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Chapter One

 

Rays of early dawn seeped through the wide slats of wooden blinds, spattering soft light within the darkened room. The bed dipped behind her, warm lips pressed against her left cheek, and she shivered at the husky “I love you” whispered against her skin.

“Mmm, I love you, too,” Melanie mumbled into the firm chest she snuggled against. The scent of his lover, mixed with his own natural spice, filled her nostrils, bringing erotic visions of the night before to flash behind her closed eyes.

The light smack of Jake and Philip’s kiss above her head made her smile and nestle closer into the warmth of Philip’s body. “See you after work,” Philip said as Jake pulled away from him, his voice rough from sleep. “Love you; have a good day.”

The house fell silent once again with the closing of the front door. Calen, Van, and Jake had to be to work early, leaving her and Philip alone.

Philip’s arms tightened around her. Large hands stroked the length of her naked back, over the curve of her hip, then grabbed the right cheek of her ass.

“Hey!” Mel jumped against him. “Stop that.” Her words were muffled by the muscles of firm pecs. “I don’t want to get up yet.”

“Is that right?” With a kiss to the top of her head, he thrust his hips, poking her belly with his morning erection. “Well, I’m already ‘up,’ and my cock is aching to fill your pussy, baby.”

“Are you kidding me?” she teased, tugging on tight reddish brown curls dusting his chest. “After screwing me to exhaustion, the two of you were at it most of the night.”

“Jealous?” The stubble of his morning beard gently scratched her neck and shoulder as tender lips kissed along her flesh.

“I thought you guys loved me.” Unable to control the moan of arousal his roaming hands and mouth were creating, Mel bit into Philip’s left pec. “The four of you are going to kill me.”

 

In a graceful fluid motion, Philip pushed Melanie onto her back, settling his slender hips between her spread thighs. Even after two years of waking up with this woman, when she looked up at him while he woke her by making love to her, his desire for her was difficult to restrain. Through half-closed lids, her brilliant green eyes became dark as her arousal increased. Fanned across the pillow, her dark, tousled curls were spread. He knew her pussy grew damp as he gazed into her eyes, and the musky fragrance of her arousal taunted him.

As much as he enjoyed sharing the woman beneath him with his lover and his two best friends, the time he spent with her alone, like this morning, he savored.

“Yeah, but what a way to go,” he whispered, nipping her lower lip. The trembling of her luscious curves beneath his weight heightened the need to plunge his cock deep within her.

Slender fingers traced the defined lines of his muscles. Soft fingertips brushed over his nipples, bringing them to attention before she ever so gently tugged on the gold ring dangling from his right peak.

The hiss that escaped his lips brought a sexy grin to hers.

“You are so beautiful, sweetheart,” he moaned, dipping his head, capturing the hardened crest of her left breast between his teeth. With firm pressure he bit down, eliciting a sharp gasp from her.

Her hips moved under him, rubbing the wet warmth of her sex along his cock. “You don’t need to sweet talk me, you barbarian,” she teased, sucking his bottom lip between hers. “I’m all yours.”

Wiggling and shifting beneath him, she thrust her hips up until her cunt swallowed every inch of his shaft. Arching off the bed, her ample bosom pressed up against his chest and his pelvis took on a mind of its own. Slowly, Philip withdrew his cock, leaving the fat, throbbing crown inside before thrusting again. Settling his weight on his forearms, he pressed Melanie to the bed, his hungry lips crashing against hers. Feasting on her mouth like a starving man, he felt her body begin to grip his thick flesh. He stopped his strokes and chuckled when Mel whimpered her protest into his mouth.

“You’re not allowed to come yet, baby,” he cooed and nuzzled her neck.

“Not allowed?” she griped, wrapping her legs around his waist, rubbing to create friction where she needed it most.

Philip bit back a laugh. Outweighing her by fifty pounds easily, she wasn’t about to move him without the help of a truck. Who was he trying to fool? Near ready to explode, he was just trying to buy himself a little more time.

“Roll over,” he growled low, and nearly came as Mel’s eyes grew wide, gleaming with anticipation. Pulling his length from the slickness of her body, he swatted her derrière when she assumed the doggie-style position.

Taking his time, Philip caressed the pale globes of her buttocks in his hands, massaging, spreading the flesh wider with each stroke. Using his finger and thumb of his left hand, he spread her lips open and pressed a single digit inside her wet channel. “Jesus,” he moaned, pumping it into her several times before pulling out. Moans of her contentment and heated desire carried to his ears, encouraging Philip to stake his claim.

“Back your ass up,” he ordered. “Impale your cunt with my cock, baby.”

 

Eager to comply, Mel wiggled backwards, and when she felt the smooth width of Philip’s shaft tease her entrance, she bucked back, taking all of him at once. Expelling a contented sigh, her upper body collapsed to the bed. All four of her lovers were hung like prized stallions. Philip’s penis had slightly more girth than the others, and when his cock shoved into her from behind, it created an exquisite sensation of fullness, rendering her speechless.

His throaty chuckle from behind reverberated through her and her body trembled. As his hips began to thrust relentlessly, slapping against her ass, a pathetic attempt at moaning was all she could muster. The tempo became a painful tease as he kept her teetering on the edge of climax. Her body soared, begging for the release just beyond her grasp. Without warning, Philip pushed his thumb past the tight muscles guarding her back entrance, shoving her over the edge.

Perspiration popped out of every pore, and her body shook as a toe-curling orgasm consumed her entire being. Crying out her pleasure into the sheet clutched in her grasp, the sound of Philip meeting release filled the room. His cock danced inside her seconds before she felt the warmth of his seed trickling down the backs of her thighs.

As she lay gasping for breath, Philip withdrew and eased her hips down onto the bed.

From out of nowhere, a wave of nausea swept over her. Taking a deep breath, Melanie swallowed, trying to curb the sensation to hurl. The feeling seemed to subside, but as she inhaled a second deep breath, Philip swatted her backside in play and her body broke out in a cold sweat. The wave bowled over her again.

“Mel?” She heard the concern in Philip’s voice as she sprang from the bed.

Covering her mouth, she ran across the plush carpeted floor into the adjoining bathroom.

“Melanie!” Philip hollered a second time and she knew he was right behind her.

Dropping to her knees in front of the commode, Melanie heaved. Philip pulled her unruly hair out of the way and his large hand rubbed her back.

“Relax, baby,” his voice soothed.

Violent dry heaves wracked her body for several minutes. With trembling hands, Mel gripped the lid of the toilet for balance. Philip’s hand appeared, holding tissues, and he wiped her mouth and nose before easing her against the side of the bathtub. Unable to control the shaking of her body, Mel draped her arm over the tub. Resting her cheek against the cool porcelain edge helped extinguish the burn prickling her skin.

Philip released his grip on her hair. “I’m going to get you a cold washcloth, sweetheart, okay?” he said and walked over the cabinet. The sound of running water filled the room and then he knelt beside her. Gently, he wiped the cool cloth over her face, neck, and shoulders.

“What happened, honey?” The concern and confusion in his voice just contributed to her anxiety.

Her breathing grew more regular and she pushed herself to a sitting position. “I don’t know,” she replied with uncertainty. “But what a mood breaker, huh?” she quipped, trying to lighten the atmosphere in the room.

“It’s not funny, Mel.” Philip continued to drag the damp cloth over her perspiring skin. “What’s wrong? Why’d you puke?”

“I don’t know, Philip,” she answered and attempted to stand. “It just…came on all of a sudden.”

“No, you don’t, just stay there on the floor,” he ordered.

“But I…”

“Just stay down. What do you want? I’ll get you whatever you want.”

“I’d like a little ginger ale and maybe a cracker.” Casting him a peeved glare, she added, “But I don’t really want it here in the bathroom.”

“Fine, just stay here, I’ll go and get it, and then I’ll help you into the bedroom.” His firm tone left little room for argument.

“Fine,” she snipped back.

“Fine.” With the final word, he left the bathroom.

Once alone, Melanie stood up and took a seat on the toilet. “Stay there on the floor,” she grumbled, mimicking Philip’s deep voice. “I’m not a dog. I’m a big girl…a grown woman last time I checked,” she continued to mumble as she relieved herself.

Philip appeared in the doorway looking rather unhappy. “I told you to stay put,” he said through gritted teeth.

“I had to pee,” Melanie snarled back.

A look of acceptance replaced the annoyance and with a slight nod he muttered. “Oh. Sure.”

Now that she was done, she allowed him to help her back to the bedroom. Thankful for the support, Mel wasn’t sure her knees were prepared to hold her weight.

 

An hour later, Philip stood watching Mel fold laundry at the kitchen table. After they’d showered together and he helped her dress, the color had finally come back in her cheeks.

When she bolted from their bed, flying to the bathroom, he’d been startled. But when he saw her stark white face and felt her clammy skin after she’d purged, he was terrified. What frightened him more was there appeared to be no reason for it.

The night before, Mel had prepared chicken Caesar salad and quiche Lorraine for dinner, and they’d eaten early. Soundly she had slept through the night between Jake and himself. The nightmares that tormented her sleep when she’d first moved in with them had become a thing of the past. And at no time over the past two years together had she ever had so much as a cold.

The ginger ale and crackers seemed to have done the trick, and now she enjoyed a mug of steaming coffee while tending to her task.

“I’ve got to go, sweetheart.” Philip studied her nervously, not at all comfortable with the thought of leaving her alone. “You gonna be okay?” he asked, tucking his T-shirt into his jeans.

He knew the four of them doting drove her crazy, but they just couldn’t help it. She was their woman, and, come hell or high water, the four friends vowed to do anything and everything to keep her safe and make her feel protected.

“Yes, Philip.” She cast him a playful grin. “I’ll be just fine.” Placing the towel she’d just folded atop the pile, she walked to him and placed warm hands on either side of his face, pulling him down to her. Her tongue swept past his lips in a gentle caress before releasing him. “It was nothing, lover, I’m fine. I don’t know what it was, but it’s passed now.” Brushing her lips against his once more, she moaned. “Now, go to work, or you’re going to be late.”

* * * * *
 

Following dinner of barbequed steaks and a moonlight skinny-dip, they’d settled in the living room to watch a movie. Wrapped in a blanket on the sofa, Mel’s head rested on Van’s lap, his fingers stroking through her dark curls, dampened from her swim. At the other end of the couch sat his lover Jake, who was massaging their woman’s feet.

Throughout the entire day, Philip had stewed over the events of the morning, even calling home several times to check on Melanie. The fact that with each call, she’d assured him she was fine did little to ease his concern.

In silence, Philip stood in the doorway of the kitchen studying their lover. The sparkle of excitement in Mel’s dark green eyes helped to soothe his discontent and Philip was pleased to see a healthy pink hue tint her cheeks. A radiant glow surrounded her and the giggles escaping her parted full lips sent a jolt through his groin.

Philip loved her with every fiber of his being, sometimes to a painful degree. Melanie completed his and Jake’s union in a manner neither one of them realized they’d needed, and they both craved more of her. As in love and committed as he and Jake were, Melanie had been a perfect fit to their union. Not once in two years did he have any regrets about his lover and him sharing the woman they loved with their two best friends.

During that first incredible weekend two years earlier, the five had become a family.

Observing her now, he decided the episode that very morning had been a fluke occurrence. Her current demeanor and behavior gave him every indication their lover was fine.

“Can I get anybody anything?” he asked.

“I’d like some juice,” Mel replied. “Doesn’t matter what kind.”

“Sure, I’ll take a beer,” Calen said as he entered the living room, towel drying his hair.

Van glanced over at him. “Sounds good.”

“Me, too, babe,” Jake replied.

Pushing off from the door frame, Philip noted how content Mel appeared and all thoughts of her being sick that morning left his mind.



Chapter Two

 

The aroma of fresh brewed hazelnut coffee and applewood-smoked bacon teased Mel’s nose. Reaching around the king-sized bed with her eyes still closed, she found herself alone. Following a languid stretch, Mel rolled over and sat up for a look at the clock on the bedside table. Bright red neon lights told her it was seven thirty.

It’s Sunday morning, she groaned inwardly. Why in the hell do those men have to get up so damn early? And on a Sunday! Tossing back the down comforter and sliding her legs over the edge of the bed, her eyes were drawn to the dressers on either side of the spacious room, and to the table under the window.

Atop the polished wooden surfaces were two vases of red roses and two of white orchids, her two favorite flowers. The fragrance of the blooms filled the air of Calen and Van’s bedroom.

They remembered.

A husky voice brought her attention to the open door. “We were wondering how long you were going to sleep.”

Turning her head, she smiled at a grinning Jake. “They’re beautiful.”

“Only the best for our girl,” he told her with a wink. Pushing away from the door frame, he stalked toward the bed with the stealth of a predator. “You know, one shout over my shoulder will bring three more horny men into this room and you might not see the light of day today, baby,” he growled.

Within two feet of the bed, he pounced, pressing her to the mattress under his weight. His lips and tongue burned a path along the length of her throat down to the swell of her right breast. The hunger in his eyes stole her breath. Lowering his head, still holding her gaze, his mouth closed over the rigid tip. When she reached to run her fingers through his golden hair, he caught her hands and pinned them to the bed.

As Jake’s mouth moved to suckle her left nipple, the bed dipped beside them.

“Babe.” The warmth of Philip’s breath tickled as his lips nuzzled Mel’s neck. “You weren’t going to have an appetizer before breakfast all by yourself, were you?”

Jake released her tight bud with a pop, and chuckled as his lips met Philip’s to share a deep kiss.

The sight of their mouths together stoked the fires of arousal already burning within her. Tilting to the left, Mel flicked her tongue over the pulse in Philip’s throat; her hands remained pinned on either side of her head. The taste of her men in the morning was heady. The scent of her arousal drifted between them.

Ending their oral embrace, Jake and Philip dipped their heads, each taking a nipple into the wet heat of their mouths. Arching her back, Mel cried out as they suckled her harder.

Rolling onto his side, Jake pulled Melanie onto hers and hungrily feasted upon her mouth. He’d released her hands during the movement and they began to roam. Clutching Jake in front of her, Melanie was in heaven, sandwiched between the both of them.

Philip’s hand stroked over her hip, down the back of her thigh to slip between her knees, pulling her left leg up high. Coolness caressed her heated center with the damp petals of her sex now exposed.

Jake’s tongue swept into her mouth possessively, tasting of dominance, as Philip slipped the crown of his cock up inside her vagina. Mel gasped against Jake lips as her hips bucked between the two men.

Jake’s warm hand replaced Philip’s, holding her leg up.

The touch of Philip’s fingers spreading the cheeks of her buttocks brought a throaty moan from her. The calloused tip of a finger teased the hole before pressing past the snug muscles.

“Please,” Mel whimpered as Philip’s cock withdrew, leaving her pussy empty.

Philip brushed the head of his shaft against the sensitive flesh and pushed inside. Digging her fingers into the cheek of Jake’s butt, Mel expelled a long hiss along his lips as Philip fed the entire fat length into her. Jake’s mouth on hers drew her attention away from the slight burn of her ass adjusting to Philip’s pleasurable intrusion.

“Ah, yes,” Philip growled against her neck. Reaching over, he cupped her left breast, rolling the pebbled nipple between his fingers.

Looking through heavy lids, Jake held her gaze as his cock slid into her wetness.

Their tandem thrusting sent hot chills coursing through Mel’s body. The taste of Jake’s deep kisses had her head spinning with desperate need. Philip’s manipulation of her full achy breasts and sensitive nipples worked her body up to a quiver.

The heat of their solid bodies singed her oversensitive flesh, with the fine hairs all over her skin standing on end.

Climax was within her reach, so very close. Seeming to sense her need, Jake’s hand slid between their bodies, brushing the inside of her thigh where their bodies were joined. Judging from the groan in her left ear, Jake caressed his lover’s fuzzy sac. Philip’s hand skimmed over her belly to the juncture at the top of her legs, where his fingers began to pluck at the swollen bundle of nerves above Jake’s thick plunging shaft.

“Our girl is enjoying us, lover,” Jake’s voice purred. “Your fat cock in her tight ass, my shaft deep in her wet pussy…”

“Mel’s pussy feels good, babe, huh?” Philip moaned, thrusting harder inside her ass. “And her ass is so snug, hot, pulsing around my cock.”

Jake’s tempo increased, matching Philip’s.

“Yes,” Jake agreed. “Her cunt is dripping with juice, lover. Let me taste her sweet cream all over your fingers.”

Philip’s hand came into view and Mel watched closely as Jake’s tongue flicked over a digit, tasting her before closing his lips and sucking it clean. Brushing the tip of his middle finger along her lower lip, Philip’s husky voice was a whisper near her ear. “Your taste is hypnotic to us, baby.” Mel parted her lips and sucked the thick calloused digit in. “Taste yourself,” his sultry tone ordered.

Sucking his finger, combined with their cocks fucking her, pushed her into the abyss. “I’m…oh, God…I’m going to…” Mel cried out.

“Yes,” Philip growled.

It took several quick strokes by Jake and Philip to bring the three to culmination. Mel trembled, sobbing, as their cocks jerked seconds before filling her with their releases.

Between Jake and Philip, Mel gasped for much needed air.

“Happy anniversary, sweetheart,” Philip whispered with a kiss to her shoulder.

Jake pulled his semierect shaft from her body and captured her lips with his. “Yeah, happy anniversary, baby.”

“Mmm,” Melanie purred with satiation. “I love you guys.”

The clearing of a throat was barely audible as the three sated lovers struggled for breath.

Mel, Jake, and Philip glanced to the bedroom door, where Calen held Van in his arms. “Well, lover,” Calen’s voice was husky and both men’s eyes were dark with desire. “Looks like we missed out on breakfast hors d'oeuvres.”

Van’s mischievous grin sparked Mel’s arousal anew. “Yeah, but there’s always breakfast dessert,” he declared.

* * * * *
 

Following a leisurely “adult shower,” the family of five sat at the kitchen table enjoying breakfast.

“Is your shopping list finished for this week, baby?” Van asked, passing a bowl of fresh cut fruit across the table to Mel. “I’ve got running around to do, so I’ll hit the grocery store while I’m out.”

After helping herself to the juicy chunks of melons and berries, she replied, “Yup, it’s good to go.” Setting the plate beside Philip, Mel piped up again. “Oh, wait! No. Marjorie asked if we’d bring more boneless skinless chicken breasts. So add half a dozen to the list.”

“Sure thing,” he replied. Pouring a round of juice, Van asked the group, “So who has what going on this morning?”

“Well, since you’ve offered to tend to our food requirements, I’m going to hang around the house,” Mel said. “The gardens need a little attention.”

As Calen scooped a second helping of scrambled eggs, he groaned his discontent. “It’s my day to mow the lawn, so that’s my morning shot.”

“I’ve got to head over to the building site in Oakdale Heights,” Jake announced. “The new roofer my dad contracted wants to get started ASAP, so I told him I’d meet him there this morning.”

“I thought they couldn’t start on your company’s project till the end of the month?” Philip asked.

Setting his glass on the table, Jake shrugged. “The owner called me Friday to say he was leaving half his crew to finish up at the other site and wanted to get started on our job. I’m not complaining. With a three week jump, Dad’s sure we can bump up several closing dates. This would be nice, since we’ve got a couple of really anxious new homeowners chomping at the bit to move in.”

“Good to know,” Philip said, nodding. “We’ve got twelve complete kitchens and baths stacked in the shop ready for installation. I’ll let my dad know we’ll be able to install them sooner than first projected.”

“That just leaves, what, another twenty to go?” Mel teased, knowing how hard Philip and his dad had been working.

A deep chuckling erupted in the kitchen, making her shiver and her nipples taut.

“Yeah, that’s about it,” Philip replied and started stacking empty plates. “As much as Dad enjoys working on his own, putting a little piece of himself into each and every cabinet he designs, I think we’re going to need more help. I keep reminding him I’m only one guy. He’ll never admit it, but this is a big project for just the two of us.”

“Are you going to be able to fulfill the contract?” Mel asked. Her voice carried her concern.

“Oh, sure, yeah,” Philip answered, stroking his thumb over the back of her hand. “It just means I’ll probably have to work late and on weekends till we’re finished. But we’ll make it.”

“Well, count me in,” Calen offered, passing his empty plate to Philip. “I’ll lend you a hand.”

Tossing back the rest of his apple juice, Van nodded. “Yeah, me, too.”

“Well, is there something I can do?” Mel inquired, standing up to start clearing the table. “I’d like to help.”

The four men exchanged glances of amusement. Four belly laughs filled the kitchen as Mel’s face fell.

“Oh, you think it’s funny?” She scowled. Pointing her finger at each one of them, she growled. “The last time I did that, it took almost a week to get the paint out of my hair.” Glaring at her four lovers she added, “That’s not fair! I end up with more fucking stain and paint on me than the damn cabinets do!”

Jake, Van, Calen, and Philip only laughed harder.

Unable to control the giggle threatening to burst free, Melanie picked up the stacked plates and turned away from the men. “The four of you are really fucking funny,” she snickered. “My funny, funny men.”

* * * * *
 

Exiting the back door, Mel tilted her face toward the bright sun, soaking up the warm rays. A gentle breeze caressed her skin, carrying a hint of lilac.

Once inside the shed in the far corner of their yard, Melanie collected a basket of handheld yard tools Mrs. Bradshaw had given her some eighteen months earlier. Grabbing a bucket of plant fertilizer and the box of food for the roses, her thoughts wandered to the woman she’d became attached to in the brief time she’d known her.

Mrs. Bradshaw had been an elderly neighbor who had dedicated countless hours teaching Calen and Van basic gardening techniques. She had become a somewhat semipermanent fixture in her lovers’ yard over the five years before Mel moved in. Her kindness had readily been reciprocated. The men kept her grass mowed each week and were more than happy to help her out with general repairs around her home.

After Melanie had moved in, Mrs. Bradshaw’s twice-a-week visits became three times a week. Mel welcomed every visit and found she looked forward to spending time with the older woman. Although fully aware the five of them lived together, their neighbor had never meddled into their personal affairs.

Sadly, after the five of them helped to celebrate Mrs. Bradshaw’s ninety-fourth birthday, she’d passed away a couple of days later. The five of them grieved as if they’d lost a member of their own family. As far as any of them were concerned, with regard to their emotions and feelings toward the woman, they had. Mrs. Bradshaw had filled a void in Melanie’s life, and although four months had lapsed since her passing, the pain Mel felt at missing her was still great.

Wiping away the trace of a tear trickling down her cheek, Mel smiled and exited the shed.

As she walked across the lush green grass toward the garden along the back fence, Calen whistled. Glancing over her shoulder toward the sound of the lawnmower, Mel set her basket at her feet, and dropped her shorts to wiggle her bare backside at him.

“You’re such a tease,” he hollered above the rev of the engine.

With a casual shrug, she blew him a kiss and righted her shorts. Picking up the basket of gardening tools she set about her task.

Several times over the course of an hour, she felt the weight of Calen’s stare. It amazed her that after two years together, the four of them still had the ability to render her senseless with just a look. Then combined with the electric jolt of their touch, the feel of their mouths on her, their thick pleasuring flesh pounding inside her -- kneeling in front of a garden bed, a violent shudder moved through her at the thoughts.

Ever since their first weekend together two years earlier, her body was in a constant state of arousal. And to her delight and increasing desire, there were no signs the interest of her four lovers was fading anytime soon.

Often, she found herself thinking of that night in the Taboo Delights nightclub, when the four announced their intentions regarding a permanent relationship.

“The four of us love you. We all want to be with you, and we’re willing to do so under your terms. Caleb and Van have their room. Philip and I will have our room. And you will have your own room.” Jake had told her.

“If you want company in your bed, Melanie -- you alone will decide. Well, within reason.”

Van had chuckled huskily. “Because we all enjoy fucking you, tasting you, touching you, and, well, to be honest, baby, you’re going to have to keep your door locked when you want to be alone.”

She knew at that very moment she was a goner. Not once in the two years since becoming a family had she slept between the sheets of the king-sized bed in her room.

Never in her wildest dreams had Mel ever thought her life would be so perfect.

 

Although tending to his chore of mowing the lawn, Calen’s eyes focused on Mel’s every sexy move as she wandered around the yard. She loved tending to the handful of flowerbeds adorning the fence around the property and he enjoyed tending to her. It didn’t matter what activity Melanie engaged in, he gained immense satisfaction in watching her.

Mel completed his and Van’s union in a manner neither of them realized they’d been missing until they had it. The two of them loved her fiercely, and Calen knew Jake and Philip felt the same toward her.

Calen felt very fortunate that throughout his teens and into his adult life his family had been supportive regarding his sexual orientation. Having been raised with the philosophy of “live and let live,” when he and Van began dating in their midtwenties, Calen’s parents accepted Van as one of their own. They were delighted when he and Van moved in together, declaring themselves “life partners.”

Five years later, their life together took an unexpected turn. For the better.

After Melanie moved in, Van insisted on a family meeting, to include every member of the four clans. As supportive as each individual family had been over the years, there was apprehension on Calen’s part regarding broadcasting the relationship they were embarking on. He wasn’t ashamed, but how they were proposing to share their lives was strange, to say the least. The fact that four men in committed gay relationships were intending to share a home, their lives, and a woman, was no doubt going to draw a ton of questions and concerns, and quite possibly negative reactions from outsiders. Not that Calen ever gave a shit as to what anyone thought of him, or his relationship with Van, he just never wanted Melanie to be put in an uncomfortable position with regard to their situation.

The others concurred with Van’s desire to take their relationship into the open. As strange as it would appear to the outside world, the men had no intention of living the rest of their lives as a lie, behind closed doors. Melanie wasn’t going to be their “dirty little secret”; she was the woman who fulfilled them, made them stronger emotionally, and they wanted the entire world to know of their love for her.

Without question or hesitation, Melanie had been welcomed into the fold and the love of their family grew deeper. She fit right in, as if she’d been there all her life. As if joining had been their destiny.

Their family was now complete.

Life just doesn’t get any better than this, he told himself.

As he watched her, the luscious curves of her body drove him near insane. Her movements carried sensuality she had no idea she exhibited. Or maybe she did, he mused. There was a natural ability within her that seduced him, keeping his cock semihard and ready to go at any given time.

He ached to touch her when he couldn’t. The taste of her skin, her essence, gave him life. Everything about her made him fall in love with her over and over again. The playful side she tried to hide kept the four friends on their toes. She was sensitive and caring to a fault.

Beside the rose garden, he noticed Mel stand and turn toward the shed in the far corner. In an instant, the color drained from her beautiful face and her body swayed.

“Shit!” he cursed aloud. Releasing the handle of the lawn mower, Calen called out, “Melanie!” With the velocity of a cheetah, he closed the twenty feet separating them, catching her in his arms before she crashed to the hard ground.

Perspiration poured off her and he had trouble interpreting her incoherent muttering. Scooping her in his arms he hurried across the yard to the pool, kicking his sneakers off. Fully clothed, he stepped down into the cool clear water, and settled on the third step with Mel on his lap. Cupping his hand, he scooped the water, pouring it over the back of her neck and shoulders. Her body trembled against him.

The thumping in his chest was difficult to ignore as the concern for his woman took over.

“Mel, baby.” Calen’s voice cracked as he peeled the wet T-shirt she wore over her head. “You okay?” Tossing it aside he eased them down another step. “What the hell happened?”

“I don’t know.” Her voice quavered and her eyes remained unfocused. “I guess…maybe I just stood up too fast.”

Smoothing a wet hand over her cheeks, forehead, and throat, he leaned in, brushing his lips along hers. “Are you sure that’s all it is?” he asked, searching her face for assurance. The shuddering of her body diminished and her breath grew even. After working her shorts over her hips and off her legs, he tossed them atop the discarded wet T-shirt. “You went white as a sheet,” he stated, working her bra straps down her shoulders. “Scared the hell out of me.”

A giggle escaped her lips. “If you wanted me naked, all you had to do was ask.”

The sexy smile she gave him sent a jolt through his groin and his cock sprang to life. His Mel was back. Pleased to find her color returning and her green eyes again sparkling, Calen relaxed, exhaling a breath he’d been holding.

Leaning in to him, Mel pressed her lips to his, her tongue probing to gain access. Parting his lips, Calen allowed her to taste him. Shifting, Melanie straddled his thighs and his hardening shaft restrained in his shorts pressed against her center. Slender fingers fisted in his hair as she feasted on his mouth.

As much as he enjoyed having his way with her, Calen derived even greater pleasure in allowing Melanie to take the lead in their lovemaking. His cock grew painful as his fingers dug into her shapely hips and slid around to cup her buttocks. Massaging the globes in his palms encouraged her to rock against him, teasing the thick flesh begging to find satisfaction inside her body.

Within her mouth, he tasted desire from the carnal fires smoldering inside. Stroking his hands the length of her back brought a shiver from her body. Cupping her breasts in each hand, he savored the weight of their fullness in his palms. Rolling the stiffened peaks of her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers made Mel groan deep in her throat.

The events of a few minutes before resurfaced and he gripped her shoulders, pushing her away. The pout of her full bottom lip near had him shooting his load in his shorts. Jesus, she knew just how to work him.

Actually, he’d seen this technique before -- she knew just how to work all four of them.

 

The concern on Calen’s face thrilled her. When it came to her welfare, the four of them never ceased to amaze her. Although their hovering and doting overwhelmed her at times, Melanie knew they meant well. After revealing every horrific moment of her past with her lovers, the four had grown even more protective of her.

“Calen?”

“I’m really concerned with what happened a few minutes ago,” he told her. His hands released her shoulders and settled on her hips.

Slipping her hands between their bodies, her fingers wandered south where she unbuttoned Calen’s shorts, pushed the zipper low, and pulled his stiff flesh free. With her left hand, she stroked his thick length, sliding the right hand back into his shorts to cup his balls.

His quickening breath and gripping fingers told her his control was slipping. Mel knew Calen enjoyed it when she instigated their play, and despite the little dizzy spell she had, she intended to blow his mind.

“I feel fine, lover.” She nibbled along his jawline while her hands continued to stroke him. “Feel me,” she whispered in his ear. Leaning back, Melanie offered her breasts to him.

Unable to deny himself any longer, Calen’s tongue slipped between his lips, flicking at the tight nub of her right nipple. Tossing her head back, she groaned out her pleasure. His lips closed around the bud and he drew on her flesh. Thick calloused fingers dug into her backside as his mouth moved to her left breast. The deep suckling caused the muscles in her pussy to spasm in need.

“Calen,” she moaned, watching his mouth and tongue on her breasts. “Take me.”

Uttering a deep growl, which vibrated through Melanie, his grip on her vanished and Calen yanked his T-shirt over his head. With a half turn of his body, he spread the wet fabric out behind him. Gathering her in his arms, Calen stood and spun around to lay her on his discarded shirt. His breath was harsh and his chest heaved. Pulling away, he pushed his shorts down his slender hips. The thick fingers of his right hand slipped inside the crotch of her panties and with a sharp tug, ripped them apart.

Melanie giggled, levering herself on her elbows.

“Stop wearing these fucking things,” he growled, cupping her legs under her knees and pushing them wide.

They both looked down and watched as their bodies became one. Calen’s thick length disappeared inside her in one smooth thrust.

“Mmm, Calen,” she sighed, rubbing her sex against his pelvis.

Together they watched as his hips pulled back, nearly withdrawing from her body completely.

 

Her tight sheath sucked at his cock as his thrusts increased. The feel of her body milking his made it difficult to concentrate. Sliding his hand down the smooth skin of her thigh and over the soft swell of her belly, his fingers found the glistening bundle of nerves between her legs. The pad of his thumb pressed against her clit, bringing a sharp gasp from her full lips. With eyes closed, her head fell back as he increased his strokes. Calen loved the expressions of passion that played on Mel’s face when they made love.

Calen very much enjoyed sharing Mel with Van and their two friends, but his time with her alone fulfilled a different emotional need.

Once again his hands grabbed her knees, opening her up to him. Resting on her right elbow, Melanie’s left hand squeezed her breast. Slender fingers pulled at her puckered nipple before sliding over her belly and down to the juncture where their bodies were joined. Calen’s eyes followed the path her fingers took, unable to restrain a groan as her fingers began rubbing her clit. Lost in the feel of her body around his, Calen nearly missed her request. The piston action of his hips became forceful and Mel’s breasts bounced wildly with every thrust.

“My ass, Calen,” she panted. “I want you to fuck my ass.”

More than eager to honor her wish, Calen withdrew his throbbing shaft from her warm depths. Wetting his fingers in his mouth, he ran a finger from the tip of her clitoris, along her swollen lips to the puckered rosette below. Before pushing a finger inside, he took a moment to tease the sensitive flesh of her opening. Slowly, Calen worked three fingers inside her, stretching the tight ring for his claiming.

Fisting his painfully throbbing cock in his other hand, his eyes savored the dreamy look in hers. “Is this what you need, baby?” he asked, smearing a drop of precum over the purple crown.

A nod accompanied her whimper.

“You want my fat cock deep in your ass?” Continuing to prepare her with his probing fingers, Calen drew pleasure from her writhing in front of him. “Tell me what you want, baby!”

“I want your cock in my ass, Calen,” Melanie told him with a groan.

Withdrawing his fingers and aligning his aching staff with Mel’s anus, he pressed forward until the throbbing head slipped inside. “Jesus,” he hissed as her ass swallowed every inch of him.

Mel’s voice made him pause as he pulled his length back out. “Stop teasing me,” she growled.

Calen’s control slipped beyond his reach as two of her long slender fingers disappeared inside her pussy. “Oh, Christ, Melanie.”

“Harder.” Croaking out a plea she added, “Faster.”

Caught up in the desire to bring the woman beneath him to culmination, he lost his rhythm and his strokes became desperate.

“Oh, God, Calen. Don’t stop,” she begged, reaching up to pinch the peak of his right nipple.

The feel of her tight velvet heat pulsing around him finished off Calen’s control. No longer able to hold back, with a holler Calen emptied himself into Mel’s ass. Collapsing atop her heaving bosom, Calen’s fingers tangled in the dark curls fanned on the deck around her.

“Mmm,” she purred in his ear. “You were fantastic, lover.”

Calen chuckled and rose up on his hands. “I love watching you come, baby.” His mouth found hers where he drank in her taste of completion. “You are so beautiful when you explode.”

The latch on the gate clicked at the same moment the patio door slid open. Raising his head Calen spotted Van entering the backyard as Philip stepped onto the deck. The noticeable bulge straining in his lover’s shorts made him grin. The dark desire he read in Van’s eyes as he looked at Mel beneath him, brought renewed life to his softening cock.

“I need a hand bringing in the bags,” Van said hoarsely, not taking his heated stare off Calen.

“I’ll help you.” Philip’s voice was a raspy groan as he walked toward the gate. “Since I’m the only other one with my pants on.”

Van grinned with wicked intent at Calen. Before leaving the yard to join Philip, he pointed at Calen. “When I’m finished bringing in groceries, your ass is mine,” he stated in a strong sultry tone.

Waggling his brows, he looked back down at his woman. “Lucky me,” he said.

“Come on, lover,” Mel whispered to him. “We’ve got to be at the Welland’s in a couple of hours.”

She expelled a hiss as he pulled his cock from her body. Entwining his fingers with hers, Calen pulled Mel to a sitting position and kissed her with fervor.

“I love you,” she said softly against his lips, before wiggling from his grasp to dive under the water.

After shucking his sopping shorts, Calen joined her for a swim.

* * * * *
 

As Philip drove his pickup up the driveway of Jake’s parent’s home, they were greeted with a “Happy Anniversary” banner strung from one pillar to the other, spanning the length of the porch. Balloons and streamers added to the decorations.

Despite the fact that Jake’s father Ted built homes for a living, his mother Marjorie had fallen in love some twenty years earlier with the old two-story farmhouse they lived in. After purchasing the home, Ted spent the next couple of years renovating the five-bedroom home to his wife’s precise specifications.

Melanie loved visiting them and their home. She found great peace when she roamed the vast property, taking advantage of the serenity, which at one time had been foreign to her. The house sat nestled amongst a small wooded area where the sounds of birds and wildlife were present and soothing.

Here, as when she visited Calen’s mom, Helen, or Philip’s dad, Dallas, she was considered family. She enjoyed the ribbing, the teasing, and the tormenting from Jake’s two older brothers. Something else she’d experienced was true female friendship with Jake’s sisters-in-law and Calen’s older sister. Mel also cherished the closeness she felt with her two mothers-in-law, Marjorie Welland and Helen Maxwell. In her opinion, the two women were the epitome of what a mother should be.

Something Melanie had always wished for she now had. Family. People she loved and who loved her back…unconditionally.

Climbing out of the vehicle, the hollering from Jake’s five-year-old nephew filled the air. “They’re here, Grandma, they’re here!”

A barrage of people poured from the house filling the wooden wraparound porch, while others emerged from the backyard. The welcome they received at that moment was the norm for anyone visiting the Welland homestead.

“It’s about time,” Jake’s eldest brother, Derrick, said in a gruff, playful manner, taking bags from Melanie’s hands. “What the hell took you guys so long?”

Melanie prayed the heat flooding her cheeks would go unnoticed. Luck wasn’t on her side when Jake’s second eldest brother, Adam, met her gaze.

“Oh, man.” He chuckled. “I don’t know how the hell you put up with the four of them,” he teased, pulling Mel against him in an embrace. “Surprised you made it here at all.”

“Back off, asshole,” Jake grinned, giving his brother a jab to the shoulder.

Adam then turned his torment to his younger brother and gave a playful swat to Jake’s belly. “Yeah, what are you gonna do, Jakey, huh?”

“Stop it the pair of you.” Adam’s wife, Gabrielle, insinuated herself between the two men, placing a light peck on Jake’s cheek. “Hey, hon,” she called over to Mel. Then with narrowed eyes, she asked, “You feeling okay?”

Before Melanie could answer, the child in Dallas Weston’s arms launched herself at Melanie. She grunted, taking a step back as the child made contact, surprised she’d caught the flying little girl at all.

“Aunt Mel!” four-year-old Krissy squealed. “What did you bring me? What did you bring me?”

“Krissy!” Gaby chastised her daughter with a gentle, motherly voice. “What have I told you about asking for presents? Hmm? It’s not polite.”

“Sorry, Mama.” Krissy dropped her head and sniffled.

“It’s my fault, Gaby.” Mel jumped to the little girl’s defense. “I encourage it.” She smiled an apology. “I never come empty-handed.” She shrugged.

Van plucked the little girl from Mel’s arms and tossed her up into the air, making her giggle. When he caught her again, he turned back to Melanie. “You okay?” he asked.

“Yeah, yeah,” Mel waved off his concern. “She just caught me off guard, that’s all.” Reaching into the box of the pickup, Mel pulled out two gift bags and turned her attention to the two children now hovering around her legs. “Now, you know I wouldn’t come to see you two without bringing you a little something.” She returned the big grins from Krissy and her older cousin, Noah.

“You don’t have to bring us presents, Aunt Melanie,” Noah said with a serious expression on his face. “We love you just because you’re you.”

“I love you, too,” Mel told him. “And I like buying you two presents. So here you go, Noah,” she said, handing him a bag with toy cars decorating it.

From the bag, Noah pulled a box containing a remote controlled Lego 4X4. “Wow! This is really cool.” Throwing his arms around Mel’s neck he said, “Thanks, Aunt Mel.”

“You’re welcome, Toad,” she said using the nickname she’d given him when they first met. “You can put that together with your uncles. And for you, Miss Krissy, here is something for you and me to do together.” Mel handed the patient, yet dancing, little girl a bag covered with the Disney Princesses.

Krissy peered into the top of the bag, and looked up with a big grin. Her green eyes sparkled with excitement.

“You going to tell us what’s in the bag, Kriss?” Calen asked with a tug on her blonde pigtail.

“It’s full of coloring books and crayons and markers and two new Barbie dolls,” she giggled reaching for Melanie’s hand. “Come on, Aunt Mel,” Krissy said pulling her. “Let’s go play.”

* * * * *
 

Taking a break from the coloring marathon with Krissy, Mel wandered into the farmhouse to find Marjorie Welland in her kitchen.

“Need some help?” Mel asked, pulling a knife from the butcher’s block on the countertop.

Marge glanced up from the fruit she was chopping with a broad smile. “It’s your day, sweetheart, you don’t have to help me. Besides I’ll only be a few minutes.”

“Nonsense,” Mel stated pulling a couple of sweet peppers from the bag beside the double sink. “I’d like to spend some time alone with you.”

“I’d like that too, hon,” Marge replied with a squeeze to Mel’s shoulders. “You really are great with those two kids, you know.”

“Well it’s easy,” Mel replied. “They’re great kids.”

“Have you and the boys ever talked about…”

“No!” Mel blurted with more sharpness than intended, nearly taking the end of her finger off with the knife in her hand. “I mean…no.” She stated it flatly, hoping that conversation was over.

Jesus, the thought of her being a mother gave her chills. There was no way she had what it takes to be a mother -- not with her past, she’d told herself more than once.

This was the first time any of the parents had broached the subject of children with her. She knew the Wellands were eager for more grandchildren, and Jake’s brothers didn’t appear to be in any kind of a hurry to expand their family units.

Two years before Melanie and her lovers formed their union, Calen’s father had passed from a major heart attack. A month later, Calen’s sister Carla suffered a severe miscarriage and she’d been told she would never again conceive.

Then there was the Westons. Melanie adored Dallas Weston. A big burly man with long red hair and bushy beard, he reminded her of a younger version of Santa. Philip’s calm nurturing disposition came straight from his father. She had yet to meet Philip’s brother, Burke, as he was serving an extended tour of duty in Iraq and would be away from home for another six months. The Army wasn’t just his career, it was his life, and for now he chose to remain single and had never had children.

Although Marge and Ted were Noah and Krissy’s biological grandparents, Helen Maxwell and Dallas Weston were referred to as their “grandparents,” as well. It was an honor both Helen and Dallas took great pride in and neither passed up the opportunity to spoil the two children just as their kin did, if not more. Calen, Van, and Philip all carried the title of “uncle,” and Carla, the children’s “aunt.”

Over the past two years, Mel had witnessed firsthand the immense love their fragmented family shared. It didn’t matter that her lovers had been the best of friends for years before she’d come into the picture; the extended group never displayed false pleasantries between themselves. Each and every person, whether they be Welland, Maxwell, Dansk, or Weston, were truly in love with everyone else. That’s not to say they didn’t have their differences. But if one was in need, the others were eager to lend their support, no matter what. If one had something wonderful to share, they all enjoyed their excitement. And when something bad happened, it affected each of them.

This was a family.

Her family.

A family she was incredibly proud to be a part of.

The two continued to make small talk about the weather, the kids, the men, the business, and then she felt it. Standing at Marge’s kitchen counter slicing fresh vegetables, Mel felt the unmistakable weight of the older woman’s stare. It carried the same balance as that of her son.

Ignoring it as long as she could, she finally flashed a grin to the woman standing beside her. “Thank you for throwing this party for us, Marge,” Mel said. “It still amazes me how open and supportive you and Ted…well, actually, all of you are where our relationship is concerned.”

“Are you kidding?” Marge chuckled. “You’re the best thing to happen to those, those, what’s your pet name for them?”

“Barbarians.” Mel giggled. For several moments she allowed her thoughts to wander, recalling the exact moment she dubbed Van, Calen, Jake, and Philip, “barbarians.”

During the two weeks following their first weekend together, Mel had been left to her wandering thoughts regarding the men’s motives for inviting her to join them in the first place. For days she’d agonized over the emotions the quartet had stirred in her. The feelings of belonging, being loved, and accepted that they’d shown her were overwhelming, a little frightening, and she’d craved more. Knowing the four men could bring her more. Together they’d unleashed a sexual need in her that only they could control, a fire they alone could extinguish.

The four men had been regulars at the Taboo Delights nightclub, making numerous appearances every week. However, over the course of those very long fourteen days, Melanie hadn’t seen them once. Their absence left her wondering just what kind of man, who claimed to love a woman, would treat her the way that they had. She decided then only a “barbarian” could be so callous, so cold as to use a woman he claimed to care so much about.

The pet name stuck.

“That’s it, barbarians.” Marge nodded her agreement. “And it suits them.”

“Well, off the record, Marge, they’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

The older woman grabbed Mel around the shoulders and spun her around to face her. Tucking a stray curl behind her right ear, she stood silently studying Mel, the concern in her expression heavy.

“You look tired, sweetie. Are your nightmares back?”

The concern in Jake’s mom’s voice brought tears to Mel’s eyes. Blinking back the burn as the liquid threatened to fall, she smiled with fondness at the woman she’d grown very close to. “I’m fine, Marge. Honestly.”

“Are you working too much at the club?”

“No more than usual,” Mel replied with a smile.

“At home then? Are those four baboons pulling their weight?”

“You mean barbarians.”

“No, sweetie, I mean baboons.”

Both women broke out in laughter.

“I suppose maybe I am a little tired,” Mel admitted. “I don’t know what it is, but I’m sure it’ll pass.”

The screen door off the kitchen swung open and Philip entered, looking sexy as sin. His musky scent wafted across the room to tickle her under the nose. Beneath the purple tank top she wore, her nipples puckered, begging for his touch. The look in his eye told her he knew exactly what his presence had done.

“Hello, ladies. Want some help?” After placing a light kiss on Marjorie’s cheek, he pulled Melanie into his arms and kissed her soundly.

“What’s the matter, son?” Marge asked. “You had enough of male bonding out there?”

He gave a shrug. “Noah’s off playing with his truck and Krissy doesn’t want to color with anyone but her Aunt Mel; my old man, Ted, Jake, and Derrick are talking shop; Adam is discussing how to take the stock market by storm with Calen, and Helen has Van cornered with questions regarding her taxes for this year.” His eyes focused on the counter where a plate of homemade chocolate chip cookies was sitting. Snatching two, he grinned at the women. “And to be honest, ladies, as in tune with my feminine side as I am, I’m not really interested in sitting and discussing ‘cycles’ with Gaby, Denise, and Carla.”

“Fair enough,” Marge laughed. “But everything is ready to go in here. I was adding the chicken breasts you brought to the marinade and Melanie offered to cut up the veggies. So” -- she glanced around her huge country kitchen -- “why don’t you fire up the grill, son, and we’ll get dinner under way.”

* * * * *
 

After dinner, while the men were cleaning up, Melanie took the two kids for a walk into the woods surrounding the Welland’s home. Philip and Calen built a small fire in the pit in the furthest corner of the yard and the adults where enjoying a little quiet time with the two little ones off on their adventure.

“Is Mel feeling okay, guys?” Gabrielle asked once the conversation had died down.

“Yeah, she’s fine,” Calen replied with a slight shake of his head. “Why?”

“Well,” Gaby looked around at the other women in the group. “I don’t know, she looks…tired,” she said with a low voice.

The four shared a look of confusion with each other, before responding to her.

“She looks tired?” Calen repeated cocking one brow.

Gaby blushed and fidgeted with her hands in her lap. “She just looks --”

“Mel looks like what?” Philip questioned, a slight irritation being held at bay. “You aren’t usually one to hold back when you’ve got something to say, toots, so just spit it out.”

“Is she pregnant?” Calen’s sister Carla blurted.

Van spewed the mouthful of beer he just taken and gasped for air. “What? Where in the hell did you get that?”

Carla shrugged and glanced at the other women again.

“She just looks like I felt when I was pregnant, that’s all,” Gaby told them. “So…she isn’t pregnant?” She repeated the question.

“No,” the four men announced collectively.

Adam tossed a log onto the dancing flames throwing in his two cents. “She’s got that sexy ‘glow.’” He grinned and waggled his brows at his brother.

“She’s always sexy,” Jake growled. “And if you keep that up, I’ll toss you in next,” he said pointing to the fire.

Adam raised his hands in defense. “Slow down, bro, I’m just saying --”

“No,” the four of them repeated a second time.

“Mel’s not pregnant,” Philip continued. “We’ve barely even discussed the prospect of having kids.”

“But you have discussed it?” Helen Maxwell asked, her eyes dancing.

“Not really,” Van answered. “Now, let’s move onto something else, huh?”

The conversation spread from sports scores to vacation destinations, and with an election approaching, a little bit of politics.

Calen studied Carla and Gaby for several minutes and just knew they weren’t about to let the earlier conversation go that easily.

“So Mel’s on birth control, then?” Carla asked, meeting her brother’s gaze.

“Well, I suppose she is,” Calen answered. “She told us she had it covered. I’ve never questioned it.”

“She just seems so tired.” Derrick’s wife, Denise, chimed in with her opinion. “And it looks like she’s gained a little weight.”

“Well, ladies, sorry to disappoint,” Jake offered each woman a smile. “After what, two years, she hasn’t wound up pregnant yet.”

Philip chuckled. “But it’s not from lack of trying.” The oomph he uttered as Marge elbowed him in the ribs roused a burst of laughter from the rest of the group.

“Don’t you talk about our Melanie like that,” she said in a firm tone.

“Sorry, Mrs. Welland,” Philip apologized with a smug grin and rubbed his side.

“Oh, don’t you Mrs. Welland me, you ass.” She gave his cheek a light pinch. “And just so you know…the whole lot of you…the four of us grandparents would be very pleased to have more grandkids to spoil.”



Chapter Three

 

Dressed in the pastel pink terry cloth bathrobe Van had given her last Christmas, Melanie entered the kitchen with her hair wrapped in a towel.

“’Morning, baby,” Jake said glancing over his shoulder.

Coming up behind him as he stood at the counter in front of the toaster, Mel entered into his embrace, welcoming his kiss as he turned to her. “Good morning.”

“How’d you sleep?” he asked.

Pulling from his arms, she opened the cupboard door beside him to retrieve her favorite coffee mug. It made her tingle all over that the four of them continued to worry about her sleep habits. Over and over she assured them the nightmares that used to torment her slumber had ceased. Sure, it had taken some time, but within the first six months of their living arrangement and relationship status, the night terrors grew sporadic and eventually stopped. Through their diligence, the emotional and physical security they surrounded her with had managed to work its way through to her subconscious. Her self-esteem had grown tenfold, and for the first time in her life, Melanie loved the person she saw in the mirror.

“Slept great,” she grinned. “Just like a baby.”

Standing at the sink, she held the sacred coffee pot with her right hand, filling her mug. The toaster popped up and Jake smeared crunchy peanut butter over his toast while the two made small talk of their plans for the day.

Dropping her mug and the decanter into the sink, Mel spun on her heel and tore off through the kitchen.

“Baby?” Jake called to her. The sound of his sneakers squeaking on the ceramic tile as he chased after her, let her know he wasn’t far behind.

When he reached the bathroom door, she was on the bathroom floor hugging the toilet bowl, heaving for all she was worth.

The towel wrapped around her head had worked its way loose and Jake grabbed it, tossing it on the floor, and held her hair up and out of the way. He stood over the top of her, his left hand massaging her tensing shoulders.

“Try and relax, baby,” he said. “It’ll be easier if you try and relax.”

Several minutes passed before Mel found the strength to right herself from the bowl. Accepting the towel Jake handed her, she wiped her face and chest. Reaching down, Jake loosened the tie of her robe and pulled the dampening fabric off her shoulders.

“You’re soaked,” he commented. Wetting a washcloth, he began wiping at the sweat dripping off of her. “Jesus, what’s the matter, baby?” The concern in his voice was heavy. “Are you all right?”

“Yeah, I’m okay,” she murmured as Jake helped her to her feet. “I don’t know what happened. I caught a whiff of your peanut butter and, well, it made me nauseous.”

Brushing a stray damp curl behind her ear, he leaned forward and placed a kiss on her forehead. “I know I suck in the kitchen baby, but tossing your cookies over my toasted PB and J, is a little insulting,” his voice teased.

She giggled and welcomed his embrace. “You’re a boob, Jake.”

“Yup, but I’m your boob,” he grinned and helped her to her feet. Allowing her a few minutes to brush her teeth, Jake then ushered her out of the bathroom. “Hey, do you want me to call my mom to come by for a bit, you know and sit with you?”

Shaking her head she entered her bedroom to get dressed. The queasy feeling was gone, the body shakes had stopped, and her temperature felt normal once again. “Nah, I’m better now, it’s okay. Thanks though.” In front of her dresser, she pulled open the top drawer and grabbed a pair of red panties and matching bra. “It usually passes in no time, don’t sweat it. Ouch!” Jake’s grip on her upper right arm made her wince as he spun her around to face him. “Jake…”

“What do you mean ‘it usually passes’?” He released his hold, but didn’t move away. “This has happened before? Are you fucking kidding me?” he snapped, concerned.

“It’s no big deal, Jake, really.” She rubbed her bicep where his fingers dug in seconds before. “You kinda hurt me.”

“I’m sorry, sweetheart. Believe me, I don’t ever want to hurt you.” His face dropped showing his regret, his hand took the place of hers, and he rubbed her arm. “So, this has happened before? Do the guys know?”

Reaching up, Mel cupped his cheek and smiled warmly. “Baby, it’s no big deal. I was sick the other day…probably something I ate, that’s all.” Shedding her robe and tossing it on the bed. “Or maybe I’m coming down with something.” Mel tugged her panties up over her hips. Struggling with the straps of her bra, she finally managed to fasten the front closure. Once her more than ample breasts were stuffed into the demi-cups, she stared in question at her reflection.

Jake walked up behind her, watching her studying herself. Reaching around, he poked the excess of flesh popping out around the lacy fabric. “Hey, are these getting bigger?” His serious expression matched hers.

Miffed, she cocked her head and, with a single finger, she poked at her overflowing breasts herself. “Kinda looks that way, huh?” Shifting her eyes a little lower, she noticed her panties were a little snugger than usual as well. Turning, she attempted to gain a look at her body from every possible angle. “My undies don’t look right either,” she mumbled.

“You’re wrong there,” Jake’s hands found perch on her hips. “You look delicious.” His breath caressed her flesh as he nuzzled the crook of her neck. “Baby, if you don’t hurry up and put some clothes on, I’m going to strip off these offending coverings and fuck you senseless. But, then I’ll be late for my meeting and my old man will be knocking on the front door in no time.”

“Jake,” she simpered with a pout. Covering his hand with hers, Melanie pushed it beneath the elastic waistband of her panties, encouraging his fingers to explore on their own.

“Yeah, baby?” His lips sipped at the skin of her neck.

“I need you to fuck me,” she purred, rubbing her backside against the hard length in the front of his jeans.

“I really need that, too, baby,” he agreed. Pushing her panties down over her hips he turned her and backed her up to the dresser. Grasping the fly of his jeans he growled. “Get those fucking things off. Why do you insist on wearing panties? They just get in the way.”

Eager to comply, Melanie slid the red lace to the floor, kicking them aside as Jake’s hands gripped her hips roughly.

Jake’s right arm gave a cursory swipe over the polished wooden surface clearing a spot, before plunking her ass on the top. The fingers of his left hand snitched the clasp of her bra open, freeing her breasts. Dipping his head, his mouth latched on the one stiff peak as his hips shot forward, burying his cock balls deep within the tight heat of her body.

With urgent strokes, Jake thrust into her, his mouth suckling one ripe nipple before moving to its twin.

Melanie’s fingers fisted in Jake’s blond locks, working loose the elastic band holding his hair out of his face until his long silky soft strands tickled the skin of her breasts.

Pushing her back, Jake lifted her legs up and over his shoulders, leaning his weight into her. His strokes became short, deep, his breath harsh, brow damp with perspiration. With her back pressed against the mirror of her bureau, Mel could no longer retain her rhythm, allowing Jake to command their climb.

Higher he pushed her, so close she could taste their sexual satisfaction on the tip of her tongue.

Jake’s lips closed over her left breast, sucking the tender bud deep, his teeth sinking into the flesh causing a hint of pleasure-pain.

“Your cunt is starting to pulse around my cock,” he groaned against her breast.

“Yes,” she cried softly. “Harder, Jake, please.”

He obliged, pounding himself into her with long demanding strokes. Digging her fingers into his shoulders increased his thrusts.

“Now,” he growled along her lips. “Come now.” The need in his voice demanded.

As her body met release at Jake’s command, Mel screamed out. Her hands slid down to grip his ass, holding him against her as his orgasm claimed him.

Several minutes passed before either of them had the strength to move. Slowly, Jake withdrew from her body and eased her legs down.

Placing a gusty kiss upon her lips, he reluctantly stood up and stepped away. Retrieving a box of tissues from the nightstand beside the bed, Jake wiped away the sticky evidence of their lovemaking from between Mel’s thighs.

“So, baby,” he said with a raspy voice. “What are your plans for the day?”

“I’m meeting Calen for lunch,” she answered.

“Damn, that’s too bad.” He chuckled hoarsely.

“Why’s that?” Mel grinned pulling her panties back on.

“Because I didn’t have enough time to do all the wicked things to you that I wanted to.” He leaned over and captured a firm nipple between his teeth before she fastened her bra. “I was going to come home for a nooner.”

Melanie couldn’t stop the laughter that erupted within her. “Well, my love,” she said sassily, gripping his semi-hard cock in her hand. “Noon tomorrow, I’m all yours.”

Tucking himself back into his jeans and righting his button-down shirt, Jake kissed her again before leaving her alone in her bedroom.

* * * * *
 

Van arrived home early from work and parked his Porsche in the empty driveway. Walking through the front door he met an eerie silence. Odd, he thought. Mel should have been home. Setting his briefcase beside the door, he dropped his keys on the sideboard. After toeing off his loafers, and loosening his tie he proceeded into the living room.

“Hello,” he called out. “Honey, where are…” He stopped short when he spotted Melanie asleep on the suede sofa. Despite his raised voice, she didn’t stir.

Startled at the scene he’d come across, he had to remind himself to blink. And breathe. It took great restraint to stop from running to the sofa to be sure she was all right. For several moments he watched her, listening to the soft sound of her snoring. Not once in two years had Melanie fallen asleep on the couch.

Quietly, he walked across the living room and down the hall to his and Calen’s bedroom, and hung his jacket in the closet, along with his pants. After tossing his dress shirt in the hamper and hanging his tie on the rack, he ventured to the kitchen clad only in his cotton boxer briefs.

Popping the cap on a cold bottle of beer, he leaned again the door frame to watch his lover sleep. He loved watching her sleep. Mel slept much better these days than in the beginning of their relationship.

Many a night after she’d moved in with him, Calen, Jake, and Philip, her sleep had been restless, fitful. The terrors in her dreams would wake her in a cold sweat, something he himself at one time had been all too familiar with. When she awoke through the night, he would gather her in his arms and soothe her with soft words of comfort and gentle hands.

As time went on all four men had noticed and commented that Mel didn’t seem to suffer as often with her nightmares. It had taken a great deal of patience on all of their parts to help their woman with her struggle.

And they had succeeded.

As she grew more comfortable living with them, realizing she was safe, protected, and most important, loved unconditionally, her confidence blossomed. It had been a long haul and one he knew none of the four of them regretted.

Melanie was loved and cherished more than she even realized, more than Van thought was possible. When away from her, his heart ached. Through the day when he thought of her, which was near all the time, his body responded and his cock grew hard. On more than one occasion, he’d had to tend to his discomfort in the staff washroom. To this very day, he was amazed by the effect she had on him.

Through the years he and Calen had always enjoyed a fulfilling sex life, and he chuckled to think that since Melanie joined their family, there hadn’t been a dry spell. Every other night, Melanie shared his and Calen’s bed, where sleep was the furthest thing from any of their minds.

During the nights she spent in the bed with Jake and Philip, their best friends, the sounds of their lovemaking encouraged he and Calen to express themselves as well.

Van couldn’t imagine their lives being any more perfect.

Without even realizing he’d moved, he found himself kneeling beside the sofa, brushing a dark curl back around Mel’s ear. A light whimper and the pursing of her lips, send a jolt to his groin.

“I would give my life for you and Calen,” he whispered. “For our family.”

A couple of moments later, Mel’s eyes slowly opened and she seemed to assimilate her whereabouts. A brief look of confusion flickered in her green eyes before she met Van’s gaze.

“You alright, baby?” he asked keeping his voice quiet.

With a stretch, Mel rolled onto her back and reached for him.

She gave a small nod, but didn’t speak.

“You sure?” He prodded again. “It’s not like you to take a nap.”

After expelling a heavy sigh and a yawn, she sat upright. “I was a little tired and thought I’d just sit for a few minutes before switching the laundry around.” Her voice was groggy, her color slightly off.

Probably from sleep, Van thought to himself.

“Guess I fell asleep,” she said with a sheepish grin. “What time is it?”

“Quarter past four,” he answered.

Her eyes grew wide.

“What’s wrong, honey?” He asked with a furrowed brow.

“I’ve been asleep for two-and-a-half hours,” she told him.

He knew his look of surprise matched hers. Gaining his composure, he helped her to her feet. “Well, I suppose you must have needed it, honey. Maybe it was just a matter of time before the four us started to wear you out.” He chuckled and pulled her close for a kiss.

Pulling away from his hold, she announced, “I should probably work on something for dinner. And Justin called this morning and asked if I could start early tonight. Someone called in sick, so I’m going in at six.”

“Fuck dinner,” Van purred and tugged her back against him. “It’s Wednesday, remember?” Nibbling the exposed flesh from Mel’s shoulder to her right ear lobe, he delighted in the all over body shudder he’d created. His hand ventured past the waistband of her shorts to cup one cheek of her butt and gave it a squeeze. “I have been thinking of you all day, you know,” he told her.

 

“Yeah,” she sighed, dropping her head back. “What about?” She shivered with anticipation. It excited her beyond her wildest thoughts when they spoke dirty to her and their lovers. Her pussy reacted right on cue and flooded with moisture. The tender peaks of her nipples ached and pressed painfully against the lace bra covering them. It surprised Mel just how sensitive and tender her breasts had become over the past few weeks.

“I’ve been thinking of shoving my cock so deep into your cunt that it takes your breath away.” The skin of her neck stung as Van’s teeth sunk into her.

A warm wandering hand found its way under her shirt and massaged her left breast, thick fingers tugged on her ripe nipple begging for his touch.

“Join me in the shower,” Van ordered as he bent and scooped her up in his arms.

 

Mel’s fingers entwined in his hair, her lips brushed against his as he carried her through their bedroom and into their bathroom.

Setting her on her feet, Van gripped the hem of her shirt and released her mouth long enough to rid her of the garment. With deft fingers he unsnapped the front closure of her bra and her breasts tumbled free. His hands roamed her body, cupping her right breast. Dipping his head he closed his lips around the tight rosy peak.

“Oh, Van,” Mel murmured, fisting her fingers in his hair. “Mmm, that feels so good.”

“It’s only going to get better, baby,” he promised.

Van backed Mel up and into the extra large shower stall and turned on the water. He chuckled deeply when she jumped as a burst of cold spray peppered them from the six strategically placed showerheads.

As the steam rose up around them, Van turned Mel away from him, placing her hands on the tiled wall above her head.

“Don’t move,” he warned, tracing his fingertips along her forearms and armpits, dragging the back of his fingers down the curve of her waist and over the flare of her womanly hips.

Despite the heat of the water showering over them, her body trembled beneath his touch.

Massaging her buttocks, he spread her cheeks and slid his cock between the pale globes. The tight bud of her back entrance tensed as his tip slid over the sensitive flesh. Reaching around with his right hand, Van cupped her left breast and tugged on the pebbled nipple. The fingers of his left caressed her hip and over her belly, and disappeared between the fleshy folds at the tops of her thighs. As he held her against him, Van felt her knees waver as he dipped a finger inside.

“You’re already so wet for me, my baby,” he whispered against the back of her neck. “I need to show you how much I love you. I need to be inside you.”

Mel’s hips rubbed along his groin, stimulating his already fire-hot shaft. Bending his knees he aligned his body with hers, and when he felt her wet heat, thrust forward. Straightening his legs, Van pushed Mel over so her cheek rested against the cool tile of the shower stall.

Leaving his hands on her breast and pussy, his hips jerked, pumping himself deeply inside Mel’s welcoming body. Feeling her moisture drench his caressing fingers made his head spin. The musky aroma of her arousal combined with the heavy smell of sex threatened to buckle Van’s knees. Between his fingers, his gentle pinching, and tugging on her clit had Mel crying out her pleasure, along with his name.

Over and over she begged for release, taking all he had to give her. With relentless strokes, Van plunged into her body until the telltale grip of her body told him she was close. Her hand slid from its place on the wall of the shower to wrap around his teasing fingers between her legs. Her fingers joined his, encouraging him to meet her release.

Knowing Mel reveled in her completion, Van rode the fisting of her tight channel to his own culmination. With a roar, his body shook as he emptied himself inside her hot depths. Feeling the two of them waver, Van released his grip on Mel’s breast and reached for the tiled wall for balance.

“Mmm, that was fantastic,” Van moaned contentedly. “You all right, baby?” he asked, pulling Mel upright.

“Jesus, Van,” she purred, still shaking in his arms.

* * * * *
 

“Dammit,” Mel growled rifling through the pockets of the jackets hanging beside the front door. “Just fucking great.”

With hands on her hips, she stormed into the kitchen and yanked the cupboard doors open, one by one. Satisfied with what she “didn’t” find in the uppers, she flung open the lowers. Stomping to the chest of drawers of the island in the middle of the kitchen, Mel pulled them out, tossing the utensils all over the floor.

“I don’t fucking believe this,” she sniffled, glaring around the kitchen.

 

As Van walked through the foyer into the living room, he froze. The accent pillows and the cushions from the sofa were strewn about the room. The drawers of the end tables were pulled out, the coffee table askew. The recliner on the far wall had been pulled nearly ten feet from its usual position.

A slew of uttered curses drew him to the kitchen. His jaw dropped when he entered. Melanie stood in the middle of the kitchen in tears, cursing a blue streak that would make a sailor blush.

Every cupboard door was open, each drawer emptied onto the floor. The microwave, toaster oven, refrigerator, and oven doors were open. It looked as if his kitchen had been ransacked.

“What the hell happened in here?” He demanded, sharper than he intended. “And in the living room… Mel, what the fuck is going on?” Mel continued to cry and curse, and suddenly Van had a terrible thought. Had someone been in their home? Did someone break in and start tossing the place while he and Melanie were making love in the shower?

“I can’t find my keys!” Mel blurted, her eyes darting around the upheaval surrounding her.

Straightening himself, Van raised a brow and cocked his head. “Excuse me?” he asked and walked over the fridge, slamming the door closed. “All this” -- he began flailing his arms, gesturing to the mess -- “for a set of damn keys?”

“Stop yelling at me!” She sobbed harder and joined him in righting the contents of the drawers. “I’m going to be late for work!”

Taking a deep breath, Van attempted to calm himself. This is ridiculous, he told himself, realizing he really had no reason to spout off. “Just take the Porsche, honey,” he offered in a calmer tone. “Your keys will turn up. There’s no need to be so upset about keys.”

“Oh, don’t patronize me, Van Dansk,” she snarled through her tears.

Surprised, Van took a step back and mentally replayed their conversation in his mind. Okay, he thought, she’s having a meltdown, but why? “Sweetheart,” he said calmly. “Let’s backtrack, shall we? Where did you go today?”

Sniffling Mel turned to him. “I met Calen for lunch and then came home.”

“Now, take a minute to think.” Coming up behind her, he placed his hands on her shoulders holding her still and leaned close to her ear. “Which door did you come in?”

“That one,” she mumbled pointing to the door leading outside from the kitchen. “I parked my bike in the garage and came in through the backyard.”

Van glanced over to the set of hooks beside the back door, where they all were in the habit of hanging their keys. With a gentle yet firm motion, Van turned Mel so she faced the hooks and felt her body relax as she spotted her key ring, dangling alone from a hook.

In an instant, the sobbing ceased. The sniffling was no more. She chuckled, and, in a tone which was a complete opposite of the one he’d been privy to over the past several minutes, she said, “Oh, there they are.”

Cocking his head in confusion, Van stared down at the top of her head. What the hell?!

“Thanks, Van.” Turning, she stood on her tiptoes and kissed his lips. “Okay, lover, I’ve got to go or I’m going to be late,” she said with renewed enthusiasm.

As if nothing had happened just moments before, Mel went about packing her backpack with her dinner and couple of pieces of fruit, and pulled her denim jacket on. Idly, she chatted about her lunch with Calen and the great deal on prime rib she’d found in a flyer.

For a brief moment, Mel seemed to study the disarray of her tangent. “Mmm, sorry about the mess,” she offered with an apologetic grin and a casual shrug. “Just leave it, okay? I’ll clean it up when I get home.”

Still rather stunned, Van continued to watch her flit about the kitchen. Never before had he witnessed such an outburst from their woman. Yes, they’d all seen her cry, especially in the beginning of their relationship when nightmares plagued her sleep. But, despite her tortured childhood, Mel was a well-adjusted, functioning, and passionate woman. Her playful side kept the four of them hopping, and when she and Calen schemed together devising a practical joke, they were all in trouble. Van admired her ability to remain level-headed, even in difficult situations.

However, at the moment, she was confusing the hell out of him.

“Yoo-hoo, Van?” The soft melody of her voice gained his attention, but he hadn’t heard a single word she’d said. Standing at the counter beside the fridge, her hand waved. His blank blinking curled a sexy grin on her full lips. “There you are.” The husky tone in her voice had the flesh between his thighs springing to attention. “You zoned out on me. Where’d you go?”

Van shrugged. Truly, he had no idea.

Mel crossed the few feet separating them and caressed his bare chest. He sucked in a sharp gasp when her fingertips tweaked his nipples.

“I said, I love you and I’ll see you guys later,” she said and flicked her tongue over one stiff peak. “Have fun tonight,” she called as she vanished out the door.

The sound of Mel’s motorcycle leaving the driveway had Van shaking his head. “Her period must be coming on.” He chuckled.

* * * * *
 

Upon entering the Taboo Delights nightclub, following their usual Wednesday ritual of playing football, Jake, Calen, Van, and Philip made conversation with a few regulars on the way to their table. Having witnessed their grand entrance, Mel had left a pitcher of cold beer along with chilled glasses in the middle of their table for them.

Jake approached the table first, grabbing her in a tight embrace and dropping his lips to hers. As he pulled away, his deep chuckle moved through her. Mel caught a glimpse of her reflection in Jake’s eyes and chuckled as well. The dazed look on her face clearly alluded to her lack of self-control when in the arms of one of her four lovers.

As the other three arrived at their table, Mel received a kiss on the back of her neck, a tap on her ass, and a blatant caress of her left breast. Her four men surrounded her.

“Get a grip, barbarians,” she muttered, surprised at the huskiness of her voice. Within seconds of their touch, Mel was prepared to pull them into the office in the back and take them all on. “Please,” she murmured, unsure of what she was asking for.

A wolf whistle from the bar dragged her back from losing control right there in the middle of her work place. Glancing between Jake and Van, Mel caught the eye of a couple of regulars.

“Get your grimy mitts off our girl,” Mitch Davis called over with a warm grin.

His boyfriend, Shayne Denton, sat beside him. “Yeah, you guys might have Mel all to yourselves at home, but here, she’s ours.”

The laughter from everyone in the area made Mel’s cheeks heat. Their relationship was common knowledge with the patrons of the club and no one ever seemed the least bit concerned with their public displays of affection.

“Coming, boys,” she hollered back. With a voice only for her lovers, Mel added, “Quite literally.”

“Mmm, that sounds good,” Jake whispered against her lips.

“Hurry back and we’ll see if we can’t do it again,” Philip teased with another pat on her backside.

“And again,” Calen promised.

With a wicked grin, Van whispered a husky, “And again.”

Melanie trembled as their words continued to arouse. “I need to go and check on your wings, guys. Besides, this is my place of employment.” Then she chuckled, wiggling her way from between their hulking bodies. “And jeez, you guys really reek tonight,” she teased.

“Hey, babe, that’s the manly odor of testosterone,” Calen said with a grunt.

“It’s the scent that drives you wild, babe.” Philip grinned, that sexy smirk making her cream her panties.

Truth be told, the odor the four men exuded after physical endurance was primal, animalistic, and drove Melanie right out of her mind. Separately, their individual scents were deliciously overwhelming and sent her body’s response into overdrive. The aromatic combination of all four together was lethal. An aphrodisiac to her libido, it led most Wednesday nights to end in a “group romp,” as Calen had so eloquently worded it one night.

The sex they shared together as group was exhilarating and uninhibited. Within the arms of her lovers, Melanie was encouraged to let loose and be free, to embrace her needs and desires, and to strive for completion. Her love for Jake, Philip, Calen, and Van grew deeper with the passing of each day, and when away from them, the pain she felt throughout her body was nearly unbearable.

Mel also cherished her time with each of her lovers as individuals. It pleased her to learn about each of them separately on a personal level as well as a sexual one. She craved to bring them the same satisfaction they so eagerly showered on her. And she never tired of the excitement she felt at the pleasure her touch brought each one of them.

However, at the moment, her love and desire for them did little to soothe the wave of nausea she felt. Something in the air was turning her stomach, and as much as it pained her to admit it, it was the scent of her lovers.

“Sit down and have a beer,” she smiled and prayed the wave of nausea would subside. “I’ll be right back.”

As Melanie made her way to the bar, the furrowed brow look Mitch and Shayne held on her didn’t escape notice. She stood with her back to the patrons and took a few deep breaths. Justin walked by and set a bottle of water in front of her and gave her hand a squeeze.

“Thanks,” she said before he spoke. Judging by the sympathetic look on his face, she knew she must look like hell. First thing tomorrow, I’m making an appointment with the doctor.

 

Philip kept an eye on Mel as she served Mitch and Shayne, and a few others that had approached the bar. He didn’t know about his comrades, but he caught the sudden flush of her beautiful face and the glazed look her bright green eyes took on. As she walked out of their embrace, he could have sworn her legs were unsteady under her.

Several times, she had disappeared into the kitchen, sometimes returning with orders, most times empty-handed. Although her color had yet to return to normal, the glassy blank look in her eyes had vanished and her smile continued to light up her face.

His fingers ached to touch her, his body wanting her beneath him. Philip wasn’t ashamed to admit his need for their woman sometimes became painful.

The kitchen door swung open and their lover emerged carrying the usual Wednesday night fare of wings and nachos. A couple of minutes earlier Justin, Mel’s coworker, had set a second pitcher of beer on their table.

Mel’s color worried him. Thoughts of the Friday morning before flashed in his mind. And although she hadn’t experienced any more episodes, tomorrow he’d suggest she make an appointment to see her doctor.

She approached their table with a smile that failed to reach her eyes. Maybe she’s coming down with something, he thought.

The conversation continued as Mel set the platters on the table.

From the other side of the table, and over the sound of the crowd, Philip heard Van’s voice holler. “Melanie!”

Followed by an even louder, “Jake!”



Chapter Four

 

The bright lights as they’d entered the hospital were unsettling. The emergency room bustled with activity and in the five agonizing minutes following their arrival, two ambulances had arrived with paramedics wheeling in patients on stretchers. The sounds of voices, machinery, and general chaos filled the corridors, filtering into the waiting area.

Since the four men arrived at Madison General following the ambulance containing their woman, not one had said a word. Each of them had approached the nurses’ station several times for information on Mel’s status and care, and had yet to be given any answers. In another attempt, deciding the threat of two hulking bodies would be more effective than one, Philip and Van tag-teamed the lone nurse behind the desk.

“Gentlemen, please,” the young woman said with a placating expression. “As soon as we know something about your friend, we’ll let you know.”

Her pleasantries and gentle authority didn’t deter them, and after visiting the desk for the umpteenth time, the anxious quartet were escorted to a private waiting area.

As they approached the ten-minute mark of their arrival, the door opened and a woman in colorful flowery scrubs entered. “Good evening, gentlemen.” A stout, elderly nurse approached where they sat in the waiting room. “My name is Agnes Peters and I’m the head nurse of the ER team assigned to Miss Drake’s care. Now, while one of my colleagues is taking Miss Drake’s vitals, I’d like to ask you some questions. Let’s start with her date of birth.”

Calen rattled it off.

“Is she currently taking any prescription medication?”

The answer was no.

“She doesn’t take anything for any reason on a regular basis?”

“No, ma’am,” Jake replied. “Mel doesn’t like pills.”

“So, nothing…” Nurse Peters repeated, jotting the information of her clipboard.

“Well, she takes a multivitamin every morning,” Calen stated. With a shrug, he added, “But that’s it.”

“She won’t even take an aspirin for a headache,” Philip finished.

“How about her diet?” she asked.

“She eats well and regularly,” Van answered. “Her appetite is good.”

“Our girl’s a chef,” Jake said with a grin and a pat to his belly. “We eat very well, ma’am.”

“Exercise?”

“We have a pool and Mel swims every day, rain or shine,” Calen spoke up. “And we go out hiking most weekends.”

“And she’s generally a healthy woman?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Calen replied with a firm nod.

Her brow furrowed when she finally looked up at them. “All right, boys, tell me what happened tonight?”

Van tucked his hands in the front pouch of his hoodie. “Mel works at the Taboo Delights nightclub and we go there every Wednesday after football.”

“Oh, that’s the gay/bi club on Market, right?” She again looked up from the clipboard in her hand.

“Um, yes, ma’am,” Jake replied.

“My daughter and her life partner frequent there. Say it’s a fun place.” She smiled at the four men. “Friendly staff, nice clientele.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he repeated returning her smile.

“Okay, continue please,” she stated firmly.

Philip cleared his throat. “Melanie came out of the kitchen with our wings…her color didn’t look good, she was pale, almost white, and her eyes didn’t look right, like she was having trouble focusing.”

“She set the platters on the table, swayed” -- Calen met the nurse’s gaze -- “and then she just dropped. Jake jumped from his chair and grabbed her to cushion her fall.”

The nurse looked back down at her clipboard and continued making notes. “Is the first instance any of you noticed something was wrong?”

“No, ma’am,” Philip replied.

“Well, when was the first time any of you noticed something wasn’t quite right with Miss Drake?”

“Last Friday,” Philip stated.

With a sigh, Calen responded, “Sunday.”

“This morning,” Jake answered.

“This afternoon,” Van said, looking at the others.

As the four men blurted out their answers simultaneously, Nurse Peters raised a brow.

The four friends cast accusing stares at one another. “Why the hell didn’t you say something?” They snapped together.

“Now, gentlemen,” Agnes Peters’ voice interrupted their verbal altercation. Turning to Philip, she prompted. “Start with last Friday, son.”

Philip met the nurse’s gaze and proceeded to tell her and the others how Melanie had fled their bed after making love.

“Sunday?” She asked Calen, when she finished writing Philip’s information down.

Calen ran his fingers through his hair and took a deep breath. “Mel was gardening, cutting off suckers from the roses, picking weeds, while I was cutting the grass. I glanced over when she stood up. She turned white and her knees looked as if they buckled. I ran and caught her before she hit the ground.” Taking a minute, Calen met the concerned look of his lover and friends. “When I asked her what was wrong, she said she’d just stood up too fast and became lightheaded.”

“Hmm,” the nurse hummed. “And this has never happened to her before?” she asked, her gaze shifting from one man to the next.

The four shook their heads.

“Now you, young man,” the nurse stopped writing on her clipboard and met Jake’s gaze.

“This morning, she said the smell of my peanut butter made her sick,” he informed the listening group. “She tore off to the bathroom and tossed her cookies.”

Van pulled his hands from the pouch and ran his fingers through his hair. “You’ve got to be kidding me. This has been going on for nearly a week, and not one of the three of you thought it important enough to say anything?” Van didn’t make any attempt to hide his anger.

“Come on, Van,” Philip responded in his usual calm voice. “That’s not fair. It happened to the three of us, on three separate occasions. In each instance, Mel assured each one of us she was fine.” Placing his hand on Van’s shoulder, he added, “And she’s been off with you, too, buddy.”

With annoyance, Van huffed and turned his attention to the nurse.

“Okay, son, you said something about this afternoon. What happened?”

“I came home early from work and Mel was asleep on the couch,” he said. The surprised look on the other three men’s faces brought on another question from the nurse.

“So, she laid down for a nap. I don’t understand what’s wrong with that?”

“Melanie doesn’t nap, ma’am. When she first moved in with the four of us, she suffered horrible night terrors. She doesn’t like to sleep alone,” Philip informed her. “And in the two years she’s been with us, she hasn’t.”

After studying the four men for several minutes, the woman nodded and continued with her notes. So far, her expression had remained blank. They knew she was doing her job, but as the questions continued, the four men grew more concerned.

“There’s more,” Van continued. “After she woke up and got ready for work, I found her standing in the middle of the kitchen in tears. She’d tossed the living room and the kitchen looking for her keys. As fast as the waterworks started, they stopped when she spotted her key ring hanging on the hook beside the door where it always is.”

“Shit…yeah,” Jake jumped in and looked at the nurse. Offering her a weak apologetic smile, he added the words, “Sorry, ma’am, slipped out.”

“Right,” Calen added. “The mood swings lately are… She’s all over the map.”

The nurse grinned hugely, as if a light bulb had gone off in her mind.

“Well, thank you, boys.” The smile on her face only grew broader. “I need to speak with the doctor now. We’ll let you know when you can go in with Miss Drake.”

The four of them shared a stunned look and took seats along the far wall of the waiting room.

“What the hell was that about?” Jake asked, watching the nurse disappear around the corner. “What’s with the big smile?”

Philip, Calen, and Van shrugged.

“No idea,” Van offered.

Twenty minutes had passed when a different nurse approached, informing them they could go in to Mel’s cubicle. The four men couldn’t move fast enough.

* * * * *
 

Mel heard their approach before the curtain around her parted and in her men stormed. She braced herself for the onslaught of an interrogation and impending lecture.

Calen came around the left side of the bed where she laid and placed a light kiss on her forehead. Jake followed Calen’s lead on the right side of the bed. Philip leaned over, and as his lips pressed against hers, she felt them tremble, wondering if it were his or hers. Van sat on the side of the bed, his hands stroking her legs atop the blanket covering her.

The frowns of concern on their four handsome faces near made her burst into tears. What the hell is wrong with me, she thought. Over the past couple of weeks, she felt as though she was on an emotional roller coaster. One minute she was laughing and carrying on, the next hiding in the bathroom, sobbing. Or worse, she’d stopped trying to hide the crying jags and just let the tears flow, no matter who was around. Poor Justin, her coworker, was at a loss of what to do the first time he’d walked in on her bawling in the back office.

“Honey, why didn’t you tell us you haven’t been feeling well?” Van asked, his hand still touching her.

In fact, they were all touching her. As usual, they knew exactly what she needed before she did.

Calen’s fingers were threading through her hair, helping to ease the headache she had when she came to earlier in the ambulance. The warmth of Jake’s hand, their fingers entwined, his thumb caressing gentle circles beside where an IV needle had been inserted. Philip sat opposite Van, his hand resting on the top of her left thigh.

Mel sighed heavily and closed her eyes, enjoying the feel of their hands caressing her.

“Baby?” Philip’s voice softly called to her.

“How long has this been going on?” Van continued. “The puking, the dizzy spells?”

She shrugged and turned away from him. His voice remained soft; however, his eyes betrayed his restrained anger. “I don’t know, a couple of weeks, maybe. It comes and goes. Guys, really, it’s not that big a deal.”

“Honey, you collapsed tonight. Passed out, and that scared the shit out of us,” Calen countered. “It is a very big deal.”

“No, no, it’s not,” she tried to reassure them. “It comes on, and then it goes away just as fast. Really, guys, please, let’s not turn this into something it’s not.” Absently, she toyed with the IV line and looked up at the half-empty bag of solution. “I don’t know why the hell they hooked this up. And the doctor said he wants me to have another bag before I can go home.”

“The nurse said you’re dehydrated,” Jake informed her. “What have you eaten today, besides lunch with Calen?”

Chancing a glance at the four of them, she knew it would do no good to lie. Taking a deep breath, she held it for several heartbeats before responding. “I had a few crackers and some ginger ale during my dinner break. That was all I could stomach.”

Melanie was saved a lecture from her lovers when the curtain parted and the doctor who had examined her earlier came into her area.

“Well, Miss Drake, you’re going to have to start taking better care of yourself,” he offered a warm friendly smile to the occupants in the room. “Evening, gentlemen, I’m Dr. Sawyer.” After shaking each of their hands, he turned his attention back to her.

“All right, Miss Drake, the blood workup has come back and my suspicions were correct. Rest assured, everything is fine. Now, we’re going to increase the flow of the IV and get a second bag started. I want you to start taking fluids orally slowly; we don’t want to upset your belly, and when you have the strong urge to urinate, let your nurse know, so we can get you over to radiology.”

“But why?” Mel asked, nervousness elevating her voice. “You just said everything was fine.”

“Your bladder needs to be full for the pelvic ultrasound,” he stated, making a note on her chart. “I want to be sure everything is all right before I sign your release order.”

“Dr. Sawyer?” Philip questioned. “Why is an ultrasound necessary? You just told us Mel was fine.”

The doctor glanced up from his writing, and chuckled. “Sorry, folks, guess I got a little carried away there and failed to tell you what we found.” He met the gaze of each of the men, before settling on Melanie. “Congratulations, Miss Drake, you’re pregnant.”

The silence in the small cubical was deafening. The buzzing in her ears prevented her from hearing anything further the doctor had to say. In her peripheral vision, she watched him clip her chart to the end of her bed and leave the room.

“Pregnant?” Calen’s voice echoed in the distance.

Jake’s lean frame dropped into the chair beside the bed. “We’re pregnant.”

The curtain parted again as a nurse entered to start a second IV drip.

“I don’t understand,” Melanie muttered, gripping the hem of the nurse’s colorful smock. “I can’t get pregnant. Doctors have told me for years…”

The nurse continued with her task, smiling warmly. “I don’t know what to tell you. Are you on the pill?”

Mel shook her head. “Never have been.”

“Are you using any kind of birth control?” She asked with a raised brow.

Again, Melanie shook her head. “They said I couldn’t have babies…didn’t see the need.”

She took in the delighted expression on each man’s face as they watched her and her belly fluttered. Over the past year-and-a-half, the “baby” discussion had been brought up a handful of times. Knowing she couldn’t conceive, Melanie allowed the men their conversations, participating very little herself.

“But, how come now?” Mel asked, trying to control the shiver racing through her. “Why did it happen now?”

The nurse shrugged and reached over tucking a stray curl behind Mel’s ear. “Well, stress can play a big part in preventing pregnancy,” she told her. “Have you been stressed?”

Is she serious? Well, at one time, yeah, but not in a little over two years, anyway…

When she didn’t verbalize her answer, the nurse continued. “There are many factors that can interfere with pregnancy. There’s really no explanation I can give you, except one of those eager tiny buggers made it through.” Melanie didn’t break eye contact from the nurse studying her. “Is this an unwanted pregnancy?” She finally asked, frowning.

“No, ma’am.” Van chuckled. “Just unplanned.”

The young woman smiled at the group crowding the room. “It shouldn’t take too long.” After fiddling with the IV machine, the nurse patted Melanie’s hand and turned to leave. “You let me know when you have to pee. They’re waiting for you in radiology.”

For half an hour, the conversation the four men were having drifted to her ears. Her mind raced, attempting to process the information she’d been given. They must be wrong, she told herself. It just isn’t possible.

“I’m ready,” she mumbled. “Would one of you get the nurse now, please?”

Van rose and with a gentle squeeze to the top of her thigh, left the room.

Once seated in a wheelchair, Jake wheeled Mel to radiology, with the other three in tow.

Inside the small, darkened room, Melanie was instructed to lie down, pull up her shirt, and lower her pants.

“Sorry, dear, this might be a little cool,” the technician said before squeezing clear gel over her lower abdomen. Using the end of a wand, the tech smeared the gel around and turned the monitor toward Mel and the four men surrounding her bed. “All right, let’s get a look at the little tyke then, shall we?” She grinned and began the ultrasound.

Absently, Mel watched the screen and made a feeble attempt to listen to what the tech was telling them about the blob in the middle of the monitor.

“Is this your first baby?” The tech asked, making conversation.

Melanie nodded.

“That’s nice. You must be thrilled.” She looked at each of the men and deduced, “And one of you must be the proud papa.”

Four yeses were her reply.

Melanie’s eyes shifted to the tech and studied her as she processed that information. Unsure of what would come out of the woman’s mouth next, Melanie wasn’t at all prepared for what actually did.

The tech smiled. “Well, congratulations to you all.”

Without warning, her mind raced again and she tuned out everything around her. The technician, the beeps and hum of the equipment throughout the room, and the voices of her four lovers, became background noise.

One of them is the father, she groaned to herself, but which one? Feeling her palms begin to sweat, Melanie rubbed them on the sheet beneath her. This isn’t good, she thought. A baby had never been a part of her plans, of their plans. Sure they’d all commented about wanting to be fathers and were all of the same mindset that if it happened, great, if it didn’t, still great.

Melanie had never pictured herself a mom. Hell, up until two years ago, she’d never expected to ever be in a loving committed relationship. And now she was. The five of them were committed to each other and their family unit.

They’d worked very hard to get to the place they now were. Yes, there had been bugs in the beginning that needed to be worked out. Their situation was unique by “proper” standards, but they had yet to run into any significant roadblocks.

This might be a roadblock, her mind told her. Three of them will be very disappointed when paternity was determined. The thought of any of them being hurt tore at her heart. She just couldn’t do that to any of them.

“All right, Miss Drake, we’re all finished here,” the tech informed her and covered Mel’s belly with a towel to clean herself off. “Everything looks great. Judging by the measurements I’ve taken, you seem to be about six weeks along. Now, as soon as you make an appointment with an OB-GYN, they’ll request these films and the report.”

After receiving her discharge papers and instructions to contact an obstetrician, Melanie found herself seated in the backseat of Philip’s pickup, with Van and Jake on either side. The quiet ride home seemed to take forever.

Once inside the house, Mel excused herself, leaving her four lovers standing in the kitchen. Inside the bathroom in the hallway, she locked the door and shed her clothing. Mel stood under the spray of the shower until the water ran cold.

 

Jake, Calen, Van, and Philip stood in silence watching Melanie round the corner and exit the kitchen. They listened to her soft footfalls as she made her way up the hallway. They heard the door to the bathroom in the hall being closed and locked before they exchanged a glance.

“I’m having some trouble reading her tonight, but she seems upset,” Calen stated, once the noise of the shower carried out to them.

“Why would Mel be upset?” Jake questioned on his way to the fridge. “This is great news.”

Van shook his head as he took the proffered bottle of beer from Jake. “I don’t think she’s upset. I suspect she’s confused, anxious, and perhaps a little afraid.”

“Afraid?” Jake quipped. “Of what?”

“Well, for starters, our lives are about to change,” Philip said.

“For the better,” Calen added.

“Absolutely for the better,” Van said, making it unanimous.

Jake leaned against the counter and twisted the cap off his beer bottle. “I don’t understand why she’d be feeling all those things. I’m stoked, aren’t you guys? This is damn exciting; we’re going to be parents.”

“Of course we’re thrilled,” Philip replied. “I, for one, quite honestly never imagined I’d be a father.” He shot a grin to his lover and friends.

“Hey, I always figured if one of us was to get pregnant, it would have been me,” Jake snorted, tipping his bottle to his lips.

“Well, it’s not from lack of trying, babe,” Philip tossed out with a chuckle.

Calen and Van joined in the laughter.

“Mel’s come a very long way in these two years, but there’s no doubt, finding out she’s pregnant has thrown her for a loop,” Van stated. “You heard her in the hospital; she was told it would never happen. And for all these years, she’s believed that.”

“And now it has happened,” Jake shrugged. “We can handle this.”

“Of course we can,” Van said in agreement. “Melanie’s probably just going to need a little time for it to sink in.”

“Marge and Helen are going to be over the moon,” Philip said. “They’ve been clamoring for another grandbaby to spoil.”

Calen chuckled. “Yeah, I can see it now. Once they find out, the baby stuff is going to start pouring into this house.”

“All the clothes, and the toys,” Jake added with a smirk.

“We’re going to need a camcorder to capture his first steps,” Van said grinning from ear to ear. “His first words.”

“Scraped knees from baseball, broken arm from climbing a tree,” Calen continued. “Riding his first two-wheeler. Oh, and of course, we’ll have to start him early in football; going to have to get him ready for the NFL.”

“The phone calls from school that he dropped a frog down a girl’s back,” Philip snickered. The other three shot him a look. “I only did it once.” He shrugged. “I learned my lesson: girls don’t like it.”

The room fell silent as each of them got lost in their individual thoughts.

“What if we’re having a girl?” Van asked with all seriousness.

It could not have been timed any better. The color drained from all four of their faces.

“Her first date!” they said in unison.

They fell silent once again.

“Her first broken heart,” Van stated simply.

“I’ll kill him,” Jake stated as he set his bottle on the counter with a thud. “That settles it, no daughter of ours will be allowed to date until she’s forty,” he declared.

“Christ, Jake, don’t be ridiculous,” Calen replied. “I’m all right with her being thirty-five.”

Van walked over to the doorway leading out of the kitchen and cocked his head listening up the hall. The water was still running.

“We’ll need to start a college fund,” Philip said.

“We’ll do that first thing tomorrow,” Van answered.

“What happened to our plans for the NFL?” Jake teased.

“Sure, that’s fine for our son, but if we have a girl, chances are she probably won’t be playing in the NFL,” Calen said. “She’ll be a doctor or a lawyer, something that requires years of school. We’ll need to keep her focused on getting a kick-ass education so the thought of boys never enters her mind. You guys know as well as I do boys are nothing but trouble,” he finished with a chuckle.

“Yeah, that they are.” Philip nodded in agreement.

“Any of you have any regrets?” Van asked, knowing full well what his question was about to invoke.

His lover and two friends pulled themselves up tall, squaring their shoulders.

Calen scowled at him. “I can not believe you just asked us that.”

“Jesus, Van,” Jake snapped. “What the fuck are you thinking?”

The firm grasp of Philip’s hand on his shoulder told Van all he needed to know.

“None,” Philip stated, hammering his point home.

A smile lifted Van’s lips. Perhaps a tiny sliver from his past was rearing its ugly head a tad. As an unwelcome memory from his past flickered faintly in the back of his mind, Van had felt his self-confidence wane and needed reassurance from the other members in their clan that everyone felt the same. His only thought, which wasn’t a regret at all, was he wished Melanie had come into their lives sooner. He knew how he felt learning that, God willing, in a few months they would be welcoming a baby into their lives. Now, the only feelings he wasn’t sure about belonged to the beautiful woman carrying their unborn child.

“Hey, I just want to make sure we’re all on the same page,” Van replied with renewed confidence. “We need to present a united front. No matter what Melanie says, thinks, or decides, she needs to know the four of us support her completely.”

“We need to make her understand what a blessing this baby is to our family,” Calen added.

“The five of us have worked through issues before,” Philip said. “We’ll work this one out, too.”

“Christ, I never considered that sexy glow Melanie’s radiated all these weeks meant she was pregnant.” Jake chuckled.

“The mood swings should have tipped us off, though.” Philip stood, shaking his head. “Do you guys remember when Gaby was expecting Krissy? Shit, her mood would flip when the wind changed direction.”

“Well, that won’t be our Mel,” Calen said, raising his beer bottle in a toast. “Our girl will have the four of us for support. She’ll be pampered, cherished, and want for nothing.”

“Congratulations, gentlemen,” Philip announced, raising his own bottle. “We are going to be fathers.”

 

After dressing, Melanie curled up on the corner of the couch, hugging a pillow tight to her chest.

“All right, baby,” Calen sat down beside her and massaged her shoulder. “You haven’t said a word for a couple of hours.”

“What are you thinking, sweetheart?” Van asked, pulling the ottoman over and taking a seat.

“I’m scared,” she admitted without hesitation, keeping her eyes low.

“Understandable,” Philip agreed as he sat on the floor in front of her. “The four of us are nervous, too. Don’t forget the news is a shocker for us as well.”

“Is it because you don’t know who the father is?” she asked and swallowed the lump that had formed in her throat.

The four of them looked stunned as they met her questioning gaze.

“No, absolutely not,” Jake responded, shaking his head. “Where did that come from?” The crease in his brow showed his confusion.

“We don’t know who the father is and that will only lead to problems.” Her voice wavered. “How are we going to know? We need to know.” The jumbled words spilled from her lips.

“Hold on. I’m not sure what’s going on in that pretty little head of yours, baby, but this is big,” Van said with a serious expression. Leaning over Calen’s lap, he rested his hand on her knee. “So let’s get what we’re feeling out in the open,” he continued.

“You’re right, this is huge, in fact it’s bigger than huge. This wasn’t planned…and what if it ruins everything?” Melanie stood up, dropping the pillow in her hand to the floor and started pacing the living room. “You probably think I did this to trap you… Oh, God, you don’t think that, do you?” Her arms were flailing. As she spoke, a tear escaped her eye and trickled down her cheek. A cursory swipe of her hand wiped it away, and she continued with her rant. “Christ, what have I done…I didn’t do it on purpose -- and then there’s paternity…three of you are going to be so disappointed, and that will break my heart…” Ten minutes passed before Melanie finally stopped to take a breath and look at them. “What the hell is so funny?” she snapped.

“You,” Jake admitted and chuckled.

“Fuck you, Jake,” she spat out.

All four men laughed.

A few seconds later, Mel joined them. Then lowering herself to the floor, she burst into tears.

“I’m sorry, Jake,” she sobbed into her hands. “Look at me,” she groaned through the tears. “I’m a great big mess…I cry and I barf…and…and…now I’m going to be somebody’s mom!” Her sobs grew louder as her emotions met overload. “I can’t even take care of myself!” she wailed. “How in the hell am I supposed to take care of a baby?”

“Now, now, sweetheart,” Philip sat on the floor to her right and pulled her against his chest. “Stop crying. It’s all right,” he said softly. “We’re all in this together.”

Calen knelt on her right side, offering a damp washcloth to wipe her face.

From behind, Jake’s hand appeared holding a glass of ginger ale. After taking a small sip, Mel expelled a heavy sigh.

Van took a seat on the floor in front of her and took her hand in his. “Feel a little better, sweetheart?” he asked.

Nodding, Mel handed him the glass after swallowing another mouthful of the cool bubbling liquid.

“All right,” he said, crossing her legs and nestling in closer as his friend continued to hold their lover in his arms. “One at a time, let’s address your concerns. Pick one to start with.”

“Who’s the father?” She blurted.

“Is that important to you?” Van asked, rubbing his thumbs over the backs of her hands.

“Well, isn’t it to the four of you?” she snapped.

“Honestly, baby…” Jake shrugged, giving her a sexy grin. “No.”

“Why?” she countered, tipping her head in confusion. “How can you not care about something like that?”

“A baby born into our family will be loved by all of us, Melanie,” Calen answered, and before she could spout a rebuttal, he added, “equally.”

She took a few minutes to contemplate his words. “But…”

“There is no ‘but,’ Mel,” Philip said in a hushed tone against her temple. “The four of us are very secure in this relationship and in our love for you. A baby fathered by one of us will be loved, taken care of, and raised by all of us.” As if reading her mind, Philip raised a brow, and then shook his head when she would have spoken. “That one is settled. Hit us with another.”

“I didn’t do it on purpose,” she said.

“We know that,” Calen responded, brushing the back of his fingers across her cheek.

“But I wasn’t on birth control… I deceived you.”

“Let’s get this straight,” Jake said crouching beside Van. “You’ve been told all of your adult life that you’d never conceive, so you didn’t see the need to be on the pill. Is that right?”

She nodded.

“Well, then how did you deceive us?” He asked with a half shrug.

“I didn’t tell you that I didn’t think I could get pregnant,” she stated as an apology and dropped her chin to her chest.

“I don’t feel deceived.” Jake shrugged. “Do any of you?”

The remaining three shook their heads.

A light giggle escaped her as she smiled at each of them. “You’re going to have an answer for everything I say, aren’t you?”

“Probably,” Calen replied, pushing a stray curl behind her right ear. “Okay, what else you got?”

“We’re not married,” she said simply.

The room fell quiet as the men seemed to digest that.

“Well, we may have found the stumper.” Calen chuckled after several moments of silence. Then added, “Do you want to get married, baby?”

“Are you asking me?”

“Well…no. Uh…what I mean is…” With a helpless glance, he looked to the others. “Little help, please.”

Philip’s finger caught her under the chin and he turned her face so she looked up at him. “Sorry, honey, I suppose we just assumed what we share with each other would be enough,” he said, his eyes full of love.

“But whose last name will the baby have? Babies are usually given their father’s name, but since we don’t know who that is…”

“Well, if marriage is important to you…”

Mel shook her head cutting Jake off. “No, no, I didn’t mean one of you has to marry me. Ugh, fuck, I don’t know what I’m saying. I’m sorry.” Mel took a deep breath and ran her fingers through her hair. “I just…I’m…going…to…be…a mom.” A shudder moved through her as she tried to tamp the bad thoughts suddenly swarming her mind. “I don’t know how to be a mom.” Four deep chuckles reverberated though her and her nipples puckered.

Great timing, she cursed her body.

“Well, the four of us don’t know how to be dads, either,” Van reminded her. “So we’ll all learn how to ‘parent’ together. How does that sound?”

Mel sighed again and looked into the eyes of each of her lovers. If they were comfortable with this, then there was no reason for her not to be. They were a family just a few short hours ago and the fact they’d learned they were about to become parents didn’t change that status.

Their family was just going to get a little bigger.

Jake, Calen, and Philip’s parents were going to be thrilled, not to mention the aunts, uncles, and cousins. Melanie’s heart pounded in her chest as she thought of all the love their baby would receive in this family. With all the support around her, all the encouragement, how in the world could she have any doubt about this blessing given to her…to them?

“It’s not like we have a choice,” she said. Feeling Philip tense beside her, she looked to each of them and gasped at their expressions. They had misinterpreted her words.

Reaching for each of their hands, she brought them to the small swell of her abdomen. With a broad smile she knew lit up her face, she informed them, “We’re going to be parents.”

Van leaned into her and pressed his lips against hers. Parting her lips, she welcomed the sweep of his tongue as it sought out hers.

On her left side, Philip’s teeth nipped gentle love bites along her neck and the lobe of her ear. “We’re going to celebrate,” he whispered. “Wanna join us?”

A deep moan caught in her throat as eager hands began tugging at her shirt, pulling it over her head. Van’s mouth again found hers as her bra was unfastened and removed and two tongues licked her peaked nipples.

“Yes,” she murmured.

The warmth of Philip’s firm naked chest pressed against Mel’s bare back, and his fingers burned a path along her skin until he came to the button and zipper of her pants. Once unfastened, with teasing slowness he helped her to wiggle free of both her panties and pants.

Calen and Jake continued to finesse the achy tips of her breasts, alternating between painful nips, and soothing licks. With her eyes closed, lost in their seduction, she reached for each of them and found each had shed their own clothing.

Hands pulled or pushed, she wasn’t sure which, her legs wide and fingers teased the sensitive folds in between. As thick fingers pushed inside her, Mel groaned into Van’s mouth. The digits pumped into her several times before withdrawing to venture lower.

“Pass the K-Y.” A husky voice whispered in the air.

After teasing the puckered hole, one by one, fingers probed inside until she was sure three, maybe four were stretching the snug opening.

“She’s ready,” Calen moaned against her right breast, and she felt his fingers pull free from her body.

Philip leaned back until he lay flat on the floor and Melanie was helped up to straddle his hips. His hands grabbed her buttocks and pushed them wide as she lowered herself, taking every inch of his cock inside her ass.

As Van continued to feast upon her mouth, gently he pushed so her back was pressed tight against Philip’s chest.

With her legs on either side of Philip’s, he bent his knees pushing his legs wide, opening her body for their taking.

 

Van took his time, kissing and licking his way down the length of Mel’s body, stopping to enjoy her breasts with Calen and Jake, and the salty taste of her flesh. Her skin glistened as a sheen of perspiration coated it. Meeting Calen’s hungry look, Van leaned into him and kissed his male lover with the same fervor he’d just used on his female lover.

Pulling away and with a lick of his lips, Van continued south until he reached his mark. Using his fingers spread her plump lips open, his thumb drawn to the swollen nub beckoning his touch.

Calen and Jake once again suckled Mel’s breasts, and both were stroking a furious rhythm on their cocks.

The sight of Calen pulling his shaft while feasting on their lover’s tits, along with the sight of Philip’s cock buried deep in Mel’s ass, tested the last thread of Van’s control. Dipping his head, his lips closed around the bundle of nerves his fingers were teasing and he drew hard on her.

The moaning and groaning from the group was like music to his ears and the sudden gasp from Melanie sent a jolt through his tight balls.

“Oh, my God,” she whimpered as Philip began to move beneath her.

Glancing up from between her splayed thighs, Van watched as Jake and Philip shared a deep kiss.

Calen, too, had moved and knelt beside Mel’s head and slowly fed his cock into her open mouth, his fingers plucking at the tip of her right breast.

Mirroring Calen’s stance, Jake’s shaft disappeared into Philip’s mouth, and the four found their natural rhythm and began moving as one.

The taste of Melanie’s essence changed slightly and the musky scent accompanying it told him she was close to release. With desperation, he needed to be inside her. Crawling up her body his mouth closed around her neglected left nipple, and with a single thrust shoved balls-deep within her.

Her hands gripped his hips, fingertips dug in, and he knew he’d bear bruises in the morning. Trying not to add weight to his friend on the bottom, Van held himself up so Philip could continue to stroke their lover from below.

Melanie’s body began to tremble between them as they brought her to climax.

With masculine moans and roars, all four of them simultaneously exploded.

Five panting wet bodies settled in a heap on the floor.



Chapter Five

 

In the middle of Mel’s ninth week of pregnancy, she walked down the corridor of the medical arts complex towards the Obstetrics’ Department surrounded by her four lovers. Upon finding Dr. Bishop’s office door, Van turned the knob and they entered the reception area.

“Mom, what are you doing here?” Calen asked as he spotted his mother seated along the wall. He approached and dropped a light peck on her cheek. He offered one to Marjorie Welland seated beside her.

“Mother,” Jake’s tone teased and kissed her as well.

“Marge and I were already out for lunch and we weren’t about to miss Melanie’s appointment today,” Helen Maxwell announced.

After giving the receptionist her name, Mel joined her support group in the crowded waiting room. She looked around taking in the multitude of women in various stages of pregnancy, and she didn’t miss that every female eye was scoping out her four men. The nerve, she fumed in silence. God, they were all but drooling as they looked her men up and down. A ripple of jealousy bolted through her, but was quickly replaced with the heat of excitement when she met Philip’s eye as he patted the empty seat next to him.

The wink he gave her sent a warm tingle straight to the apex of her thighs.

“That’s so nice, ladies, thank you for coming,” Melanie said and took a seat opposite her lovers’ mothers.

The group made small talk until the nurse called her name, and as Mel stood, she asked Helen and Marge to come into the examination room with her. The two women grinned wide and the four men took their seats again.

Once the trio had disappeared, Jake didn’t hold back at announcing his displeasure. “We should be in there with Mel. Why would she want our mothers with her? That’s our baby.”

“Calm down, babe.” Philip told him lacing his fingers behind his head and crossing his ankles out front of him. “Obviously having Marge and Helen with her makes Mel feel comfortable.”

“And we don’t?” Jake snipped.

“Wow, you really are a pain in the ass sometimes, buddy,” Calen teased and turned to Philip. “How in the hell do you put up with him?”

Philip shrugged and with a chuckle said, “He’s great in the sack.”

“Let it go, Jake,” Van said as he picked up a magazine from the table on his right. “Mel doesn’t have many females in her circle of friends. It’s great she’s close to Marge and Helen. We need to allow her some girl time every now and again.”

“That’s right,” Philip agreed. “We are under her feet all the time at home and she barely gets a reprieve at the club. Mel needs space sometimes. She’ll tell us how she makes out when she’s finished. Besides, lover, there will be many appointments.”

* * * * *
 

Nervous, Mel fidgeted between Marge and Helen as the doctor entered, taking a seat at the desk opposite them.

Following introductions, the doctor glanced at the two older women. “And what relationship are you to Miss Drake?” Mel detected a hint of superiority in the doctor’s voice and attempted to tamp her instant unease.

Marjorie Welland spoke with pride as she announced, “We’re Melanie’s mothers-in-law.”

“Both of you?” she asked, her confusion quite evident.

Nods were her reply.

“And where is the father of the child? Why isn’t he here?”

The hair went up on the back of Mel’s neck. “They’re in the waiting room,” she answered.

“They?” Dr. Bishop’s eyes narrowed and Melanie definitely caught the contempt in the doctor’s voice this time.

“Yes, ‘they,’” Helen Maxwell snapped.

“I’m sorry, ladies.” The smile curling Dr. Bishop’s lips didn’t reach her eyes. “I’m missing something here. Are you telling me you have been involved sexually with more than one man?”

“Yes,” Mel answered. “I’m in a loving and committed relationship with four men.”

The look of disgust on the doctor’s face made Mel’s skin prickle.

“So, you have no idea of the paternity of the bastard child you’re carrying?” the doctor asked, her tone snide.

Marge moved to the edge of her chair. “Just a minute, Dr. Bishop. That comment is uncalled for,” she said evenly.

However, Melanie had witnessed that tone before and shifted in her chair. “It’s all right, Marge,” Mel said softly, patting the woman’s forearm. Turning her attention to the doctor, she continued. “I’m aware the relationship I’m involved in is out of the norm, but I assure you, Dr. Bishop, my lovers and I are not going into this with our eyes closed.”

“My concern, Miss Drake, is of course your health during your pregnancy, but I must put the welfare of the child first, above everything else. And I have to be honest with you. I’m not comfortable with what I’m hearing thus far.”

“I’m sorry, doctor, what exactly has you uncomfortable? The fact that I don’t know which one of them has fathered my child? Because paternity isn’t a concern to any of us. Our baby is loved,” Mel told her.

“Or is it that our boys are bi-sexual?” The words were spewed from Helen’s mouth before Melanie realized what had been said.

* * * * *
 

Fifteen minutes into Melanie’s appointment, the sound of raised voices could be heard in the waiting room.

Several patients made nervous eye contact with each other and the woman sitting at the reception desk. Although the words were hard to make out through the closed door up a small hallway, an angry voice grew louder.

“And just who the hell do you think you are to judge?” a familiar voice hollered.

The four men looked at each other.

“That sounded like your mother.” Van looked to Calen, his eyes narrowed.

“Please Mrs. Maxwell, keep your voice down,” they heard, a little softer.

The voices dipped, but the muffling could still be heard. Just as the four settled back into their seats they heard, “Now, you listen here, lady…”

“Shit. That’s your mother.” Calen stared wide-eyed at Jake.

“Maybe you better do something,” Van interjected.

“Like hell. You’ve seen my mom pissed.” Jake said, crossing his arms over his chest in defiance. “I’m not going back there.”

Philip glanced around the waiting room at the commotion his “mother-in-law” and cohort were creating, and stood up. “Fine, I’ll go.” He groaned and walked toward the reception area. “But dammit, I’m not going in without backup.”

As he rounded the corner, a petite nurse stood in his path blocking the door, where he could hear the two irate women berating the doctor. “Sir, you can’t go in there,” she uttered weakly, taking in his six-feet-four frame.

Philip eyed her five-feet-nothing and smiled appreciatively for her efforts. “You’re not going to stop me, sweetie,” he said in a quiet but firm tone.

The woman shook her head and pointed at the door. “You want that one.”

“I figured as much.” He grinned and reached for the door.

Before his hand connected with the brass knob, the door flung open and he was met with an angry, red-faced Marjorie Welland, still cursing a blue streak toward the stunned doctor.

“How dare you!” she spat at the woman. “Let’s go, Melanie, Helen. There are other obstetricians in this city.”

“What the hell is going on, ladies?” Philip kept his voice low, trying not to draw any further unwanted attention to them.

“You should have heard the things that woman said about our Melanie,” Helen told him, ushering a shocked and silent Melanie out of the office and up the narrow hall.

Philip glanced at the flustered Dr. Bishop with a raised brow. “Excuse me?”

“The woman isn’t fit to be a doctor.” As they entered the waiting area, Helen called over her shoulder. “We’ll be reporting you to the medical board, lady!”

“Mother,” Calen said in the waiting room full of patients when the group appeared. “Calm down…”

Wide-eyed, Van met Philip’s gaze. “What the hell?”

“Apparently, the doctor said some shit to or about Mel, I can’t quite figure it out,” Philip told him.

“You what?” Van growled as the doctor made eye contact with him. Philip’s hand on his forearm stopped Van from reaching for the doctor.

Philip shook his head. “Marge and Helen seem to have it under control. Let’s just get the hell out of here.”

Marge and Helen continued to inform the packed waiting room of their less than pleasant encounter with the doctor.

“Ladies, you’re upsetting my patients,” the doctor barked out harshly. “Miss Drake, if you’d like to reschedule your appointment…”

“She isn’t coming back here!” Marge snapped. Glancing around at the stunned and shocked patients in the waiting room, she added, “There’s enough discrimination in the world today, folks, the last place you think you’d find it is in a damn doctor’s office.”

“Mrs. Welland!” Dr. Bishop gasped. “I do not discriminate. I resent that allegation…”

“I hope none of you expectant mothers sitting here are carrying illegitimate children. Or are involved in an unconventional relationship!” Helen roared.

Gasps of surprise filled the packed waiting room. Several women gathered their belongings and stood to leave.

“Mother, please,” Calen pleaded. “What the hell is going on?”

Helen Maxwell turned and pointed an accusatory finger at a gaping Dr. Bishop and her staff, and announced, “That woman is not fit to care for our daughter or bring our baby into the world!”

“Let’s go,” Philip growled and pushed the cluster which was his family out the door.

The fact that several patients followed them didn’t escape anyone’s notice.

The two older women continued to bicker among themselves as they walked down the corridor and out of the complex.

Van escorted Helen and Marge toward Helen’s car, and sent them on their way. Once back at Philip’s truck, he pulled a nervously giggling Melanie against his chest and sighed. “What the hell was that all about?” He moaned.

“Can we get something to eat?” Mel asked, rubbing her belly. “I’m starving.”

Calen chuckled and pointed. “Right over there across the street. Best burgers I’ve ever had,” he said and groaned as he met Melanie’s evil glare. “Well, not compared to yours, baby. Yours are the best I’ve ever eaten.”

“Shut up, Calen.” She smirked. “Feed me, or I’m going to get real bitchy.”

 

Seated at a table in a quiet corner of the restaurant, Melanie sighed and began to fill them in on her appointment.

“All right, so the three of us sit down, and the first question Dr. Bishop asked was ‘where’s the father, why isn’t he here?’ So, I tell her, ‘they’re in the waiting room.’ The doctor cocks her head and says, ‘they?’ And then we proceed to inform her about the four of you.” Melanie stopped to take a sip of her water. Placing the glass back on the table, she looked around. “Clearly, the doctor didn’t understand and started to lecture me about promiscuity, diseases, etc., so I tried to fill her in a little on our commitment to each other and our family…” The four men stiffened before her and she could almost smell the smoke shooting out their ears. “Don’t get all worked up, barbarians. You’ve got to admit our relationship isn’t conventional,” she reminded them and plucked a carrot stick off the plate of veggies the waitress had set in the middle of their table. “Two bi couples in committed relationships sharing their beds with a female third…”

“We aren’t just sharing a bed with you,” Philip reminded her. “We’re sharing a life.”

“I know, I know,” she offered, shaking her head. “I’m sorry, that came out wrong. But you know what I mean.”

“What else did she say?” Van spoke through gritted teeth.

“Does it really matter? I’m not going back there.”

“Yes, it matters. You shouldn’t have to defend yourself or our relationship to anyone,” Jake said.

“Oh, I know, guys. And, believe me, I don’t give a shit what anyone thinks about me, or us, or our relationship, because it’s just about us.” Taking another sip of her drink, she sighed and looked around the sparsely occupied restaurant.

She felt the weight of their eyes watching her every move and met their heated stare. “How will we be able to protect our baby from people like that? The world is full of intolerance and bigotry. I don’t want our baby being told that the family he’s from is, well, fucked up, wrong, dysfunctional. We’re not dysfunctional, just unconventional.”

A couple of waitresses arrived at their table, distributing burgers and fries all the way around.

“I don’t know, baby,” Philip admitted shaking his head, reaching for the ketchup. “I suppose all we can do is instill our morals and goals into our children and protect them as best we can.”

“Yeah,” Jake agreed, passing the malt vinegar to Van. “We’ll just have to face those issues as they arise.”

“All we can do is keep our kids safe, and be open and honest with them about our love,” Van said.

“We have a great support system in our extended family. We’ll just be sure to surround our children with positive influences. Don’t sweat it, honey, we can handle this,” Calen assured her.

“You guys make everything sound so easy,” she smiled and took a bite of her burger.

“Life is full of enough challenges,” Van said. “Why look for things to make it more difficult?”



Chapter Six

 

As Mel served customers during her shift at the club, her anxieties were getting the better of her. She had yet to find another obstetrician and was about to enter her twelfth week of pregnancy. Truth be told, she hadn’t been looking too hard. She’d convinced herself the chances of finding someone who would be understanding of their relationship were going to be slim. And for the sake of her sanity, she wasn’t interested in facing another situation like the one in Dr. Bishop’s office a couple of weeks earlier. Mel didn’t care what others thought of her relationship with the four men, but she wasn’t too interested in setting herself up for a blatant slap in the face, either.

Once the realization of becoming a mother had sunk in, Mel began to relish each and every day of the pregnancy. Subtle changes in her body hadn’t escaped any of their notice and she discovered, since finding out she was expecting, her libido was off the charts! She couldn’t seem to keep her hands off Jake, Calen, Van, and Philip. And they seemed to be enjoying her newfound sexual appetite just as much as she.

Hooting and hollering at the front door announced her lovers’ entrance. From her position at the register, she noticed that tonight they brought a friend. As their eyes met hers from across the room, the expression of desire etched on the faces of her four lovers caused her panties to dampen.

The gentleman accompanying them wasn’t as tall as her lovers; however, he sported the physique of a linebacker. Appropriate, Mel mused. Light brown hair curled around his ears and a smudge of dirt smeared across his left cheek make her giggle. Breathtakingly stunning wasn’t how she would have described him, but he was most pleasing to her eye.

Mel pulled a jug of draft and collected five chilled glasses, then wandered toward her men’s table.

“Hi, boys,” she said and set the pitcher and glasses on the table. “Good game tonight?”

“Better now, baby,” Van pulled her into his arms, placing a kiss on her lips.

“Hello, beautiful,” Philip greeted her, with a peck on her cheek as she stayed in Van’s embrace. “This is Varian Gagnon. Varian, this is our Melanie.”

Mel reached over to accept the man’s proffered hand.

“Nice to meet you, Varian,” Mel said with a nod and a smile. “Judging from your attire, you’re a member of the sacred football club.”

“Yeah, and this evening I was on the opposing side. When I joined, I was told this was a ‘touch’ football club.” Varian chuckled and cast a friendly glare across the table.

“I said I was sorry, man,” Jake apologized and poured a round of beer. “Christ, I tripped.”

“Jesus.” Melanie burst into laughter. “I’m sure I’ve heard that before.”

The five men took their seats, and began bantering about their game and guy stuff. Excusing herself, Mel went to fetch the group’s wings and nachos.

Arriving back at their table, she set their platters down and was pulled onto Calen’s lap.

“Justin,” Jake called over to the bar. “Can you manage alone for a few minutes? We need to talk with Mel.”

“Sure,” her coworker called back. “Take your time.”

“Hey, I’ve already had my dinner break.” Mel feigned protest. “I can’t be too long.”

“That’s fine,” Van said. “Well, we wanted you to meet Varian.”

“I met Varian when you guys came in,” she teased.

“Varian is a doctor, baby,” Philip announced.

“Oh, that’s nice,” Mel said, reaching for a nacho covered with melted cheese and a chunk of spicy chicken. “What do you practice?”

“Obstetrics,” Varian informed her.

Mel felt her cheeks heat. “Oh,” she muttered.

“And it just so happens,” Jake stated. “We’re in need of one of those.”

Great, she thought, here comes the interrogation. “I, uh…um…”

“Relax, I know all about your relationship, Melanie,” Varian said with a wink. “And I’m in no position to judge.”

She felt her lower lip drop and her eyes grow wide. “I…don’t understand.”

Varian chuckled again. “My best friend, Morgan, and I have been sharing our college sweetheart Reanne for twenty years. And the three of us have two children.” His words helped ease her discontent.

“Oh.” She sighed and knew her relief was evident.

“Yeah, Varian and his family are new to the area. And he and Morgan are new to the football club,” Philip said, biting into a chicken wing.

“We got to talking,” Calen continued before taking a swig of his beer.

“And you put two and two together.” she giggled in his lap.

“So, your heathens tell me you’re entering week twelve,” Varian said, grabbing a couple of wings and a handful of nachos. “How are you feeling?”

“I feel great,” Mel replied. “My clothes are getting snugger, my appetite is hearty, I’m horny as hell…yup, I’m good.”

“Are you taking prenatal vitamins?” Varian asked.

“Yes, I started taking them the day after I found out I was pregnant.”

“Great. Listen, on Thursdays I spend the morning catching up on paperwork,” Varian said and pulled his wallet out of the pocket of his jacket. Flipping it open, he pulled a card out from within. “Here is the address of my office. Why don’t you come by around nine?” He stopped and studied her a few seconds. “I mean, if you want to…maybe you guys want to discuss it first.”

“It’s fine, Varian, honest,” Mel said, reaching for his card and putting him out of his unnecessary and apparent unease. “I’ve been procrastinating with finding a doctor and I appreciate you agreeing to take us as a patient.” Standing, Mel placed her hand upon the man’s shoulder and gave a light squeeze. “And knowing you engage in a similar lifestyle and have an understanding and acceptance of ours greatly eases my nerves. I have a really good feeling about this.”

“Excellent.” Varian grinned. “I’m glad. You don’t need to be bothered with stress,” he continued and wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her against him in a friendly hug. “Okay, tomorrow I’ll do an ultrasound, and we’ll take some measurements, discuss diet, and book subsequent appointments. How’s that sound?”

“Sounds great. Thank you, Varian.” she returned his smile.



Chapter Seven

 

At twenty weeks, Melanie’s pregnancy was quite evident. The T-shirts she’d snatched from the closets of her men stretched to the limit over her belly and were just not cutting it anymore. Daily over the past couple of weeks, she’d been showered with pretty maternity tops and pants by her lovers, and by Calen and Jake’s moms.

Climbing up into the SUV they’d purchased after learning they were expecting, Melanie was on her way to a checkup at Varian’s office. The men had all assured her they would be in attendance and meet her there. Sure enough, as she pulled into the parking lot she spotted Van’s Porsche and her Ducati Superbike, which Calen had taken to driving on nice days. Exiting the SUV, Philip’s voice gained her attention as he got out of his pick-up in the next aisle.

“Hi, sweetheart,” he said and wrapped his arms around her.

“Where’s Jake?” She asked looking around him.

“He’ll be here,” he assured her. “He was finishing up on a site when I talked to him.

With his hand on the small of her back, Philip led Melanie into the small office of their friend.

* * * * *
 

Upon her arrival, they were led into a large examination room, complete with ultra-sound equipment. Settling herself on the exam table, her men beside her, Varian was just about to begin the exam when there was a knock on the door.

Jake entered and placed a soft kiss on Mel’s lips. “You weren’t going to start without me, were you?”

“No, lover boy, we were waiting with bated breath,” Varian teased and ducked to miss the swing of Jake’s arm.

“Fuck you, buddy,” Jake said with a sly grin.

Varian chuckled and approached the table where Melanie lay. “Sure, you’re cute, but you’re not my type, stud.”

“Don’t knock it,” Calen joined the banter.

Deep chuckling filled the room.

“All right friends, let’s get started,” Varian announced, all playfulness being set aside. “First, I’ll take some measurements of your belly. How are you feeling, hon?” he asked. Then he stretched the tape from her pubic bone to belly button and wrote his findings in her chart.

“Really good,” Mel answered. “I do feel kind of silly, though. I’m already having a little trouble getting up off the floor when I get down there. I seem to be getting bigger by the day. Should I be getting so big so fast? I look like I’ve tripled in size since we met.”

Varian chuckled. “You’re progressing just fine. Yes, your belly is big for twenty weeks,” he commented with a slight shrug. Then added, “But I’m not too concerned, as long as you’re feeling all right. How’s your appetite?” He’d discarded the tape measure and rubbed his hands together to warm them before touching her belly.

“When I’m hungry I eat. I’m drinking my milk and taking my vitamins, as instructed,” she declared.

“Hmm-mmm, good. How are you sleeping?” he queried.

“Oh, I’ll field this one,” Jake jumped in and snickered. “Well, her tossing and turning keeps us up most of the night.” He shot a look toward Calen and Van. “How about the two of you?”

Before they could answer, Melanie chimed in. “You two can start sleeping on the couch if me and our baby bother you so much.”

Jake bent and kissed her lips. “Just teasing, sweetheart. I love it when you flop around like a fish out of water.”

Melanie stuck her tongue out at him.

“Oh, hey, Reanne’s pulling double shifts at the lab this week, so she hasn’t had a chance to give you a call,” Varian said as he sat down and pulled the ultrasound machine closer. “We’re still on for the barbeque Saturday, right?”

“Absolutely,” Van said.

“Yeah, I’ve got a new marinade for seafood that I’ve been dying to try,” Mel said. “I’ll put together shrimp and scallop skewers to grill. And we’ll bring a couple of cheesecakes for dessert.”

“Sounds great,” Varian grinned licking his lips. “All right, now let’s take a look at the little guy and see how he’s shaping up in there.” He pulled out a tube of conducting gel, squirting a generous amount on Mel’s swollen belly. Using the wand to smear the goop around, he turned and grinned at the group. “Aw, he must be camera shy. This is his back,” he said and drew a finger down the screen of the monitor. “If I didn’t know better, I’d say he’s mooning us.” Then he chuckled.

“You’ve mentioned, ‘he’ more than once, Varian. Are you trying to tell us something?” Philip asked with a grin.

“Nah, I haven’t even checked the sex yet. Force of habit, they’re all referred to as ‘male’, unless the parents want to know.” He glanced over his shoulder. “Do you want to know?”

“No,” Melanie answered, and looked at her lovers. “I mean…unless you guys want to…”

Jake, Calen, Van, and Philip shrugged.

“We’ve got lots of time, sweetheart,” Van told her.

The four men stood entranced, focusing on the monitor as Varian pointed out the features of their baby. Little fingers and hands, and tiny feet at the ends of bent legs. After ten minutes or so of gentle pushing and sliding the scanning wand over her belly, he sat and studied the report he’d created.

“Hmmm,” he muttered.

“What’s up, Varian?” Van asked.

“Yeah, everything okay?” Calen echoed.

“Sure, everything is fine. Baby looks great, Mom feels good, Dads are wearing cheesy grins. I’d say things couldn’t get any better.”

“But,” Mel said, sensing there was more.

Varian offered a casual shrug. “Okay, it’s not a big deal, but the baby’s measurements are throwing me a little.”

“How so?” Jake asked.

“Well, I admit, Mel, your belly is a little bigger than the baby you’re carrying…and there are numerous explanations for this, with none of them meaning there is anything wrong.” Quietly, Varian checked over the report again and pulled out the tape measure a second time. As he finished and stuffed the tape in his pocket he said, “Just a minute…I want to check…”

The scanning wand appeared again, and the four men tensed beside the bed. Melanie didn’t dare take her eyes off the screen in front of her for fear she’d miss what she didn’t know she was looking for.

Varian slid the wand down her left side and she jumped.

“Little ticklish?” He grinned at her.

Focusing back on the monitor for several moments, he chuckled and looked back to her. “Do you see that?” His finger tapped a spot of the screen.

Try as she might, Mel couldn’t see past the various shades of grey making up the mass that was her baby.

Mel shook her head.

“What the hell, Varian?” Jake didn’t even try to hide his irritation.

“Well guys, from this angle, I see two arms and two legs…”

“And that’s good, because he should have two of each,” Calen said.

“You mean ‘she,’” Mel corrected.

“All right, now from this angle” -- he slid the wand over to the right side of her big belly -- “I see two arms and two legs.” He grinned.

 

“So, he’s got four of each?” Jake snapped. “That’s not right; there’s something wrong with him.”

Melanie giggled, near hysteria. “You’re kidding, Varian. Please tell me you’re just trying to get us going.”

Their friend shook his head and gave her a wink.

“Will someone please tell us what the fuck is going on?” Philip demanded.

“God, I love the four of you with all my heart, but sometimes you are so damn thick,” Mel said and tried to blink back tears before they could fall.

“Oh, don’t cry, honey, we love him already,” Van said.

“You mean ‘them.’” She smiled. “You love them already.”

Four brows creased in question.

“We’re having twins, you barbarians.” She giggled. “Two babies.”

It took several minutes for the air to clear as the four men processed her words. A brief look of helplessness crossed each of their faces as they looked between her and Varian.

Philip was the first to acknowledge what they’d been told. Holding two fingers up, a grin curled his lips.

“Yeah,” Varian nodded. “Now, this is a first for me…well, not with a patient having twins.” Varian chuckled. “But, it looks as if the big guy up front here, with his back to us…is…” He chuckled again as he slid the wand over the swell of her belly, positioning it low on her pelvis and pointed at an odd angle. “Aw, well isn’t that cute…it looks like he’s snuggling his little sister.”

* * * * *
 

“You know, I’ve been thinking.” While sitting down to dinner later that evening, Calen began the conversation. “How do you all feel about moving?”

“Why do we need to move?” Mel asked as she set the platter of butterfly pork chops in the center of the table.

“We’re going to need more room. Babies are tiny, but they come with a lot of stuff,” Van said in agreement with Calen.

“But this is our home,” Mel said. “I know I don’t…contribute much financially, but I’ve come to feel that this is my home, too.” Her eyes darted between the four men. The words tumbled out before she could stop them and she knew she was about to be on the receiving end of a lecture.

Van set his fork down on his plate meeting her gaze. “Melanie, we’ve discussed this before.” Although his eyes were full of love, his tone carried a hint of sternness. “You contribute to our home in other ways.”

“What, with a couple more holes for you guys to fuck?” Mel winced as the words spilled from her mouth.

Damn.

From across the table, she read the unmistakable glint of anger in Van’s eyes.

Damn!

His brow raised and he’d developed a slight tick in his jaw. “I’m going to chalk that up to hormones,” he said through gritted teeth, seeming to stare into her soul.

Mel gave into his visual reprimand and dropped her gaze. “I’m really sorry,” she whispered. “I…”

“It’s already forgotten, baby.” He grinned, a sexy smirk reaching across the table, grasping her hand in his. “I was about to say…our home, my love, is financially self-sustaining.”

“Okay,” Mel said excitedly. “So why would we want to go into debt to buy something else?”

Van smiled and the sound of his deep chuckle had her tender nipples stiffening. “With what we could get for this place, combined with the money we’ve saved and invested over the last two years, we could build ourselves a great new home and still not have a mortgage,” he said, reaching for the basket of bread beside the plate of meat. “And as we’ve discussed many, many times before, any decision to be made regarding our family is one that will be made by all of us.”

“I’ve been giving this idea some thought as well.” Jake set his water glass on the table and continued. “Listen, my dad told me about some property over in Sherwood Park and offered to pull one of the crews to begin excavation and construction on a house for us.”

“Hmm, that’s not a bad idea,” Van replied.

“Sure, we can custom design it,” Philip added. “Sweetheart, you can design your dream kitchen and we’re going to need a couple more bedrooms.”

“And a couple more bathrooms wouldn’t hurt, either,” Calen replied and set the bowl of steamed vegetables back on the table. “Especially since we’ll be welcoming another girl into the house.”

As their laughter erupted, Mel scowled at the lot of them. “Yeah, right, like I’m the one hogging the three bathrooms we have now. Christ, the four of you are a bunch of divas.”

Melanie’s heart plummeted. This was the first she’d thought about where the babies would sleep. But, moving just wasn’t an option as far as she was concerned. The love and acceptance she’d found in this home completed her, playing a huge part in her becoming the woman she now was.

“Guys,” Mel mumbled. “I don’t want to move from here. What the four of you have done within these walls, helping me to overcome my demons, my past…this is my home, our home. ‘Home’ isn’t a place, guys, it’s a feeling.” She felt tears burn in her eyes and attempted to blink them away. “I want our babies to ‘feel’ what I feel, right here. With all of you.”

“Honey, we can have what we have here in a larger place,” Calen said.

Shaking her head, Melanie lost the battle to hold back the tears. “No, we can’t, I can’t. Not right now. Maybe someday, but not right now.” Getting up from the table, she went in search of tissues. “We need to stay here.”

When she settled once again in her chair, Jake, Calen, Van, and Philip looked at her. The expressions on their faces sent a bolt of electricity straight to her sex. They wore sexy smiles, eyes heavy with desire. And the smell of testosterone that suddenly filled the air in the kitchen made her panties damp.

“We’ll stay right here, babe,” Jake informed her.

“Thank you.” Her voice grew husky. Oh, Lord, the effect they had on her still amazed her.

“Okay, so back to what to do about room for the babies.” Calen scooped potatoes onto his plate and passed the bowl to Jake.

“Well, I suppose we can have a room built in the basement for the computers and desks,” Van suggested. “That’ll free up the bedroom we’re currently using as an office.”

“But I don’t use my room,” Mel offered. “Why don’t we turn my room into a nursery?”

“No, that’s your personal space, honey. It’s important for you to have your own place,” Philip reminded her.

“But I don’t use it. My stuff is just stored in there. I’ve never even slept in the bed or done anything more in there except get dressed,” Mel stated. “Van and Calen, you have the largest room, I’ll just move my dresser in there. And Jake and Philip, you have the bigger closets, I’ll just hang my hanging clothes in there.” Giggling Mel added, “Besides, if I want to be alone, I’ll just lock two of you out of your room.”

“Fair enough, sweetheart,” Van assured her and passed the tabouli salad.

* * * * *
 

With the dinner mess tidied up, Jake and Philip left the house to taken in a movie. Melanie had grabbed one of the many books on babies and pregnancy she’d purchased and headed out to the deck for some quiet time.

After an hour, Mel was feeling a little lonely and very amorous, and decided to go in search of two of her lovers.

Walking through the empty living room, she heard their heavy breathing coming from their bedroom and her nipples tightened beneath her shirt. Oh, damn, she grinned as wicked thoughts flooded her mind. Gonna have to change my panties again!

Tiptoeing up the hallway, Mel found the door open, and as quietly as she could, peered around the frame. In silence, she watched as Van and Calen shared a deep kiss, their hands stroking over the tensing muscles of each other’s upper bodies.

Melanie thoroughly enjoyed watching her lovers with each other. The strokes they used on their lovers varied from the gentle caresses they touched her with, but were equally stimulating and sensual. The sight of Calen and Van’s oral encounter had her body quivering as her arousal gained momentum. Without realizing it, Mel noticed she was cupping her breasts, her fingers pinching at her stiff nipples.

Slipping his hand between them, Van’s fingers began fumbling with the zipper of Calen’s pants. Slowly, Van slid the waist of his lover’s pants over his slender hips and knelt, pushing them down Calen’s powerful thighs and to his feet. Licking his lips, Van leaned forward, flicking his tongue around the smooth mushroom-shaped crown of his lover’s cock.

Closing his eyes, Calen’s groan was hoarse as his head fell back and his eyes squeezed shut. Van’s hand wrapped around Calen’s turgid shaft and he closed his lips around the tip, drawing the thick flesh to the back of his throat.

Knowing all too well the exquisite sensations Van’s mouth brought to his lovers, the moan deep within Mel’s chest brought Calen’s heated gaze to her and held her spellbound. The thrusting of his hips against Van’s mouth had her right hand wandering over the swell of her belly, coming to a stop between her legs. Rubbing the lips of her sex through her pants had her own hips wriggling.

Calen’s fingers fisted in Van’s short dark waves and he pumped himself into his lover’s hungry mouth. Van groaned. “You like watching Van suck my cock, don’t you, baby?” Calen said in a sultry tone.

“Mmm-mmm, yeah,” she moaned, her hands continuing to stoke her need.

“Come closer,” Calen enticed and crooked his finger at her.

Melanie shook her head. “No.”

“Get that fucking shirt off, then,” he ordered. “I want to watch you play with your big tits.”

Mel gasped and did as he asked. After dropping her shirt at her feet, she swayed her hips reaching for the clasp of her bra. Unfastened and holding the cups in place, she slid the straps off her arms.

“Don’t tease me, woman,” Calen growled. “Get it off.”

Melanie tossed her bra at him and squeezed her breasts together.

Calen caught the flying lace in mid-air and brought it to his nose. The flaring of his nostrils as he inhaled her scent on the fabric made her nipples pucker tighter.

“Nice,” Calen praised. “Now your pants.”

Maintaining eye contact with her lover, Mel unbuttoned her pants and slid them over the flare of her hips and down to the floor. Stepping out, she kicked them aside, turning her attention to her drenched panties. Sliding her thumbs under the waistband she slipped her panties down her legs and stepped out of them.

Calen and Van had turned themselves so Van could enjoy her striptease as well.

“Christ, you are so fucking beautiful, baby,” Calen growled. “Isn’t our Mel beautiful, lover?” His hips thrust harder against Van’s mouth.

Van moaned around the cock between his full lips.

“Come join us, baby,” Calen said, his voice raspy, his breath harsh.

Again, Mel shook her head. “I wanna watch,” she whispered. Pulling the scrunchie holding her mass of dark curls, Mel sashayed across the bedroom to the chair in the corner. With a slow sensual turn, she lowered herself onto the edge of the seat and spread her knees wide. Leaning back, Mel’s right hand began massaging her heaving bosom, while her left ventured south.

“Turn around, lover,” Calen ordered Van and knelt behind him, helping to remove Van’s jeans. “I want you to watch our girl while I shove my cock up inside you.”

Van’s body trembled as Calen’s hands stroked over his body. Grabbing the bottle of lube off the bed, Calen popped the top and squeezed the clear gel into his hand.

Mel’s breath grew harsh when Van’s eyes closed, knowing Calen’s fingers were stretching him for his taking. The friction of her fingers pressing against her clit sent her need spiraling to a dangerous level. Desperate to hold on a little longer, she slowed her caress.

“Your pussy is so wet, baby, I can see you dripping from here.” The deep timbre of Calen’s voice coursed through her, making her shiver. “Push a finger inside, baby,” he told her.

Mel did, watching as Calen’s hips took position behind Van and she gasped a silent cry, matching Van’s as Calen’s cock slipped inside him.

“Finger fuck that hot pussy,” Calen directed her. “Faster, baby. Add another one.”

Losing her control, Mel wriggled on the edge of the chair, barely focusing on the movement of her hand and her hips, concentrating on her lovers before her.

Calen thrust harder and faster, the heat in their eyes as they watched her told her they were both close. Reaching under Van, Calen gripped his cock in his hand and pulled the thick flesh. His strokes matched the thrust of his hips and her fingers.

“Come down here and let me eat you, baby,” Van growled low.

For a third time, Mel shook her head.

“You’re a fucking tease, wench,” his husky reprimand near pushed her over the edge.

“Mel’s so close to coming, lover,” Calen announced. “I can smell her sweet pussy from here.”

Van began rocking, competing to dominate Calen’s claiming. “Fuck, Calen, she isn’t alone. Don’t stop.”

Across the room, Mel exploded with a hoarse sob and trembled before them as a violent climax ripped through her. Barely taking a moment to enjoy her release, Mel got up from the chair and knelt in front of Van. Cupping his face in her hands she pressed her lips to his, swallowing his cry as he met completion. His body shook as behind him Calen’s orgasm claimed him.

With her butt resting on her heels, Mel caught him as Van collapsed into her lap with Calen across his back. Several minutes passed as the trio continued to enjoy the aftermath of their lovemaking. Mel ran her fingers through their hair, reveling in being a part of their expression of their love.

Mel didn’t need to always be included when her lovers engaged with their respective male partners, nor did she want to. Respecting them and their unions, Mel had no problem allowing them time together. She derived as much pleasure watching, or participating as she just had, as when she did join them.

“Jesus,” Van groaned. “That was incredible.”

“Yes,” Calen agreed and placed a kiss to Van’s lower back. “Hot tub or pool?” he asked pulling himself from Van’s body.

“I want both,” Mel’s voice was husky. “I’m kind of selfish like that.”



Chapter Eight

 

Around eight-thirty the guys entered the house, cajoling one another about their football victory. Van wandered over to the refrigerator and grabbed four bottles of beer. Popping the tops he passed them around and the four raised their bottles in a toast.

Sniffling from the living room snagged their attention. Smirking amongst themselves, they moved into the room and spotted Melanie sitting in the middle of the floor with pillows stacked all around her, crying.

Although the crying jags had become rather sporadic, the four of them understood Mel’s hormones would continued to run amuck for some time to come and just took them as they came. It still broke their hearts when they found her in tears, but knew their Mel would eventually come back.

The four stood in the doorway watching her for several minutes before interrupting her. Each of them was enjoying every step of her pregnancy. Okay, they could have lived without the mood swings, sure, but as the countdown to her due date drew near, the four friends found themselves more in love with Melanie with each passing day.

In the beginning of their relationship, they’d found Mel’s full-figured curves appealing, sensual, and as her body began to change as their babies grew inside her, they rarely left her time to herself. They had eased up on the group sex unless Melanie initiated it, but at some point every day, at least one of them made love with her. The four of them just couldn’t get enough of her.

She was sexy.

Her skin glowed. The soft dark curls on her head felt like strands of fine silk between their fingers. The natural fragrance of her body had changed slightly, driving each of them out of their minds when they scented her.

She was radiant. The most beautiful woman they’d ever met. And she was all theirs.

“What’s the matter, honey?” Van asked.

“I can’t get up,” she cried.

“What are you doing on the floor?” Jake asked, and although his voice was sincere, his eyes betrayed hidden amusement.

“Practicing my breathing,” she panted out. “And doing some exercises.”

“How did you get down there?” Calen snickered.

“Getting down is easy, Calen. You can attest to that since you forced me down here this morning and had your way with me,” she snarled.

“That’s not quite how I remember it,” his tone teased.

Through her tears, Mel saw the shot to the ribs Philip gave Calen, before pushing off the door frame.

“All right, how long have you been down there like this?” Jake asked sympathetically.

“Twenty minutes,” she sniffed.

“How did you get to a sitting position, doll?”

“I can assure you it wasn’t pretty, Van.” She bit back a laugh as visions of her imitating a turtle stuck on its back flashed in her mind. As the weeks progressed, Mel was finding it much more difficult to maneuver the big belly in front of her around.

There was no way in hell Mel would ever utter a complaint about her increasing figure; she was loving each and every moment of her pregnancy, the good right along with the bad. However, she was convinced the mood swings were going to be the death of her.

“All right, love of our lives,” Philip said, snuggling in behind her. “What has you in tears tonight?”

“Yeah, sweetheart,” Jake dropped to his knees beside her. “Our babies are doing great, you feel good…” Mel swatted at his hand as his wandering fingers tweaked one of her very sensitive nipples.

He smirked as he brushed him thumb across the stiff tender peak.

Pulling the hem of her shirt up, Mel wiped the tears from her face. It was time to come clean. Ever since the evening she found out she was going to be a mother, the bad thoughts just wouldn’t go away. For months, she’d convinced her lovers it was just the hormones, but she knew they didn’t believe her entirely. There were nightmares tormenting her sleep once again, and on more than one occasion, they’d found her asleep on the sofa after leaving one couple’s bed or the other’s. They were a family, and her feelings and emotions were important to the men, and her bad dreams and insomnia were now disrupting their sleep.

It wasn’t fair that she continued to keep her fears to herself. Jake, Philip, Calen, and Van had worked so hard over the past two-and-a-half years, bringing her to a happy place in her life. Collectively, they’d help fight her demons and she owed them the courtesy of being open and honest with them.

“I’m afraid,” she mumbled.

“We know, honey,” Philip said. “Tell us why.”

“What if I hurt them?” she whispered. “What if I’m just like my parents?”

There, she’d said it. It was out there in the open and she couldn’t take it back. She’d now shared her biggest fear with them. Mel couldn’t fathom the desire, want, or urge to ever hurt her babies, but she had grown up being constantly tortured by her parents. What if it was in her genes and she wouldn’t be able to control it? What if…

“Aw, sweetheart, you will be nothing like your parents.” Van’s hands were rubbing her belly. She liked that, found it soothing, and the babies did as well.

“But how do you know? Maybe it’s buried inside me and I won’t be able to control it.”

“This coming from the woman who carries spiders and other creepy bugs outside to set them free instead of killing them,” Jake said softly.

“Babies are different, guys, they cry. They need to be fed, changed, bathed… What if I hurt them…what if I forget…what if I don’t hear them?”

“Baby, have you forgotten to feed the old tomcat that’s been hanging around for what, six months now?” Van asked.

“What cat?” she asked, knowing her attempt at the innocent act didn’t fool any of them.

“Well, none of us eat cat food -- okay, there was that one time in college on a dare -- but did you really think we wouldn’t notice the bag of kitty-crunchies in the cupboard?” Jake teased.

“And how about the cat carrier lined with our old T-shirts you’ve put behind the shed to give him shelter?” Philip joked.

“Oh, that cat.” She offered a weak grin. “But…what if the babies don’t like me?”

“Oh, honey, what’s not to like?” Calen asked.

“I cry…a lot.”

“Yes, you do,” Philip agreed with a soft kiss against her temple.

“And I’m really bitchy.”

“Mmm-hmm.” Jake chuckled, rubbing her feet. “No argument there.”

“What if I really fuck up badly -- there are two of them and only one of me?”

“You’re not alone in this, baby.” Philip’s words reassured her. “We’ll work together. Besides there are five of us to their two, and we’ll tag team them, if we have to, to get our own way.”

Philip’s words brought a snuffled snicker from Melanie.

“Okay, but what about…” She started and was silenced with a rough kiss from Van.

“Stop. We’ve been through this dozens of times. We will not permit you to ‘what if’ everything to death. Got it?” With a grin, his palm cupped her chin as he held her gaze.

They were right…as usual. What the hell what she worried about? She didn’t have to do it alone. This is what a family was supposed to do. Pull together and be there for one another. Their babies were lucky, they had five parents, four grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins.

It still astounded her that in the close to three years she’d been with Van, Calen, Jake, and Philip, her world had been filled with more love, more acceptance, and more laughter than she’d ever experienced in her young life. More than she ever thought she deserved.

Mel nodded and released a heavy sigh. “I’m sorry, guys.” Mel sniffled.

“Apologies aren’t necessary, honey,” Calen said huskily beside her. “We’re aware of your apprehensions and your worries.”

“That’s right, baby,” Jake moved in closer and continued to rub her feet. “But you’ve got to stop holding things in. You know you can tell all of us anything and everything.”

“I know,” Mel whispered. “Thank you for being so understanding. I couldn’t do this without each one of you, you know.”

Philip’s lips nuzzled her neck from behind while his hands caressed her belly under her top. A meek protest escaped her.

“So…Calen took advantage of you this morning, huh, sweetheart?” Philip groaned as he pulled her shirt up over her head and tossed it aside.

Melanie moaned as her body caught fire and her arousal took control. “Well…no…it was kind of…the other way around.”

“Mmm-hmm, we see,” Van’s fingers lightly pinched her hardened nipples through her bra while Philip’s fingers disappeared under the waistband of her pants.

Involuntarily, her legs parted allowing his fingers to slip between the dampening folds of her sex.

“Did Calen touch you here?” Philip asked pressing his fingers against her tingling clit.

“Yes,” she gasped as a thick finger slipped inside her.

“And did he do this?” Philip said, using slow strokes to finger fuck her.

“I sure did.” Calen’s voice was husky in her ear. “Didn’t I, baby?”

Mel could only nod.

The relief she felt as her breasts were freed from the restraint of her bra made her groan.

“Let’s get these pants off.” Jake’s hands were on her, tugging at her pants. “The rest of us can’t see what Philip’s doing to bring that sexy look to your beautiful face.”

Her capris and panties were removed and her lovers’ hands were everywhere, caressing her ultra-sensitive flesh. The need to touch her lovers was intense and she reached. With desperation, she tore at Van’s shirt while Calen’s fingers worked at pulling his sweatpants down his powerful legs and off.

Opening her eyes, a soft gasp escaped her lips. Before her, all four men were naked. The stealth they used to undress when they were anxious to fuck amused her. Filthy jerseys and sweats lay strewn all over the floor, and the living room reeked of testosterone and impending sex.

Jake knelt beside Van with a cushion off the couch. “Here, get your ass up on this,” he said to Van, setting the cushion on the floor beside them and covering it with the blanket that lay over the back of the sofa.

Van lifted his body and shifted the cushion beneath him, and reached for Melanie. “Climb on, beautiful,” he told her.

The others helped her into position and slowly she lowered herself onto Van’s cock. Taking his entire length inside her body, Mel leaned forward resting her hands flat on his firm pectorals.

Turning her head to the left where Jake knelt, his fingers plucking at her nipples, she whispered, “Kiss me.”

Jake leaned in, capturing her mouth with his.

Behind her, the prickly hair of Philip’s chest tickled her heated flesh as he settled into position. “Lean over a little more, baby,” he growled. “Let me prep that tight ass of yours.” Without warning, a single finger entered her ass.

Her eyes popped open and she spied Calen coming from the hall leading from the bedrooms. “Here’s some lube.”

Unable to control the pace of her climb, Mel ground her sex against Van as Philip’s fingers stretched her backside. She was more than anxious to pull an all-nighter with her lovers and was prepared to take everything they offered.

“Easy, baby.” Van chuckled beneath her as another finger pushed into her body. “We’ve got all night.”

Pulling away from Jake’s mouth, Mel laughed out loud. “Have no fear, lovers,” she said riding Van harder. “I’m going to go all night.”

“Right on,” Jake growled and cupped a cheek of her butt. “Shove your cock into this beautiful ass, babe,” he told Philip.

“Oh, gladly,” Philip’s deep voice made her shiver. “Over just a little more, sweetheart,” he said with a gentle push between her shoulder blades.

“Hurry, Philip,” she pleaded as his cock breeched the tight hole. “I…I…”

“Sweet,” Calen’s voice whispered close to her right ear and his hand cupped her left breast. “Ride them, baby. Ride them hard.”

The sound of Jake and Philip kissing beside her left ear caused chills to course through her body. Jake’s hand caressed over the swell of her large belly, along her and Van’s skin, to torment the swollen bundle of nerves between her legs. With expertise, his fingers rubbed and pinched her clit with gentle yet demanding pressure.

Van’s hand gripped her hips, trying to control her desperate gyrating. “Easy, baby,” he whimpered. “Christ, I’m going to explode.”

Philip’s large hand reached around to grab her breasts as he rode her ass.

“Ahhhhhh,” Mel groaned as Van and Philip continued to stroke her. “Mmmm, I can’t stop…I can’t.”

“Then don’t, baby,” Calen encouraged her to find release, as his hand roamed the inside length of her thigh.

“Ah, yeah, baby,” Jake nipped at her neck. “Fuck them hard. Come for Van and Philip, sweetheart.”

Her channels pulsed, clutching around both men. Philip and Van cried out as Mel’s climax triggered their own.

As the three of them trembled, panting to catch their breath, Mel wrapped her hands around Jake and Calen’s shafts, rubbing against her thighs. “More,” she growled, leaning over and flicked her tongue over the tip of Jake’s cock.

Using her tongue, she bathed the smooth, mushroom-shaped crown, teasing the slit in the end with her tip.

“Yes,” Jake moaned, fisting his fingers in her dark curls. “God, your mouth feels good, baby.”

Humming her contentment around the thick flesh in her mouth, she felt Philip’s cock withdrawn from her ass, and a few seconds later, Van slipped from her pussy.

After Van wiggled out from underneath her, Mel was left on her hands and knees.

Calen’s fingers dug into her shapely hips as he slid in behind her and pushed himself up into her vagina. With relentless strokes, Calen pumped himself into Mel, mimicking Jake’s hips pistoning against her face.

Her body shook between them as she again soared toward climax. Philip and Van’s hands cupped her breasts, their fingers tweaking the tight aching peaks.

“Look at you, Mel,” Van nuzzled her shoulder, leveling himself on one elbow.

Philip’s lips nipped at her left earlobe. “You are so fucking beautiful,” he told her.

As her body peaked a second time, Calen’s strokes in her channel grew short and hard, taking her to completion. When the shuddering of her body began to subside, he withdrew from her pussy and slipped his shaft into her backside.

“Christ.” Jake growled as Philip’s hand cupped his sac. “I’m so close…”

The two men continued fucking her for several more seconds before their cries split the air as they met release.

The four men reached for Melanie before she collapsed to the carpeted floor. With ease she was lowered, and their hands continued to caress her heated damp flesh.

“Sweetheart?” Van said brushing the hair from her face.

“You all right?” Philip asked.

Mel nodded and moaned as she rose back up on her hands and knees. “Mmmm, I need a short break…but I’m not finished with the four of you.”

Jake, Van, Philip, and Calen laughed out.

“That’s just fine with us,” Philip said, shifting his body to brace her under her right side. “Let’s get you up and in the hot tub, sweetheart. It’ll help relax you before round two.”

Knowing how much Melanie enjoyed the hot tub, the temperature had been lowered to a safer level for her and the babies. The jets and bubbles brought relief to her muscles and helped to soothe their rambunctious twins.

Outside on the deck, Jake and Calen helped Mel get into the hot tub and settled between Van’s thighs. The two of them sat across the tub and each took a foot into their lap to begin massaging her feet and legs. Van’s hands were not idle and began gentle loving strokes over the entire swell of her belly. Sighing heavily, Mel’s head rested against Van’s shoulder, her now very huge boobs bobbed on the surface of the warm water bubbling around her.

“Anybody want anything?” Philip’s voice sounded from the patio door.

“Sure, I’ll take a beer,” Van muttered.

“Make it two.”

“Make it three,” Jake said.

“Baby?” Van whispered into her hair.

“I’d say wine and you’d all say no, so I’ll just take milk.” She giggled sleepily. “Chocolate, please.”

Feeling like the Queen of Sheba, Mel soaked up the lavish attention from her men. This part of their day was by far her favorite. Each night the five would settle into the hot tub and quietly discuss the events of the day. In order for every one of them to savor the pleasures of her, they would take turns massaging the aches and discomforts of the pregnancy from Mel’s body. Despite the fact each of their hands felt different as they caressed her flesh, she derived great pleasure from each of them.

As did the babies inside her.

Throughout the daytime hours, their little bundles were active. The sensations of the babies never ceased to overwhelm her. The movements in her belly were constant, as if the babies demanded the caress of their fathers touching them. On more than one occasion, Mel had either driven to find one of her lovers, or called, demanding one of them come home to soothe the babies inside her. Always, the touch from any one of them would calm the rambunctious duo growing in her womb.

In her contentment, Mel couldn’t hold back the giggle that escaped.

“What’s so funny?” Van chuckled deep beside her ear.

“I suddenly feel very sorry for those conventional relationships, you know one man one woman -- at least the four of you have each other to share my bitching and moaning with. You don’t have to bear the brunt of my mood swings all alone.”



Chapter Nine

 

Calen pulled the SUV into the parking lot of the Taboo Delights nightclub and parked.

“What are we doing here?” Mel asked, climbing out of the backseat. They didn’t usually stop here on a Sunday after their hike.

Philip took her hand in his and pushed her door closed. “Just thought we come in for a beer before going home. Do you mind?” Leaning down, he brushed his lips against hers.

Mel moaned, clutching his T-shirt in her fist. What she really wanted was to go home and get naked with her lovers. “Well, I suppose not,” she said huskily. “However, I did have something else in mind for the afternoon.”

Calen pressed himself to her back and licked the curve of her right ear. “Mmmm, I like where Mel’s idea is going,” he groaned. “We can do what she wants first and then have a beer afterwards.”

Melanie shivered between Calen and Philip.

“Come on, you horny toads,” Jake called on his way to the front door. “Just one, then we’ll head home.”

Philip placed his hand on the small of Mel’s back, and with Calen on her left side, they walked toward the entrance.

At the door, Mel narrowed her eye and read the sign taped to the doors. “Closed to the public?” she said quizzically. Her lovers shrugged and ushered her forward.

Jake held the door open and Melanie entered the club.

“Hooray!”

Melanie jumped, startled at the hollering voices and the flashes of cameras.

Glancing around, Mel took in the many familiar faces and decorations. Across the front of the bar, a giant banner read “Baby Shower.” Pastel streamers of pink, blue, yellow, and green were strewn across the ceiling and hanging down the walls. Small stuffed animals matching the colored streamers were the centerpieces of the many customer tables and had been spread across the marble bar top.

On the stage area at the front of the club, tables covered with stacks of brightly wrapped packages were set up behind a couple of chairs, which sat in the middle. To the side of the tables, Mel spied a double stroller equipped with matching car seats, complete with a giant blue ribbon on top.

“Hey!” Gaby squealed and hugged Melanie tight. “Good job, guys, you’re right on time,” she said, giving each of the men a kiss.

Mel turned to look at her lovers. “You guys are sneaky.”

The four of them gave her half-assed shrugs.

“You have a great time, baby,” Calen kissed her cheek.

“You’re leaving me?”

Jake sighed, feigning defeat and shook his head. “Nah, my mom would kill us. We’re here for the long haul,” he said and nodded toward the bar. “And I’m really going to need a beer…and a little extra lovin’ for this,” he teased.

Mel turned back toward the crowd, and found Helen and Marge had made their way through the crowd.

“You should have seen the look on your face, hon.” Helen pulled Mel into a hug.

“I can’t believe we managed to keep this a secret all these weeks!” Marge chirped her excitement.

“I don’t know what to say,” Mel stammered and wiped at a tear trickling down her cheek.

Surveying the crowd, Mel realized the club was packed. There wasn’t an empty seat to be had. The mixture of women and men throughout the room brought a smile to her face. Among the group were regulars of the club, conversing with various family members. Their new friends, Reanne, Morgan, and Varian, along with their two children, were also there. Melanie recognized many familiar faces belonging to coworkers of her lovers.

“Let’s get you some punch, hon,” Helen said taking Mel’s arm.

“Well, let’s work the room, guys,” Calen said rubbing his hands together.

For the next hour or so, Melanie made sure to speak with each person in attendance. As she glanced around, she took a moment to reflect over the past two years. She’d come a very long way in that time.

Emotionally, she was a completely different person. She was amazed by all the supportive people she had in her life. Everyone in the room she considered a friend, not just an acquaintance, but a friend. All walks of life were in the room, various sizes and shapes, colors, races, socioeconomic statuses, and sexual orientations. The fact that all of them had come together to celebrate the upcoming birth of her babies warmed her thoroughly.

Denise’s voice suddenly sounded over the microphone behind the bar.

“Okay, Melanie,” she said once she had the attention of the room, “now that you’ve had the opportunity to say hello to everyone, how about making your way up on the stage and let’s get to opening presents.”

Feeling awkward at becoming the center of attention, Mel slowly worked her way through the crowd of guests and took a seat smack in the middle of the stage.

All eyes were on her and she became overwhelmed. Van approached the stage carrying a glass of punch, and after handing it her, he plunked himself in the seat next to her. Offering her a wink, he draped an arm across the back of her chair where his hand gently stroked the back of her arm.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“Remember, sweetheart” -- he kissed her cheek -- “these are our family and friends. Everyone here loves you. Relax and enjoy yourself.”

Melanie nodded and inhaled a deep breath.

Philip appeared on her right, carrying Krissy on his hip, and the two of them sat on the edge of the stage.

Arm in arm with his mother, Jake stepped onto the stage and sat in the chair on Mel’s left, while Marge continued on toward the gifts on the table.

Hands settled on her shoulders and, closing her eyes, Mel absorbed the heat of Calen’s touch and the silent support he willed to her.

Once Carla and Gaby joined the others on the stage, a gift was placed in Mel’s lap.

For two hours straight, Melanie opened presents. The oohs and aahs and laughter that filled the club as she showed each gift were exciting. The family received several boxes of diapers and baskets of baby shampoos, soaps, and lotions. The group hadn’t bothered to keep the sex of their twins a secret, and Melanie marveled at the thoughtfulness their friends and family had put into their gifts. Clothing was given in pairs, and as Mel unwrapped various packages she found numerous matching outfits, one for a boy and one for a girl. Mentally, Melanie noted that with the generosity of those surrounding her, it was quite possible their babies wouldn’t wear the same clothes twice before outgrowing them.

Feeling the need to get up and walk around, Mel glanced over her shoulder at the gift table, and was relieved to find everything had been opened. From the corner of her eye, she noticed Carla coming toward her with an envelope in hand.

“Last one, Mel,” she said with a smile.

Carla handed Mel an ivory envelope, which displayed “The Wellands” embossed in the upper left corner. In the middle, she read “To Our Grandbabies.” Mel blinked back tears stinging her eyes. She was proud of herself that over the course of the afternoon, she hadn’t burst into tears.

With care, Melanie slid her finger under the flap breaking the seal. Inside were two folded documents and she withdrew them. Unfolding them, Mel read the first, then the second. Making eye contact with Ted, she burst into tears.

When she felt a hand upon her knee, Mel opened her eyes and through blurred vision, she met the smiling face of Ted Welland. Handing her a cotton handkerchief, he said, “Gaby and Denise responded the same way.”

“Ted, this is too…generous,” Mel sobbed. “I just can’t…we can’t…”

In an instant, her lovers were at her side, offering their comfort.

“Sweetheart,” Philip handed her a glass of ginger ale and took the envelope from her hand. After he read the papers, he passed them to Van. “Thank you, Ted. This is just fantastic,” he said and extended his hand to Jake’s father.

“Marjorie and I treat our grandchildren all the same boys, you know that,” Ted said, taking Mel’s hand in his. “We set up the same trust funds when Noah and Krissy were born, Melanie.” With a gentle hand, he rubbed the swell of her belly. “These are our grandbabies, honey, do you hear me?”

Melanie nodded and blew her nose. “But Ted, you’ve put ten thousand dollars each in trust for the babies. That’s just too much…”

“Nonsense,” he said wiping her tears away with his thumbs. “And we intend to continue contributing to it. Now, this here’s a party, doll, knock it off with those tears… Your guests are starting to stare.” He chuckled.

Mel giggled back a sob and threw her arms around Ted’s neck. “I love you, you generous, sneaky bugger.”

“I know, honey, and I love you right back.” As he pulled away, he leaned in and whispered in her ear for only her to hear. “And after these babies are born, you and I are going to crack open a very rare bottle of wine I’ve been saving for a special occasion and I’m going to tell you just how much you have enriched my life, honey.”

“Aw, Ted,” she sniffled. “Now I’m going to cry again.”

“Women.” Ted chuckled, placing a soft peck on Mel’s forehead and then excused himself, allowing her lovers to take over her comfort.

“You all right, baby?” Van asked.

“I’m so overwhelmed,” she replied and welcomed his kiss.

“Our babies are very lucky to be surrounded by so much love,” he said.

“Yes, they are.” Mel nodded. “And so am I.”

* * * * *
 

With the SUV loaded with the gifts from the shower, the group made their way home.

“I’m exhausted,” Mel groaned as she got out of the vehicle and enjoyed a languid stretch.

“My mom sent us home with enough food to feed an army,” Calen said, picking up a couple of trays off the back seat. “So, it looks like dinner is covered for the next week.”

They took a few minutes to unload the SUV, leaving the contents of bags and boxes piled in the living room, and then Philip and Jake ushered Melanie out the back door.

“Hey, I just want to climb in the shower, guys,” she protested. “I don’t want to sit outside right now.”

“Sure. Come on, baby,” Jake said helping her ease into a lawn chair. “Here.” He pulled her shoes off and settled her feet in his lap. “Let’s just sit out here and relax for a little while, huh?”

Mel settled in and closed her eyes. “Yeah, okay, Jake,” she mumbled, losing herself in the sensation of his massage. “Mmm, that feels so good. My feet and legs are killing me.”

She heard the patio door slide open, but didn’t bother opening her eyes. Philip’s hand stroked down her throat and settled on her chest just above her breasts.

“I brought you some ginger ale, sweetheart,” he said against the top of her head.

Taking the glass from him, she welcomed his kiss. “Thanks.”

With both hands, Philip began rubbing circles around her swollen belly, which soothed the little bundles inside.

“Mmm, the babies like that,” she cooed. “They’ve had a big day.”

The slide of the door caught her attention again and Van stood in the doorway. “Okay, we’re ready in here,” he said.

“Ready for what?” Mel asked and frowned at having to get back up.

“You’ll see,” Jake told her, lowering her feet to the ground. Taking her hands in his, he helped her to a standing position.

“Ah, come on, guys, you said relax, so I’m relaxing,” she grumbled and stepped into the kitchen.

Once inside, Calen placed a kiss on her lips before spinning her around. As his hands covered her eyes, Mel screeched in surprise.

“What are you doing?” She demanded and covered his hands with hers.

“It’s a surprise,” Van purred in her ear.

With Calen’s hands covering her eyes, the four led Melanie down the hall. Familiar with the layout of their home, she realized they came to a halt outside her old room.

After the painting and application of the border of baby farm animals, the men had kept the door to the nursery closed and locked. They had insisted on being permitted to apply the finishing touches within the room before allowing Mel to see.

The sound of the door opening snapped her attention since she hadn’t been in this room in weeks. Gentle hands urged her forward.

“All right, baby,” the warmth of Calen’s breath caressed her neck.

She shivered.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Are you ready?” Philip said against her cheek.

“Yes,” she repeated.

Calen’s hands disappeared and Mel opened her eyes.

Gasping, she brought her hands up and covered her mouth. Viewing the completed nursery took Mel’s breath away.

Two cribs, stained deep cherry red, sat in the middle of the room, side by side, with a couple of feet separating them. The bedding she’d spent months deciding on, the bedding which matched the border around the room, adorned the insides.

An armoire and two chests of drawers in the same luxurious rich hue as the cribs stood against opposite walls. In the far corner of the room under the window, an oversized rocking chair rested, and colors decorating the puffy cushions complimented the border and bedding.

Several toddler-oriented pictures were displayed on the walls and above each crib hung mobiles that Jake, Calen, Van, and Philip had been working on for weeks.

Dallas Weston stood proud, leaning comfortably against one dresser.

“Dallas,” Melanie croaked. “It’s absolutely beautiful. It’s perfect. I don’t know what else to say.”

The older burly man closed the distance between them and pulled her in a warm, comforting embrace. “Doll, the expression on your face was thanks enough.”

“I was so upset you left the party and I didn’t have a chance to say good-bye,” Mel chastised him in play. “Adam and Derrick disappeared, too.”

“Well, somebody had to help this old guy move all this in here.” Adam chuckled from behind.

Turning, Mel noticed Adam and Derrick standing beside the door. “Oh, God, I didn’t even see you there,” Mel giggled wiping away her tears. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s all right, hon,” Derrick said, placing a light peck on Mel’s forehead. “Okay, furniture is in. You got your truck cleaned out?” He asked her four lovers.

Van nodded.

“Good, well I’m going home,” he announced. “This baby shower stuff really takes a lot out of a guy.”

“Give me a ride,” Adam said and the two left the room. “Catch you guys tomorrow.”



Chapter Ten

 

Philip crossed his arms over the broad expanse of his chest and rested his head against the door jam.

Calen’s fingers gripped in his own hair, as if keeping his head from shooting off the top of his shoulders.

Jake’s expression was tense, hesitant.

The four stood in the doorway leading from the kitchen watching Melanie have a meltdown in the middle of the living room floor. Tonight marked the fourth Wednesday in a row they’d come home from football to find their woman in tears.

As much joy and excitement as they gained during the times spent watching her, whether in tears or in happiness, the teary occasions were wearing heavily on them.

Van shoved his hands in the pouch of his filthy hoodie. “Just a little under a month, guys,” he whispered. “A little under a month.”

“Thank God,” Calen uttered. “I don’t know how much more of this I can take.”

As Mel’s due date drew closer, the men each took turns staying home more often as the thought of her being alone set their nerves on edge. However, Melanie demanded Wednesday nights be hers. Considering it was only one night, how could they deny her simple request? For over two years now, football night had remained theirs to do their “barbarian male bonding” as she’d dubbed it, allowing Melanie some time to herself.

The men realized once the initial shock of their impending parenthood had settled, Melanie began to cherish the alone time with their babies in utero. A couple of months earlier during one such protest on Van’s part to stay home with her, Mel filled them in on her little secret. Informing the quartet that she spent the time getting to know the babies’ likes and dislikes by reading to them, and singing to them so they learned her voice. She told them she savored every movement as they shifted positions, battling one another for a little more space inside her crowded womb.

Deciding it would in their best interest to honor her request, the men reluctantly conceded to leave her alone on Wednesday nights.

“Just a few more weeks,” they each echoed.

Pushing himself from the door frame, Philip sauntered into the room. The other three followed his lead.

“Hey, sweetheart,” he said softly, “we’re home.”

Mel sniffed and glanced up. Her tear-streaked face tore at their guts. Their limits were being tested to the max.

“What’s wrong tonight, honey?” Van crouched at her feet.

Jake knelt beside him and Calen peered over Van’s right shoulder.

Philip crouched behind her, offering his body as support.

“Same old shit, boys.” Using the sleeve of the pastel yellow top she wore, Mel wiped her nose. “Just a different day.”

Philip pulled her matted curls from her face and rewrapped the scrunchie at the back of her head.

“Look at me!” she hollered.

The four did and remained silent. Their keeping quiet would be best for all of them.

“I’m so fat. I can’t get my shoes on ’cause my feet are so swollen. The babies won’t settle tonight; they’ve been flopping around in here since you guys left.” She choked out around her sobs while rubbing her belly. “I don’t think they like me… I’ve tried singing to them…and reading to them… I even sat in the hot tub for a while.” Again she used her sleeve to wipe her nose and eyes. “And now I’m leaking,” she cried out.

“What?” With raised brows, they questioned in unison.

“I’m leaking! I can’t stop crying…my nose keeps running…my boobs are oozing stuff…” Lifting her shirt, she spread her legs and sobbed. “And now look.”

All four glanced between her splayed thighs and took in her wet crotch.

“When did that happen, baby?” Calen asked.

“When I heard the truck pull into the driveway.”

Jake reached over and cupped the wet apex of her thighs. “It’s not urine.” He looked at the others after smelling his fingers.

“Are you fucking kidding me? Well, of course I didn’t piss myself! Gawd! Thanks a lot, you asses!”

Philip leaned forward, close to her ear and whispered. “I think your water broke, honey.”

In an instant, the tears dried up. Mel glanced over her shoulder at a grinning Philip, and then at Calen, Van, and Jake, who were smiling at her as well.

“But, I’m not ready,” she said with dead seriousness.

Van chuckled and stroked the inside of her thigh. “Well, I guess the babies think they are.”

Silence dropped around them as she continued to gawk in surprise at the four of them.

Without warning, Melanie burst into tears again. “But they’re not done yet… They’ve got another month to go. They can’t be ready.”

Laughter filled the living room.

Van stood and walked toward the bedroom. “I’ll go get you a change of clothes, sweetheart.”

“I’ll grab the bags from the nursery,” Jake called.

“And I’ll go fire up the SUV and put a call into Varian,” Philip said against her cheek and kissed her softly. “Be right back.”

Beside her, Calen pulled her shirt over her head and helped her wiggle out of her soiled pants and undies.

“It’s going to be just fine, babe.” His gentle voice calmed her. “This is the moment we’ve been waiting for, huh?”

Recognition registered once Mel processed Calen’s words. Van approached with clean dry clothes, and together they helped get Mel to a standing position.

Once again, her tears stopped flowing near instantaneously and a stern look crossed her face. “Well, then, will the four of you stop fucking around?” She growled. “Our babies are ready to meet us, dammit!”



Chapter Eleven

 

As the contraction subsided, Melanie opened her eyes and gazed out the window across from the bed. In the heavens, stars twinkled bright against the black of the night sky. Following the contraction, Mel expelled a deep cleansing breath.

Glancing around the room, a peaceful calm surrounded her. The birthing room Reanne suggested was perfect. The buttercup yellow on the walls complimented the variety of pastel hues that accented the room. Pictures of green pastures adorned the walls, a plush fabric couch sat opposite her bed under the single window, and two wingback chairs were placed in either corner. Atop a stand in the furthest corner sat a tabletop fountain, which created the illusion of the sound of a waterfall in the distance. Classical music hummed softly through a couple of speakers mounted on the walls close to the ceiling.

The room was large enough to accommodate an audience of twenty or so, should a family desire it. Silently, Mel was relieved none of her extended family had expressed a desire to sit in on the actual birth of their babies.

Although they were in Madison General Hospital and the room was equipped with all the necessary medical paraphernalia, the atmosphere within was homey, comfortable, and incredibly relaxing. The Obstetrics department at Madison General took great pride in being the only medical facility to offer the most stress-free labor and delivery environment in the state.

To her right, Calen and Van stood, Calen holding her hand.

On her left sat Jake rubbing her thigh, and Philip watched her from the foot of the bed.

“How you doing, hon?” Willow, the nurse who had been at her side since they arrived, asked as she read the printout from the fetal monitor beeping beside the bed.

“I’m good,” Mel chirped between short panting breaths.

“How’s the pain level?” She asked for the umpteenth time in the past twenty minutes.

Mel chuckled to herself. Hell, surviving her violent childhood at the hands of her evil parents -- pain? -- this was a walk in the park. “Piece of cake,” she sighed, offering the young woman a contented smile.

Calen leaned over placing a kiss on her brow. “Jesus, you are so beautiful, Melanie,” he whispered against her damp flesh. “I am so in love with you.”

“I love you, too, Calen, with all my heart,” she whispered back.

Approaching the side of the bed, Philip stroked a gentle hand over her belly. “Do you still want to go through this naturally, sweetheart?” He asked dipping his head, brushing his lips along hers.

“Yes.” She assured him. “I want to experience every sensation, every twinge of pain and discomfort as I bring our babies into our lives,” her voice was soft and even.

Over the next hour, the four friends took turns wiping the sweat from Mel’s brow. The contractions continued to progress, growing more intense, and despite the discomfort, Mel passed on the use of an epidural.

Through the barrage of activities within the room, Mel barely made out Varian’s deep voice following the strongest contraction yet.

“Hello, all,” Varian called out as he walked into the room. Leaning over the bed, he placed a kiss on Mel’s forehead. “How you making out?”

“Christ, that was the toughest one yet,” Mel groaned and continued rubbing her belly. “They’re coming faster and more furious.”

Tucking a strand of curls behind her ear, Varian said, “Reanne and Morgan send their love and support. Reanne wanted to be here for you, but Morgan was called in for an emergency and since it’s almost eleven, we thought it a little late to call over the girl next door. Now, if you had of held on until morning…” He began to tease as another contraction crept up on her.

“It’s okay.” Mel moaned and squirmed on the bed as the contraction struck. “I’ll make her pay with babysitting.” She chuckled and exhaled a breath.

“She’s counting on it, hon,” he told her, following another peck.

Varian wandered around the bed to check the reading on the fetal monitor and pulled on a pair of latex gloves. “Excellent. Things are looking good.” He said as he sat on the side of the bed. “And how are our dads holding up?”

“Anxious,” Jake admitted.

“I wish I could do it for her, man,” Calen said.

“I know.” Varian smiled. “It’s painful to watch the woman you love going through this. You feel helpless.”

“That’s an understatement,” Van said.

“I have a whole new appreciation for you, baby.” Philip leaned over and kissed Mel’s forehead.

“Yeah, the miracle of birth is a beautiful thing, guys,” Varian told them. Pushing the blanket covering her lower half out of the way, he winked at Mel. “Try and relax; I need to check your dilation status.”

Taking several deep breaths, Mel willed herself to relax as two of Varian’s fingers entered her.

“Good job, honey, you’re almost ready,” he announced, pulling his fingers free. “Now, we just wait for one of them to drop into the birth canal, and in no time we’ll have ourselves a baby.”

“Judging by the steady progression and intensity of those contractions, it shouldn’t take very long at all,” Willow commented with a grin.

Before Mel had the opportunity to return her smile, a contraction racked her body.

* * * * *
 

Less than an hour later, it was go time and Melanie was fit to be tied.

“I want drugs now,” Mel begged as her legs were lifted into the supports on either side of the bed, opening her body for delivery.

Varian looked up from the end of the bed. “I’m really sorry, hon, it’s too late for that.”

Mel moaned and whimpered, thrashing her head from side to side.

“I need you to push for me, Mel,” Varian announced softly. “We’re ready to go.”

“Yeah,” she growled back. “Well, I want drugs, Varian. Strong drugs…and lots of ’em.”

“Varian,” Philip said with deep concern. “Come on, she’s in pain. Isn’t there anything you can do for her?”

Varian shook his head. “It’s too late to administer anything. She couldn’t possibly relax long enough to sit through the epidural injection and there isn’t enough time for the anesthetic to take effect. I’m not going to lie to you guys, Mel’s in extreme discomfort, but contrary to how she feels at the moment, her body was designed to do this. And I promise you, once she delivers these babies, she’ll forget all about the pain.”

With reluctance, the four men nodded.

“Give me drugs!”

“Women are so beautiful during this stage of delivery.” Varian gave a wry chuckle. “I’ll make you a deal, honey. You give me a few good pushes and I’ll give you a couple of babies.”

“What kind of fucking deal is that, huh?” she snarled. “You expect me to do all the giving? Do all the work? Make all the sacrifices? Men…you’re all alike!” Once the snickering in the room died down, Mel crossed her arms over her chest. “I don’t want to do this anymore,” she said shaking her head for emphasis. “I’m done. Finished.”

“Baby,” Calen whispered against her head, his hand rubbing her belly. “You don’t have a choice.”

“I want drugs,” Mel cried out as another contraction pierced her senses.

“One…two…three, deep breath, hon, and give me a push,” Varian demanded.

Melanie sucked in air and bore down.

“One, two, three, four.” She heard Willow chant above her head.

“Ahhhhh,” Mel expelled a cleansing breath when the count reached ten.

“All right, hon, give me some pants and here comes another contraction,” Willow said and handed Jake a cloth to wipe Mel’s brow.

“Hee, hee, hee…whoo, whoo, whoo.”

“Good job, ready,” Varian said. “Deep breath and drop your chin, Melanie…”

Again, Mel did as instructed.

“…Seven…eight…nine…ten…” She heard the count followed with, “And a deep cleansing breath.”

The oxygen mask was placed over her nose again and Mel took several deep breaths. Although knowing the pain would come to an end once the babies were delivered, Mel wasn’t sure she’d be able to go through with it. The pain wracking her body was like nothing she ever experienced. The fine hairs all over her body stood on end. The hair on the top of her head hurt. Her skin itched. Mel suddenly felt a hint of relief at the prospect of having twins because she wasn’t sure she was interested in going through labor and delivery a second time.

“I just want you to know that the four of you are never touching me again -- never,” she growled and glared at her four lovers. “I am moving into my own room and locking the door, and you’ll never touch me again!!”

“This might not be the best time to break this to you, sweetheart” -- Philip chuckled, rubbing her foot -- “but you don’t have your own room anymore.”

“That’s right, honey,” Van said, caressing her calf on the other side of her bed. “You wanted to turn your room into the nursery for our babies.”

“Yeah? Well, fuck the four of you, I’ve changed my mind,” Mel snapped. “I want my room back, because I’m never letting any of you come near me again!”

“But, love,” Calen pleaded. “Where’s the fun in that?”

“I want it back, now!”

“Deep breath and push.” From between her legs, Varian’s voice commanded. “Have a look guys, one of their heads are crowning.”

Pushing for all she was worth, Mel didn’t even bother to restrain the cry that burst from her lips. After a cleansing breath, she began growling and mewling, and slinging obscenities at her lovers and doctor.

“Ahh, and the colorful language that comes from their mouths is like poetry…it’s magical,” Varian quipped. “Don’t you think so?” He grinned, looking at the men standing on either side of him.

“Hey, you think her head will spin right around?” Jake asked with amusement in his voice.

“Yup, I think it’s quite possible.” Calen replied.

“I heard that,” Mel snarled, glaring at each one of them.

“All right, that was a great push, honey,” Varian praised and grinned warmly at her. “Give me another one just like that and the head should be out, and that’s the hardest part.”

Melanie whimpered and panted and growled.

“Here comes another contraction, sweetie,” Willow said beside her, as her lovers had taken up positions at the foot of the bed to watch their baby’s delivery. “Deep breath, Melanie, let’s get that baby out.”

“…Seven…eight…nine…ten.” She heard everyone count.

“Ugh!!” She sobbed.

“Relax, Mel, the head is out,” Varian told her. “Quick pants and then a cleansing breath, honey, and these linebacker shoulders are next.”

The nurse wiped her brow and continued to praise her. The voices of her lovers carried to her ears, however their words made no sense.

Following a loud squish sound and immediate relief in her vagina, she heard, “We’ve got a boy.”

A bloody gooey blob was plunked on her bare belly and instinctively Mel reached for it.

She watched as Varian stuck a hand-held aspirator in his mouth and up his tiny nostrils to suck out the mucous. After seconds of silence, a cry burst from the beautiful gooey baby.

“Hello, baby,” Mel cried, holding him against her as Willow wiped away the slime covering his bluish, but now pinkening, body. “Hi, my baby boy. Is he okay? Has he got everything he’s supposed to?”

“Ten fingers, ten toes,” Calen answered with tears in his eyes.

“He’s perfect, sweetheart,” Philip said, equal emotion crackling his voice. “Just perfect.”

“Who wants to cut the cord?” Varian asked.

The four men exchanged glances.

“How about two of you cut this one and two cut the next?” Varian suggested.

Calen and Van leaned in together and both gripped the scissors in Varian’s hand, and cut through their son’s umbilical cord.

“You’re doing real good, Melanie.” Varian praised her. “Really good.”

“Let us clean him up for you, hon,” Willow said meeting Mel’s teary eyes. “Give us a few minutes; we need to weigh and measure him, and give him the once over. I promise I’ll bring him right back.”

Mel nodded and released her hold on her son.

Each of her lovers took a moment to kiss her and tell her how deeply they loved her, how proud they were of her, and finally to thank her, for giving them a son.

“Go be with him,” she told them. “Don’t leave our baby boy alone.”

Honoring her request, they each kissed her again and walked across the room to be with their son.

Seconds later, Melanie felt the black cloud of doom enter. An eerie silence fell over the occupants in the room. As if sensing impending disaster, across the room the cries of her newborn son ceased. Reaching for her belly, Mel lifted her head and met Varian’s gaze.

“She stopped moving,” she said with nervous excitement. “I don’t feel her.”

“Everything is fine, hon,” Varian assured her.

“No, Varian, there’s something wrong,” Mel wiggled and attempted to sit upright. A difficult feat, considering her splayed position.

The excitement in her voice and sudden movement drew the attention from the men, who were hovering around the station where two nurses were tending to the new arrival. Calen and Van stood on her right side and Jake and Philip on her left. Brows creased with concern.

“Varian,” Philip said in his usual calm tone. “Is there something wrong?”

“Absolutely not.” He smiled up at the group from between Mel’s splayed legs.

“We’ve been waiting forever,” Mel spat out.

“It’s been two minutes, hon,” he informed her with a grin.

“But I don’t feel her, Varian. The two of them were dancing a jig in there, and now there’s nothing.”

“Listen,” Varian said, cocking his head. “Do you hear that?”

The sound of squishy thumping could be heard in the eerie silence.

Varian reached up and settled his gloved hands over hers upon her swollen belly. With gentle pressure, he encouraged Mel to caress her tummy in wide circles. “That’s her heartbeat, honey; everything is fine,” Varian told them. “The fetal monitor indicates all is well.”

“But, she isn’t moving anymore.”

“Maybe she’s enjoying the extra space in there, since Bruiser moved out.” Varian chuckled.

Willow appeared behind Varian, still seated in front of the group. “I’ve got an adorable baby boy here who’s anxious to meet his family.” She smiled warmly. “Here you go daddy,” she said handing a bundle wrapped tight with a blue knit hat peeking out the top, to Calen.

A brief look of terror crossed his face.

Ever so carefully, Calen accepted the precious package and cradled the baby in the crook of his arm. Tears welled in his eyes, and his voice crackled when he spoke. “Hello, son,” he whispered holding the baby with both arms. He began rocking back and forth on his feet, speaking softly to their baby boy.

Van wrapped his arms around Calen pulling him close. After placing a light kiss on the top of the baby’s head, he pressed his lips to his lover’s and wiped away a tear that trickled from one of Calen’s eyes.

“Jesus,” Calen said. “Look at him, Van.”

“I am, lover. He’s spectacular.”

“He’s beautiful, perfect,” Calen said. “I don’t want to let him go,” he chuckled. “But here, I know we all want to have a turn.”

Van took the baby from Calen, and a tear ran down his cheek. “Hey there, big boy,” he said to his son. “He has green eyes,” Van smiled at Mel. “Just like you, baby.”

From the bed, Melanie watched her lovers, and continued to rub her belly. She didn’t even bother to stop her own tears as they streamed down her cheeks.

Willow had wiped her face a couple of times with a cool cloth and eventually gave up trying to keep up. “Have you decided on a name?” she asked.

“Eron,” Mel replied.

“That’s nice,” she said.

“Does he look like an ‘Eron’?” Mel asked, wiping the tears from her eyes.

Willow nodded, and grinned. “Yeah, he does.” After checking Mel’s IV and oxygen, she asked, “How are you feeling?”

“Ecstatic,” Melanie replied with a sigh. “Blessed, overwhelmed and exhausted.”

“Well, you are doing terrific.” Willow pulled Mel’s hair out of her face, and wiped the perspiration from her brow. “Hopefully, it won’t take too long for your little girl to make her grand entrance.”

After a few moments, Van handed the quiet bundle to Jake.

“Oh, God,” Jake croaked. “Look at you, our little man. You are so tiny. We’ll have to get you bulked up for those NFL drafts in twenty years.”

“Oh, good Lord, Jake,” Mel snickered around a sob. “He’s only a few minutes old.”

“Yeah, but time’s a ticking,” Jake chuckled, as he passed their son to Philip.

Philip cradled the baby against his chest and walked along side the bed. Sitting on the edge he propped his son up for Melanie.

“Say ‘hi’ to your Mommy, son,” he said, making eye contact with Mel. “You and your sister have given your Mommy a pretty hard time tonight.” Leaning over, he placed a long, gentle kiss on her quivering lips. “You are so beautiful, sweetheart. I love you,” he whispered against her lips.

“Philip,” she whimpered.

“He does have your eyes, baby,” Philip grinned.

Melanie reached over and brushed the back of her finger along the chubby cheek of their son. “He has the very best of each one of us,” she said, looking at her baby.

“They both do,” he leaned in for another kiss.

“Is this normal, Varian?” Van asked softly as he began to rub Mel’s belly. “I mean, I always thought twins were born close, you know within seconds, maybe minutes.”

Varian shrugged. “She’ll come when she’s ready. There’s nothing set in stone regarding labor and delivery guys; we take our cues from the baby. It’s only been ten minutes or so; there’s no reason to be concerned.” Rising, he wandered over to the monitor and read the ongoing printouts. “Shouldn’t be too much longer; she’s starting to grow restless in there.” With a grin, he turned back to the group. “Feeling anything?”

Mel shook her head.

“Well you will.” He chuckled. “The movement is sporadic, but it’s there and growing stronger.”

Varian hadn’t been kidding. Within a few minutes, the contractions were once again strong. Despite the pain and discomfort that racked her body, delivering their little girl went quicker and smoother than their son.



Chapter Twelve

 

Beside the bed, Melanie stood, fastening their babies into their car seats and tucking blankets around them. They were waiting for Varian to arrive to indicate the discharge orders were signed and the men could take their family home.

“All right, my friends,” Varian greeted them as he entered the room. “You’re ready to go. But listen, I’ve run a DNA test…”

Whipping her head around, Melanie cast an accusatory glare at each of her four lovers. “I don’t fucking believe this,” she snarled. “You told me it didn’t matter to any of you whose sperm made our babies,” she spat out. “How dare you go behind my back and do this?”

All five men in the room raised their hands in defense.

Mel turned her angry glare at Varian. “And you!”

Varian raised his hand to silence Mel before she could argue with him. “Hear me out, hon. I know the five of you are committed to each other and to your family unit, and that the paternity of the babies is not a concern. And I respect that.” Varian stopped to take a breath and survey Mel’s reaction. “But as a medical professional and someone in the same situation, I ran the test because one day you may need to know who the biological father of these babies is for medical purposes. As your friend and doctor, I will honor your wishes and not tell you the babies’ paternity and just keep this info in your file, should you ever want it.”

Melanie sighed, and sat on the bed beside the carriers which held her children. “Actually, I’ve been thinking about that a lot,” she admitted.

“It’s your call, baby,” Van said, taking a seat beside her on the bed and then taking her hand in his. “We’ve told you it makes no difference to the four of us. These babies belong to all of us.”

“That’s right, honey,” Jake said. “The four of us have all become fathers, thanks to you. And each one of us will do everything in our power to protect our babies, and keep them and you safe.”

“I think the babies should have their father’s last name, guys.” She chanced a glance at each of them. “I don’t want them to have my name, well, you know why, and they need someone’s…” A chill coursed through her body. “Nothing will change, right?” she asked, her lower lip quivering. “You guys mean it?”

“Lover, have any one of us lied to you in the past?” Philip asked.

“No,” she admitted.

“All right then. We’re in agreement, for medical purposes alone. Varian, give us the results,” Calen told their friend.

Varian nodded, and flipped the chart open. “I’m not going to fuck around with you, so here it is. Van you are the biological…”

“Congratulations, Van,” Philip grinned and offered his hand to his friend.

“Excellent, congrats man.” Jake slapped him on the back.

Calen closed the short distance between them and pressed his lips to Van’s.

“Thank you, guys,” Van replied beaming, and pulled Melanie into his arms. “I love you, baby,” he whispered against her lips.

“Hold on, guys,” Varian interrupted their celebration. “I’m not finished.”

“Oh, uh, okay,” Van said. “Go ahead, Varian.”

“During ovulation, Mel’s body released two eggs and each egg was fertilized by two separate sperm,” he explained.

“Is that possible?” She croaked, gripping Van’s arm.

“Oh, yes, it’s possible and happens often enough,” Varian informed them.

Silence descended in the room and no one spoke for several minutes.

“So, what you’re saying,” Calen’s voice broke the quiet. “Is that these babies, our twins, who shared the same womb all these months, have two different fathers?” he asked.

Varian nodded. “Yup, that’s exactly what I’m saying. So, if you want me to finish…”

“Yeah, yeah, spit it out, pal,” Jake said.

“Van, you are Emily Rose’s biological father, and Philip, you are Eron’s.”



Chapter Thirteen

 

Melanie’s eyes followed Van as he tended to their daughter’s needs. His attire hadn’t escaped her notice either. Clad in a dress shirt and tie, she grew nervous as she watched him. Their conversation remained casual, comfortable, and routine, and yet, Melanie felt grossly unprepared for what she suspected was coming.

He wouldn’t dare. Knowing how she felt, he just couldn’t. She also found it curious Philip, Jake and Calen had all left the house this morning as well. Since the birth of their babies, the men had each taken turns staying home, with there being at least two of them, plus Mel, home at any given time.

After burping Emily and strapping her in her chair sitting on top of the kitchen table, Van strolled across the kitchen and placed her empty bottle in the sink. Although Mel had tried breast-feeding for a couple of weeks after the twins were born, she found their “demands” far exceeded her body’s ability to “supply.”

“All right, sweetheart,” he said, washing and drying his hands.

Against her chest, Melanie held a fussing Eron as she paced the kitchen floor. The poor boy was having a rough morning.

“I’ve got to go,” he pressed his lips to hers and kissed the top of their son’s head.

“What do you mean?” She gasped. Panic raced through her. “You can’t leave me.”

Van gave her a wink and kissed her again. “You’ll be fine.”

“But…but Eron is cutting his first tooth. He’s crabby. What if…”

Van grabbed a container of leftovers from the fridge and leaned over to pick up his briefcase he’d left sitting beside the fridge when he entered the kitchen earlier. “You’re going to be just fine.”

Had she blatantly ignored the subtle hint Van’s briefcase represented?

“But…”

“You’ve got our cells and we’re only a phone call away.”

“But what happened to us ‘tag-teaming’ the twins? You’re expecting me to take care of Eron and Emily all by myself?”

“Yup.” His tone was casual as he walked toward the back door. “You are their mother, sweetheart.”

Melanie placed her son in his chair and strapped him in.

He wouldn’t dare, she inwardly whimpered.

“Van, please,” the desperation in her voice made her feel like an incompetent idiot. “You’re blindsiding me with this… I’ve had no time to prepare, to psyche myself up. You guys have given me no warning.” She pleaded. “I’m not ready. This isn’t fair.”

With a soft sigh, he set his briefcase back on the floor and gripped her shoulders, holding her at arms’ length. “Honey, you’ve had four months to prepare. You knew our being home over the past four months wouldn’t be permanent. The sooner we establish a routine the better. The babies need routine, sweetheart.”

Mel squared her shoulders and tried to stop the quivering of her lower lip.

The betrayal… They were deserting her. She was being abandoned. How could they do this? How in hell could they trust her to care for their babies, alone? All by herself? The horrible thoughts flashing though her head turned her stomach. Her mind raced. What was she going to do with the babies? How would she entertain them? What if they cried at the same time? Or needed to be changed at the same time? What if they were hungry at the same time? How was she going to be able to keep them happy all day? All by herself. Alone?

Calen seemed to be the only one able to soothe Eron over the past couple of days, since a lower tooth broke through his little gums. And poor Emily had awakened this morning with a touch of diarrhea. How in the hell could her lovers do this to her? Desert her? Trusting her to be alone with their children?

What if…

“We’ve discussed this. I am going to work and you are going to have a nice day, alone with our kids.”

“Van, please…” her voice wavered and she felt the sting of tears behind her eyelids. Fighting the urge to throw herself at his feet and beg him not to leave her was nearing unbearable. “I’m afraid to be alone.”

He chuckled. “You aren’t going to be alone, love. The babies are here with you.”

“But that’s exactly what I’m saying!” She groaned. “I…”

“Honey.” He sighed again. “You need to deal with this. You are nothing like your parents,” he enunciated slowly. “The four of us know you will never hurt our babies. Now you need to learn that. You are a great mother. Our babies are thriving under your care.” Bending over he picked his case back up and reached for the door. “You’ve got our cells on speed dial, along with our work numbers. I’m all of twenty minutes away if you need me. I’m going to work, Mel,” he stated firmly. “Enjoy your day and remember I love you.”

Giving her a wink, he turned his back and closed the door behind him.

A chill coursed through her.

Oh, God, no. No. This cannot be happening.

Turning, Melanie looked at her babies seated in their chairs atop the kitchen table. How anyone could have the urge, need, or want to hurt their baby was just unfathomable in her mind. Her heart near burst with the love she felt for her children as she stood quietly watching them. Emily had drifted off to sleep following her breakfast, while Eron seemed to be studying her with uncertainty. Soft gurgles and cooing escaped his lips as he grabbed at his feet.

Jesus.

Mel took a deep breath and held it. With slow steps, she walked toward the table and her children. Several silent moments passed as she and Eron continued to stare at one another.

Relax, she told herself. He’ll smell your fear.

“Um, well, my adorable baby boy,” she said nervously. “It, uh, looks like it’s just going to be the three of us today.”

Eron giggled and reached for her.

“Would you like to have a bath, my beautiful boy?” Mel smiled at her son and unfastened the straps securing him and lifted him up from his seat. “Sure you would.” She walked over to the sink and turned the water on. “You love your bath, don’t you Eron?” Spreading out a fluffy bath towel, Mel laid her son on the counter top and began undressing him.

* * * * *
 

Standing on the porch holding his breath, Van hesitated before putting his key in the lock.

He’d called home at his designated time, and was sure Calen, Jake, and Philip had done the same. During their conversation, Van couldn’t be sure what if anything he’d detected in Mel’s voice. Although she assured him things were fine, Van still worried about what he was coming home to.

There was no doubt in his mind their children were safe; his concern was for his lover.

Melanie’s apprehension at being left alone with the babies was very clear to all four of them, and after numerous discussions, the men had made a tough decision. Their lover had to face her fear. And as much as the four men wanted to, they couldn’t fight this battle for her. The only solution they could come up with was to force her to face the demon within head on. Van knew Mel’s fear was completely psychological. Never in his life had he ever come across another woman who loved her children as much as their Melanie. During her pregnancy, and every day for the past four months following the birth of their twins, Melanie’s life revolved around their babies.

When they brought their twins home, both his and Calen’s, and Jake and Philip’s rooms were equipped with baby monitors. Two additional receivers had been placed in the kitchen and living room. Despite the fact that one of the four men usually beat her to the midnight feedings, Melanie always got up, whether to help out or just to sit and watch.

The four friends had decided this was the only way to help their Melanie realize her fears were truly unfounded where her inability to care for their children was concerned. For a brief moment, Van’s thoughts went to the discussion they’d had with Marge and Helen one afternoon a couple of weeks earlier. As politely as they could, Jake, Calen, Van, and Philip asked the women to “butt out” and allow them to help Melanie face her fear in their own way. Both women were furious and refused to speak with any of the men for several days. Given a little time, both moms realized it wasn’t fair to Melanie, the four men, and most importantly to their babies, to allow her to hide behind her fear.

Although quite reluctant, all parents backed down to permit Jake, Calen, Philip, and Van to handle their family’s business as they saw fit.

He loved Melanie with all of his heart, and it tore at his insides to think of how stressed and upset she had been that morning. But he’d had no choice. They had been left no choice. This had to be done. The temptation to walk back in the house after he’d closed the door behind him that morning was great. And he’d almost given in a half dozen times before he’d even reached his car.

Pushing the front door open, Van was greeted with silence. Cocking his head, he heard nothing. Kicking off his shoes after setting his briefcase beside the door, he loosened his tie and stepped into the living room.

From the corner of his eye, he spotted Melanie coming down the hallway from the bedrooms. When her eyes met his, she quickened her pace, and when she was a foot from him, she jumped, wrapping her legs around his waist. Throwing her arms around his neck, she began kissing him with fervor.

“Mmm,” Van groaned, kissing her back. “Now this is quite a welcome.”

Pulling back, her smile lit up the entire room.

“What?” He chuckled.

“We had a great day!”

“Yeah? How’s Em’s diarrhea?” he queried.

“She’s just fine, only had that one loose movement,” she told him. “Morgan stopped by on his way to the clinic, looked her over, and gave her two thumbs up.”

“Great. Eron?”

“Our poor boy, his tooth gave him a lot of grief today, but I pulled out one of the teething rings from the freezer and voila! I’ve developed Calen’s magic touch!” She beamed proudly.

He kissed her again. “Hmm, keep going, I want to hear all about your day, baby,” he said walking them toward the sofa.

Mel shook her head. “First, I want to make love.”

“Your wish is my command, lover,” he told her, and with her still in his arms, he carried her down the hall to their room.

Inside, they wasted no time in ridding each other of their clothing. All day, Van ached to touch her and now he intended to quench his carnal thirst. With eager strokes, his hands caressed her luscious curves, savoring every inch of her delectable skin.

Lowering his head, his lips found hers and unabashed he drank from her. The tightening of her fingers in his hair and the musky scent of her arousal filling his nostrils had his cock throbbing painfully.

Van gripped Mel’s hips and backed her up until her leg hit the mattress of their bed. With ease and grace, Van lowered her and positioned himself over her. With his knee between her thighs, Van encouraged her legs to part to allow him to nestle against the warmth of her center.

With his mouth feasting upon hers and Mel’s arms wrapped tightly around his neck, Van slid his cock into her welcoming wet heat. Arching her back and pressing her breasts against his chest, Melanie cried out as he seated himself deep inside her. Although they both seemed to struggle for breath, Mel refused to loosen her grip on him. Hungrily, she fought to dominate their oral embrace and loosing the last thread of constraint, Van allowed her the control.

Her sex rubbed against his groin, and the seductive aroma of their lovemaking filled the air surrounding them.

“Van,” she moaned into his mouth, as he felt her muscles tighten around his thrusting flesh. “I, mmm, I love you.”

Van stroked inside her faster, needing to come with her. With a firm thrust and a roar, he emptied himself inside Melanie’s body. “Jesus,” he murmured against the pulse of her throat. “I’ve thought of making love with you all day.”

“Hello,” Jake’s voice called softly from the hallway. “Oh, uh, hey…sorry,” he said as Mel and Van looked at the door.

“Jake,” she called as he turned away. Reaching toward him, she pleaded her need. “Join us. Please.”

Entering the room, Jake slowly peeled off his clothes and climbed onto the bed with Mel and Van. His lips found hers as his hand cupped her breasts, plucking at the tight peaks of her nipples.

Van pulled himself from her depths and rolled onto his side, leveling himself on his left elbow. Leaning over, he flicked his tongue over the crest of her right breast and closed his lips around it.

With his lips still caressing Melanie’s, Jake moved over her, settling his hips between her legs.

“Please,” she whispered as Jake slowly pushed himself inside her. “Yes.”

“I’ve thought of you all day, baby,” Jake groaned brushing his lips along hers again.

With urgent controlled strokes, Jake pumped himself into Mel, his fingers fisting through her hair as his lips crashed with hers.

“Right there, Jake.” She moaned with need. “Please don’t stop.”

Van’s fingers continued to pluck her puckered nipples, watching his friend make love with their shared female lover.

“He won’t stop, baby,” Van whispered in her ear. “Faster, Jake. Fuck our girl harder. She needs you.”

Melanie’s body shuddered beneath Jake’s weight as an explosive climax coursed through her. The tips of her fingers dug in the muscles of his back.

As Mel peaked, the pulsing of her channel drove Jake to completion. Whimpering his release, he collapsed atop her heaving bosom.

Several moments passed before any of the three of them moved. The air in the bedroom reeked of sex, and gasps of their breath were the only sound.

Slipping from her body, Jake rolled off his lover and lay by her left side.

Van gathered Mel in his arms and held her tight.

“So, baby,” Van said just above a whisper, flicking his tongue across her stiff nipple. “Tell us about your day?”

Mel moaned in sexual gratification. “It was fantastic. We started with a bath. And then it was so beautiful outside, we read a story under the maple tree in the backyard. The kids took a nap, and I did some laundry and dusting. After lunch, we went for a walk to the park. When we came home, we stretched out on the living room floor and did our exercises, and then we had a snack. And I must have wore them out, because Eron and Emily insisted on taking another nap,” she giggled, and pulled Jake and Van closer.

“See,” Jake said and gave her right nipple a gentle tug. “You were made for this life, babe.”

Mel arched into his touch. “Today was only one day,” she said. “But I did it, guys. Despite Eron’s teething tantrums and oh, by eleven, I’d lost count of the number of diapers I changed, but I did it.”

“Yes, baby, you did.” Van praised her. “And I’m so proud of you.”

“Yeah, me too, sweetheart.” Jake kissed her.

“I’m pretty proud of myself. I’m sorry, guys,” she whispered. “It’s really sad, huh? A woman my age, terrified to be left alone with her own babies.”

“Hey, none of us has said that,” Van chastised her gently, placing a kiss on her temple. “Honey, you just needed to know that you could do it.”

“And you are not expected to parent our children alone, Mel. We are in this together,” Jake reiterated.

Philip appeared in the doorway of Van and Calen’s room, holding Emily in his arms. When Melanie spotted him, she sat up like a shot.

“Oh, God,” she gasped. “How selfish of me, she was crying, wasn’t she? And I didn’t even hear her!” Scooting the edge of the bed, she lashed out. “See! What have I been telling you guys? I can’t take care of our babies. here I am screwing away my time when our baby girl needed me…”

“Relax, sweetheart,” Philip held his hand up. “She wasn’t making a sound.”

Stopping in mid-scoot, Mel stared at him and her jaw dropped. “But…”

“I came in quietly and heard the three of you talking, so I poked my head into the nursery to check on the babies. Emily was awake, talking to her teddy bear, so I changed her and brought her out of the room, so she didn’t wake her brother. I figured with Eron teething, he could use a little extra sleep.”

With a light laugh, Mel settled her backside on the bed and drew her knees to her chest. “Thank you,” she grinned.

Philip shrugged and adjusted their daughter in his arms. “That’s what daddies are for, baby.”

“You guys are just too damn good to me.” Mel laughed and got up off the bed. After placing a kiss on her daughter’s head, she pressed her lips to Philip’s. “God, I love you guys, more than you’ll ever know. Now” -- she turned to ogle Van and Jake, who were still lying naked on either side of Calen and Van’s king-sized bed -- “I’m going to jump in the shower. And the pot roast in the slow cooker is finished, so as soon as Calen comes home, we can eat.”



Chapter Fourteen

 

Walking toward the back door, Van gave Jake a shove. “I am never playing opposite you again.”

“I said I was sorry, Van,” Jake apologized. “Jesus, I tripped. It’s not like I tackled you on purpose.”

Philip chuckled as he unlocked the door. “You’ve got to come up with a new line, babe. Even I don’t believe that one anymore.”

As the four men entered their home, the sound of sobbing filled the house. Without even taking the time to kick off their muddy sneakers and clothing, they tore off through the house toward the living room. When they each passed the doorway, they stopped cold.

“Am I the only one feeling a little déjà vu-ish?” Van asked wide-eyed.

“No,” the other three replied.

In the middle of the living room, Mel sat on a blanket. Her legs were open with her hands resting on the tops of her thighs and she was crying. Between her legs, their twenty-eight-month-old twins were facing her and wailing right along with their mother. Surrounding them were stuffed animals and storybooks. A small bowl of Cheerios sat tipped over beside their woman.

Realizing none of the three appeared to be suffering from anything life-threatening, the men exchanged a look of confusion and hastily approached. Once surrounding their family, they knelt.

“No one’s bleeding,” Calen commented after they looked the three over thoroughly. Picking up Eron, he looked him over again.

“Baby?” Philip tucked a curl behind Mel’s ear and gathered their daughter in his arms. “Shhh,” he cooed to Emily. “Daddy’s here, princess.”

“What are you guys doing, honey?” Jake asked, pulling Mel close.

“We’re crying, Jake,” Mel replied simply through tears and used the hem of her T-shirt to wipe her nose.

“We see that.” His voice was full of confusion. “How come?”

Mel shrugged and rested her head on his shoulder.

“Um, who or what, brought it on, baby?” Van asked wiping away the tears streaming down her cheeks.

“I did,” she sniffled.

“Because of the Cheerios?” Jake teased. “We’ll get you guys another bowl of cereal, baby.”

Mel snickered around her sobs. “You are such a boob, Jake.”

“Yeah, but I’m your boob, baby,” he said pressing his lips to her forehead.

Once the babies had settled and Mel gained her composure, Van held her in his arms on the sofa.

“All right, love of our lives,” he muttered in her hair. “What’s with the tears?”

Mel shrugged and tipped her head so she was looking into his eyes. “I don’t know, Van, it came on all of a sudden. I just couldn’t stop them.”

Four sets of brows creased with confusion. It took a fraction of a second for the men to process her words. Then, four mouths gaped open and all eight of their eyes nearly bulged from their sockets.



Epilogue

Eight Months Later on Eron and Emily’s Third Birthday

 

At the foot of the bed, Varian stood with a stupid look on his face. Melanie wanted so badly to reach up and slap it off. Exhaustion threatened to take over and she wanted to rest. However, she wasn’t about to pass up a single second of spending time with her family and attempted to tamp her discomfort.

“Just so you know, Varian,” Mel said tight lipped. “I have this incredible urge to slap that smug grin off your face,” she confessed.

“Yeah, I’ll just bet.” He chuckled. Taking a seat on the edge of the mattress, his eyes met hers. “You, lady, are a medical phenomenon.”

“Yup, that’s me, a regular freak. Can we go home now?” she asked.

Across the room, Jake cuddled one of the newest additions to their family against his chest. A baby boy they had chosen to name Nathan. Beside Jake, Philip held their three-year-old son, Eron, in his lap. Seated in the chair beside the bed, Calen cooed to the baby boy in his arms they had named Niklaus.

Varian shook his head. “Tomorrow. Morgan wants Nathan kept one more night. Just to make sure he’s maintained that six pounds, or better yet, gains an ounce or two. Tomorrow, I promise.”

Melanie nodded.

“Dem ow babies, Daddy?” Emily Rose asked in Van’s arms where he stood beside Calen.

With a kiss on her tiny cheek, Van answered. “Yes, princess, they’re our babies.”

Melanie smiled at her daughter in her lover’s arms and swallowed a sob. The little girl was the spitting image of the man who held her, as red-haired Eron was of Philip, who bounced him on his knee.

“We take dem home, Mommy?” Emily said, reaching for Mel.

Van sat on the bed and set their daughter in Melanie’s lap.

“Yup, Uncle Varian said we get to take them home tomorrow,” Mel told her. “Would you like that, sweetheart?”

“Dem ow mo boys doh, Mommy.”

“Yes, they are, sweetheart,” Mel giggled. “You’ll have to take your complaint up with your fathers.”

“You know what that means, Em?” Jake called over to her.

“What, Daddy?” She asked him, her bright green eyes dancing.

“Well, it means you and mommy are daddy’s special girls,” he told her.

Somehow sensing the perfect time to strike, Emily turned toward Calen. “Daddy?” she said in a tone of voice saved only for him. Tipping her head and batting her long dark eyelashes, she asked, “We get a puppy, Daddy? Peese?”

Mel snickered, finding it hilarious that at three years of age, their daughter knew exactly how to work her fathers.

“Well, of course we can, princess,” Calen answered in a voice he used only with their children.

“Can we get two, Daddy?” With his green eyes wide, Eron ginned mischievously at Calen.

Calen nodded his head. “You bet, son. We’ll get one for each of you.” As the other adults in the room rolled their eyes, he shrugged his shoulders. “What?” He grinned.

“You are so whipped,” Philip teased Calen and tousled the red curls on Eron’s head. “By three-year-olds.”

“Oh, come on, it’s not like the yard at the new house isn’t big enough for a couple of dogs, along with four kids,” he said. “It’ll be great.

“Man, is it ever going to be funny once these two start talking.” Varian didn’t even try to control his laughter. “The four kids calling the four of you, ‘Daddy’. I’m so glad I get to be a part of it.”

“I’m glad there’s only one of me.” Mel’s laughter joined his.

“All right, Varian,” Philip said. “What’d you want to tell us?”

“First, congratulations on the newest additions to your family. I want you all to know any baby born into your family is fortunate to have five loving parents to guide them and love them.” Varian’s words carried his sincerity. “I admire all of you and I’m honored to call you friends.”

“We’re proud to call you and your family friends, too, pal,” Calen said.

“Second, there are a number of documented cases of a woman releasing two eggs during ovulation and two different sperm fertilizing said eggs, and those two right there are proof of that,” he said, gesturing to Eron and Emily Rose. “Now, I’ve got to tell you, I don’t have any idea what the odds are of it happening to the same woman twice -- but I’m going to look into it.”

“Stop pissing around, Varian,” Jake growled. “Get to the point, please.”

“Okay, okay.” Varian chuckled. “Say, have you guys thought of taking a holiday?” He held his hand up in defense as his four friends glared at him. “As I said I don’t know what the odds are, but Reanne ran the DNA tests, as we did when Eron and Emily were born and, Calen, you are Nathan’s biological father and Jake, you are Niklaus’.”

“Congratulations, guys.” After placing a kiss on Melanie’s lips, Van rose up off the bed and shared one with Calen.

Pulling away from his lip-lock with Jake, Philip nodded his agreement. “Yes, congrats, guys. That’s incredible news.”

Calen’s shoulders shook as he restrained his laughter.

“What the hell are you laughing at?” Mel asked him.

“Just wondering what the odds are of this happening a third time.” He snickered.

Melanie felt all the blood in her body rush to her feet. A growl sounded deep in her throat. “The four of you will never touch me again. Do you hear me? Never.”

THE END
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