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    Dediacted to those who expect love to knock twice.

      

    


Chapter One

My Journey to Truth 

My name was Jim. I changed it to James after I discovered what my mum had done to me. My surname is Jones. I did not change my surname because my father was fine. He was a good man and a dad. Yes, now I am James Jones.

I changed my name but I could not change the fact that I came to this world because first and foremost my mother wanted me to. You might ask how about my father. Well, he was not able to monitor mum 24/7. She got pregnant not because my dad wanted her to but because she wanted to. And she got pregnant when she wanted to. She wanted to know how it felt like to be a mother. It had got nothing to do with me. She did not even care whether it was me or someone else she carried in her womb. That is how much she wanted to be a mother. I had no idea what was happening...neither in her womb, nor in the world...not even in her head for years and years. Because she programmed me so.  

My mother would do anything to satisfy her feelings. She would compare me with my friends to make me feel inadequate when she terribly and unbearably felt so inside. I would get angry and shout. She would call the police to make me feel like no one, not even her son. She would not care whether I was a child or becoming a man, she would make me cry in front of everyone. And despite all that, she would manage to make me feel guilty and I would find myself kissing her feet when we were home and alone. I heard later that she told her friends none of whom liked her very much, how I kissed her feet with great satisfaction and pride. 

One day she left us for another man because my father was no longer enough for her. And yes, it was not her fault, it was our fault that she had to leave us.I kept in touch with her of course. Because, no matter what she was my mother, I thought. Was that really my thought, I am not sure. 

I grew up and started to date with girls. She went mad of course but I did not know. She hid it so well. Somehow none of the girls I dated was good enough to her as if she was perfect herself. My relationships did not last long. I started to think that maybe I secretly love men and decided to explore my hidden desires for them. Soon I had a boyfriend named Sam. My mother was shocked. And I was not surprised but so fucking confused. Because I was happier with Sam than I was with girls. Because she did not interfere at all.

But there was a problem. When I turned 33 I wanted to have my own child and that was impossible with Sam, because however much he felt and behaved like a woman he was a man. He was unable to get pregnant. He was too self-centered for that even if he was able to anyway. Just like my mother. I wish she was like Sam. Why did God allow women like her to become a mother? I don’t understand. What I understood was that I wanted a woman or a girl who could give me at least three kids. 

Sam suggested to adapt but I did not want that. I wanted to have kids who looked exactly like me and their beautiful mother. I wanted them to have my blood. Then he suggested to deceive a beautiful immigrant girl who was in need of integration through an English man. Those kind of bitches would do anything for you, said Sam, slightly jealously.  

Then we went on a dating site, found the girl we were looking for. We chatted her together online. I introduced Sam to her as my brother and she believed it of course. She had no other choice. She was beautiful, sexy, definitely not needy but extremely vulnerable inside. And that was exactly what we were looking for. Three weeks after chatting online, I met her in person. 

Her name was Nisa but mum called her a cheap immigrant, Sam called her a bloody foreigner. Strange thing was that I liked her. She was kinder, nicer and prettier than any girl I had ever met. She made me dream of my kids only minutes after I had seen her. My heart became too big for my chest and my blood too much for my veins while I was with her.I could not tell that to Sam of course.

I did not leave Sam nor did I tell him how much I liked this bloody foreigner. He would try millions of different ways to take revenge from her. I told him that we were only going to use her to have a child or two. He loved the idea which was actually his, so did my mum. Because she wanted to be the only woman in my life. And that was okay, it had to be okay. Yes, it was fine, fine as wine.

Sam forced me to impregnate Nisa as soon as I could. I had not even had a chance to sleep with her. She lived in London I lived in Norwich. Besides, she said that she would not have a child without marriage when I mentioned it vaguely in the end of our third date. I did not stop of course, I asked her again after our first sex which Sam had secretly taped to use it against her if she did not agree to get pregnant. Yes, that was bad but we had to win or die in this war, Sam said. 

Six months had gone, she was not yet pregnant. I asked her to  move in with me despite Sam, she did not. I found a job near my house for her, she stayed in London. I asked her why, she said something did not feel right no matter how deeply she was in love with me. Was she really? Because women do all kinds of stupid things when they are truly in love with a man. Nisa did not, apart from coming to my place all the way from London, providing me the sweetest, most addictive sex for hours and hours without costing me a penny. 

One day, she was in my place again and Sam asked her why we don’t have kids, whether we don’t love each other to do that. Nisa said nothing. Sam called her a loveless cow! I took her to the station and she left in tears. She texted me on her way to London saying that I liked her for the sake of my unborn kids nor for her. She was smart and that made her prettier and sexier. It made me love her in fact.

Sam blamed me for being a useless salesman. My mother wanted to know what was really going on between three of us. We did not tell her but she was fine as long as Sam was still in my life. Because that meant the cheap immigrant girl was never going to have a voice in my life. She wanted to meet Nisa after hearing our plan from Sam.

Nisa said she was not ready to meet mum. I guess she was right. How could she do that if I was not serious enough with her. I told Sam that she would never bear my child if I didn’t propose her. Proposal did not mean marriage after all. Sam agreed and I proposed her at Christmas. She then agreed to get pregnant.Sam hated the moment I proposed her and put the ring on her finger but he played his role well. So did my mum. I hated them both and started to think to run away with Nisa whole night. They were forcing me insincere even to myself.

She phoned me when she found out that she was pregnant only a month later. I went to London and spent a night with her in a hotel. She became more and more beautiful as the baby grew inside her. And I started to hate Sam, mum even myself and all that lies more and more every day. I kissed her and our baby, left her in London and went back home.  

I have no idea what happened that night but I did not see her again. Not heard a word from her. Eleven years passed, I still don’t know whether she is alive or not but Sam died in a car crash last summer. He never told me whether he knew anything about such a mysterious disappearance of Nisa when I asked him up until last summer. Nor did mum say a word. 

My step-father died of a cancer a few weeks ago. Mum held my arm at the funeral and told me to find Nisa, her eyes full of tears. I don’t know where she is, I don’t even know whether she is alive, I said to my mum. What does your heart tell you, she asked. I could not hear what my heart said at the time. I asked my heart every night as I re-lived every moment I had spent with her. I eventually heard the truth.

She is alive, bringing up your son and missing you a lot, said my heart. That was the moment of resurrection for me. I hired a private eye next day. He took only six weeks to tell me that she was definitely not in the UK, nor was she somewhere in Western Europe. I hired another private detective in Istanbul without leaving the UK. That was her hometown and she might have gone back there, I thought. But she had not unless her surname had changed. Which meant she was now married to someone else.

I was 44, single, childless and had no interest in any man or woman around me. I started to drink every night. Dad was upset to see me like that. His wife said where my mind was when Nisa was still in the UK. And I knew that I was supposed to do something about it. I asked mum whether she knew anything about Nisa’s disappearance











































































































































































































































































[image: image]


























































[image: image]
































































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
LOVE DOES NOT KNOCK TWICE

1 Wah
gm

Were ff






d2d_images/scene_break.png





