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To avoid being sent to a group home, 16-year-old Kaylin ran away in hopes of finding her birth parents. Instead, she ends up staying in shelters and not getting up the nerve to look for the people who gave her up at birth. 

One night she arrives too late at the shelter to get a spot and ends up wandering around town. That’s when she meets Lance and one lie changes her whole life. When confronted with the consequences of her actions and the family she’s been searching for, Kaylin runs away again.

When Kaylin finally gets connected with her birth family, she gets a lot more than she bargained for. She makes a quick decision to help her navigate her new life. Before she knows it, Kaylin is settling into life with a family she wasn’t sure she’d ever have.
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Chapter One
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Frustration brought tears to my eyes as I walked out of the clinic. After two hours of counseling and doing everything they asked, including calling a guy I had only met once, the woman finally said I couldn’t get an abortion without parental permission. She didn’t believe me when I told her that I didn’t have any parents. She handed me a bunch of pamphlets on prenatal care and sent me out of the office.

A car pulled up in front of the clinic. The driver jumped out and ran past me so fast that I could only tell it was a young Black man. I started walking.

“Kaylin, wait!”

I turned around and saw the guy coming towards me and realized it was Lance. When he got over to me, I finally decided to wipe my eyes. 

“Did you...?”

“No.”

“You changed your mind?”

“They wouldn’t let me.”

“Why?”

I huffed. “I need some other paperwork.”

He looked at me for a moment and then looked away. “You’re not eighteen yet, are you?”

I huffed again. “Look, you don’t have anything to worry about. I’m not going to tell anyone. I’m not keeping this baby. Just forget we met.”

Lance stood in front of me as I tried to walk away. “Can we just go someplace and talk?”

“Why?”

“You called me for a reason.”

“They made me.”

“You could have called anyone.”

I looked away. Lance had a point. That woman had no way of knowing if the guy I was calling was the father or simply a random number.

“We can go talk somewhere.”

I sighed, looked at him, and nodded.

“Are you hungry?”

“Always.”

“Okay. What would you like to eat?”

“Pizza.”

“Sounds good.” Lance led me over to his car.

A few minutes later we were walking into a pizza place. I found it strange that Lance and I liked the exact same type of pizza toppings; pepperoni, ham, mushrooms, green peppers, and onions. He got a large pizza and then looked at me when the waitress left.

I looked away for a second and then back at him. “What?”

“I have so many questions.”

I sighed. “What do you want to know?”

“I really don’t want to know how old you are but I feel like I need to know.”

“A lady doesn’t like to tell her age.”

Lance nodded. “I’m going to jail.”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-one.”

“Oh shit.” I looked down.

“Kaylin, we met four months ago.”

“I know. I was there.”

“Smart ass.”

I smiled. “My bad.”

“When did you find out?”

“A month ago. The place I’m staying had a clinic come and visit.” I looked at Lance’s concerned face. “No diseases except pregnancy.”

“Pregnancy is not a disease.” Lance smiled. “I was more worried about what type of place you are staying in.”

“Don’t.”

The waitress sat the pizza down on the table. I took that opportunity to immediately eat a slice to avoid any more conversation. I was halfway through the slice when Lance sighed and began to eat as well. We ate in silence. Before I knew it I had eaten four slices, half the pizza. Lance had eaten three slices and was checking his phone.

He looked up and laughed. “I tap out. You go ahead.”

“Thanks.” I ate the last slice slowly, worried he thought that I was a greedy pig.

“I’m not judging you.”

I looked up at him. “Huh?”

“I’m not judging you.” Lance leaned forward. “You’re pregnant and hungry.”

“Look I’m going to figure out a way to get this taken care of.”

“Do you really want to do that?”

“I have no choice.” I covered my mouth when I realized I had raised my voice.

“Kaylin...”

I got up, grabbed my bag, and left the restaurant. The raindrops startled me and I stopped only a few feet from the door. A few moments later Lance was standing beside me. He put his arm around me and walked me over to the car. 

Once we were both in, he looked at me. “Where are you staying?”

I didn’t answer for a few moments. Then I finally gave him the cross streets to where the shelter was. We didn’t talk until he pulled up and parked across the street from the shelter.

He turned to me. “I want to help, however I can. Just please don’t get an abortion.”

“I can’t anyway.”

“Why? Age?”

“Yes.”

“How old are you?”

“Seventeen.”

“Shit.” Lance leaned his head back against the headrest. “Almost eighteen?”

“Actually, I turn seventeen in three days.” I looked away after Lance leaned forward and rested his head on the steering wheel.

“They’re putting me under the jail.”

“I’m not going to tell anybody. It wasn’t your fault. I lied. You asked me my age and I told you nineteen.”

“I wasn’t sober. You don’t look nineteen.” Lance shook his head. He glanced across the street. “Are you staying in that shelter?”

“Yeah.”

“Where is your family?”

I looked away. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Okay.”

“I need to think.”

“When can we meet up again and talk?”

“I can call you.”

“Please do.”

“Thanks for the pizza and the ride.”

“Do you need anything?”

“To think.”

Lance nodded. “Okay.”
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I WAS BORN KAYLIN DANIELLE St. Martin. I didn’t know that until the spine on my bible came loose after I dropped it running to the car after church. Up until that point I had been Danielle Wilson. The parents I had known since I was a baby died in a car accident when I was eight years old. I spent six months with an aunt who cried whenever we were alone in a room for a long period of time together. Then I was sent to a foster home.

Mrs. Baxter was very good to me and the other children she kept. Latasha and I were the only two kids that didn’t bounce around from place to place. We stayed with Mrs. Baxter while the other kids she kept, usually three or four others, would rotate. Mrs. Baxter was like everyone’s grandmother. When she got very sick the other children were removed. Mrs. Baxter’s daughter told her mother that she would try and keep Latasha and I together. The day I dropped my bible was the day the social worker came to get Latasha. We were just getting home from vacation bible school. Latasha was only ten. I knew she was scared and I became so angry that they didn’t let me say goodbye.

That night I noticed that my bible seemed to be coming apart. The heavy paper on the inside of both covers came off. That is when I saw the inscription. Not only did it have my birth name, date, and other particulars. It also had my birth parents' names and birthdates. My father’s name was Jonathan Fortunato. My mother’s name was Dominique St. Martin. My parents were only seventeen when I was born. In the back of the bible was a black & white picture of my parents. It was actually four pictures that looked like they had been taken at a photo booth I had seen at carnivals. I couldn’t tell if my father was white or black. My mother seemed to be slightly darker than he was. Both were significantly lighter than my milk chocolate complexion. Despite my complexion, I looked so much like my mother I knew that she belonged to me.

The next morning the social worker came back for me. While she was talking to Mrs. Baxter’s daughter, I went into her briefcase and took my file. I had already packed all I could fit in a book bag and duffle bag. I had money I had saved up from working part time babysitting. I watched neighborhood kids and Mrs. Baxter would give me a few dollars when I watched the other foster kids while she went to play Bingo. While the social worker talked with Mrs. Baxter’s daughter in the kitchen, I snuck out the front door.
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“KAYLIN, I’M SORRY BUT you can’t tell me that this isn’t you.”

I only glanced at the flyer the woman who ran the shelter had placed in front of me. Even in that glance I knew it was one of my school pictures from the previous school year.

When I didn’t answer she smiled and continued to speak. “You’re Danielle Wilson.”

“No, I’m not.” I huffed.

“You can explain that to the social worker.”

“You called a social worker?” My eyes got wide.

“She’s just outside.”

I slid down in the chair and sighed. My mind began to immediately formulate my exit strategy. I cursed myself for not doing more to find my parents. Figuring things out in a new city was a lot harder than I had expected. I met Lance a few days after I arrived. The whole situation sent me into a state of confusion that kept me unable to focus on anything. Then I started to get sick. After a huge fight broke out at the first shelter where I was staying, I had to find another place to stay. Several people were hurt badly enough to go to the hospital and I didn’t feel safe. Not long after I was in the second shelter, I found out that I was pregnant.

“Danielle, this is for the best.” The woman got up and let the social worker in.

“My name is Kaylin.” I yelled. Then I rolled my eyes and tuned out the social worker as soon as she began to talk.
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I TRIED TO CATCH MY breath while I leaned on the door I remembered going in four months earlier. There was no answer when I rang the bell. The entrance to the lounge was only a few feet away. I thought about finding a payphone to call Lance but I felt the rain begin again. I ducked into the foyer of the bar. The bouncer came out to greet me.

“Sweetheart I’m sorry but you can’t hang out here.”

“I was trying to find the guy who lives next door.”

“Next door?”

‘“His name is Lance.” I sat my duffel bag down. “Can I come in just to use the phone?”

“Sorry. You aren’t old enough to come in here.”

“Okay fine.” I looked back at the door when I heard a clap of thunder. At first, I thought I would cry but I held it in.

Before I picked up my bag an older man came to the door behind the bouncer. “What’s going on?”

“She’s looking for Lance. But Pop, she isn’t old enough to come in.”

“I can see that.” He looked at me for a moment. “How do you know my son?”

“You have to ask him. I just came to say goodbye. I’ll just call him when I get where I’m going.” I pushed the door open to the storm.

“Just wait a second young lady. I guess he can take a quick break.” The man went back inside the lounge.

I leaned against the wall while I waited. My legs were killing me. Lance lived at least five miles from the shelter.

Lance came to the door. He smiled at me. “It’s cool Tee, I got her.”

“She can’t come in.”

“No shit.” Lance shook his head. “I’m going to take her upstairs. Sounds like the storm started.”

“Oh. Okay.” The bouncer left the foyer.

Lance came all the way in and let the door shut behind him. “You called me earlier and I missed it. I tried to call back.”

“I was at a payphone.” I looked down at my hands. “I know you’re busy. I don’t want to bother you.”

“Why don’t you come upstairs?”

“I don’t want you to get in trouble.”

Lance reached up and touched my belly. It had already begun to round out. “Too late for all that.”

“But...”

“Let’s not talk about this on the steps. You can chill out and relax while I finish up downstairs. I’ve got some leftover pizza in the fridge.”

“Pizza?” I smiled. I hadn’t eaten since breakfast.

“Yes ma’am.” Lance grabbed my bag and used his key to open another door in the foyer. He let me head up the steps first. He reached around me and opened the door to the apartment. I walked over to the couch. 

“Get comfortable and eat something. I’ll be back in an hour.”

“Thank you.”

“And don’t disappear like you did the last time you were here.”

“Okay.”

“Promise.” Lance turned to me before he went through the door.

“I promise.”
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I REMEMBERED THE NIGHT I met Lance. I arrived back to the first shelter late and there were no more slots available. I traveled the streets while trying not to be scared and figure out what I was going to do next. I still had plenty of money but wasn’t old enough to get a motel room on my own. 

I walked down the street but paused when I noticed a guy sitting in his car with his head on the steering wheel. At first, I figured I should mind my business and keep walking. Then I realized his windows were down and the motor was running. I slowly walked away but kept looking back at him. Before I got to the corner I turned around. I couldn’t leave him like that without making sure he was okay.

“Hey.”

He didn’t respond.

“Excuse me.” This time I tapped on the car door.

He still didn’t respond.

I was afraid he was dead so I stuck my hand in the window and gave him a good nudge. When he jumped, I jumped back away from the car.

“What the hell?”

“Are you okay?” I cautiously stayed back away from the car.

“Huh?”

“You were asleep. Your car is basically open and running. I was checking to make sure you weren’t dead.”

“I’m not dead.” He turned his car off. “Too drunk to drive but not dead.”

“Call yourself a cab.”

“Why? I live right there.” He pointed to the door behind me.

I looked at the entrance to a lounge. “You live in a bar?”

He started the car again, rolled the windows up, and then cut the engine off again. I tried not to giggle as he stumbled out of the car.

“You’re walking like you live in a bar.”

“I live on top of the bar.” He dropped his key. “Over the...”

I picked his keys up and handed them to him. When he dropped them again, I sighed. “How about I help you in the door?”

“I’m good though.” He looked at me. “You need me to walk you to your car?”

After I picked up his keys, I caught him just before he tipped over. “I’m walking.”

“Naw. I can call you a cab.”

“Um...”

He looked up as raindrops began to fall. “So, you help me inside and I will call you a cab.”

“But...”

“I’ll pay for it.”

The rain began to come down harder. I sighed. “Okay.”

“I’m Lance. What’s your name?”

“Kaylin.”

Lance fumbled with his keys for a while before handing them to me and showing me which one opened which door. I got him up all the stairs and in the door to his apartment. No sooner than I had put my bags down, Lance stumbled down a hallway and into a room. When I got to the door he was on the floor in front of the toilet. I sighed and bent down to hold his braids out of his way. Whenever he paused, I would flush the toilet and he would tell me about how he had been with a girl for two years. He wasn’t sure he loved her but he bought a ring and was prepared to propose to her.

“I gather by the current state of things she didn’t accept.”

“I didn’t get to ask. She dumped me.” Lance muttered before throwing up again. 

I waited until it seemed like he was finished throwing up and flushed the toilet. Then I wet the corner of a towel and handed it to him. “Do you have any ginger ale or cola?”

“In the fridge.”

I left the bathroom and got him a soda out of the fridge. When I came back into the bathroom he was still sitting on the floor. “Here. This should settle your stomach a little.”

“Thanks.”

I leaned against the doorway. “So, your girlfriend broke up with you and you got drunk.”

“Basically.”

“I’m sorry.”

Lance looked up at me. “Funny thing is she swore I was cheating on her.”

“Oh.”

“I wasn’t though.”

“Did you tell her that?”

“She didn’t believe me.” Lance shrugged and took another sip of the soda.

“Sorry to hear that.”

“I feel like shit.”

“You don’t look too good either.” I smiled.

“Thanks.” Lance smiled at me. “I’ma shower and get cleaned up. Then I can call that cab so you can get home safely.”

“Okay.” I walked back to the living room and sat on the couch. While he was in the shower I tried to think of where I could go. It was still raining and had never really thought to look for alternatives once I had found that particular shelter I was staying in. My mind ran through all the options that I could think of. I finally thought about having the cab take me back to the bus station.

Lance came down the hall. He looked a lot better, though still seemed a little drunk. His sandy brown skin seemed brighter but his eyes weren’t fully open. He leaned on the wall. “Sorry that took so long.”

“It’s okay.”

“Thank you again for your help.” Lance came over and sat down on the couch with me. “Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure.”

“How old are you?”

There was no way I was telling him the truth. Something told me he would put me out immediately. “Nineteen.”

“Oh. Okay.” He grabbed the cordless phone that was on the side table. “Where are you headed? I have to let the dispatch know when I call for a cab.”

“Um...” I looked down at my hands.

“You don’t seem anxious to get home.”

I looked up at him. “I’m not.”

“So, stay and watch movies with me. It will be morning in a few hours. I’ll be fully sober and can just take you home then.”

“Okay.”

He wrote something down on a piece of paper and handed it to me. “Here, before I forget.”

“What is this?” I looked down at the paper. It had his name and phone number on it.

“It’s my number. I’ll forget and you’re too pretty for me to forget.”

I blushed. “Thank you.”

“You don’t have to ever call me. But at least I know you have it.”

“Okay.”

We sat on the couch and watched cartoons instead of movies. Lance fell asleep first. His head was on my shoulder. I let it fall into my lap and kept watching cartoons until I fell asleep as well. I woke up a while later. At first, I didn’t open my eyes. I could tell that I was nestled in Lance’s arms and he was still asleep. I opened my eyes to make sure it wasn’t a dream. The sun rays were beginning to come through the windows. I noticed throbbing against my butt. It took me a second to figure out what it was but I wasn’t sure. It was like his penis had a mind of its own. I glanced back and saw that Lance was still asleep. I shifted my butt slightly and his dick poked me. I was immediately fascinated. Kissing a boy while he awkwardly groped me was as far as I had ever gotten. 

I slowly reached my hand down and gently grazed him in the small space that was in between us. His dick poked me and never moved back. That is when I decided I wanted to hold it. When I did Lance shifted slightly and groaned.

“I’m trying to behave myself.”

I turned in his arms and looked at his now open eyes. “Don’t.”
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MORNING SICKNESS CAUSED me to realize that I had actually gone to sleep. I was in a bed but quickly got out of it and hurried to the bathroom. I had taken a shower the night before and ate pizza, which was all coming back up, before sitting on the couch. That was all I remembered. Lance came in a few seconds after me and held my hair back. He handed me a warm rag when I had finally emptied my stomach.

“You okay?”

“I guess.” I answered after I wiped my mouth.

“Do you need anything?”

“Could you get that little purple bag on top of my duffle bag?”

“Sure can.” Lance headed out of the bathroom.

In the moments he was gone I got up and looked at myself in the mirror. When he handed me my bag I turned and smiled at him. “I’ll be out in a second.”

“Okay. You want some toast or pancakes?”

“Toast is cool.”

Lance closed the door behind him. I pulled my hair in a ponytail holder. Barely through brushing my teeth, I began to cry. At first, I thought I was crying because nothing had gone to plan. Then I remembered that I never really had a plan. I arrived in a new place with the hopes of finding my natural parents but never got up the nerve to even open the phone book to try and find them. I washed my face and worried that when I found them I would have to tell them that I was pregnant. On my way out of the bathroom I began to shake. I could not control my tears or my sobs. I began to wonder if they would want me, especially since they had already given me away once.

Lance came over to me and held me. He didn’t say anything. I cried in his arms. After a few moments he walked us over to the couch and we sat down. That is when I blurted out everything. I told him about finding out I was adopted, running away, and about how scared I was. 

“How did you get away from the last social worker?”

“I pulled the fire alarm when she sent me to get my things.”

Lance began to laugh. He smiled at me and wiped my eyes with his fingers. “You’re something else.”

“What am I going to do?”

“I don’t know.  How about you start by looking up your parents on the internet?”

“But what if they don’t want me? What if I can’t even find them?”

Lance got up off the couch and walked across the room. He came back over with his laptop. “How about we start by trying to find them? Then we can tackle the harder stuff.”

“I don’t know.” I shook my head. “This is probably going to take forever.”

“This is a small enough city that it probably won’t. Let’s start with your mother. What is her name?”

“Dominique St. Martin.”

“Oh shit.” Lance started coughing and almost dropped his laptop on the floor.

“Are you okay?” I began to pat him on the back.

“Yeah.” Lance shook his head. “She won’t be hard to find.”

“What do you mean?”

“Aside from the St. Martin family owning half the damn city...” Lance paused. “My frat brother just happens to be a St. Martin.”

“Oh. What does that mean?”

“That means I don’t have to worry about getting locked up for getting you pregnant.”

“That’s a good thing.”

“Andre is going to kill me.” He sat the laptop on the coffee table.

“Oh.” I looked down. “Well maybe there is another St. Martin family and I’m looking for that one.”

Lance looked at me for a moment and smiled. “You look just like his sister though.”

I got up and went over to my book bag. I pulled out my bible and pulled out the picture. “This was in the back of my bible. I’ve had the bible for as long as I can remember.”

Lance laughed when he looked at the picture. “This is insane.”

“Why?”

“That’s Jonathan Fortunato.”

“The inscription in the bible says that he’s my father.”

“He’s helping me get a job.”

Tears poured from my eyes again. “This can’t be happening. Am I ruining your life?”

“No, you’re not.”

“Yes, I am. You might go to jail or die or lose your new job.”

Lance put his arms around me as I placed my head on his chest.

“And they still might not want me.”

“Hush.” Lance leaned back and held me, gently squeezing me until I stopped blubbering and eventually fell asleep.
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WHEN I WOKE UP, I WAS back in the bed. The bedroom door was almost closed. I got up and walked over to go look for Lance. As soon as the door was cracked, I heard him talking to someone.

“So wait, let me get this straight. You called me over here because you have a girl asleep in your bed and you aren’t sure you can keep yourself from touching her.”

“Yup.”

I couldn’t help but giggle quietly.

“I don’t see a problem.” The male voice paused. “Is she drunk?”

“Nope.” Lance sighed. “She’s pregnant.”

“Jesus Christ. Lance, where did you find a pregnant chick?”

“I got her pregnant.”

“What?” The guy he was talking to sounded like he got up from his chair and then sat back down.

“Lance, is that why you asked if I was officially a nurse?” A female voice giggled.

“Yup.” Lance sighed again. “Look, she’s probably going to freak out because I asked you guys to come over but I didn’t know what else to do. She’s here. I want to help her. I also want to touch her. I need therapy or a program or something. She’s amazing and I hardly know her.”

“Lance, you are making absolutely no sense at all right now.” The female continued to giggle. “I’ve never seen you like this.”

“Bro, why can’t you touch her? Did she ask you not to?”

“She told me she was nineteen when we met.” Lance responded.

“And she isn’t nineteen, is she?” The female stopped giggling.

“No.” Lance paused. “If I don’t get killed, I’m going to jail.”

“Shit. How old is she?” The guy asked.

“She said she turns seventeen tomorrow.” 

“You got a sixteen-year-old pregnant?” The female yelled.

“Jewel, I didn’t know she was sixteen. It’s a long story.” Lance responded quickly.

“Was this the mystery girl you said you met the night we thought your drunk ass went up here to bed?”

“Yes.”

“Dre, you knew about this?” 

“Only that much. Don’t hit me.” The guy, who I guess to be Andre, chuckled. It was quiet for a moment before he spoke again. “What aren’t you telling us? You look way too stressed.”

“That isn’t reason enough to be stressed?”

I decided at that moment it was now or never. I took a deep breath and walked out of the bedroom and into the great room. “Lance...”

Andre looked up at me and his already light complexion went pale. Jewel looked at me, then Andre, and then back at me. “Hello. We’re loud. Sorry. I’m Jewel.”

“I’m...”

“Kaylin.” Andre responded. His mouth remained open as if he was in shock.

“Andre, what is wrong with you?” Jewel shook her head.

“He’s trying to decide if he’s going to kill me now or later.” Lance rested his head in his hands. 

I walked over to Lance and put my arm around him. I looked up at Andre, who was still staring at me. “I seem to look like...”

“My mother.”

“I was going to say your sister.”

“Naw. I mean you do. But she isn’t that dark. You look exactly like my mother.” Andre pulled out his wallet.

“Not Ms. Cora?” Jewel shook her head.

“How many times do I have to tell you that woman is not my mother?” Andre handed me a picture out of his wallet. The young man looked exactly like him. The woman looked exactly like me. 

“These are your parents?”

“Yup.”

I handed him back the picture. “This is not exactly how I thought this would go.”

“How did you end up here?” Andre shot a glance at Lance. “Up to the point you met this fool.”

Lance got up and let me sit in the bar stool he was sitting in. I then proceeded to tell Andre and Jewel about finding what was hidden in my bible. I looked down at my hands after saying that I ran away. “I couldn’t go to a group home. Mrs. Baxter always had horrible things to say about them.”

“Were you always in foster care?” Jewel asked.

“No. The parents I grew up with died when I was eight years old.”

“Where are you staying?” Andre asked.

“I was staying at a shelter but they called the social workers on me.” I looked at Lance. “Lance is the only person I know here who isn’t homeless.”

“You can’t stay with him.” Andre shook his head.

“Did you mean what you said?” I kept looking at Lance. “I mean about me being amazing.”

“I did.” Lance nodded and smiled.

Andre put his head down on the counter. Jewel looked at me. “Have you been to the doctor?”

“I saw someone at this mobile clinic that came to the shelter. They gave me papers and told me to go to a doctor.”

“Do you mind if I look at the papers?”

“I can get them.” I got up and got halfway to the bedroom before I stopped. “Don’t kill Lance. It isn’t his fault. I kinda took advantage of him.”

Andre burst out into laughter. Jewel sat with me in the bedroom while the guys talked. She told me that everything looked okay on the paperwork but she felt I needed to get to a doctor soon. Then the four of us sat in the living room and watched a few movies and ate Chinese food. I must have fallen asleep because Jewel and Andre were gone when I woke up. I walked around the apartment and noticed that Lance was gone too. When I sat back on the couch, I noticed he left me a
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