
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
THE 6 GIFTS

LABOUR PAINS

#11

Written by A.A.WRAY

Published by A.A.WRAY

COPYRIGHT 2023



	
CHAPTER
1



	
CHAPTER
2



	
CHAPTER
3



	
CHAPTER
4



	
CHAPTER
5



	
CHAPTER
6



	
CHAPTER
7



	
CHAPTER
8



	
CHAPTER
9



	
CHAPTER
10



	
CHAPTER
11



	
CHAPTER
12











 CHAPTER 1

That night... I don't know why it happened... how it
happened. But I felt like my child inside was dying.

I remember waking up in a sweat, my body and lips trembling
as I sat there in the dark. The pain from within was agony. I began
to cry tears that felt like blood to me.

What was happening?!

I could hear noise on the bed, shuffling right beside me as
Tyler had been awoken and was looking at me with worry and
fear.

"Jessie! Jessica?!" He squeaked, placing his hands, one on my
back and the over on my pregnant stomach, "What's HAPPENING
to YOU?!"

"The baby!" I instinctively knew, "Something is wrong with
the baby!"

Tyler's eyes blew open and within minutes we were at the
hospital. The female doctor examined me, putting gel on my stomach
and rotating her microphone-like instrument around my flesh. I
could see on the screen 3D images of my child and she said to me
carefully.

"How far along are you?"

"F-four months," I stuttered in pain and she looked closely
at me, examining me to see if I was lying or telling the
truth.

"The baby seems to have gone through some sort of trauma, but
he's alright."

"Trauma?" Tyler peeped.

"Him?!" I added on, just as astonished to know my baby's real
gender just then.

"A boy..." Tyler said, a small smile slipping up his lips,
"We're having a baby boy!"

"Are you the father-?" The doctor asked, and Tyler stepped
back nervously, rubbing his arm and shyly shaking his head. I saw
his pain and bit my bottom lip before answering.

"He will be... the child will be his by adoption."

"Oh," The female doctor only stumbled out, not catching her
words. She then lifted her instrument off my round stomach and
smiled shyly, adding, "He's fine..."

I breathed a sigh of relief out, and felt Tyler hold my
sweaty hand in his.

When we arrived home, I still couldn't come to terms with all
that had happened. Tyler led me back to our room, but I shook him
off and only sat down at the edge of the bed... looking through
nothing but thin air and he watched me nervously, before sitting
hesitantly to my side.

He was about to place his hand on my shoulder again, to calm
me, but just before he touched me, he pulled back a little and only
put his hand down by his side instead.

"Are you okay, Jess?"

I didn't know how to answer that. I had been wrong... I had
been so wrong...

"It's a boy..."

"Yeah..?"

I shook my head, tears rising to my eyes and I whispered,
leaning my head against him and crying.

"H-how did I get it so wrong?"

I began to weep just then, and Tyler carefully pulled me
close to him in a half hug.

"How were you to know?" He asked me then, softly and kissing
my forehead, "How?"

"Because..." I peeped, wiping my doe eyes with my sleeve,
"I'm her mother- HIS, his mother..."

"No harm done." Tyler said, finishing off my worries, or at
least trying to put me at ease, "Only five months left."

"Five months," I whispered, nearly inaudible. I placed my
hand on the skin that separated me from my future son, "... so much
could go wrong..."

"Nothing, will go wrong..." Tyler reassured me, "And then,
once the baby's born... we can..."

I looked at him confused, not knowing where he was going with
his words.

Tyler blushed a little bit, holding my hand in his and
looking at me with a deep undying love.

"We can... try one for ourselves..."

I gulped when I heard this. Tyler and I trying to have a
family once Luke's son was born? Was that even possible?

He looked at me worried while he read my thoughts and I shut
my eyes slowly, a tear slipping down my cheek in pain. Tyler only
turned his own eyes down and whispered.

"We won't then..."

I could feel his heartache at his words and I opened my eyes
again, shaking my head in response to his worry.

"Maybe... one day..."

He looked back up at me, deep into my eyes, and gave a scared
smile. He gripped my hands tight with his own and kissed me on my
cheek.

"One day... any day... whenever you want we can take the
antidote and start again."

I don't know why, but that idea filled me with delight and I
smiled at him warmly. I kissed him back and we hugged before going
back to bed.

Everything was working out. Everything. I was blessed to have
the life I did... so very blessed. We had a choice now. We could
freeze our age whenever we wanted, and unfreeze it if we eventually
did decide to live our lives out normally.

So many possibilities... so very many.

The universe had felt somewhat peaceful in the last months
leading up to Luke's death. When I had heard he had died, I didn't
believe it at first. How? Just
how?! I had thought. And when
the news was brought to me, I couldn't stop crying for a whole two
nights.

These weren't happy tears though.

These were tears of sadness.

In this state... I was still slightly Lovesick for him... I
couldn't help it if I felt such sorrow over that evil evil
boy.

He had done an unspeakable act to me... tricking me in my
sleep into thinking it was Tyler who touched me.

But if he had never done that act to me, I wouldn't have
become immortal... invincible. I now carried his infant son inside
my womb. A child I already loved so deeply... but every time I
thought of the baby, my heart wept inside... for it would never be
Tyler's. But like Tyler had told me that night, we really COULD
start again.

Just with one early edition... but he was a blessing. I had
hoped so.

I had hoped.







 CHAPTER 2

It wasn't very long afterwards that I met up with Amy, the
two of us taking a stroll in the park to chat and relay our worries
and problems to one another. Girl chat.

I was lucky to have a friend like Amy, nearly every other
person I connected with was male. And men weren't exactly the same
as females.

"So, the baby is alright?" She had to make clear as we walked
on the paved footpath and I nodded my head.

"Yes, luckily, he's okay."

"I wonder what he'll look like..." Amy said, speaking her
thoughts out loud and I winced back at that question. Amy quickly
turned her eyes to me, and could easily sense that asking that had
hurt me.

"Sorry, sorry!"

"Who knows..." I just replied with a shrug, and we both went
silent for a few seconds before Amy pushed on the conversation with
a different topic.

"Have you ever felt... conflicted...?"

I looked at her, dumbfounded at what she meant. Amy laughed
nervously, before shoving her hands in her pocket and adding, "I
mean... in love..."

"You're asking... did I ever question my feelings for Tyler?"
It almost hurt saying those words. Only for a split second the
night when Luke made me feel for him... all part of his plan. If I
took the antidote I could wipe these feelings clean. But it just
didn't seem safe to do while in pregnancy.

"No," I peeped, taking far too long to answer her, and Amy
could sense my descent in mood.

She cocked an eyebrow up and turned her own gaze to the
ground, slumping over in sadness. I had to ask.

"Have you-?"

She closed her eyes tightly and only weakly nodded her head.
She then said, "I took the antidote... I had to know if my feelings
were true... or," She gulped before she said the words, "A passing
fancy..."

"Why would you do that?"

"Because my life had moved on with Podge. THEN, all of a
sudden Cameron's back from the dead and I stuck between a rock and
a hard place!"

This was far too much for me to know how to handle. I felt
Amy's pain, I really did with my telepathy. Her feelings were
almost as raw in me as they were in her. I knew from sensing them,
who she loved more.

"Padraig," I finally said, a deep certainty in my reply, "You
belong with Padraig..."

"How can you be sure?!" Amy only wept and wiped her tears
away with the sleeve of her shirt. I bit my lip, knowing I
shouldn't overstep my boundaries and said.

"Well, then... maybe not."

Amy's eyes fell wide open and she only gawked at me,
replying, "Maybe NOT?"

"Here," I said, a little shy and uncomfortable and held out a
coin in my hand. I said to her with a strong smile and nod, "Flip
it. If it's tails, you'll be with Podge. If it's heads,
Cameron."

"Letting a coin to decide?" She said with an unbelieving
smirk, and rolled her eyes childishly, taking it out of my hand and
decided to play in my game, "Sure. Why not?"

She tossed it into the air, as it flipped manically from side
to side, and landed on her hand, closing her grip around
it.

We both looked anxiously at her hand as she opened it up and
saw it was heads.

"Heads!" She said, and looked at me as I smiled warmly at
her, "Cameron..."

She gulped and shut her eyes, tears welling in the corners of
them.

"That's not who I wanted..."

She then realized the whole point of this game. To show what
her heart truly yearned for.

"I have to tell him..." She said quickly, pulling me to her
and swallowing bravely as we went on through the park, "Cameron...
I have to break it off."

"And you won't regret it?"

"There's always going to be regrets, no matter what." She
proclaimed, and smiled even with her tears, "But loving the right
person isn't one of them."

I giggled a little, feeling her sense of relief and looped my
arm through hers as we continued on through the park.

"So..."

The two of us looked up, seeing a girl our age stand in front
of our way. She had sallow skin and thick curly hair. I didn't know
who she was, but Amy gulped in fear as I could sense she had met
this person before.

"You
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