pointless, anyway. We’re not getting a divorce. We have an unspoken understanding that we share everything, money included, and I am okay with that.” My mom falls silent, but I have to admit, she did just give me more things to ponder. 

	Tears are forming in my eyes as we continue walking. I glance over at my mom and see that she’s crying as well. My wonderful mother, I cannot bear to see her heart break for me. I let go of Violet’s stroller and step in front of her, hugging her. I never thought that my decision would affect her so much, and I know she means well.

	“I love you so much, honey. All I want is for you to be happy.” She says, stepping back to look me in the eyes, but keeping her hands on my shoulders.

	“I know, and I’m very happy. Trust me.” But I begin to wonder if even I trust myself.

	 

	Wednesday, July 09, 2014 

	 

	Violet, Violet, Violet . . . I never thought that a child could bring so much joy into my life. Looking at her, I feel how my soul fills up with love. I don’t believe that I could love somebody more than this. Every blissful moment spent with her, seeing her smile, her eyes, her hands reaching out to me . . . I’ve never felt so wanted, so valuable. But when I think of all this, I get scared. I am responsible for this human being. Will I be able to raise her correctly? But then I look at her again, and all the worries go away. I’m grateful that she’s mine.

	Since I stay home with Violet full-time, I try to do as much around the house as possible. It was good when my mom was staying with us; her help was enormous, but she could only take two weeks off and had to return to work. I understand, she has a life of her own. I’m so fortunate, though, as she keeps visiting us almost every month. On those trips, she comes and spends her weekend with us, helping me with Violet. This way, I get a pleasant break.  There’s always work to be done at home, and Violet keeps me very busy in between.

	Sometimes, I think Tudor feels frustrated. He left everything in my care, but still believes I spend too much time with Violet. She’s only six months old, though, so when she needs me and cries, I go to her instantly. I don’t even think. Maybe he can feel that she’s taken over the first place in my mind. I mean, it happens in every family. The woman from inside me became a mother, and the mother took control of my life. For a mother, her child is the most important thing, no? He keeps telling me I should move Violet out of our bedroom and into her room, but I think it’s too soon to leave her alone in a room so far away from me. She’s still so small.

	I can’t help but wonder if he really thinks these decisions are what’s best for her, or if he simply wants to create space between me and our daughter.

	 

	Friday, July 11, 2014 

	 

	There are endless numbers of beautiful days in South Haven, so I often go on walks with my sweet Violet in our neighborhood park. Her eyes blink more slowly on these walks, and soon, she’s sound asleep. The fresh air always puts her down quickly. I have my book with me, and I am ready for a relaxing morning.

	“Hey, how are you, Eve?” a voice behind me calls.

	I turn around to see who is there. “Oh, hi . . . Adam! I’m good . . . We’re good!” I smile down at Violet. “How about you?” Adam is one of the gym’s loyal clients. When I was working at the desk, he was always very nice to me, but it’s been a long time since I’ve seen him.

	He reaches over and hugs me. “That’s fantastic. And I’ve been great. I just came out for a run. It’s such a beautiful day!”

	“Yes, you’re right. It certainly is gorgeous today.”

	“Wow! Your baby is so big now.” He leans forward to catch a glimpse of her, still sound asleep. Looking back up at me, he says, “And you look amazing. Motherhood suits you.”

	My cheeks turn red, and my heart beats faster. I didn’t know what to respond, so I smoothly shifted the topic to Violet. “Violet truly is wonderful. She keeps me very busy. Believe me, I don’t need to go to the gym now!” 

	“Ah . . . Violet. What a lovely name. I’m sure she’s wonderful. Tudor is so lucky to have you both.” His eyes lock on mine as he says this, and I feel the weight of his focused attention. “Well, it was nice seeing you. Take care of yourself and Violet!”

	Relieved that he didn’t wait for me to respond to his first comment, I say, “Yeah, you too, Adam! Enjoy your running.” He grins, and I look after him as he starts running on ahead of us. He’s a gorgeous man: dark hair, green eyes, wide shoulders, and an athletic chest. He looks like a Roman centurion. It’s a shame that I’m already taken. I chuckle quietly to myself.

	 

	* * *

	 

	I like to spoil Tudor from time to time, so for dinner tonight, I made his favorite. Just as I glance at the clock, thinking he should be back from work soon, I hear the front door open. Violet is sleeping in

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	Saturday, July 12, 2014 

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	Monday, June 01, 2015 
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	Saturday, August 04, 2018 
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