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In All The Wrong Places 

Jo Bartlett 

 ‘How about putting, easy-going thirty something seeks no-strings fun?’ Dom looked hopeful and 

couldn’t be deterred, even when Jamie shook his head. ‘Come on, mate, you need to keep it upbeat! 

You don’t want to come off sounding like a sob story. One of those ads you see in the classifieds for 

a wedding dress that’s never been worn, that sort of thing.’ 

 ‘The truth is, Dom, I probably am the human equivalent of that.’ Jamie tapped the side of his 

chair. ‘And I can hardly advertise no-strings fun sitting in this thing.’ 

 ‘You might be having a good week when you arrange a date and not be in the chair.’ His best 

friend’s irrepressible optimism was usually something Jamie valued but, on this occasion, it was 

making him a prime candidate for a punch in the nuts.  

 ‘Yeah and I might be writhing around in agony and losing control of my bodily functions. 

Maybe it’s all just a stupid idea anyway. Whatever I say I can’t get away from the fact they’ll be 

signing up for this,’ he ran his hands in parallel down the sides of his body, ‘and if Natalie couldn’t 

hang around after the diagnosis then how can I expect a total stranger to?’ 

 ‘Natalie was a self-centred cow. I always thought so.’ Dom grinned. ‘In fact we all did, we 

just didn’t think it was the done thing to say so when you were married to her.’ 

 ‘I wish someone had.’ Jamie sighed. He couldn’t hate Natalie, only what she’d done to him; 

or more accurately how it had made him feel - like a piece of rubbish only fit to be discarded.  

 ‘The good news is that only nice girls are going to go for you like this.’ Dom laughed, ducking 

out of the way as Jamie moved to grab him. 

 ‘At least I can rely on you to tell it like it is.’ It was true. Dom was the one person in the world 

he could laugh with about the MS. Everyone else just skirted around the issue, pretending that 
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nothing had changed, while all the time acting so differently towards him that it might as well have 

been written across the sky. 

 ‘What we need is a female perspective and maybe a beer or two to help get the muse 

flowing.’ Dom disappeared in the direction of the kitchen, and his voice was muffled as he called 

back, as though he was busy rooting through the fridge. ‘Sophia’s coming over with Poppy for lunch, 

she’ll give us a hand. After all, she’s had more bad dates than anyone in the Western hemisphere, so 

she’ll tell us exactly what to avoid saying!’  

‘I’m sure your sister would be thrilled to hear herself described as an expert on dating 

disasters.’ Jamie scrolled down the web page again, while he waited for Dom. All these women 

smiling back at him from their profile pictures. On paper he sounded okay, a well-paid job working 

mainly from home as a business development consultant, nice house, only one previous not-so-

careful owner.  Hell, he even had his own set of wheels; but would any of them still be smiling if he 

pulled up for a date in his chair? It was a good make, lightweight and fast, and he could do 

handbrake-style turns that would put a boy racer to shame. Still, he was hardly a knight on a white 

stallion, was he? 

 ‘Chloe should be home soon, too. She must have emptied the shops of stuff by now.’ Dom 

was back, balancing a six pack of beers on a tray with some pretzels and a tube of crisps; his idea of a 

balanced diet. 

 ‘She’ll kill you if she sees that lot!’ Jamie couldn’t suppress a grin. He’d been best man at 

their wedding two years before and Chloe had kept a careful watch on everything Dom ate and 

drank in the past six months, since they’d decided to try for a baby. ‘And I hope to God you’re not 

sporting any tighty-whiteys – although I‘m not about to check.’ 
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 ‘For your information, my friend,’ Dom expertly popped the metal caps off two of the beers 

as he spoke, ‘my balls are no longer the subject of a steward’s inquiry. As it turns out, they work 

perfectly well!’ 

 ‘You mean?’ Jamie didn’t even get to finish the sentence before Dom grabbed him in such a 

forceful hug that he almost upended the wheelchair. 

 ‘Yep, don’t tell Chloe I told you without her, I was supposed to wait, but we’re having a baby, 

mate! How awesome is that?’ He clinked their bottles against one another and Jamie forced a smile 

so stiff it hurt his face. It wasn’t that he wasn’t thrilled. Of course he was. They’d make the greatest 

parents in the world. It was just that he wanted it so badly too. He’d had a wife and they’d been 

planning a family until the MS had struck and she’d slipped away; his dreams packed up forever with 

the rest of her stuff. And now it felt like he was being left even further behind… 
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