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It's a quotidian evening in the Nash home. Naomi and Kendis, the gaily married couple, are having their supper, a hearty helping of spinach and lamb curry. They had already swapped their delineations of the mundane question, "How was your day?".

Although she was usually attentive to her husband's needs in the past, it had been lacking for the past couple of years. It became plain to her when her mind wandered during his time to talk. Funny enough, she was thinking of the one thing that had overtaken her prime concern. As the regional manager of the biomedical company, Consolidated Critical Care—of the branch in Atlanta—she was preoccupied with the daily stresses of being in such a position. She was promoted to it two years ago and was the apparent cause of the dip in their relationship.

He was equally as busy as well. He owned a chain of convenience stores that he started up with his father back in the early two-thousands. Since the business pretty much ran itself, he didn't have the same headaches she had. They had always been career-orientated persons, so making a family was tabled and collected a substantial amount of dust over time. As a matter of fact, it was she who had put it off and tonight, the resolute woman was finally considering moving forward with the big decision.

She was working on a way to bring it up but being the blunt person she was, Naomi came out with it, and said, "Let's have a baby."

Kendis, half paying attention, responded, "Oh, really?"

She was about to be perturbed, but she waited for it to hit him. That came in the form of him almost choking on a hefty bite of meat, swallowing it with a quick swallow of water.

"...Don't toy with me, Nay. That isn't funny." he seriously made known, coughing.

His reaction was a little comical, but she didn't show it, wiping her mouth with a napkin. "I'm not. Let's do it. We have everything we need. We're ready." she put forth.

He took another sip and placed the glass down, thinking it over. Kendis sat back in his chair, eyes looking up and replied, "Why now all of a sudden? We've been 'ready' since I brought it up...I don't know, a decade ago."

She expected this, but not from the get-go. It made her defensive, saying, "And why does that matter? I'm finally willing to do this, and you bring that up?"

He ran a hand over his mouth, visibly getting tense. "Okay...you asked for it. When we were twenty-three and starry-eyed, I agreed we should wait. When Dad handed over the business to me three years later, I relented because you wanted to focus on your job, which is fine. ...You deserve that."

It was her turn to get stiff, yet she let him continue.

"After you became general manager, I waited until you were settled into it. I thought thirty would be a good starting point, but even then, you turned me down. With your last promotion, I let it go. ...But, now. Come on. You're thirty-nine. ...Do I need to go on?" he explained, looking her in the eyes the whole time.

It was a bit blundering, but he wasn't wrong. In her younger days, she didn't want to be another hard-pressed individual trying to juggle a work-life and a bunch of rugrats. She craved to be unencumbered and going by what he said, it was selfish. It had disappointed him and he'd been harboring this resentment for a long time. His words stung, but were warranted. She scooted her chair back and stood up, walking to her purse and took out a folded printout. He eyed her with curiosity as she walked to him, handing it over. He unraveled it and studied the medical document. Kendis registered what it was and looked at her with genuine surprise.

"We're getting old, but the numbers don't lie. ...Can we go to the bedroom now?" she queried with a smile, holding her hand out.

He didn't say anything, avidly grabbing it. For middle-aged people, they whisked to their bed as though they were twenty-two-year-old newlyweds again.
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Four months later, their rigorous efforts paid off. It took a few months and here she was—eight weeks pregnant. While Naomi enjoyed Kendis's jollity, she could do without the grotty morning sickness. Presently, she was leaning over the trash can in her office, clutching her torso and glad the blinds were closed.

"...Are we done yet? Give your mother a break here." she whispered to the embryo in her uterus. The drop in her stomach made her say, "Fucking round thirty-two..."

She deposited her tuna salad in the waste can and panicked when a knock on the door came shortly after. Moving quickly, she took a tissue and wiped her mouth, putting the garbage can under her desk.

"Come in!" she said, composing herself by smoothing out her black, wavy hair.

Roxy, her office administrator, came in, meekly saying, "...Hey! I don't mean to be a bother. I've been trying to get with you all week. I've been hitting the ground rolling."

Naomi smiled, admiring her work ethic. The admin had returned from maternity leave last Monday, a week before she should've. She understood when Roxaline said that she felt her best when she was working.

"Don't worry about it. I've been...distracted lately. What do you need?" she asked, quick to change the subject.

And for a good reason. As of now, only she and Kendis knew she was pregnant. Pushing forty meant this was a high-risk pregnancy, so if it went awry, she didn't want to face that pity and embarrassment.

"Well..." she began, looking to see if all the blinds were closed and continued with a hushed tone, "I found something...pretty damning. Take a look."

She opened a file folder and pulled out an article, the headline reading, "CCC Potentially Complicit in Rising of Multiple Pregnancies." Naomi pretended to look it over, but couldn't keep up the charade. She put the paper down and got up, walking to the window of the third-floor workplace.

Roxy, feeling nervous, speedily added, "I know it looks bad and it does point the finger to our branch. The good thing is that it comes from an unreliable and unpopular website. No one is taking it seriously, but you know what happens if the right one does. I looked into it and—"

Naomi stopped the fast-talking coworker with a finger over her full lips and said, "Roxy...I know."

The flustered and lip-quivering brunette was at a loss for words.

The informed executive sat down. "They discovered that our company sold a key component in that Xpect stuff that was in the news months ago. However..." Naomi pulled up the bookmarked article on her browser, turned the monitor to show the second page of it and said, "That wasn't the issue. Reports as far back as 2003 showed a correlation with line workers at CCC and their multiple pregnancies. They were exposed to it while working at our plants. They're trying to get a class-action lawsuit together. Many of these women couldn't afford to have so many and some...I won't go further. You already know it."

Roxy looked down, but had to ask, "How did you know? Never mind. I'm infringing. I-I'll leave."

The anxious mother took the paper. "Rox, relax. It's okay. I know because...dammit. Screw it...it was going to happen sooner or later. ...I'm pregnant. ...I started as a line worker myself." she stated with an assured half-grin.

Still, the rigid twenty-something nodded and looked at her, saying, "...I know." Mrs. Nash eyed her suspiciously, waiting for an explanation. Sensing it, she resumed with, "I wasn't snooping! I, um...heard you inside the stalls...and outside the door before I came in. Your assistant said you hadn't been feeling well for a while now..."

Naomi shook her head, feeling like a fool for not foreseeing this. "Once again, it's fine. If we're being honest here...it's been very bad. I'm sure every woman says that, but literally every day I've been beelining to the toilet. Between you and me, I had to fake Internet troubles when I was on a conference call." Naomi told with a laugh.

Feeling relaxed, Roxy joined her and retorted with, "Mine wasn't that bad. A little queasy, but no puking. Then again, they say every pregnancy is different. Who knows? It could be twins!" The reality of the connection between what they talked about made them both silent. "...I think I'll go take my lunch now. I need to know when to shut my mouth." Roxy finished, standing.

"You're coming to my place for dinner. Is next week okay? Also, don't fret over that article. The only reason they are bringing it up is because that singer had a litter. Liz...something." Naomi vocalized, diffusing the situation.
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