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DEDICATION

 


To Rhonda. This is for you. I promised you a Dark
Isle story and I hope you like it.

 


 


 


AUTHOR’S NOTE

 


For those of you who follow the series, this story
starts several months before The Carpenter, and ends after The
Carpenter ended.

Kera
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Chapter One

 


Near London, England

 


Blue, Rhonda decided, was her most hated
color. Firstly, due to the blue uniform of the copper who stopped
her for speeding, and then gave her a lecture for driving at 42 in
a 40 limit. What a wanker. He was more interested in her boobs than
her driving. She gave him her best ‘fuck you’ stare and eventually
he gave her a lecture—and his phone number—not a ticket. She forgot
the lecture and threw his number in the bin.

Then the blue nail varnish she spilled on
her newly washed floor. After that the blue paint on a shop doorway
she didn’t notice until it was too late. Her lovely white jeans
were now blue striped. Lastly this bloody blue line that gave her
the information she didn’t want.

Pregnant. The rabbit died.

Up the duff. Bun in the
oven, knocked up and in the pudding club. The family way beckoned.
Take your pick. Whatever euphemism you used it all added up to the
same thing. In seven months give or take—after all she couldn’t be
sure of the conception date—she’d be in agony. Plus, no doubt,
cussing hot as hell, panty-dropping men. The thought of a bloke in
Barbie pink, or little mermaid panties conjured up some
mind-boggling pictures. Oh good grief, now
I’m adding overactive hormones to the mix.

Don’t lie about the date I
know to the bloody minute… No doubt she
would also be swearing to castrate any virile male who came within
fifty yards of her. Wasn’t that what everyone said? Swear never
again and twelve months later…Not her. She’d actually swear to the
castration now, let alone later.

Damn droopy condoms, dodgy seafood, virile
men and fertile women.

Why oh why had she jumped head—okay
pussy—first into a relationship with a guy in the services of all
things, who told her he was only going to be around for a few
months before he was posted overseas?

Because I’m an idiot and
thought with my clit and not my brain. And I was ready for sex.
Good sex, and boy was it good. Not just
the sex, but all the trimmings that went along with it. Now though
it seemed someone, somewhere, was having the last laugh. Because
that ‘no ties except around your hands and feet, sweetness,’ had
come back to bite her on the bum.

And not the bite of a flogger or her Sir,
either. No, ‘sweetness, present for me’. No, ‘what a good girl my
pet is’. No ‘don’t come until I say so’. No traffic light safe
words if she wasn’t happy. This was in your face ‘grow up and
decide what next’ time. She wasn’t going to be able to cry ‘yellow
I need to think about this’. This was full on green: it’s
happening.

Think dammit. Deal with it
like an adult. With one last glare at the
offending line, she found some paper and a pen. She always thought
better when she had a plan.

Find out for sure if that
blue line is right. After all, didn’t they
say it could be wrong? Whoever the mysterious “they” were. The pang
that she might not be expecting hit her so hard she dropped the
pen. She didn’t want to be pregnant, did she? Not ‘single, no
father around and no support’ pregnant?

“Find out.” She dialed the
doctor’s surgery to make an appointment before she could change her
mind.

“You’re in luck, I’ve had
a last minute cancellation. Get here by half past and you’re in,
Rhon.” Sandy, the practice manager, was a friend from nursery
school days. They’d attended the tiny village school together,
taken the bus to the senior school ten miles away, drooled after
the same blokes, and ended up at the same university, although
taking different courses. Sandy had gone for business and
management and Rhonda, linguistics. They’d both ended up in
Strathcardle without knowing the other would be there.

As far as Rhonda was concerned it was
serendipity, and as at that moment not much else was, she’d be glad
of it.

“Around eight weeks as a
rough guess,” the doctor, a middle-aged cheerful woman said, as she
filled a prescription for iron. “And you’re as healthy as you
should be. Does that mesh?”

Rhonda nodded. “Yeah, it does, thanks.”
Evidently it had all happened the last time she’d met him. They’d
been at it like rampant rabbits on speed, before he’d done his, ‘it
was great, loved every minute, and sadly I’ve got to go’ act. That
was the time he’d asked her if they should keep in touch, and she
was so pissed at his seemingly casual farewell she’d said no. It
was good while it lasted but now it was over.

He, sod it, accepted it
without any show of regret, and didn’t leave a forwarding address.
Even his phone just rang out ‘unobtainable’ when she tried to
contact him that way. She’d deleted the number then, and tried to
think good riddance. So what if she thought she knew it off by
heart, it wasn’t answered. It was now number non grata or whatever.
So he needn’t say she hadn’t tried to give him the good—or bad—news
that he was going to be a dad.

You can’t try; you deleted
it. Rhonda ignored that tiny nagging
voice. Here she
was, she thought: up the duff and no way of saying, ‘oh by the way,
the present you left me will arrive in about seven months give or
take.’ Even less time to get into gear for a new life.

Liar, liar, pants on fire,
you do know it. Maybe so, but she wasn’t
going to acknowledge it...or was she? Grow
up, grow a pair and bloody ring it, just in case there is someone
on the other end. Her heart beat too fast
as she pressed the keys and waited. Then she didn’t know whether to
laugh or cry as she heard the tinny voice telling her he wasn’t
there and ‘Please leave a message after the tone...’

What the hell should she say? In the end she
blurted it out. “Hi this is Rhonda, if you get this I’ve got some
important news you need to know.” Anything else? No, if he was
interested he’d ring back.

He didn’t.

Damn him, she’d go to cry—or not—on her
brother’s shoulder. Rhonda didn’t expect Marcus, her older and she
admitted, wiser, sibling to solve anything, just hear her out.
Agree with her decision and if nothing else, root for her and buy
her bananas or whatever she craved. Marcus and she always stood by
each other, come what may. After his wife had died—killed in a
senseless act of terrorism—he’d become harder, less approachable.
Less willing to see two sides of anything, and it was his way or no
way. However, not when it concerned Rhonda, she hoped. Although she
generally took care not to bother him, he would come through for
her, she was sure. The only problem was finding him.

“So, do I go ahead and
sort out antenatal appointments or…?” the doctor said in a tactful
voice, bringing her back to the there and now. “There’s time yet
for you to decide what you think is best. I can set up an
appointment for you to discuss every option.”

What? An appoint…
oh no, not in a million years.
That broke into her reverie about burning oil for
men with overactive cocks and marching on the condom factory
demanding they sorted their elasticity problem out. “Dec…Oh I’ve
decided. I’m not having a termination,” Rhonda said firmly. She
made her mind up about that as soon as the doctor said those two
words ‘eight weeks’. “Hit me with the list of do’s and don’ts, and
I’ll go to the health food shop on the way home.”

“Have some leaflets and
make your next appointment with Sandy,” the doctor said with a
laugh. “You’re hale and hearty, in good health, so no need to go
overboard. Just think before you eat and I’ll see you
soon.”

Rhonda nodded and stood
up. There was a
lot to think about, and not just food.

She started some of that
thinking half an hour later as she stood in her kitchen with a
decaf coffee and a homemade bun. She stared at the bun, and had to
giggle. A bun in the oven took on a whole new meaning now. Very
slowly she picked out a currant and gazed at it thoughtfully before
she put it into her mouth. He’d loved currants and had even
persuaded her to make him garibaldis, those flat biscuits he
jokingly called squashed flies. Rhonda put the bun down in a hurry,
and picked up a lemon one. No way was she going to give her child
any reason to want to eat squashed flies.

She sipped the coffee and contemplated her
still flat tummy. How long before she had to do up her jeans with a
safety pin or elastic between the button and hole? What she
understood about pregnancy could be written on a pinhead. ‘Feel
sick, get a bulge’. Was it shameful she was clueless about all
things antenatal, apart from, she thought, no alcohol in pregnancy.
That would be fine, baby first and, as two small glasses got her
squiffy, it was no chore to drink soda water instead.

See ‘clueless’.
The first thing on her agenda was to
read the leaflets, and maybe buy a
book——Pregnancy for the uninitiated—or something. Then, play ‘hunt
the Marcus’.

What about hunt the
papa-to-be? Sod that thought. Go away. Rhonda finished the coffee, made a note to only buy decaf in
future, ate a salad, and opened her laptop.

Five hours later she had accomplished some
of her self imposed tasks and not others. She’d confused herself
even more over what was good and what was not for her over the next
seven or so months. She read up on breastfeeding, and fixed bits of
the information in
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