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My Wife, the Eye Magnet

Hi! My name’s Harvey. And my wife, in my opinion, has the best ass you’ve ever seen.

I wrote that, called out to her to come read it, and when she did, Renata smacked her own butt and said, “You’re damn right.”

I love her. And the crazy part? She loves me. Can I just repeat that? Renata Pagani-Redford loves me.

That’s goddamn insane. And the lengths she was willing to go to prove that love to me? To see me at my happiest? Well… you’re going to have to read this to find out just how crazy it gets.

* * *

I mention my wife’s ass because at the beginning of our chapter in this trilogy, it’s precisely what I was staring at. Wearing nothing but a white apron and her highest of high heels, Renata stood at the kitchen counter, chopping vegetables for a salad, her dark hair spilling down across her breasts.

“Hi, darling, how was work?” she asked.

“Well, I wasn’t expecting to have to come home and have to lay pipe here too,” I said. I snatched the celery she threw at me out of the air and slid in behind her, wrapping my arms around her. I nibbled on her ear and she ground back against me, giving me a deep hum of contentment. So many years together and we still had it. I don’t know how I got so lucky but you can damn well bet I thanked God for my wife every single day.

I tugged the front of the apron up with one hand and brought the other to her sex. Renata leaned back and raised a hand to my face, stroking my cheek as I teased her pussy lips. We knew each other so well, and her body responded to mine like the earth opening to the rain.

When Renata was ready for me, I slipped three fingers into her and cupped her throat with the other hand, letting the apron drop back down. She gasped. It was a move I hadn’t done in too long. I nibbled her shoulder as I kept her right there, not choking her but letting her feel like I could, the way she loved it. She was on fire that night, warm, inviting, rocking her hips against my fingers. I was too, for that matter, my cock already achingly hard for my wife. She could and would always turn me on so easily.

Her foot came up off the ground and circled back around my own ankle, the toes rubbing up and down my jeans. A minute, maybe two, and she gasped, “Oh… oh Harvey…”

So wet she’d leave trails of her moisture down her thighs, she came. I held still through it, whispering in her ear, “You are the sexiest bitch in the world, you know that? I love when you come for me. I love when you take every inch of my fingers or my dick. But I’m not done yet. Up on the counter.”

I pulled my fingers out of Renata and untied the apron. I yanked it up and off her and guided her to an empty spot on our countertop. She moaned as I hoisted her up, and dropped a hand to her sex, playing with herself. I went to the fridge and jerked out a bottle of whipped cream. Renata wiggled her butt on the counter and opened her mouth, pointing at it. I grinned and gave her a dollop of cream before hosing down her breasts and her pussy.

With my hands exploring her back, I leaned down to lick up every bit of that sweet cream – oh, and the whipped canned stuff too. I wasn’t usually one for desserts before dinner, but what the hell, it was my favorite treat. As Renata ran fingers through the whipped cream on her breasts and fed herself, I went lower, sliding my tongue through the sweetness before lapping up her pussy juices.

My need roared in my ears and I couldn’t help but eat her out with fast, frantic licks. I worked at the buttons on my shirt and my jeans as I lapped at her pussy and her clit, shrugging them off and only pushing away long enough to ditch my jeans and my skivvies.

“I want you,” Renata moaned, and I came to her, lifting her up again and carrying her through the kitchen to the informal table. There, I laid her out and guided myself into her, one hand on her shoulder as I buried myself deep.

“Oh fuck, Renata,” I moaned. “I needed this.”

“Me too.”

The messiness of her drove me wild, the traces of cream still all over her breasts, tummy, and mound, the fan of her dark hair, all of it. I pumped into her hard each thrust, making her cry out early and often as her feet kicked and her heels flew off. She half-twisted away from me, her body under no more control as she came and came.

Not wanting to come yet, I pulled back and twisted her so she was on her hands and knees on the table, ass thrust out at me. I ate her again like that, jacking my cock as I pressed my nose to her bud and licked her for everything I was worth. Again she came, her small fists balling against the wood grain.

“Oh, Harvey, please, please, I need to feel you inside me,” she cried out.

I pulled her down and we ended up on the floor together, her on top of me, riding me relentlessly as I grabbed her ass and thrust up into her. Her hands went to my knees and she leaned back, bucking her hips up and down. I came in no time, geysering up into her as she bounced, our skin slapping together.

“Fuck!” I gasped, still thrusting, still needing that connection as I started to soften.

“So good, so good, so good,” she panted, then finally pushed herself forward and showered me with kisses. “God, Harvey, where did that come from?”

“No freakin’ clue,” I said. “But I’m thinking my sexy wife had something to do with it.”

Renata laughed breathlessly. “Come on. I need a shower.”

We stood, and my phone rang from my pile of clothes in the kitchen. My best friends Ray and Gabriel had special ringtones on there, and the one that played belonged to Ray. I swatted my wife’s butt. “Grab a glass of wine and start a bath. I’ll get that and finish up in here.”

“Aw. Best hubby ever.”

I headed for my pile of clothes and watched her heart-stopping curvy butt when she bent over to dig out a bottle of wine from the fridge. “What’s up, Ray?” I asked when I answered.

“Hey, man. Did I catch you before you made it home?”

“About fifteen minutes too late.”

“Ah damn.”

“Hang on, I’m making salad. Let me put you on speaker.” I did, and set the phone on the counter.

“Hi Ray!” Renata said.

“Hey Renata!” Ray said. “Just calling your worse half to beg him to come look at a leaky faucet at the dealership tomorrow.”

“Are you still there?” she asked.

“Yeah, gonna be short-staffed all week. Got one out for gallbladder surgery and another is helping his brother move across the country.”

“What are you doing for dinner?” Renata said. It was a good question. Ray’s two girlfriends, Phoebe and Elizabeth, were on a three-day trip to San Francisco, Elizabeth for a conference, Phoebe to sightsee and get in some girlfriend time. And yes, I said girlfriends. For a long time after Angela passed away, Ray didn’t date. He fell into himself until his daughter Jamie and the rest of us goaded him into dating again. Angela must have been laughing in heaven because not only did he wind up with Elizabeth, a gorgeous surgeon, but Phoebe, Jamie’s college roommate. The three of them are crazy in love together.

“I’m probably ordering in for Katrina and me. She’s the only other one here,” Ray said.

Renata came up with a half-full bottle of wine. “Call it in and we’ll pick it up,” Renata said. “Harvey can come and look at your faucet.”

“You make it sound like I’m your kid getting permission to do a stayover,” I said.

“If the shoe fits,” Renata said.

“Oh hey, I didn’t mean to put you out,” Ray said.

“You’re not, brother,” I said. “Text us where to go and we’ll grab the food. See you in a bit.” I hung up on him and came to my wife. “You are the best.”

“Oh, I know,” she said, and kissed me.

* * *

When I first knew him, Ray was a book geek. Handsome, but a quiet wallflower. He and Gabriel were both English majors and freshmen while I was a senior. My sweet, innocent sister Angela was a senior in high school then and came to one of my parties on campus. I told Ray to watch out for her at the party. They ended up hitting it off, and Ray, the dingbat, apparently couldn’t figure out how to work a condom.

In the end, that was a blessing. Jamie, my niece and all-but-daughter, came along nine months later. Ray dropped out of college to support Angie and the baby, and wound up working at a car dealership in a string of jobs until he worked up enough money to buy his own. He does pretty well for himself. Not flashy rich or anything, but he provided my sister and niece with a comfortable sprawl of a house and his dealership is stuffed with middle class European luxury.

He and Katrina were inside the main showroom at her desk. When Angie was alive, Ray carried a comfortable thirty or forty extra pounds. He was a freaking giant so he carried it well, but when Angie passed, he threw himself into a hard exercise regimen and dropped all the excess weight. Now he was a wall of dad muscle, with just a few extra pounds from the good life he was living with Phoebe and Elizabeth.

Katrina… Katrina was something else. Reddish-orange hair in full, long waves. Full lips that hid a smile brilliant enough to warm half the houses in New Bainbridge. Curves she loved to flaunt in designer clothes expertly picked to show off her every asset. There was a buoyancy to her, and enough of a bite to give her some flavor. How Ray or anyone there managed to get any work done around her, I had no idea, but Ray had always been oblivious to her looks. He told me many times Katrina was bright enough that he thought she would transition easily into upper management, but she seemed content right where she was at the reception office.

I’m usually fine around beautiful women. With Renata by my side, who can compare? But Katrina has always thrown me off my game. The worst part is, everyone knows it. Ray and Renata are merciless in teasing me about how tongue-tied the twenty-something redhead makes me.

Case in point.

“Ray!” Katrina said as Renata and I approached with the bags of Greek food they ordered. “Food and a handsome construction stripper? You’re spoiling me.”

I missed a non-existent step and nearly tripped. “Stripper?” I sputtered.

“Your tool belt and jeans,” Renata said. “Hm. We really could make some good money renting you out to bachelorette parties.”

“I’d pay fifty right now to see him strip down to his boxers,” Katrina said. She put her chin in her hands and stared hungrily at me.

“I… uh…” I said. “Heh.”

“I love how flustered you make him,” Renata said.

“It’s like he’s choking on his tongue,” Ray said.

“Food,” I said, giving him my best death stare. He seemed unfazed by it, but took the bags anyways. “Which bathroom?”

“Women’s employee room. Second faucet.”

“Anyone in there?” I asked Katrina.

“Nope. Unless you need help.” She gave me an overexaggerated wink and my wife slapped my butt.

I headed in and took a look. It was a simple fix, just a loose washer, and I was in and out in ten minutes after making sure all the other faucets were okay. When I came back out, all three of them were seated around the reception desk munching on heavily spiced fries and gyros.

As I walked to the desk, Katrina said sweetly, “Oh. You got a little sauce on your chin.”

“I did?” Renata asked, playing it up.

“Here, let me get it for you,” Katrina said. She reached out and wiped it off Renata’s face before popping the finger into her mouth and sucking. I stopped, gaping, and she looked at me out of the corner of her eye, pushing the finger back and forth once before letting it free again.

“Good to go?” Ray asked me, ignoring all this with a smile.

“Guh. Huh. Yeah. Loose washer. All good. I tightened all of them up. Let me know if you have another leak. They might have stripped the one.”

“Back to stripping again,” Renata told Katrina, and the young woman giggled.

“You know we have shepherd’s pie going at home tonight,” I said, but I was politely and rightfully ignored in favor of the seasoned fries.

“I love shepherd’s pie,” Katrina said. “Ohhh, I need to learn to cook.”

“Harvey’s amazing at it,” Renata said.

“I’ve heard Ray and Gabriel mention that. It must be hell on their diets coming to your house, you being an amazing baker. Those cupcakes you sent last week? Oh my God. So good.”

“Thank you! Tell you what. Next time we do a family dinner, come by. Harvey can make shepherd’s pie again for the group. Ray, bring her along.”

“Will do,” Ray said. “It’ll be fun watching Harvey fumble everything trying not to look at her.”

“Well, we should, uh, go,” I said.

“But I never got my show,” Katrina pouted.

Renata laughed. She leaned forward and kissed Katrina’s cheek before standing and looking to me for a reaction. Much as I wish I could say I played it cool, nope, I was staring.


The Condemned

“I really have no clue what the hell I’m looking for,” Gabriel grumbled.

“A checked or striped coat on top of a cummerbund and dress shirt will suit your slim frame nicely,” Eloise, the clothier, said.

“No to the cummerbund and hell no to the checked or striped coat,” I said, folding my hands together in between my knees. I was seated on a leather ottoman in my favorite suit shop. Well… it used to be my favorite suit shop. New management brought in new employees and this woman didn’t know her ass from a hole in the ground when it came to men’s tuxedos. “The man should never be flashier than the woman. The groom is an accessory at the wedding. She’s the focus.”

“Something subdued and understated then,” the woman said flatly. “We have a fine checked black and charcoal jacket that would look terrific on him.”

“Bring it out,” I said with a bite to my words. “And bring out a traditional, modern, two-button black tuxedo, black slacks, no vest. And the same thing in gray with a black vest. We’ll let the bride decide.”

“Velvet or wool?” Eloise asked with just as much acid.

If I had a drink I would have spit it out. “If velvet touches him we walk out of here right now.”

“Harvey…” Ray said from his corner.

“Sorry. I’m very passionate about suits.” I eyed Gabriel up and down as Eloise started to walk away. “Wait a second.”

“Lord help me,” she muttered.

“What do you have in navy?” I asked, ignoring her comment. It was well-deserved anyways. I was a tyrant when it came to fashion.

She came back, looking at Gabriel’s long blonde hair and striking angular face. He wasn’t as tall as Ray – Mount Kilimanjaro barely had our friend beat – but Gabriel was inches taller than me. “Hm. Black lapels… bow tie…”

“I thought we agreed no bow tie,” Gabriel protested.

“Shut up,” I said kindly. “Yeah. Let’s see navy.”

This time she hustled away with purpose, our minds set even before we saw the tux. Gabriel sat in the chair next to me. “Thanks again for helping me with this.”

He meant more than the fitting. “I’m not helping you with it. This is your wedding present from me.”

But it really was my attempt at stealthily helping Gabriel and Mindy with their wedding. Though Mindy now had a kick-ass job as a specialist for an on-site technical support company, they had between them four little ones, ranging from two toddlers to a tween. Gabriel worked from home, both as a dad raising their brood and as a writer. Things weren’t as tight for them as they were when his son Tiberius was born, but they still pinched some pennies.

When I proposed the idea of covering Gabriel’s tux to Renata, she wanted to do the same thing for Mindy and her dress. We made it a whole outing. Renata, Elizabeth, Phoebe and Jamie were helping out Mindy, and Ray and I were helping out Gabriel. Well… Ray was taking up space and reading a book on his phone while Gabriel stood there like a mannequin and I conducted business.

Eloise brought out the tuxes as requested, insisting on trying the checked one first. I thought Gabriel looked like a clown, but decided I was stretching the poor clerk’s patience as it was. Instead, I took a couple pictures, as I did with the others. The black tux definitely looked better, but I hit a misfire with the gray and black. The navy was the one, and I think we knew that even before he tried it on.

“If you want to try something bold, I have a red turtleneck that would work well with that jacket,” Eloise said, her last attempt at wedging flair into the mix. I shook my head and she gave up.

I texted the pictures to Mindy, and within a minute we had our response. “The blue it is,” I said to Gabriel, showing him the phone.

“So we’re done?” he asked, already going for the buttons.

“Nope,” I said. “Groomsmen tuxes next.” Everyone eyed me like they might murder me. I smiled winningly at Eloise. “Don’t worry. We’ll be easier.”

And we were. Gabriel – and by Gabriel, I mean me – settled quickly for black tuxes in a similar cut as his, slightly less ostentatious. She got our sizes, and I let her know this would be going on my bill too. Gabriel’s oldest child – well, Mindy’s oldest, but Sammy was now Gabriel’s too, in everything but official paperwork – and his brothers would need to come in and get fitted at some point too, arrangements we made before Gabriel pushed me out of the store.

We grabbed a late lunch at a sports bar before heading to Gabriel’s. His babysitter for the day was his future mother-in-law, Paula. She was as kind as her daughter, and sweet on both Ray and myself. Sammy was playing a video game while his sister Autumn watched from the couch. She jumped up and ran to us to give us hugs.

“The babies are asleep,” Paula said.

Gabriel nodded and went back to peek in on them. I took a seat near Sammy and clapped his back. He gave me a quick smile before returning his attention to the action on screen.

“I tried to play this one,” I said, “but I couldn’t get past the wizard with the black hole wand.”

Sammy looked at me again. “You play?”

“Well… I never got this far, but yeah.”

“Oh cool! What you gotta do is watch his wand. Hang on and I’ll teleport back there.”

“And we lost Harvey,” Ray rumbled. He headed for the kitchen and grabbed a couple bottles of beer. When he came back out, he handed one to me. It may seem like beer theft, but the three of us were friends for more than a decade and a half. There was an open invitation policy on beer at our houses.

About then, from the direction of the bedrooms, Gabriel said, “Ow, stupid…” Becky, the baby, woke up and immediately started bawling. Gabriel poked his head out. “Autumn. Pick up the cars. Now.”

Autumn slid off the couch and headed for the bedrooms. About then, Tiberius started in on the fun too. Ray twisted the top off his beer, leaned back, and said, “I don’t miss that part. At all.”

“Not long, big man, and you’re in it again yourself.”

“Ungh.”

I chuckled and stood up. When I headed back to the bedrooms, Gabriel was busy changing Becky. He glanced over his shoulder as I stepped in.

“I got Ty,” I said.

“Thanks. We got a five-alarm chili mess going on down here.”

“Didn’t need the details.” But I grinned anyways as I grabbed up Ty out of his crib. He held onto me as he stared at his baby sister, his cries more sympathetic than real. I checked his diaper and laid him out on a blanket on the loveseat in the room to change him, the customary spot when they both needed it. By the time I finished, he was already yawning again and fell asleep in my arms when I held him and bounced him.

While Gabriel stopped to chide Autumn about leaving her diecast cars all over the floor, I took Ty out to the living room and sat back down next to Sammy. The boy, kind and very serious, leaned over and kissed his baby brother’s head. He had some trouble when Gabriel and Mindy got back together, but around the time Mindy found out she was pregnant, Sammy started calling Gabe Dad, and ever since they were pretty great together. Still some little squalls now and then, but shit, the kid was nearly a teenager. That was bound to happen.

“Ready to see how to fight that boss?” he asked.

“Ready.”

I watched as he pointed out the video game villain’s weaknesses and tells. Video games are a guilty pleasure and an indulgence for me, something Renata has always teased me about. She says it’s because I’ve never grown up. Hey, when she’s right, she’s right.

Sammy passed over the controller to me, and I gave it a shot under his direction with Ty cradled against my chest. I almost got it the first try, and on the second, nailed the boss with half my health remaining. That prompted me to declare myself the greatest gamer of all time. Sammy said my efforts were “pretty good,” then fought the boss again and beat it with nearly perfect health. At his wide grin, I made a farting noise.

I rested back on the couch and watched, Ty still in my arms. Gabriel came back out with Becky in his and started bullshitting with Ray about the book Ray had been reading earlier. I twisted sideways, resting on my back with Tiberius on my stomach. His soft, easy breaths and the noise on the TV lulled me in, and soon I was dozing.

Okay, maybe it was more than dozing. Maybe I was full-on snoring.

I woke to Phoebe giggling. “Oh, that’s always the most adorable thing.”

“He really is an amazing uncle,” Mindy said. “I mean, you are too, Ray.”

“No, no, I get it. I’m dog meat, he’s amazing,” Ray said.

“Glad you know your place,” I said, my mouth dry. I sat up, still holding Ty, and blinked. “Jeez. It got…” Late is what I meant to say, but I saw Renata’s face and my heart broke for about the billionth time throughout our marriage.

There are pains you can’t take away. You can only grit your teeth through them when they crop up again. Every time our friends or family had little ones, we were reminded of our own inability to have children, either through natural means or adoption.

We both wanted them. Had, in fact, told each other at the very beginning of our relationship that children were a must for us. That was before we tried for the better part of a year. Before we found out Renata couldn’t have a baby. That led to a lot of tears, but we thought we could adopt.

No. We couldn’t because of me and my stupid temper.

Back then I worked for a construction company, a big one. I was good at my job, good enough that there was some jealousy and anger aimed in my direction. I moved up the ranks fast, and of course that pissed people off. At a Christmas party one year, Renata was brought up in a less than pleasant light by some of them, including my foreman. He talked about the things he’d like to do to her. By that point, I had a few drinks, and I took a swing. Or ten. His cronies tried to help the poor bastard out and I wound up kicking the shit out of most of them too until one of them hit me over the head with a fire extinguisher. No joke.

The cops arrested me, and my foreman and his friends teamed up to make me sound like a monster in court and that the whole thing was my fault. I got some prison time. That was bad enough, but the real fallout wouldn’t come until Renata and I made the decision to try and pursue adoption. Though my crimes didn’t fall explicitly in the agency’s list of offenses that would disqualify a couple, someone got in their ear and convinced them I was a danger. Same with every other agency we tried in a long, slow horrific realization that we weren’t going to have children.

I get to live with that knowledge every day. I don’t regret that fight. I’d stand up for Renata again if I had to do it all over. My family, my friends, they know me. They know I would never hurt a loved one. It’s not that kind of a temper. But it’s undeniable I’m the reason we can’t adopt, and any time we’re around little ones, I’m reminded of that fact.

* * *

Ours was a quiet car ride. I aimed for home at first, but decided since it was a beautiful day we’d cruise around for a while. After an initial flurry of conversation about our day picking out tuxes and dresses, Renata fell silent.

Renata studied me intently, her eyes sad, her lips purses. I knew what pained her and I couldn’t ease it. Instead, I said with false cheer, “Hey. What about going dancing tonight? Been a while.”

“Are you okay?”

That stopped me. “What? I’m great.”

“I don’t think you are.”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“I think sometimes the happiest I see you is with Tiberius and Becky. “

“Oh. Hey, no… I mean yeah, I love those two. But you know I’m perfectly okay with us not having kids, baby.”

“I’m not,” she said, very softly, so softly I nearly didn’t hear her. “It… it hurts, seeing them. I want it so much.”

“I’m sorry, Ren.”

“Me too.” She sniffed. I reached over and took her hand. “How many, if we could?”

“I think this is a dangerous game.”

“Humor me.”

“All right.” I took a deep breath and imagined it like I used to, like I still did sometimes when we tried to reapply at an agency. “You know I always wanted three. That has never changed.”

“Boys? Girls?”

“Maybe a couple boys. One girl. That part I don’t care much about. You?”

“I’d like lots.”

I smiled. “Once upon a time you said one was daunting enough.”

“I know. But our family days with everyone, it’s reminded me of the good things about having lots of brothers and sisters.” Renata came from a big family, with five brothers and two sisters.

“Boys? Girls?” I prompted.

“As many g-girls as I could have. The wedding stuff today… I want that for them. And I w-want dresses and spa days and… and… boys standing with them at prom and…” She broke then, crying into her hands. I found a spot to pull over and unbuckled to lean across and pull her to me. I kissed the top of her head, my own tears falling too.


Fantasies

As promised, the day of the next family dinner saw me making a massive batch of shepherd’s pie. Well… okay, cottage pie, if you want to get technical. Renata doesn’t like the idea of eating lamb, so we use ground hamburger instead.

The trick to a good shepherd or cottage pie isn’t the meat, but the tomato sauce and the mashed potatoes. The sauce is all about making your own. It’s surprisingly easy, just time-consuming. I like a thicker sauce, and if I was cooking just for me, it would be heavier on the onion and oregano, but for a group, I tend to go with a lighter sauce so everyone isn’t tasting onion for a week. As for the mashed potatoes, a lot of people just don’t season them enough, figuring that the butter and cheese will do the work for them. That’s just wrong and a sin against good potatoes. I make mine with minced garlic and chives.

As you can tell, I’m nearly as fussy about my food as I am my clothing.

Our numbers for the family dinners grew exponentially the last couple years, with Mindy, Phoebe, Elizabeth, and Jamie’s long-time boyfriend Perrin joining us, along with Mindy and Gabriel’s children. It meant I spent all day cooking, right up to the point where people started coming in.

“Do you think we have enough?” Renata asked, eyeing the platters of cottage pie, the vegetarian chili I threw together, and the enormous bowls of arugula and strawberry salads.

“I guess I wanted this one to be special,” I said.

“Does our redheaded friend have anything to do with that?” she asked.

Though I knew Renata was teasing me, I took her in my arms and gave her butt a firm squeeze, just to make sure it was as taut and round as when I groped it last, that morning while she was brushing her teeth.

“You know I might look but I’d never cheat on you.”

That was true. Early in our relationship, Renata and I came up with a look-but-don’t-touch policy. We both had something of a wandering eye, so we agreed that we could appreciate whoever we wanted so long as the only people we slept with were each other. It worked well for us. There was one exception to that rule, but we’ll get to that later.

Renata kissed me and got in a good grope of my ass too. “I know. But I think Katrina would let you bend her over our table and take her in about as much time as it took to get your pants down.”

I laughed. “She’s looked at you a time or two. That bit with the fries that one night? Yeah, I don’t think she was blushing just for me.”

“In your dreams.”

“Uh huh,” I agreed. “Yes. Definitely.”

A few minutes later, people started piling through the door. Jamie and Perrin were first, and brought with them both spring rolls and a stormy attitude from Jamie. She was pissed at Perrin about something, often cutting him off and leaving him looking at her with a pained expression. All Jamie would say was “we’re fine” when asked about it, so we let it go.

Gabriel and his clan arrived with the usual clamor. Tiberius was awake and babbling away, his words still mostly just syllabic and barely formed, though I was pretty sure his “Dee! Dee!” meant “Harvey! Harvey!” And when I plucked him out of Mindy’s arms, he sure seemed happy to see me. Autumn rushed for our cat Peppercorn, who took her adoration with his usual bored contempt. Sammy, Perrin, and Renata got out a board game, and after a minute of resistance, Jamie finally allowed herself to be pulled in.

Ray, Phoebe, and Elizabeth were last, and they weren’t alone. A sporty blue hatchback parked behind them on the street, and consciously or not, I sucked in what little gut I had. Renata noticed and grinned.

Katrina looked incredible in a retro white and red polka dot dress accessorized with a pair of chic cat-eye sunglasses. Her long red waves were in a braid hanging nearly to her curvy butt. My eyes dropped to her creamy legs on display, a sight I’d have to try and force myself not to stare at all day.

She carried a bag, too. I told Ray she didn’t need to bring anything but I saw some cardboard containers peeking out. I stood on my front porch watching her, barely registering Ray, Phoebe and Elizabeth as they came up the sidewalk.

Ray said something to me, and I said, “Yeah, she’s inside. Perrin too.”

“What?” he asked, grinning.

I finally focused on him. “What did you ask me?”

“I didn’t. I said it’s good to see you.”

“Oh right. Yeah. Sorry. I… yeah,”

Elizabeth looked back at Katrina. “He really does get knotted up around you.”

“It’s adorable,” Katrina said.

“Hey, Elizabeth. Phoebe,” I said. Elizabeth was just starting to show and couldn’t have been lovelier for it. Phoebe looked great too, and if she weren’t Ray’s, my eyes might have strayed down to her jean cutoffs. Good God, she was… uh… firm in the best possible places. “You’re both looking amazing. And… um… you too, Catherine. Kat. Katrina!”

From behind me, I heard Renata break into fits of laughter. She snorted to the others inside, “He forgot her name.”

“I did not!” I protested. “Summer dress… very pretty young woman… my brain just sort of did a hard reset.”

“It’s good to see you too, Harvey,” Katrina said. “I know you said not to bring anything, but Ray’s mentioned you two love the lumpia from Ryong’s?”

“Absolutely!” I said. “We had our third date there. I swear, I think we’re responsible for keeping the place open.”

She laughed lightly at that, and I ushered her in. Renata gave her a hug and took the food from her, as thrilled as I was. She hadn’t yet met Sammy or Autumn, so we made introductions and showed her around the house.

“Oh, you really did make cottage pie,” she said when she saw the spread of food. “I hope that wasn’t just because of me.”

“It was,” Renata said, giving me a dazzling smile. “But we make everyone’s favorites now and then.” She laid a hand on Sammy’s back. “Like, oh, next month, I hear there might be some homemade pizza pockets.”

“Wait, really?” Sammy asked. “Awesome! Harvey and Renata’s cooking is so good.”

“That’s what I hear,” Katrina said. “Can’t wait to find out.”

“Well, let’s get you dished up then,” I said.

We started in on the food. Katrina stayed mostly on the sidelines as she ate, taking in the conversations, the swirl of energy and life. Sammy was entranced by her, but he wasn’t the only one. I tried my damnedest to not look at her creamy legs, but every once in a while, I’d catch myself drifting away as I thought about kissing my way along them to the treasure that waited at her core.

But she was a guest, not a centerpiece, and so to distract myself, I sat on our couch with Autumn and read along with her from a couple children’s books. All full up on good food and a lot of running around, the little girl I considered to be my niece fell asleep. I gave Mindy a mom break and held Becky for a while, humming softly to her while she slept in my arms.

Elizabeth came to sit by me with a cup of herbal tea in hand, sighing pleasantly as she sat down. “You’re going to be the best uncle, Harvey.”

“Hey!” Gabriel protested from the kitchen.

“Oh, you know it’s true,” Mindy said.

Gabriel huffed, then said, “Yeah, all right.”

I chuckled and gave Becky a soft chuck under the chin. “Have you decided on names yet?”

“Oh no. The list keeps getting longer.”

Katrina came in with Renata, plates of Renata’s petit fours in hand. The desserts brought about a discussion of Renata’s baking-from-home business, which was as steady as always. Long-term, we were thinking about buying a storefront for her in five or ten years. The conversation slowly shifted towards Elizabeth and her work as a surgeon, then eventually toward Katrina.

“How about you?” Elizabeth asked her.

“Well, you know I love working for Ray,” Katrina said. “He’s been encouraging me to take some management classes and I think I’m going to do it.”

“Maybe even buy him out one day,” Renata said.

“Oh no,” Katrina said. “I like the idea of being a manager but I don’t want that kind of crazy. I’m happy there. Ray treats us well, and he listens when there’s a problem. I can’t imagine working anywhere else.”

“What about at home? Boyfriend? Want to get married someday?”

“No boyfriend. I got out of a long-term relationship a couple years ago and I’ve been having some fun since. But I’m not committing again until I’ve found a dependable guy. A man. I want someone who can who can… hm. ‘Take care of me’ sounds so old-fashioned but it’s kind of true, you know?”

“What do you mean?” Renata asked, shifting so she could curl one leg underneath her butt and twist towards Katrina.

“Well, like… like the obvious,” Katrina said, blushing, “but also someone who knows how to do things around the house, and change a tire, and little things like that. And I want a family someday. That’s a biggie for me. But I also need to know the guy is going to be there for us. I don’t want to just say, well, he’ll do.”

“I hear that,” Mindy said as she came in with her own dessert plate. She sat next to me on the couch.

Renata listened to Mindy and Katrina talk, but her focus seemed entirely on the redhead. She looked lost in thought. I attributed it to the discussion about family, knowing how much that had been bothering her lately.

I wasn’t far off.

But that wasn’t the only drama brewing. Jamie avoided Perrin most the afternoon, and when he finally got her cornered, she stormed out of there, shouting, “Someone else give him a ride, please. Or even better, make him walk.”

Perrin sighed and looked about as miserable as a human could be. Ray stood up, anger starting to smolder in him. I stood up too, and held Becky out to Renata. “Take him?” I asked. She nodded. Gabriel and I followed Ray out to the kitchen table. Ray gripped Perrin’s shoulder and said none too softly, “Let’s go out back and talk.”

“Sir, whatever you think, it’s not that.”

Ray grunted noncommittally, and we led Perrin outside. The poor guy looked terrified, and I guess he had a right to. He heard stories about me, and though Ray was rarely angry, he was intimidating.

Ray pointed at a deck chair and barked, “Sit.”

Perrin did, in a hurry.

“What’s going on?” I asked, settling on another chair.

“She thinks I cheated on her. I didn’t. Wouldn’t. Not ever.”

“Now why would she think that?” Ray asked.

“It’s a big misunderstanding. I skipped out on class to take care of something. She thought it was because I was seeing someone else. There’s been this girl who gets flirty with me. She’s cute but I would never do that to Jamie.”

“What were you doing?” I asked.

Gabriel, who had been silent this whole time as he studied Perrin, spoke as serenely as if he was discussing the weather. “He was buying a ring.”

Ray and I stared at him, then at Perrin. The young man nodded solemnly, then dug out his phone. He tapped away at it and held it up. On the screen was a picture of a ring against a countertop. He scrolled through. There were a dozen more pictures like it.

“You were… you were buying a ring,” Ray said, his anger leaving him in a rush, replaced with something like awe. “My girl. You were buying my girl a ring.”

“Yes sir. Well, looking at them. Getting an idea of what I wanted and how much I needed to save.” Perrin said. “I want to surprise her, but now I’m not so sure I shouldn’t tell her-”

“Get up,” Ray said. Perrin did, and they embraced, Ray thumping the young man’s back. When he pulled away, he couldn’t speak. He just gripped Perrin’s shoulder and nodded.

“We’ll calm her down,” I told Perrin. “And we won’t give anything away.”

“Do you know how you’re going to propose?” Gabriel asked.

Perrin’s worry finally broke and he smiled wide. “I do. It’s not going to be for a long time yet, but I wanted to get this taken care of so I have it paid off.”

“Need some help with the proposal?”

“I might, yeah. With the setup and maybe someone to take pictures, if Jamie hasn’t broken up with me before then.”

“She won’t,” I said firmly.

“Thanks. I’ll talk to you guys about it sometime, okay?”

“Anything you need,” I said to him. Gabriel agreed, and Ray hugged the young man one more time.

“I hope that answers the question of if I have your blessing,” Perrin said.

“If she married anyone else, she wouldn’t be half as bright as I know she is,” Ray said.

* * *

Late that night, with the house finally to ourselves and all the leftovers given or put away, I rested in bed naked with a hand under my head, waiting for the love of my life to emerge from the bathroom. She told me earlier to take the first shower and be ready for her, and after four or five hours of staring at Katrina’s bared legs, I most certainly was.

Renata came out of the bathroom in her slinkiest black negligee, one that came up so close to her sex that if she bent over in it, it would show off everything. Hers was a feral beauty that night, her long dark hair in waves, her makeup heavily done, her skin glowing with lotion. She moved to me like she was burning for it, and it didn’t take but a minute for me to feel the same way.

She slid onto the bed and mounted me, her bare sex sliding along the length of my cock. “Fuck, Ren,” I growled. “You look gorgeous.”

“Thank you,” she murmured. “But I don’t want you to think about me tonight.”

I grabbed her ass and pulled the thin, sleek fabric up just far enough to squeeze her cheeks. “Katrina.”

“Yessss,” she hissed. Fuck, she was already wet, and it wasn’t from the shower. She rocked up, reached down, and pulled my dick up until I was aimed at her pussy. She dropped down with a satisfied, “Mm hmmm.”

“That dress…”

“I wanted to see it pooled on our bedroom floor.”

That was new. Usually if we roleplayed, she acted the part of the woman. My voice rough with the same need reflected in her, I said, “What else?”

“Mm…” She rocked harder on me. “Imagine… imagine those lips wrapped around your cock, Harvey… those pretty peach lips…”

“With you right beside her,” I grunted, squeezing her ass. This was intense, but I found myself giving over to my wife’s fantasy almost immediately. Mentally I’d been edging myself all day so it wasn’t too surprising but still, the images sprung in my mind like they were actually happening.

“Yesss,” she moaned, now rocking so hard she was practically bouncing. “We’d share you and lick you and she’d suck you down but I’d have to show her how far you l-like it, how you like to shove that big dick all the way down my throat…”

“Fuck…”

“I’d teach her how you make me feel so dirty, to be your good girl, baby, just like m-me.”

Her ass slapped against my thighs. I reached up to tug down the thin straps of her top and cup her bouncing breasts. Renata was gone now, her eyes squeezed shut, lost to the fantasy. I wasn’t all that far behind, rocking my hips to meet hers, thinking about Katrina and my wife together, sucking my cock. We fantasized a few times about her sharing me with another woman but only tried acting it out once, an ill-advised threesome with a friend of hers that devolved into jealous spats and a vicious friendship breakup.

But as fun as our fantasies about other women could be, nothing had ever come close to this raw passion. Renata was on fire, her hands falling to my chest, fingernails scratching me as she arched her back and thrust her breasts out, slamming down hard one more time before she froze up, mouth agape. I don’t think she ever came that hard or that fast before.

I had Ren on her back before she was through it, one of her feet raised high, her ankle resting on my shoulder as I plowed down into her at an angle. She thumped at the bedding, her dark hair spilling across her eyes. Her pussy quivered again around me, her breaths coming in high keens of need until she’d finished coming that second time.

“Tell… tell me more…” she whimpered.

“I want to see both of you together,” I said, “you on your back, her riding your face. I want to fuck you while she does it. Just like this…” I thrust hard inside Renata and her hands went to her breasts and her stomach, roaming all over as she writhed underneath me.

“Tell me how you’d fuck her Harvey…”

“On her hands and knees, baby, licking your pussy,” I said.

“Do it, do it to me…”

I yanked out and Renata hurried onto her stomach. Before she was even entirely on her hands and knees I had her legs spread and buried myself back inside her. She cried out with it at the same time as I moaned my pleasure. No way I could hang on. Renata had me feeling like a teenager again.

I grasped her waist and fucked into her hard. Dizzying images of Katrina whirled through my mind, of her on her knees, licking Renata’s pussy. Of my wife riding her face. Of the two of them together kneeling in front of my, licking and slurping on my dick. My thrusts went harder, deeper. Renata cried out and collapsed on the mattress and still I kept going, pulling her legs up myself to give myself better leverage. With her head twisted to the side and her legs kicking at the air, I pounded into her another minute, lost to my visions of Katrina.

Close, I drove deep into my wife and growled her name, “Renata… fuck…”

“Yesss… fuck me… fuck me like her… come in her…”

Oh God, that set me off. I thought of spilling inside Katrina. Thought of her pregnant. The orgasm hit me like a haymaker. I poured into my wife, my warmth seemingly never-ending until finally I was too spent to hold that crouched position anymore. I pulled out of Renata, gaping at the come drizzling from her like I hadn’t seen it a thousand times before, but everything felt new that night. Changed.

But I would never cheat on her. I would never break our rules. Fantasy was all it could ever be.

Thank God Renata had other ideas.


I Think You Can See Where This Is Going

Monday saw me working on some general touchups on a rental property near the college. Not a terribly complex job, just replacing some of the light fixtures, the toilet, and possibly the tub, depending on what the owner decided by the end of the week. That last would probably mean me bringing in a small crew, which had them hemming and hawing.

I took advantage of the closeness to the college by calling Jamie and inviting her to lunch. “If this is about Perrin,” she warned me, “I don’t want to hear about it.”

“It is, and you do.”

“Uncle Harvey…”

“Have some faith, hon. I can either tell you over the phone or I can tell you in person and I’d rather see your face than talk to plastic.”

She couldn’t do lunch but we settled on a time after classes at a small park at the college. I called Gabriel and told him to get his ass downtown then too.

I arrived well ahead of them and was watching college kids toss a ball around when Gabriel showed up, babies in a double stroller. When Gabriel first became a father, it took Renata by surprise how good he was with Tiberius, and soon the other three. But I remembered him at eighteen or nineteen, holding Jamie and burping her more carefully than either Ray or me. He was always good with her, and seeing him now be a great dad to four children… well, it didn’t surprise me in the least.

I took Ty while Gabriel held Becky. A cute twenty-something in shorts walked by, clearly checking Gabriel out. He ignored her. Actually ignored her. Just a couple years ago he would have wandered over to flirt or maybe just skip three moves ahead and head to her dorm room with her.

“What?” he asked, nonplussed at my smirk.

“Look at you. A family man.”

“Shut up.”

“Not even a bit of flirting.”

“Aw man,” he groaned. “She couldn’t be older than twenty.”

“Never stopped you before.”

“Or Ray, apparently.”

“True. It’s still crazy to me he fell in love with a college girl.”

“Right? Hey. What happened with you guys and Katrina the other night?”

Thinking Gabriel meant Ray, Phoebe, and me, I asked, “What do you mean?”

“You, Ren, and Katrina. You three were all eye-f…” He glanced at Ty, who was watching the kids with the ball and noshing his lips. “…eye-sleeping with each other.”

“Ah. No, nothing happened. Well… Ren… she played out some of it out. It got pretty intense.”

“That doesn’t surprise me. I think she might have an eye for Kat too.”

“I wish. We tried that once. Not with Katrina, with a friend of Renata’s.”

“I remember,” Gabriel said, his eyes unfocusing as he thought. “Tatiana?”

“Spot on.”

“I liked her. Terrific ass.”

“Great ass,” I agreed.

“Remind me, what happened?”

“We took a weekend trip to hit the garage sale days down in Miner for Renata’s birthday. At dinner, we all had a little too much to drink, and when we got back to the hotel, Renata confessed she always wanted to try being with a woman. Tatiana was game. We had our fun, and it was a good time, but afterwards, Tatiana got jealous of Renata.”

“Oh, that’s right,” Gabriel said. “And she tried to get you alone at her house.”

“Yup. Called and told me she couldn’t get her car started. I walked in, she was completely naked. Tried to convince Renata I was the one who went after her. It got ugly.”

Gabriel and I thought about that some, then he said the words I was thinking. “Well… not that ugly, if she was naked. So… you guys ever thought about it again?”

“We have our fantasies,” I said. “But that’s all it’s ever been.”

“Would you?”

“Why? You offering?” I asked, jabbing him with my elbow.

“Jesus, no. I don’t want to see your old balls hanging down to your knees. I mean, someone like Katrina.”

I hesitated. “I don’t know how to answer that. I mean, yeah, I’d love to on a physical level. You’ve seen how brainless Katrina makes me. But my marriage is my everything. What we went through with Tatiana, it’s not worth it.”

“Katrina is no Tatiana.”

“You’re right, but I’m also not going to roll those dice.”

About then, we saw Jamie pull into the parking lot. Gabriel waved and Ty said cheerfully, “Ay me.”

Gabriel glanced at him sharply. “Say it again. Who is that?”

“Ay me!”

“All right!” I said. “Good job, Ty!”

We were still grinning like madmen when Jamie came to us. “He just said your name,” Gabriel said. “Say it again, Ty.”

But Ty now clammed up, though he let Jamie hold him. “Aw, I knew I’m your favorite,” she said. He giggled and booped her nose with a wag of his arm. For revenge, she raised his shirt and blew on his belly, making him squeal with laughter. His sister joined in with a joyous noise of her own, but she was soon snoozing again.

“Jamie, Perrin told us what’s going on,” Gabriel said. “We swore we-”

“He was looking for a ring,” I said.

Jamie and Gabriel both stared at me. Jamie sputtered, “He… w-what?”

“You swore you wouldn’t tell her, dude,” Gabriel said.

“If you thought Mindy was cheating on you, would you want to know the truth or simmer for maybe months on end?” I asked him.

“Fair point,” he said.

Jamie said weakly, “He’s going… going to propose… and I… I treated him… oh my God, he’s going to propose!”

“Congratulations,” Gabriel said. “Sorry Dickhead blurted it right out.”

“No, it’s okay, I don’t want to be mad at him. I need to apologize to him, I need to… to make this right.”

“No, you are not going to let him know you know,” I said sharply. “Apologize and say that you trust him, because that’s what good healthy relationships are about. I mean, Jesus, Jamie, did you really think Perrin would cheat on you? Really?”

“No. I guess not,” she said. “I get self-conscious. He’s the nicest guy, and I love him so much. But sometimes I think he could do better than me too, you know?”

“We all go through that,” Gabriel said softly. “I think it about once a week.”

“Same,” I said. “And I know Ray felt the same way about your mom, hon. For a fact. Angela too about him.”

Gabriel reached out and took Jamie’s hand. “Don’t make my mistake. Remember he loves you for you. Imperfections and perfections alike. Don’t go thinking the other girls deserve him more. He’s choosing you. And you’re choosing him.”

She sniffed and nodded. “Thanks, Uncle Gabe. Does Dad know?”

“Oh yeah. Hasn’t stopped smiling,” I said.

“Thank you for telling me. I won’t say a word to Perrin except to tell him I’m sorry.”

* * *

I got a text from Renata late in the afternoon saying she’d be out for a while, maybe a couple hours. I assumed it was something to do with her baking business and didn’t pry. It gave me more time to work, and by the time I came home myself, she wasn’t too far behind.

Freshly showered, I was just starting to think what I wanted to do with the chicken breasts that night when she came into the kitchen. “Hey, baby,” I said. “What do you think about chicken paninis tonight?”

“Harvey. Let’s sit down.”

“What’s the matter?” I asked, closing the fridge door and coming to her.

“I’m going to ask you a question, and it’s… big. It’s really big. But we need to think about it.”

“Sure,” I said, my heart speeding up. Katrina, maybe? Was she thinking about a threesome? Oh Lord, could I be that lucky?

Renata waved off my offer of a glass of wine and we sat at the kitchen table, her hand going to mine. There was a mad gleam to her eyes like when we took Jamie to an amusement park for her fourteenth birthday. The way Renata looked when we were about to go down a huge hill on one of the rides wasn’t entirely unlike her expression now, smiling but with a hint of nerves to it.

“Do you still want children?” she asked.

“We’re not kidnapping Ty and Becky, no matter how cute they are.”

“Don’t joke. Not now. I need you to be serious.”

“All right. Yes. Of course I do. But I’m okay with us not having them. You know that. I still love us, completely.”

“I know,” Renata said. “I want them too. What if I found a surrogate mother? Is that something you’d be okay with?”

I stared at her. “You’re serious. We… we talked about that, with your sister, or Angela, but…”

“I wasn’t comfortable. I know. It didn’t feel right to have family do it. Honey… what if I knew someone who was willing to do this for us? Who isn’t family?”

“Who?” I asked, but I knew. Of course I did. I wasn’t a stupid man but I had to ask the question. She knew who I would say yes to. Who I would drool over.

Renata squeezed my hand. “Katrina.”

My throat felt like it was clenching shut. I swallowed and said in a voice approximating calm, “We could, ah, certainly ask her.”

“Don’t get mad. I maybe should have talked to you first, but I didn’t want to get your hopes up and then have them dashed. But I just spent a couple hours taking her out and talking to her about it. She’s agreed to do it, if you like the idea.”

Now you’re probably imagining right then I was dreaming about threesomes again, but I wasn’t. I was thinking about children. I was thinking about honest-to-God babies in our household. I stood on shaky legs, and Renata did too. I came to her, my tears falling fast and hard, and I cradled her in my arms.

“Kids,” I finally whispered hoarsely.

“Kids,” she agreed. “I want this, Harvey. I want this so bad.”

“Me too.”

We held each other a long time before we finally broke apart. After finally fetching us both something to drink, I sat back down again, finally able to think of the questions I needed to ask.

“How much are we paying her to do this?” I asked. “I just want to know what we’re walking into.”

“Four thousand a month, plus expenses. Guaranteed twenty thousand if she gets pregnant.”

“Okay,” I said. “That’s a hit, but I’m good with that if you are. I’d want to know her medical history and anything we need to be aware of.”

“We thought about that. If you said yes, she can get everything ready.”

“Okay, good,” I said, my brain whirling. “Um, um, um, facilities, we should look them up. And… damn, what am I not thinking about?”

“Honey. It’s okay. Relax. We have time. Let’s not jump ahead, okay?”

“Right,” I said. “Yeah. Sorry.”

“But we have to talk about the store.”

“We’re not giving that up. That’s your dream.”

“No,” she said. “You and me, that’s the dream. A family. We use the savings for this and I’m putting my foot down on that. The storefront can wait.”

I wanted to argue, but it made sense. Otherwise we’d probably have to get a loan, if we could. I had been generous with my friends lately but we had our limits. “I swear to you, I will work every hour I can to make this up to you. You’ll have that store.”

“I hope not every hour,” she said. “I want you home with us when you can be. We’ll figure it out.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’d like to talk to her, maybe take her out for drinks or dinner. So we can go over things together.”

“How about as soon as she gets her tests done and we make sure we can do this?”

“Sure, that seems smart,” I said, fiddling with my hands. “How long do you think that might be?”

Renata laughed and stroked my hand. “I don’t know. A month?”

It felt like an eternity, but I agreed. “Do you have her number? I want to call her and…”

She dug out her phone, smiling tightly, her eyes shining again. When she dialed, I took the phone from her. Katrina answered with a cheerful, “How did it go?”

“It went amazing,” I said, stroking Renata’s hand with my thumb. “I just wanted to call and say…” My voice thickened, and all I could get out was a strangled, “…thanks.”

“You’re welcome, Harvey. I’m excited. This is going to be crazy, but… yeah.”

I had to hand the phone off to Renata. She took it back, spoke to Katrina briefly about us getting together once all the medical stuff had been taken care of, and hung up. We never did eat dinner that night. Instead, we went to bed early, and made slow, easy love until nearly midnight. Nothing was guaranteed and I was sure some rug would be pulled out from under us, but for the first time in so very long, we had hopes for children again.


Copper Like Fire

Almost four weeks later, I got a call from a number I didn’t recognize. Thinking it was spam, I let it go to voicemail and ignored it.

Chickens were all the rage in New Bainbridge, and I was eating up business left and right making chicken coops of varying sizes for people interested in raising them. I liked the work. It was peaceful, I had most the materials on hand, and the rates I was able to charge were astronomical. I was making one that day for one of my favorite regulars, Laraine, a bright and vivacious twenty-something who worked for one of the shipping companies in the city. She liked the single life but wanted something to come home to and take care of. Chickens appealed to her and so I was installing a coop in her small backyard.

I spent most that morning thinking about Perrin and Jamie. He still hadn’t proposed. We had a pool going on about when he actually would. I already lost, thinking he would do it on her birthday. She seemed put out that he didn’t, and jumped every time he made a move. I think he knew she knew too, or he was accidentally great at teasing her about it. I was grinning about that and eating an avocado turkey wrap when I finally got around to checking my voicemail from earlier. I nearly fumbled the phone at Katrina’s perky voice.

“Hey there, Harvey. So all my tests came back and I finally got the hospital to get off their butts and get my records. Renata said you’d like to meet up when everything is all good to go, so this is me, trying to do that. I’m nervous. And excited. Anyway. Call me back!”

I did, my hand trembling. I set aside the wrap and wiped at my lips, as though Katrina could somehow see them through the phone. She picked up on the third ring, sounding breathless.

“Hello!” she said.

“Hey,” I said. “I got your message. Glad to hear everything went well. Is this weekend too soon to get together?”

“Works perfect for me.”

I made the offer to take her out to a nice dinner, but she loved my cooking enough to apparently want more, so we set something up at my place. Renata was my next call, and she was as excited as I was.

I was a ball of nerves that week, even more so than the last month. At home at night, I researched the different fertility clinics there in New Bainbridge and a few within driving range. All of them seemed completely feasible so I printed off information on all of them, organized it by the distance from Katrina’s apartment, and arranged it in a nice file folder. I told you, I was a bit nuts that week.

The night of the dinner, Renata and I both dressed it up a bit, her in an actual floral print dress, me in slacks and a short-sleeved button-down. While we waited, I cuddled with her on the couch. I say “cuddling,” but it was more like huddling, the way we bunched together, me with my arm around her shoulders, her sniffling.

And finally we heard a car pull up. I glanced at my watch. “She’s early.”

Renata twisted towards me. Gone were her tears. Gone was the worry. She lit up with a huge smile. “I love you, Harvey. I want you to know that.”

“I love you too. I’ll get the door.”

“I’ll get it. It’s not Katrina.”

“What?” I asked.

Renata kissed me gently, her hand coming up to the side of my face and stroking my cheek. When she pulled back, my wife said, “Whatever happens tonight has my blessing.”

Then she was up and off the couch, moving for the door and her shoes. I stood up too. “Renata, wait. Is this… are you saying what I think you are?”

“Yes. We talked about a fertility clinic, but… I don’t know, don’t you think you’d have more fun the old-fashioned way?”

My heart skipped, and I’m ashamed to say in that moment, I felt nothing but joy and pure, unchecked lust. The words that fell out of my mouth were obligatory. I wanted Katrina. Renata knew that. “I would never cheat on you.”

“It’s not cheating if I know, baby,” Renata said. “Have fun. I mean that.” She went for the door, but stopped just shy of opening it. “And I want details when I come home.”

She left, and I stumbled back towards the couch, shocked. My wife gambled so much for this to happen – the next step in her career, our happy marriage… everything. And she practically skipped out of the house, like it was nothing to her. The enormity of what she was doing for our family almost stopped me that night. I wrote out three texts to Katrina telling her this was off, but I never sent any of them. It wasn’t lust that made my decision for me. It was the thought of my wife, holding a baby. Our baby.

Another car pulled up ten minutes later. I stood, my throat dry, my hands trembling. When I came to the door, she was nearly there, my redheaded fantasy, soon to be the surrogate mother to our children if we had any luck.

Katrina.

She looked incredible, but she always did. Her white shorts didn’t leave much to the imagination, and her tank even less. Her hair hung long and loose, drawing in the last rays of the sun and almost reflecting it.

“Hello, Harvey,” Katrina said softly.

I nodded. It was about all I could do. Already I was hardening as she stepped inside, her fingers trailing my chest. I followed her, closing the door slowly behind me as I took in her magnificent ass, the bottom of her cheeks just barely exposed.

Before my brains left me entirely, I had to say something. My words were throaty, and already I was reaching out to her, to take the woman who fascinated me nearly as much as Renata.

“I love my wife,” I said.

“I know,” Katrina murmured, turning to me. “I’m not going to try to tear you apart.”

I nodded, and then I moved. I clutched her face in my hands, and for the first time in so long, I kissed a woman other than my wife. Eager, warm lips greeted my own. It took two or three tries to mesh together but then we were moving, in sync, her tongue playfully batting at my lips, my hands going to her shoulders, her waist.

I walked her backwards towards the stairs and then we were rushing up them, her ass so tantalizingly close to my face I couldn’t wait. I stopped her there, gripping her waist again. I sank to one knee and turned her around. She helped me unbutton her shorts and dropped them right there along with a flimsy thong.

Katrina’s bare sex invited me in, and I buried my face against it, my hands going for her ass. I don’t know if it was me who guided her down or if she dropped on her own, but soon I had her on her back at an angle up and down the stairs. One of her legs kicked up as I slid my tongue through her depths, her ankle resting on the handrail.

“Ahhh, Harv-eeey…” Katrina gasped.

I loved the taste of her, fresh, faint. I ate her with an eagerness only reserved for Renata, my hands all over her creamy thighs, her hips, her stomach. She sucked in a breath as she watched me, her ass rolling up to meet my tongue. My laps were fast and deep, as though I were trying to fuck her with my tongue. There was no lovemaking that day, only wild need.

My rough, calloused fingers slid into her sex as my tongue traveled further, circling her clit before slashing it with quick flicks. Her hand snapped out and she grabbed a wooden baluster. She threw back her head and laughed throatily before I sucked her clit and added another finger into her sopping wet cunt. Then the laughter stopped and me moaning started in earnest.

“Mmm, mmm, Harvey, fuuu…” She clapped a hand over her mouth.

Without moving from her clit, I said, “Be as loud and vocal as you want. I love it.” I kissed her clit. “I love this clit.” I moved lower. “I love this cunt.” She gasped, arching her back at the same time. “I cannot wait to fuck you.”

Then I devoured her clit again, sucking it, licking it. This time, she held nothing back and wailed it out. “Fuuuuck!”

Soaked with Katrina’s need, my fingers slammed in and out of her. By now my cock was so hard I ached but I was mad for her orgasm, needing to feel her come before I took her. The way she white-knuckled the baluster, I figured she was close, and I wasn’t wrong. Just a minute later her foot came off the rail and she jerked up nearly to a sitting position.

“Har-VEY!” she cried out.

Her butt jerked up and down and still I kept going, pushing her back down until she was humping at my hand. Her walls kept quivering around me and she made this high whistle sound in her throat as her head thrashed. She clamped a hand to a full, ripe breast, squeezing it through the fabric of her top, teasing her nipple.

My fingers made sloppy sounds inside her, audible even over my heavy breathing and her keens. I stopped pumping the fingers to taste her again, spreading her hips as wide as I could to lick up that wetness. She twisted over onto her knees, thrusting her ass out, and I ate that too. My temper might now be under control, but it manifested itself in my sexual appetites and I held nothing back, sliding my tongue into Katrina’s bleached bud and shoving my fingers back into her pussy.

She yelled, “Oh… my… God! Lick my ass! Nnnngh!”

I did, rocking like I was fucking her as I ran my tongue around her rim and stuck it in. My fingers lost their rhythm but it didn’t matter much anyways. She was riding a high that she wasn’t going to come down from for a long, long time. Her ass thrust back at me, that perfect peachy butt, and I devoured it as my free hand went for my pants.

Those I worked down, along with my boxers, my cock springing free. She looked back over her shoulder, lips parted, eyes half-lidded as I finally stopped slurping on her ass and moved, pushing up and bringing my cock to her pussy.

The fire overtaking me subsided just long enough for me to ask one question. “Katrina, are you sure?”

“Yes,” she said. “Fuck me. And come inside me. I want it. And I want to help you and Renata.”

I gripped my cock and Katrina’s waist, never realizing I was holding my breath until I slid inside her. My God. I was screwing another woman. Guilt and a charge like I’d never felt before swept through me. Katrina gripped me so well, taking me deep. Her fingers scrabbled at the stairs and she arched her back, her own breath exploding outwards as mine rushed out of me.

“Ahhh, big, that’s big… f-filling me up…” she whimpered.

I couldn’t respond. I was lost in the sensations of her body around me. Everything in that moment felt more real to me than the last month of delirious waiting. I was alive. I was going to create life. An image swept into my mind, so powerful I nearly came in just the first eight or nine thrusts. Katrina, her belly full with my baby, her hands all over her stomach, her breasts, smiling shyly at me.

“Fuck…” I moaned. “Pregnant… oh holy shit, Katrina…”

“Do it,” she begged, rocking back and forth at me as I thrust up into her from the lower stair. She twisted her head to stare with half-lidded sightless eyes at me as her ass slapped back. “Give me it, give me every drop… I’ve th-thought about this so many times this m-month…”

I pounded into her, unable to hold back, entranced by both the previously taboo idea of fucking another woman and my newest fetish. I fantasized about taking her like this, from behind, her big belly nearly brushing the bed, her breasts ripe with milk. And Renata, Renata at the head of the bed, watching us, legs spread wide, fingering herself, whimpering our names.

“Katrina…” I said.

“Please… come… inside…” Katrina dropped her head and let out a stuttered breath, her body stilling. Then, all of a sudden, she whipped her head back and cried out, “Oh… yesss!”

She came just before I lost control. It was as close to a perfectly timed pair of orgasms as I ever had. I felt her quiver around me and then I was erupting, spilling inside her just seconds later, my hips slamming in as deep as I could get. I held on, gritting my teeth and finally letting out a guttural, “Take… it!”

We stayed like that a long moment, her hands trembling against the stairs a step ahead. Then I slowly pulled back, my cream spilling out of her. The sight reminded me so much of that night with Renata after the family dinner, when she played out that fantasy of us with Katrina. Odd, the way the universe lines up like that, I thought, and nearly fell down the stairs, only stopping myself with a hand on the rail.

Katrina giggled and flopped onto her back. “We… left these stairs… such a mess.”

I laughed breathlessly and offered her a hand. She took it, and when she stood up, I kissed her gently.

“Thank you,” I said. The animalistic part of me was gone, replaced by the man who had always so very dearly wanted a family. Who dreamed of playing ball with his kids, or teaching them to cook, or seeing Renata read to them. “This is… it’s the world to us. And the sex… Wow.”

“Wow is a great way to put it,” she agreed, and kissed me again. “But we’re not done for the night, I hope. Renata won’t be home until after nine.”

“Can I make you dinner?”

She glanced down at my slick cock. I still had yet to do up my pants, and felt strangely self-conscious about it despite what we just did. “Do you really want to waste a minute on food?”

As she took my hand, I said, “Nope. I do not.”

“Come on then.”

She led me up the stairs. As I stared at her ass again, my mind whirled. I said, “What are the rules here, Katrina?”

“Good question. What Renata and I worked out is that she’ll go out one night a week. You and I have free rein to do whatever we like until I get pregnant.” She glanced at me over her shoulder. “Which I’m guessing isn’t going to take long. Anyways, she’ll be home no earlier than nine so we can have our fun until then. And the rest of the week, if you and I want to fool around, we can, but she wants to know about it first so we’re not, like, sneaking around.”

“Seems like a pretty good deal to me,” I said as we rounded the corner into the bedroom.

“Thought you might like it. And I want to promise you again, whatever fun we might have, I’m not about to try and break you and Renata up. I like you, Harvey, and I like her. Saying this is just business isn’t true, but I’m not interested in wrecking your home life. If this all becomes too much, tell me.”

We stopped near the bed and I caressed her arm. “I will. And you do the same. What you’re doing for us, even without the sex… well, anything you need, we’re there.”

“Thank you,” she murmured.

We stripped, and now it was my turn to guide Katrina. I nudged her into the master bathroom and turned the shower on to a light misting setting. After it had a moment to warm up, she stepped in and breathed, “Oh, that’s nice.”

“Relaxing, right?”

“Did you install this?”

“Yeah,” I said, stepping in behind her. “Remodeled most the house myself at one point or another.”

“Mm. I like a handy man.”

“Hope you don’t mind a handsy one too,” I said, reaching around to cup her breasts.

“Not one bit,” she said.

I ran my hands all over her body as we let the steaming mist relax us. She leaned back against me, her ass grinding gently against my groin. She moaned, either from me or the mist, and I moved my hands to her copper hair, threading through it idly.

“Have you ever had a man wash your hair for you?” I asked her.

“No.”

“Let me, then.”

I reached for some of Renata’s shampoo and lathered up my hands. Katrina closed her eyes as I rubbed the shampoo in. As I massaged her scalp with kneading fingers, she moaned and rocked back against me. Soon I moved my fingers down through the length of her locks, then sliding them down further across her skin all the way to her tight, curvy ass. Then I went back up again, loving the feel of her wet hair in my hands and the way she reacted to me. By the time we rinsed, I was ready again and she felt it, grinding harder back against me. She turned off the shower and took me by my prick to guide me to the bed.

I remembered Ray mentioning his guilt when he first brought another woman to his bed a year after my sister died, but I felt surprisingly little about chasing Katrina up to the pillows. Her presence felt right and natural there. Or maybe I was just a horny old man with a young woman in his bed. Sometimes things don’t need to be overanalyzed.

She was something else in that moment, Katrina’s peach lips spread in a knowing smile as I crawled up her body. I wanted to take my time, but the newness of her, the youthfulness, they made me dizzy with lust again. When I stopped to suck at her big nipples, I meant to only stay a minute, but the hunger inside me roared to life. I sucked one, moved to the other, squeezed her breasts together and moaned against them. She laughed and stroked my head as I thought about milk spilling from those nipples, my cock rising, rising.

I was on Katrina again, sliding between her legs and shoving inside her. She bent her legs, knees coming up nearly to her breasts as she rocked up against me, fingernails digging into my back. Our lovemaking started its second round with as much of a fervent bang as our first, me shoving up into her, Katrina just as frantic to take every inch of me. As her moans intensified, her fingernails raked my back, marking me unintentionally. The sting only stoked my lust, and I thrust deeper, faster. She rocked up, her ass lifting off the bed entirely, and I grabbed it to go even further until Katrina was only resting on her shoulders, feet kicking uselessly as we fucked.

“Oh, ohhh, ohhh, f-fuck, mm, how a-are you making me feel this g-good aga-?”

Her words trailed off as her eyes slid upwards. Her jaw hung open and she keened out again. I loved how noisy she was when she came, so very similar to Renata. I eased her down and took her ankles to rest them over my shoulders. She bounced with my every thrust, a hand wavering in midair like she was trying to ask me a question. We fucked like that for what felt like hours, my hips doing all the work, her need cascading into a string of orgasms.

“Please,” she finally begged, “come inside me, I d-don’t know… how much more… I can take…”

I dropped her ankles and took Katrina, hammering into her so hard she would bruise. But I couldn’t stop myself. The spill of her red hair, her lips wide, her eyes dazed and lust-crazy. I leaned down to crush my mouth to hers, panting her name. She clutched at my head and kept me near, cheek to cheek as I neared my own climax. When I came, I nearly punched the mattress it felt so fucking good.

For long minutes, we did nothing but make out, me still inside her, our breaths hard and ragged. When Katrina could finally speak, she gasped, “We’re going to do this every chance we can while we can.”

I laughed and spilled sideways, my chest still rising and falling as I stared up at the ceiling. “That was something else. You okay?”

“Nope. But it is the best kind of pain.”

“Shit, I’m sorry.”

She twisted and pressed a hand to my stomach. I pulled her in tighter and she kissed my pec. “Don’t be. Best sex of my life. Renata said you were amazing but I thought she was selling me on you.”

“You were pretty incredible yourself.”

We showered again and I made her a quick and easy dinner, tossing together some soft-shell chicken tacos. Not exactly the fancier butterflied and baked chicken I had in mind, but I think we both had more fun eating our tacos over the kitchen island, bullshitting about little getting-to-know-you stuff that my nervousness around Katrina had always hampered. We had always been friendly with each other, but this was really the first time we had an open, honest conversation.

When we were done, we put our plates in the sink and I walked Katrina out to her car. There, I kissed the corner of her mouth. “Mind the neighbors getting an eyeful?” she asked.

“I’m all for it.”

She kissed me this time, making it a good and long one. I reached down, squeezed her ass, and shivered with pleasure. Her soft laugh chased me long after she was gone.


The Impregnation Game

“How was it?” Renata asked.

I served her up a couple of the tacos, thought about it, and decided my exercise for the night warranted a third taco for myself too.

“Amazing,” I said. “I need to clean the staircase, though.”

She blinked. “The… staircase? Details!”

I gave them to her, and it wasn’t long before Renata was squirming. By the time I finished retelling the events in details that made my wife blush, we were done eating and I was putting the leftovers away. I took a seat next to her again and held her hand.

“Did I do anything that made you uncomfortable?” I asked her.

“No. Are you okay with this?”

I took a breath. “I made it clear to her you and I, we’re unbreakable. She agreed to that. But if she gets jealous, the way Tatiana did, I won’t touch her again.”

“Okay,” Renata said.

“And I wanted to check with you first about something she said, that we had the all clear to hook up as long as you know in advance.”

“Yes. I think…” Renata licked her lips. “The idea makes me a little hot, Harvey. I like the idea that you’re making another woman feel what I’ve felt so many times. Making her… yours.”

“That could bite us in the ass,” I said.

“I know. And she might get hurt from it. But I love you with all my heart, and I trust you.” Renata leaned closer, and her eyes were intensely serious. “And I want to hear everything after you do it.”

* * *

Katrina needed a couple days to recover from our first tryst, but on the third day I got a text from her saying the sink at work was leaking again. “I could use a handy man,” she added, and in about as much time as it took me to pack up my tools, I was roaring over to Ray’s dealership.

So far as I was aware, he and Gabriel knew nothing about this and I intended on keeping that secret for a while. But quiet as Katrina and I tried to be, the rhythmic metal banging of me fucking her against a stall door in the bathroom did get some attention. Katrina may have also cried out my name before I could clamp a hand over her mouth. And maybe a saleswoman told Ray with some confusion that the sink in there was just fine after I first fixed it.

In any case, he waited for me, red in the face and his fists clenched after I walked Katrina out, both of us a little unsteady on our feet and her with her makeup freshly removed. He pointed up to his office, and we both went.

Ray slammed the door so hard a plaque fell to the ground. He snarled, “Sit.”

“I was on a break!” Katrina said.

He gaped at her, his fists balling even tighter. “You think that’s why I’m mad at you? Because you took ten minutes away from your desk?”

“Was it only ten minutes?” I asked Katrina. “Jeez. You had me worked up.”

“You… would flaunt… cheating on Renata… like this?” Ray shouted.

“Ohhhhh,” I said, as if this just occurred to me. “Hm. Hang on.”

I pulled out my phone and dialed my wife. Renata picked up on the third ring. “Hey, what do you think for this cake, cherry chocolate chip icing, or raspberry with sprinkles?”

“You know my answer to that is always going to be cherry chocolate chip,” I said. Ray looked like a vein in his forehead might burst any minute. “Hey hon, I’m going to put you on speaker. Say hi to Katrina.”

“Hi, Katrina!” Renata said. “How was your break?”

“Well…” Katrina said. “We got busted by the boss. And I don’t think he’s happy.”

Ray’s anger turned to puzzlement. “You… knew?”

“Oh hi, Ray! What do you think, cherry chocolate-?”

“What is going on?” Ray asked.

I told Renata I’d call her back, and Katrina and I explained. I apologized for the noise we made and told him it wouldn’t happen there at the dealership again. A bald-faced lie. In that month, Katrina and I fucked in three different vehicles on the lot, and once memorably in Ray’s office when he was off doing an exhibition at a fair or a festival or something. His office chair, by the way? Top of the line. Didn’t so much as squeak while Katrina bounced on top of me.

Ray let us go with a shellshocked warning and I kissed Katrina one more time before I let her get back to work. Her coworkers all stood in a semi-circle watching us. Katrina gave them a coquettish wave with her fingers, and practically skipped back to her desk.

* * *

“You scored Katrina?” Gabriel asked me.

“Yeah. Thanks to Ren.”

“But… but you’re old!” he sputtered.

“You’re pretty close to forty yourself,” I said, raising my mug to my lips and trying not to grin. I failed.

“It’s going to make things so awkward at work,” Ray moaned. His own beer was almost gone, drained the moment the bartender brought it to our spot at the bar.

“Like, oh, sleeping with your daughter’s roommate?” I asked

Ray gave me the finger at that and finished off the rest of his beer. He nudged the glass forward and said, “Just promise me, no more sex at work.”

“Promise,” I said, then silently amended that to “promise I won’t sleep with her often at your work.”

“You promise what?” Ray asked.

“Hm?” I said, playing innocent.

“Say it. You promise you won’t sleep with Katrina again at the dealership.”

“I promised,” I said. “And you know me. I’m reliable.”

He sighed and took my glass from my hands. He drained that too. “Someone’s giving me a ride home, I don’t care which of you it is.”

“We’re only sleeping together until she gets pregnant,” I said. “That was the deal between her and Renata.”

“That’s still a lot of sex,” Gabriel said. “A month, maybe two.”

“Any tips, big man?” I asked Ray. “I need to keep Ren happy at home too. That’s part of the deal.”

“Sports drink powder,” he said. “By the tub. And be prepared for a lot of pulled muscles.”

Gabriel said, “Hey. Think about it. We’re all going to have kids roughly the same age.”

We both turned and looked at him. He shrugged self-consciously, and I said, “Huh. You’re right.”

“Ray’s been the only one so long, and now…”

We all contemplated that. Ray finally said, “It’d be great if they were all friends.”

“That would be,” Gabriel said.

“Yeah,” I agreed. “That’d be pretty cool.”

“Shit. Is this going to get emotional?” Ray asked. “I’m going to order wings if this is going to get emotional.”

“I think we should anyways,” Gabriel said. He raised his beer to his lips, but didn’t quite drink. “Fuck. We’re all getting old.”

“To getting old,” Ray said, raising my empty glass.

We grunted at that, and decided on two orders of wings.

* * *

Those first few weeks were a whirlwind of stolen moments and sex. Katrina and I hooked up as often as five or six times a week, well beyond what Renata had in mind. But at home, my wife didn’t seem a bit jealous. Envious, maybe, but not jealous. Mostly that was because the nights, excepting every Friday, were ours, and I balanced the board as best and as enthusiastically as I could.

I woke up a happy man. I went to bed an exhausted happy man. My dick took a pummeling the likes of which I hadn’t endured since Renata and I were newlyweds, but I wasn’t going to be denied my fun. Neither were the two women in my life.

Though Renata wasn’t around for the fun parts, she did want to keep abreast of how Katrina was doing, so we had lunch every Sunday regularly that first month. I think it was also a way for Renata to crosscheck our stories against each other to make sure we really weren’t going behind her back, but soon, the lunches evolved into genuine friendship between all of us.

“Boy or a girl?” Katrina asked during one of these.

“Girl,” Renata said.

“I don’t care so long as they’re into baseball and video games,” I said. Renata rolled her eyes at Katrina, and the redhead giggled.

“Do you just want the one or are more on the table?”

That was a good question. We wanted more, but the cost was a big factor in whether or not we would pursue more than one. Combined with the medical costs, we were expecting to spend tens of thousands of dollars on Katrina’s pregnancy, doable with one kid. But as comfortable as we were, more than that was questionable.

“We’d have to talk about that,” I said.

“I think two or three,” Renata said quietly. “I’d have lots, if I could. A big family. As big as we could handle.”

“I’m sorry,” Katrina said. “I shouldn’t have…”

“No,” Renata said. “It’s all right. You can ask anything you want.”

“Well… I hope this one goes well. I hope we can do it again,” Katrina said. She blushed and stammered, “I mean, having kids for you both.”

“Oh, I hope you mean the sex too,” Renata said. “I’m loving hearing the stories about you two.”

“Really?” Katrina asked.

“Mm hm. He’s been taking good care of me too.”

Katrina gave me a lascivious grin. “Oh reaaaally? Even after he takes such good care of me?”

“He’s like a teenager, isn’t he?” Renata asked.

“Definitely.”

“I’ll take all this as a compliment,” I said.

“You should,” Katrina said.

We picked at our food, none of us quite able to look at each other. Something was changing in our relationship but we weren’t quite at that step yet.

We finished our meal and I asked the waiter for slices of honey cake and raspberry ice cream. While we waited, I wrapped an arm around Renata and asked Katrina, “What are you going to do with the money?”

“Move,” she said promptly. “The apartment I’m living in was fantastic. It’s big and it’s close to downtown, and my neighbors were great at first. And a lot of them still are, but more and more you get the feeling things could happen there.”

Renata leaned forward. “Is it dangerous? Are you okay?”

“I’m fine. But people moving in care less and less about the rules. I seem wild but I’m really very structured. I like peace and quiet and I like a quiet night, you know?” Renata nodded, and Katrina continued. “And the landlords don’t seem to really want to do anything about it. So I want to use the money to move somewhere quieter. Ray’s putting me through that management program and I’ll make great money after that, but with this, I can jump ahead and still have lots left to save.”

“Smart,” I said.

“Thanks.”

“Where are you looking at living?”

“I’m not sure,” Katrina said. “I’m thinking the suburbs. Ray’s mentioned Gabriel and Mindy live in a very nice, very quiet area.”

“It’s too bad I didn’t know sooner,” I said. “We helped him rent a killer little place right next door to Mindy’s for a while.”

“More like forced it on him,” Renata said. “In the name of love.”

“What do you mean?” Katrina asked.

We told her the story of how Ray and I concocted a plan to get Mindy and Gabriel back together, a plan that actually worked. By the time our dessert arrived, Katrina was rolling and we all put the conversation of Katrina’s next rental on the back burner.

I should have known Renata wasn’t so easily distracted, though.


The Rules Change

The fun with Katrina had to end sometime. We agreed on a minimum of a month before we bought her the first pregnancy kit, and that deadline was just two days away. I wasn’t ready to quit her, but I knew I had to. Renata was still my priority and I would do nothing to harm her or our marriage. That night, before Renata went to see a play with Elizabeth and Mindy, we had dinner together and talked, much like we did at the beginning of all this.

“Will you miss it?” she asked me. “Being with her?”

I thought about that. “Yes,” I admitted. “She’s energetic and fun, and I’m growing fond of her. But she’s not you, honey.”

“But you like her.”

“Well… yeah.”

“More than the sex?”

I thought about that too. “Yeah. More than the sex. We’re friends now. I like that.”

“Me too. If she got pregnant and you wanted things to keep going, would you tell me?”

Oof. I was walking into dangerous territory. “All right. Honestly? Yeah. I’d love to continue this. But I’m starting to get exhausted too. I love that you’re letting me do this, but I wish we didn’t have to separate the halves of our lives. I can’t imagine it would be comfortable, you being around while we make love, but this, it’s so close to cheating that it still makes me uncomfortable sometimes.”

Something I said pleased her. Renata leaned forward and kissed me, but said nothing else about it. Mystified, I let it go.

“Hey,” I said. “When she does get pregnant, let’s do a you-and-me weekend. Stay in bed, watch TV, drink way too much wine.”

“Popcorn?”

“Definitely.”

“Oooh. I like that idea.” Her fingers ran up and down the length of my arm, sending tingles all throughout me.

I rose, and I took her hand. We went to the couch together and I pulled her onto my lap. Renata and I kissed and made out like teenagers, happy, slow kisses that lasted until Katrina walked in.

“Oooh, now that’s a sight,” she said.

Renata turned. “Sorry you had to watch us old folks make out.”

“Old? Renata, if I thought you were interested, I’d invite you to stay and watch.”

Renata looked at me, then at her. “Are you serious?”

Everyone in the room went silent as we stared at each other. “Oh shit,” someone said. Wait. That was me. I was the one who said that.

“I don’t mind the idea,” Katrina said softly.

There was another long moment of silence before Renata finally slid off my lap. “How do you two… um… usually start?”

“Pretty much like you were,” Katrina said, coming to me. She was wearing a short skirt with an oversized belt, and worked her top out of the hem. “Some kissing. Some petting.”

“And then when her little pussy’s wet enough…” I finished for her, pulling her on top of me. “What do we do, Katrina?”

I hiked her skirt up and she ground on me. No panties. “We fuck,” she said.

Renata watched us as my hand went to Katrina’s ass. “You’ve got such a tight little butt…” she said.

“Mm, Harvey makes me say ass. And pussy. And all the dirty things I’ve never really said to a man,” Katrina said.

“He taught me to do the same thing,” Renata said.

Renata moved an armchair at an angle to watch us, her thighs spreading wide. She had yet to undress. Me either. Katrina was nearly out of that shirt, and tossed it back. As below, so above, her nipples bared and ready for my lips. Renata moaned softly as I brought my hands up to Katrina’s perky breasts, cupping them and squeezing them together before I sucked one of her big pink nipples into my mouth.

“Suck her, baby…” Renata breathed. Katrina glanced at her, lips parted, then refocused on me, grinding harder on my clothed groin.

Much like my first time with Katrina, my lust roared like a demon inside me. I nipped and sucked at Katrina’s breasts, lost again to the fantasy of milk trickling from them, of feasting on it just like this. My cock hardened and I started thrusting up at Katrina as she rode me.

“Hot…” Renata whimpered. She squirmed on her chair, hands gripping the leather arms.

My hands went to Katrina’s skirt and I worked at the belt. She leaned back and helped me, our eyes locked as she tossed off the belt and shimmied off me to drop the skirt. Renata audibly moaned at the sight of the young woman bared to us.

I rose too, grabbing Katrina behind her neck and pulling her to me to kiss her with the roaring need inside me. I cupped her ass with the other hand and squeezed as I twisted with her. Her fingers worked at the buttons on my shirt. I worked at my pants at the same time and dropped them as she tugged my shirt open. When I was nude, she gripped my cock and stroked me, but I had other ideas in mind. I pushed her down onto the couch, making her bounce and laugh delightedly.

That laughter wasn’t going to last long, though. I dropped to me knees and tugged her ass to the edge of the couch, throwing her legs over my shoulders. She leaned back and moaned as I dove in for my treat, licking her pussy with abandon. She didn’t look at me, but at Renata.

My wife said faintly, “He… he would tell me everything about you two…”

“Did you like hearing about it?” Katrina asked her.

“Yes. I felt so guilty and dirty… but it turned me on so much…”

“Mmmm,” Katrina moaned. “You don’t need to feel g-guilty. I like you knowing. Your man fucked me so good. Made me do such dirty things f-for him…”

Renata’s phone rang. She picked up and answered, “I’m going to… to mis out tonight. I’ll explain later.” Without waiting to hear from whoever was on the other end, she hung up and the phone dropped beside her onto an end table.

“Ohh, ohhh, like that, Harvey,” Katrina gasped. “Lick my clit… going to make me come so fast…”

“He’s so good at that, isn’t he?”

“The best. You should… you should p-play with yourself. If you want to.”

That brought me up out of my reverie, but Katrina gripped my hair and pulled me right back to her pussy again.

“Do… do you want me to?” Renata asked, sounding very timid.

“Yes,” Katrina said. “I want you to… to finger yourself while Harvey eats me and fucks me.”

“Okay.”

Renata stood and teased down her bikini briefs. Katrina watched, mouth wide. My wife settled back into the chair again. I was stunned. Renata had a softer, submissive streak to her, I knew that. But never had she been so moldable like this. I think in that moment I was starting to realize I wasn’t the only one under Katrina’s hypnotic spell.

Then the moment walloped me. My wife, my stunning sexpot wife, was watching and playing with herself as I had my fun with another woman.

Holy shit.

I moved. I shot up Katrina’s body and kissed her before I tugged her to her feet. She laughed, a breathless, high thing. I rested on my back on the couch and pulled her on top of my face. She knelt with one knee beside my head, her other foot on the floor, and I pulled her down to meet my eager, hungry tongue.

“Oh, fuck!” she cried out as I buried my mouth against her cunt.

Renata’s breathing was harsh and ragged. Out of the corner of my eye I saw her hand at her pussy, her skirt hiked high. She played with herself fast and hard, her ass rocking in the chair as she watched us, dazed. I returned my attention to the redhead grinding on my mouth and reached up to shamelessly grab her tits.

She rocked on my face, her wet pussy meeting my tongue and my lips. As Katrina’s pleasure intensified, she had to grab the back of the couch to keep from falling forward too far. “Oh God, ohhhh, H-Harvey, Harvey, that feels so good…”

“Lick her pussy, baby,” Renata panted.

Katrina’s pace, already fast, intensified as she thrust her pussy against my chin, her wetness staining my lips, cheeks, my everything. “Oh, oh fuck, oh fuck, fuuuuck!” she cried out. She shoved down one last time and trembled on me.

Then it was her turn to move, twisting around to suck my cock back to full hardness, her lips spreading wide around me as Renata’s fingers blurred inside herself. My wife lifted up with her own fingering, one cheek coming up completely off the chair as she gasped and moaned wordlessly, watching Katrina’s warm mouth envelope what she could of me.

“Suck him, suck his dick, oh my God, this is wild, this is so wild…”

Katrina buried her mouth down as far as she could go then came up gasping. She crawled down my body and gripped my hard, wet cock, pointing it straight up before she dropped down on me with a loud smack of skin against skin. I gripped that beautiful ass as she bobbed up and down on me, fucking me as hard as we had ever done this before, and that was saying something.

Katrina looked over her shoulder, her fingers coming to her lips. “I’m fucking your husband,” she said, her tone not harsh or evil, but almost playful and shy.

“Yessss,” Renata said, “fucking him… good… oh my G-God… I’m coming, honey, I’m coming watching her fuck you…”

She gasped and stilled save for her fingers. Her breath exploded out of her. Her playing slowed but didn’t stop, still easing in and out of herself.

Katrina slammed down on me, drenching my cock in her juices. Our bodies made such ridiculous noises, squelches and slaps, that I might have laughed if I wasn’t so turned on by it all. If this was going to be the end of our playing together, it was a spectacular one, but I wasn’t going to let Katrina have all the fun.

When she came up off me after one particularly hard bounce, I stopped her with a hand under her ass and spun sideways so I was sitting upright. “Come here,” I said, and she crawled on her hands and knees to me to mount me again. This time, though, I was in control, thrusting up into Katrina as she knelt over me, tits in my face again.

I paid them little mind for the moment, looking at Renata over my young lover’s shoulder. “Look at the way she takes me, Ren. Look at how her tight little pussy swallows every inch of me.”

“Every inch,” Renata agreed fervently.

“Do you want to know what I keep fantasizing about?” I asked her.

“Tell me…”

I looked up at Katrina. All or nothing. If this was going to be the last time, I wasn’t holding back my fantasies. “Her. Pregnant. These tits, giving milk. Us sucking them.”

Renata gasped and Katrina… Katrina looked shocked. But the way she dropped the next thrust, the moan that escaped her, I thought she liked the idea too.

“Preg… nant… and fucking… me…” she whimpered. “Oh, oh, fuck…”

“That’s right,” I growled. “Full and ripe and so goddamn beautiful. I’d take you every way I could, Katrina.”

“Oh my God, oh my God, oh, ohhh…”

“Come for me. Show my wife what you look like coming on my cock.”

“Your cock! Coming… coming for you!”

She did, thrusting her breasts out, throwing her head back. I sucked at her tit, grabbed her ass, and just held on while she came and came and came. Then I was lifting her, and Katrina wrapped her legs around me as I guided her to the coffee table. Her feet kicked outward as I began to hammer into her, Renata now fingering herself at full speed again, eyes bugging out.

Every one of us was lost to lust. I think if Renata made a move towards Katrina then she wouldn’t have said no. But my wife seemed locked in place, frozen by want. She came as I hurled myself into Katrina’s tight young cunt over and over and over again. I could feel my lips draw back in a sneer of passion, my grunting and moaning as rhythmic as Katrina’s. She came too, her arms snapping up and around my neck, her mouth latching to my shoulder. Her knees bucked and she cried out against my skin.

Still I kept going, feeling the ticking clock in the back of my mind, knowing this couldn’t last. I wanted Katrina to always remember me, to think of me when she was fucking another man, to selfishly be the guy she held everyone else up against. She was electric, uncontrolled, wild. Her arm came up behind her head, stretching out as if she were reaching for something. The other went to my back, raking me as she had our first time together.

Her staccato cries turned to gurgles. Her eyes rolled up and her mouth went wide. She came again and again, and Renata added her own quaking gasp to the mix, her fingers drenched by now. She could take no more and watch, her chin low, eyes wide as I gripped Katrina’s knees and brought them up. With her feet kicking in the air, I finally pushed deep one last time, maybe the very last, and I was coming into her, blood thundering in my ears.

But that wasn’t the end.

As fast as I came, I pulled out of Katrina, our juices pouring out of her and spilling on the table. I went to my wife, and just like I had our younger guest, I pulled her to the edge of the chair and spread her legs wide. She cried out as I lapped her up, eating her out with the same hunger I’d shown Katrina. I knew her so well, and she was already so turned on it wasn’t going to take long, so I drew it out a little, teasing her with fast, shallow swipes of my tongue before settling in for longer tastes of her clit and folds.

Katrina tumbled off the table. I kinda forgot she was on it and stopped what I was doing until I heard her giggle. “Oh my God, I’m too weak in the legs to stand up,” she said.

“He… has that effect…” Renata said, stroking my head. “We…. we went on a cruise one time… and I came so hard they… they thought he was m-murdering…” She started snickering, and Katrina joined in as I happily licked away. “m-me!”

It didn’t take long for my cock to harden again. I was divided between wanting to give it to Katrina or Renata, but in the end, my wife was closer. I lifted her up and brought her down onto my lap. She rode me reverse cowgirl style, not much help as she was too weak to do more than hang on, but I was still feeling it and thrust up into her, my arms wrapped around her waist. She was still in her going-out clothes, which included a finely strapped top. I tugged the straps down and freed her breasts, squeezing them as I pumped my hips up into her wet pussy.

Katrina watched all this sitting against the base of the couch, her legs spread but her hands not doing much work. She was done for the night, and Renata was close. I think I would have gone all night if I could, but having an audience was as much a turn-on for me as it was Katrina earlier, and it wasn’t too long before I was spilling into Renata too.

We stayed where we were for a long few minutes, catching our breaths. Finally, my wife started off me, her own legs nearly as jellified as Katrina’s. She helped the younger woman up, and tenderly, they kissed. I think it was just a reaction for both of them, something they did as instinctually as hug, and both of them looked equally surprised about it. They broke away, cheeks red.

“Um. Pregnancy kit tomorrow?” Renata said.

“Oh. Yes. Of course,” Katrina said. I thought maybe I heard a touch of brittleness to her, or maybe that was just an odd note after the kiss.

Whatever the case, she took the first shower while Renata and I cleaned up. As I was picking up Katrina’s things, my wife stopped me with a hand on my back.

“Was that okay?” she asked me.

“Are you kidding? Baby, that was incredible. Was it good for you?”

She looked towards the occupied guest bathroom, then at me. “We’ve done a lot of hot things. But that was the sexiest night of my life.”


Testing

Things didn’t evolve immediately into wild twenty-four seven debauchery. Even as crazy as that night got, there was still a wall of shyness dividing Katrina from us. I tried to bring up the kiss between the two of them when Renata and I went to bed that night, but she shut me down pretty hard.

“I just need time to process it,” she told me. “Things are changing so fast. I wasn’t expecting any of tonight, and maybe that most of all.”

I understood. But it didn’t mean I wasn’t thinking about that moment until I fell asleep.

In the morning, we drove to a pharmacy and bought a pregnancy kit. Renata spent a long time looking at all of them, and it wasn’t exactly for quality control.

“We haven’t done this in a long time,” she said.

“No,” I said. I stepped behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist. I kissed her neck, and she leaned back against me.

“I think she’ll be good at it. Being pregnant. I mean… she doesn’t smoke, she hasn’t drank since she started trying for us…”

“I think you’re right,” I said. Letting her talk the nerves out was important. Renata sometimes needed her train of babbling thoughts. It helped focus her.

“And she’s kind. I don’t know if the science says you get that from a parent or not, but I think you do. I mean… at least some of the chemistry has to be there, right? I hope so. I hope we have a baby as sweet as Becky and Ty.”

“Me too.”

She turned in my arms, studying me. “You think I’m being silly.”

“No. I really don’t.”

Renata nodded. I kissed her, uncaring about the look we drew from a woman walking down the aisle. In another five minutes, we paid, and left the store, a pregnancy kit in hand.

Katrina invited us to her apartment for a change. We picked up some pastries from one of our favorite bakeries and headed there. It was immediately apparent that Katrina’s words about the neighborhood being nice not all that long ago were true. The basics were all there – the landscaping, the apartments that didn’t look as cookie-cutter as some in the surrounding neighborhoods, the smattering of midrange vehicles. But everything was just slightly off. The landscaping showed signs of overgrowth and sloppiness. One apartment building was marred with graffiti, and the driveway apron to Katrina’s building showed serious signs of neglect with a dip so hard it had Renata reaching for the handle above her door. The place wasn’t terrible yet, but the whole neighborhood gave off a vibe, one I didn’t like.

We parked beside Katrina’s car and walked up to the second floor. A teenager leered at Renata along the way and she scooted closer to me. “I don’t like this place,” she said.

“Yeah. Me either.”

But there was one bright light, and that was Katrina. She opened up the door in a summery yellow tank and worn jeans.

“Hey you two! Come on in!”

She let us pass into a spacious living room. Her furniture was eclectic in the way of the single twenty-something, but well-kept. I didn’t have her pegged for a gamer but she had two consoles hooked up to her TV and a game on pause. A kitchen table was nicely centered by a houseplant I brought her a week ago.

She caught me looking at it and said, “I named it Ernie.”

“A good name for a plant,” I said.

“I’m lucky it’s still alive. I have such a black thumb. I’m glad you two came when you did. I’ve been drinking gallons since last night and I’m about to burst.”

“Oh here,” I said, and handed over the bag with the kit. She took it and started towards the bathroom.

“Sorry, not being rude,” she called over her shoulder. “Just really am about to burst. Make yourselves at home!”

Renata set the pastries on the table while I went to one wall and looked at the pictures hanging there. Family, friends I didn’t know. As well as Katrina was getting on with us, she was still almost a stranger, though I did spy a certain jolly giant among the pictures, dressed in an ill-fitting Santa outfit and seated on the back-end of one of the trucks on his lot with Katrina playing his elf.

“Honey, come look at this,” I said.

Renata came over and I pointed out the picture. Giggling, she went for her phone and snapped a couple pictures of the frame to send to Ray. In the meantime, another picture caught my eye, or rather, a series of them. In them, Katrina was always with a big group ranging from tweens to adults about her age. In each of them, they were standing in front of either a barn or a massive oak tree. They had to be family. There were at least half a dozen other redheads with the same coppery hues as Katrina.

About that time, our host and prospective mother came back out, a stick in hand. She smiled tentatively, and my heart soared. “Well, uh, in a minute, we know if all this hard work paid off.”

My heart dropped just as fast. I thought the smile meant the best news. Trying to get a handle on myself, I gestured at the pictures of her with the group of people. “Family reunion?”

“Every year,” she said brightly. “My family’s owned a big old piece of land for… oh… something like a hundred years. We all get together the first week of June. It’s the best time. We all drive each other crazy, but I love my family.”

“What would they say about… well… this?” Renata asked.

“Half my guy relatives would probably worship Harvey for being with two women,” Katrina said, poking me in the gut. “And the rest would get preachy and call me the devil, but they would anyways. That’s family for you. What about you two? Afraid this situation is too weird for your families?”

I had a feeling there was a lot of unspoken subtext happening right now between my wife and Katrina. “My parents are hippies,” I said. “They are all about being yourself and finding love however you want it. When Ray and Angela had Jamie at eighteen, they were amazingly supportive.”

“My parents are more traditional,” Renata said. “But they’d learn. One of my brothers is gay and they supported him.”

“Good. Well…” Katrina held up the stick. “I think it’s about time. Who should do the honors?”

Renata looked at me and smiled. I took the stick with trembling fingers. “Um. There’s one bar. What does that mean?”

“Not pregnant,” Katrina said. “I’m sorry.”

“What are you apologizing for?” Renata asked, taking the young woman in her arms. “Hey. This was early. It doesn’t mean it’s not going to happen. And if it doesn’t, that’s not the end of the world either.”

I joined in, hugging Katrina tight. “Well… I guess this means, uh, we can keep trying?”

“Of course that would be the first thing he says,” Katrina said to Renata.

Renata took in the pair of us, then said very quietly, “Um. Was last night… was that a one-time thing, or do you two mind me watching again?”

“I’m definitely okay with it,” Katrina said.

“Maybe… this time, I could see him take you from behind?”

“I’m not kidding, I drank gallons… but maybe I could watch you two?”

“Yup,” I said, grabbing my wife’s hand. “Yup yup yup.”

* * *

Later, Renata and I went for a walk in our favorite park, a lakeside one with a long easy path around the water. Trees were sparse that close, but in the distance were small groves of aspens and a few massive, old elm trees. And of course, in the distance were the mountains, covered in sweeping blankets of pines.

The day was a nice one, warm enough that families were out in droves. We weren’t out for exercise, but both figured a long walk after the midmorning strenuous and frenetic workout was in order. Happily sore, Renata walked much slower than usual, and I was happy enough to meander with her.

“I know you’re disappointed,” she told me.

“A bit,” I said. “Realistically I knew that it might take more than just the month, but you hope, you know?”

“I do. But Harvey?”

“Hm?”

“I have to admit something to you.”

“You like her, don’t you?”

She nodded. “Yes. And you do too.”

“Yeah.”

“Love?”

“I don’t know about that yet. But… aiming in that general direction.”

“If she couldn’t have our baby, would you still feel that way?”

“Yeah. You?”

“Yes. And if it needed to be someone else, I don’t know if I’d want them to be as close to us as Katrina.”

“You know if what we’re doing with Katrina makes you uncomfortable, we’ll stop.”

“I do. But it doesn’t. I like her in our lives.”

“I do too.”

“I don’t like her in that apartment.”

I chuckled. “Me either. Rentals are tough to find right now. I’ve been looking, but I’m not seeing anything where she’d be better off.”

“I know one place,” Renata said, her voice distant, a soft smile on her face.

“Where’s that?”

“Our house.”

I glanced at her. “Like… to rent?”

“To stay. During her pregnancy, and maybe beyond, if we’re all comfortable with it.”

I blew out a long breath. “I like the idea. But you know whatever this is between all three of us, living together like that, it might be a powder keg.”

“And it might bring us even closer. Like Ray, Phoebe, and Elizabeth.”

“Is that what you want?”

“I think I do,” Renata said. “I don’t think I’m quite ready yet to play with her. But… I want to. And I want whatever you two have going to continue. I’m jealous of her sometimes, but it feels… I don’t know. Healthy? Fun? Maybe it won’t always be that way but I think it’s worth exploring.”

“So we invite her to live with us,” I said.

“Yes.”

* * *

We mulled it over for a few more days, and finally asked Katrina.

She said yes.


The New Tenant

The house had four bedrooms, one of which we planned on being the baby’s nursery if Katrina got pregnant. That left two others for Katrina to pick from. She liked the downstairs one near the office and the garage entryway.

“That way, if I’m out late, I can sneak in through the garage and not wake all of you up.”

“That’s smart,” I said, but as you can probably guess, she never actually spent much time in that room.

We cleared it out, moving most of it into a storage unit paired with another one for Katrina. Though she sold most of her furniture to needy neighbors or through online ads, she had a few pieces she wanted to keep, particularly a big bed that practically needed a pole vault to jump on. I recruited Ray one day to help haul her things, a pleasant enough process except for the blond hippy keeping us company.

“You’ve gotta twist the top more towards the stairwell,” Gabriel said around a mouthful of apple. The fruit he was noisily eating was stolen from Katrina’s fridge. “No no no, not that way.”

“Define the top,” I said.

“The top, right here,” Gabriel said, pointing not at the top but the back of the chair.

“I’m going to throw him down the stairwell,” Ray muttered.

“Want help?” I asked. “We could ride him down like a sled.”

“Huh. Might be fun.”

“You two have all the jokes,” Gabriel said.

Negotiating the stairwell was even more of a pain, though we managed to man up when a trio of collegiate-aged blondes bounded up the stairs. Ray practically lifted the recliner by himself, holding it up so they could squeeze by.

“Going to add another college girl to the harem?” Gabriel asked.

One of the girls, not quite out of earshot, stopped and turned. “Another college girl?” she asked.

Ray shifted but didn’t speak so I took the liberty of jumping in for him. “Ray does pretty all right for himself. One of his girlfriend’s a former cheerleader there. Might want to swing by the European dealership on 13th and ask around for him if you want to find out why.”

She laughed, but she definitely gave him a once over. “Maybe I might have to do that. Definitely has that rocking dad look to him.”

“Ah jeez,” Ray muttered.

She gave him a playful wave of her fingers. We all stared after her until she was out of earshot. Then Gabriel said brightly, “Well, now we know Phoebe’s not the only one immune to the daddy charm.”

“If you ever call me daddy again, I will murder you,” Ray said.

“Oh, daaaah-deee,” I moaned, and Ray shoved the recliner back at me until I pinballed off the wall. “Asshole.”

“You’ll live.”

* * *

Katrina, Phoebe, Jamie, and Mindy cleaned the apartment the next day with Autumn and Sammy doing some fine work managing all of them, and we met back at our house to celebrate. We had some fun with it, rolling out homemade pizza pockets for the kids and adults alike, and when Elizabeth showed up, she brought with her a strawberry shortcake.

Late in her third trimester, she was looking radiant and became the center of attention. “I’ve only been consulting the last couple weeks,” she said, “and I’m done as of today for a few years. At least until I drive myself, Phoebe, and Ray crazy.”

“Do you know if it’s a girl or a boy yet?” Katrina asked.

“I do. Ray doesn’t. I saw the ultrasound and I know.”

“So it’s a boy, right?” Ray asked hopefully. “If you saw, that means you noticed he has, you know…”

“A penis,” Elizabeth said. “You’re nearly forty. You can say it. And I’m not telling you!”

“Did he mention he got hit on by a college girl yesterday?” Gabriel asked her.

“Ooh, another one?” Elizabeth asked.

Ray groaned his way through an exaggerated version of events that saw Gabriel try to tell Phoebe and Elizabeth everything from the girl getting a squeeze of Ray’s abs to her flashing him before she sauntered away.

Attention shifted back to us, and Phoebe, who was only a few years younger than Katrina, said, “So… how’s the babymaking going?”

Katrina said demurely, “Well… we’re still working at it.”

“But practice sure has been fun for them,” Renata said.

“I think you’re enjoying yourself too,” I said, and my wife threw a piece of sausage at me from her pizza.

“Oh, hey, that reminds me,” Gabriel said. “Got you a welcoming gift.”

He hurried out to his crossover and came back with a beautifully wrapped gift basket. Mindy covered her eyes. “This was so not my idea,” she said.

Inside the gift basket was four pregnancy kits, an oversized bottle of vitamins, a can of sports drink powder, and a dirty magazine. I wanted to whack him over the head, but Katrina, taking it in stride, studied the magazine and said, “I didn’t know they still printed these. I bet I can be as flexible as her.”

“Let me see,” Renata said. Katrina passed it over, and Renata took in the woman on the cover. “Oh yeah. With your yoga skills? Definitely.”

Gabriel stared at me with something approaching hero worship. “Respect.” He held out a fist, and I bumped it.

Later, when everyone blessedly went home, Katrina, Renata, and I sat around the living room, the TV nearly muted in the background. Renata was curled up on the couch, legs underneath her, and she looked about ready to drop.

“I’m sorry about the idiots,” I said.

“They’re adorable,” Katrina said.

“Is it weird, hanging out with your boss?”

“No. Ray and I talked not long after he caught you and me. He told me he didn’t want anything to change professionally between us but understood that was bound to happen. He’s a good guy.”

“He is,” Renata said. She yawned. “I’m about ready for bed.”

“Same,” Katrina said. “I’m usually kind of a night owl. I hope that isn’t a problem.”

Renata reached out with a foot and nudged me. “So is he. Don’t worry about it.”

I put my hands on my knees. “Well, you know where everything is. If you need anything, just s…” I stood, and pain flared in my back. Not bad, but enough to make me grimace.

“Are you okay?” Katrina asked.

“Yeah.” I rolled my arms and stretched. “Just a little sore. Don’t tell Gabriel. He’ll gloat about it for weeks.”

“Let’s get you in the shower,” Renata said.

“That is, without a doubt, the best shower I’ve ever seen. It’s so relaxing,” Katrina said.

“Would you like to join us?”

“I didn’t mean that as a line, but if you’re offering… yes.”

We trooped upstairs, and while I dug out a couple aspirin from the medicine cabinet, Renata and Katrina stripped and turned on the shower. I was slower on the draw, the muscles in my back not in any serious pain, but definitely slowing me down. That was okay. The view was well worth appreciating.

They were still somewhat shy around each other, but there was plenty of looking on both their parts as they soaked under a heavy spray. As I slid off my shirt and pants, they started lathering up, their looks slid towards me. I dropped my pants and my boxers, grimacing again as I came back up, and they made room for me in the middle.

“Let me get your back,” Renata said as I stepped in.

“And I’ll get your front,” Katrina said.

My wife’s hands slid up and down my tensed back. Katrina, however, decided to use a different part of her body. She knelt, staring up at me, and took my cock in her hands.

“Thank you both. For everything,” she said.

“Don’t do this because you think you owe me,” I said, reaching down to stroke her cheek with my thumb.

“It’s not that. And it’s not about the money or anything like that. I’m doing it because…” Katrina blushed and looked away.

“You can tell us, honey,” Renata said.

“…because I’ve come to really care about the two of you.”

“Us too,” I murmured.

“Then let me take care of you. Because I want to.”

My beautiful redhead crush, soon to be the expecting mother of our child, kissed the base of my cock, still staring up at me. Then she swallowed me down, eyes still locked on mine. Her hands came up and I didn’t know what she wanted me to do with them until Renata took mine from behind and guided them to Katrina’s. I held her hands as she sucked me.

“Stay with us tonight,” Renata murmured as she brought her hands back to my back and began to massage me. Katrina breathed harder through her nose and took me deep, bobbing fast and hard. “Every night, if you like.”

I turned my head as best I could, and Renata kissed me as she worked my lower back. Our redheaded lover bobbed and sucked on my cock, making soft “urk urk urk” sounds each time she took me into her throat. She pulled off me, a trail of spit sliding out of the corner of her mouth before she wiped it away. She took my cock in hand and pressed it up against my stomach before running that pretty pink tongue up and down the base, all the way to my balls. The sensations overwhelmed me, especially with Renata rubbing my back.

“Fuck,” I moaned.

Katrina sucked one of my balls into her mouth. Her tongue bathed it as she held me, her hands coming around to my ass. When she finally let the ball go, she sucked me down hard and fast again, this time her eyes locked on my clean-shaven cock. She held nothing back, bobbing hard, fucking me with her face.

“Going to make me… come so fast,” I grunted.

“Let go,” Renata said. “This once, let us take care of you.”

She came around, and in the spray of the shower, knelt next to Katrina. Katrina took my cock in hand and pulled off me again. She offered me to Renata, who took me into her mouth with just as much fervor as Katrina. My dark-haired angel sucked me hard and fast, using every trick to drive me wild, swirling her head up and down my length, holding my eyes with her own. The sensations built inside me, left me nearly on my toes, but Renata was well versed in what I liked and when to tease, and pulled off me again to nudge me back towards Katrina.

Katrina emulated my wife, twisting her head back and forth as she swallowed me down again even deeper. Renata ran a hand up and down her back. “That’s it, baby, take him deep, suck our man down.”

“Urk!”

“Come for her, Harvey,” Renata cooed. “Give her a treat.”

“Mmmm!” Katrina agreed around me, her eyes closing as she sucked even harder, her tongue lashing my base.

“Good girl,” Renata said. She leaned down to suck the same ball as Katrina had earlier, both of them staring up at me.

“Katrina, I’m close,” I warned.

Katrina pulled back, her small hand wrapping around my cock and jacking me hard into her mouth. I ran a hand through her dripping wet hair and gripped a fistful of it moments before I came, shooting load after load across her tongue and against the back of her throat. She pulled off me, and surprising me, didn’t swallow. She looked instead at Renata, who let my ball go and stared right back at the redhead. Slowly, my wife’s trembling hand came up and caressed Katrina’s cheek. They leaned in and kissed, long and sloppily, my cream passing between the two of them. Then they looked up at me like they rehearsed all this, swallowed, and showed their tongues.

All gone.

I was the luckiest man in the universe.

That night brought with it one more memory, one I’ll carry with me forever. At Katrina’s shy request, we let her sleep in the middle of Renata and me. I expected to fall asleep fast, but found myself up late, thinking about the future and my friends Ray and Gabriel. And about my sister, too. I missed Angela but that night brought a glow with it. I thought about the first time I saw her holding Jamie’s hand when my niece was just learning to walk. It was the first time the surreal notion that my sister was a mother hit me.

I thought about that. I thought about Perrin proposing to Jamie someday. I thought about Ray and Phoebe and Elizabeth and how they’d soon be parents, Ray for the second time. I thought about Gabriel, the eternally single bachelor who was now firmly a family man, with not one but four children of his own. Who would be married in less than a year.

I twisted and looked at the two beautiful women in my bed. I placed my hand gently on Katrina’s stomach. As deeply asleep as she was, she didn’t notice. But my wife did, and her hand joined mine.

“This is good,” I murmured.

“It is, isn’t it?”


Hard Work Pays Off

Sleeping with two people requires a certain degree of patience, but there’s no other way I’d rather wake up. Once we got over an initially awkward phase of figuring out who worked best where in our big bed, the joy of waking up with not one but two soft, gorgeous creatures overwhelmed me. Despite the occasional nighttime interruptions of someone needing to get out of the mess of limbs and hair, I never slept better than those first weeks together.

And the sex… my God, the sex.

We still had jobs to do, but every night, each one of us rushed home the minute we were off the clock. Dinner usually waited until late at night, and our social and familial engagements fell off the map. It sounds like a joke, but I nearly wound up in the hospital from dehydration. I’d been going for nearly two months at that point and as deliriously happy as I was, buried in boobs, butts, and other fun parts, I had to remind myself I was human and I needed a break now and then.

But not much of one.

We got our news two weeks to the day after Katrina moved in. She took a pregnancy test each Saturday. During the second one, I was sanding and polishing an old bird feeder at the kitchen table while Renata was listening to music and prepping for a big retirement cake order from a fire station coming up that week.

Much as I complained about my wife’s taste in pop music, I was bobbing my head to one bubblegum song when Katrina walked into the kitchen. Renata was the first to look up, and when she did, she stopped the music.

I finally glanced up. Katrina trembled as she held out the stick. It fell from her fingers and I dropped to my knees to scramble for it. I picked it up and stared at the results.

“Oh my God,” I breathed.

Katrina stumbled towards the chair I just occupied, her breaths coming fast and shallow. “What if… what if… what if I screw this up for you? What if I… I… I… I’m pregnant. I’m pregnant, oh my God…”

Before I could comfort her, before I could even say a word, Renata was there. She clutched Katrina’s face in her hands, and without hesitation, without thought, she kissed her. Maybe Renata meant it to calm the other woman. Maybe she only did it at first out of joy. But Katrina’s hands came up, wavered, and then clamped to the back of my wife’s head. She rose, their lips still connecting, the need growing more and more fervent.

“Pregnant,” Renata breathed, and then she was pushing the young woman out of the kitchen. She worked at the button on Katrina’s khaki shorts, then said it louder. “Pregnant!”

I scrambled to my feet as they ran for the stairs. I hurried off my shirt and my jeans as I followed a trail of their clothes up the stairwell to the bedroom. There I found them in only their bras and panties, locked together in another kiss.

Katrina pulled away just long enough to toss aside my wife’s bra. Renata did the same for Katrina, and they nearly bonked heads going for their panties. Laughing nervously, they dropped their cotton panties as one to the floor and Renata kissed Katrina again.

“Are you okay with-?” Renata started to ask, but Katrina cut her off.

“Yes, yes yes yes yes yes.”

As our young, eager lover crawled up on the bed, Renata gave me a look that sent fire all the way to my toes. “And you, mister… it’s your turn to watch for a change.”

“Won’t hear me complaining,” I said.

I rushed for a sitting chair and moved it to the bed. Meanwhile, Renata chased after Katrina on her hands and knees, her dark hair spilling down across one eye. The sultry look was spoiled somewhat by her big goofy grin, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Katrina rested back against a couple of our thick pillows and Renata snaked up her body, stopping now and then to kiss the young woman’s creamy skin. Just quick butterfly brushes and then she moved on, quick to get back to Katrina’s waiting lips. I understood that completely. Both women were meant to be kissed.

In between exploratory brushes, they murmured soft sweet things to each other. They were still playful, but there was a connection being made that day that would last a lifetime. The charge between them lit up the room. Hell, the whole house. I wasn’t surprised in the slightest to hear my wife whisper to Katrina that she loved her, that she loved her so much, and to hear Katrina return it. They didn’t look at me once. They didn’t have to. Both of them knew how I felt.

A father. I was going to be a father. And with that came the realization that there would be another family member too. I might not be able to marry Katrina but that house didn’t feel quite right until she came to live with us. Now, with her here, we were complete.

I watched, turned on, yes, but also contemplative and happy. And when Katrina glanced aside at me and smiled, I said simply, “Be ours, Katrina.”

“Yours…” she agreed, then looked up at Renata too. “…and yours.”

“Ours,” my wife said.

For long minutes, they stayed just like that, making love in a way that didn’t involve sex, not yet. But the heat between them built until Renata could take no more, and finally she dipped lower, kissing and sucking on Katrina’s chin. Her lips moved further still, to the delicate hollow of our young lover’s neck, making Katrina squirm.

Renata sank lower still, her own knees spreading as she bent to suck Katrina’s big pink nipple into her mouth. The last time she did this with another woman there was a lot of nervous giggling and stopping to ask if Tatiana liked what she was doing. Now though, Renata moved with confidence, taking and tasting what she wanted. Katrina’s hand came up to her mouth and she sucked in the tip of a finger while my wife played with her breasts. I spat into my palm and stroked myself at the sight, both of Katrina’s look of lustful intensity and Renata’s eager hunger.

Renata looked up and caught sight of Katrina sucking on that digit and came back up to take her hand and suck the finger too. Katrina’s other hand came around to my wife’s spectacular ass and squeezed, making them both moan. They kissed yet again and this time when Renata slid south, she didn’t stop except to leave a trail of wetness as her tongue slid down Katrina’s body.

“Oh… oooh, Renata,” Katrina moaned as my wife kissed and licked her mound.

“You have a beautiful little pussy,” Renata said. “May I make love to it?”

“Please…”

“Please what?”

“Please lick my pussy.”

Renata dipped her head lower. Her tongue circled Katrina’s clit and the redhead snatched at the bedspread, fingers crushing the fabric.

“I’ve wanted you for so long,” Katrina said. Her voice was singsong, almost wheezy. I knew that sound intimately. She was excited, and it wasn’t going to take much to get her off.

Renata said nothing, letting her mouth and her tongue do the talking. She must have learned some things watching me with Katrina, emulating my long, slow licks and quick, easy flicks of Katrina’s button. She stopped only once to pull her dark hair out of the way of the task at hand, giving me a wink as she did.

By that point, I almost forgot about my own pleasure. I was hypnotized by the show, my cock in my hand but my movements sluggish. My eyes were almost solely locked on the connection of their bodies. The two most impossibly beautiful women I knew, and they were together, here, with me.

Renata didn’t waste time after that. She went for Katrina’s clit, hard. The redhead’s hands shot down to Renata’s dark hair, gripping it as she rocked and quaked underneath her. “Oooh, ooooooohhh, fuck, f-feels so good… feels…. oh Renata!”

Her hips pumped upward, and Renata came off her in a hurry, climbing back up to kiss Katrina with unbridled need. I stood up and knelt on the bed, watching them and jacking my cock harder as they kissed.

Katrina whimpered, “Let me taste you, I need to taste you…”

Renata spun around, her mouth back at Katrina’s pussy again, her own hovering just above the redhead’s face. Katrina grasped her bottom and pulled her down to her eager mouth, licking her with wild lashes as Renata rocked back and forth, tossing her hair back again. She looked at me and pointed to our lover’s pussy before leaning down for a long lap.

I stood and finally joined them, taking my time crawling ion me knees to Katrina. My wife took me first, holding my rock hard prick and swallowing it down before popping off my and guiding me towards our redheaded lover’s pussy. Renata stared up at me, lust blazing in her eyes.

“Fuck her,” she said, and Katrina moaned.

I sheathed myself in Katrina, taking her deep and hard. I ran a hand through my wife’s hair and pushed her down. She licked the two of us with frantic, short laps, her ass rocking back and forth on Katrina’s face. Everything was sloppy in that moment, and everyone took for themselves. Renata stopped licking us frequently to rock back on her ass, grinding on Katrina’s face. Katrina jerked her hips up and down as much as she could, pinned by the two of us. I took her with hard, slow strokes, getting my fill of the sight of my wife and our new lover.

When I popped out of Katrina at one point, Renata gripped me and sucked my wet cock down. When she popped off again, she stroked me and stared up at me. “She’s pregnant, baby…”

“I want Katrina here with us to raise them,” I said. “If you both want that too.”

“Yesss,” Katrina moaned. “I want this, I want you both, I want to have so many kids for us…”

At the thought of her pregnant again and again, my cock involuntarily thrust forward in my wife’s fist and she grinned up at me as though she’d discovered something naughty. “Oooh, he liked that, Katrina. I think he might have a little thing for making you pregnant.”

“I do,” I growled. “I can’t get it out of my head.” Renata put me back at Katrina’s entrance and I shoved in, my thrusts wild, manic.

“Tell us,” Renata said.

“I keep thinking… nngh… about her pregnant and full… on her hands and knees, me from behind… fuck,” I panted. I was close, and unable to stop myself from babbling my deepest held fantasy. “And she’s licking you and maybe a little… ahhhh…”

“Tell her, tell us,” Renata chanted, rocking even harder on Katrina’s face. Katrina writhed too, her hands on Ren’s ass squeezing so hard it would leave little quarter moon marks where her nails dug in.

“When she’s had them… when she’s ready again… fuck,” I grunted, pushing harder and harder into Katrina, rocking her on the bed as she started to cry out rhythmically. “…she’s riding my lap… and you’re beside me… and she feeds us her tits…”

“Her milk,” Renata breathed, and I drove deep one more time, my cock spurting before I hit Katrina’s depths, coming, coming, coming. Renata pushed me back and dove down on Katrina’s pussy, licking up what she could of me, sucking it down. Katrina bucked like that, her thighs clapping against Renata’s cheeks,

They moved together like two ships swaying on the sea, a rhythmic bobbing that hypnotized me again as I leaned back and recovered. They each gave everything to the other. Katrina brought Renata over the edge first, my wife rolling her hips and thrusting her head up and back, eyes sightless as she squeaked out, “Ohhh, right there, right there, just like… thaaaat!”

But Katrina wasn’t far behind with another orgasm of her own. I got back in the game, sliding three fingers into her as Renata came back down and started licking her clit. The two of us had Katrina coming in no time, and without so much as a look passing between us, we kept going, fingering and licking our lover relentlessly, drawing her orgasms out of her in a sweet string.

Finally, Katrina laughed and gasped out, “No more, no more…”

We eased away from her, and Renata twisted around until they were side by side, hands stroking skin. They kissed, a warm, loving connection after the amazing sex, and I joined them, dropping to Katrina’s side and stroking her belly.

“Pregnant,” she said, and looked between us. “I love you both.”

“We love you,” Renata said, and kissed her again.

“I love you both too,” I said.

Katrina snuggled in tighter against Renata. “And we are so living out those fantasies.”

I grinned. “Well, now I’ve got two things to look forward to.”


Old Memories, New Life

Strangely enough, we got the news about Elizabeth during our own visit to an OB/GYN where we were confirming that yes, Katrina was pregnant. Dr. Searle was a jovial, round-cheeked woman who guided us with a bright smile through the basics of what to expect along with a diet and exercise regimen. We were right in the middle of a chat about prenatal vitamins when I got a text from Ray. I apologized for not turning my phone off and had my thumb over the power button when I glanced at the screen.

LIZ IS GOING IN!

“Oh shit,” I said.

“Emergency?” Dr. Searle asked.

“Um, no. At least, I hope not. A friend of ours is pregnant. She’s going into labor.”

“Really?” Renata asked, going for my phone and snatching it out of my hands. “Oh my gosh.”

“Maybe you know her?” I asked Dr. Searle. “Elizabeth Covey? She’s a surgeon on at nights.”

“Elizabeth! Yes! I heard she was pregnant. Please, give her my best.”

“We will,” I said.

There wasn’t much left to the appointment, and when we were done, Dr. Searle walked us out to the clinic waiting room. Katrina thanked her with a hug.

“I guess you don’t see too many threesomes come through here, do you?” Katrina asked.

Dr. Searle chuckled. “In New Bainbridge, you’d be surprised. Take care of yourself.”

On the way to the maternity ward, I got a call from Gabriel. He asked me immediately over the car’s sound system, “Did you hear from Sasquatch?”

“I did. Great news.”

“The best news. Mindy’s staying with the kids. Elizabeth asked me to pick up Ray. He’s flipping out.”

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“Oh yeah. He’s just bouncing off the walls.”

“I’ll bet. We’re almost to the maternity ward now.”

“Jeez, already? That was fast.”

“We were at the…” I stopped. We still hadn’t told anyone Katrina was pregnant. We wanted to wait until the end of the first trimester. “Ah, we had…”

“I was at the OB/GYN,” Katrina said cheerfully. “Just a checkup.”

“Cool. All right, see you there.”

We were the first to arrive, even before Elizabeth. Barely had we taken up spots at coffee-house styled chairs and tables before two nurses walked out with a wheelchair and then back in with a red-cheeked, serene Elizabeth. Phoebe trotted along behind her, looking as stunning as ever in denim shorts and a loose tank over a sports bra.

“Oh hey guys!” she said.

“Hey!” Elizabeth added in. “Guess it’s time to pop the balloon. You got here fast.”

“I was getting a checkup at the OB/GYN,” Katrina said.

“And that needed all three of you?” Elizabeth asked, her eyes crinkling.

“Um,” Renata said.

Phoebe looked between us. “No. No way.”

Damn. The cat was out of the bag already. “We’re not telling people until after the first trimester,” I said.

“Oh my gosh, congratulations!” Phoebe said, and rushed Katrina.

Elizabeth echoed her, but gestured at the elevator bank. “I suppose I’d better go take care of my own. See you all as soon as I’m settled in, okay? I’m so happy for all of you.”

We followed her up to the correct floor, then to a second pleasant waiting area. Phoebe came back out to sit with us for a few minutes while they got Elizabeth changed and into a hospital bed. When Ray and Gabriel stepped off the elevator, she shot to her feet and rushed the world’s sleepiest giant. He lifted her up off the ground, hands on her ass and her legs wrapping around him as they laughed and kissed. I never saw Ray so openly playful with anyone, not even Angela, and it brought a wide, genuine smile to my face.

Watching them celebrate in that moment brought up a memory I nearly forgot. In the last couple weeks of Angela’s life, the only thing the doctors could do for her was make her comfortable. They had her doped up pretty heavily, but with it came lucidity when she wasn’t sleeping.

I had a rare chance to be alone with her, as Ray and Jamie went home to get showers and our parents were grabbing a bite to eat. Angela was asleep, or so I thought, and I held her hand as I watched an old movie on the hospital’s TV, my head stuffed full of mental cotton. I dreaded my sister’s oncoming death, but in my heart of hearts, I was sadly grateful for it too. I didn’t want to say goodbye, but there came a point when trying to make her hold on became entirely selfish. She suffered for years. The two halves of me were in a constant fight for control, and I was exhausted from the guilt and the worry.

But in that moment, Angela woke up. “Everything is the way it’s supposed to be,” she said clearly and distinctly, without the machinery forcing air into her lungs or anything in the way. I looked over and she had her mask pulled away from her face. Her eyes sparkled with good humor, and her smile was as beautiful as our youth.

“Ange, your mask-” I started.

“It’s okay, Harvey. It’s going to be all right. Gabriel, Ray, you… everything is going to be okay.” She settled back, her smile widening. “You’ll see.”

A nurse came in, though I was crying too hard to see. When I finally came down again, Angela was asleep. She would wake a few more times after that, once for nearly an hour, talking and laughing with all of us like she was better. But she wasn’t. Angela, the angel, slipped away from us just days later.

* * *

As it turns out, having a baby isn’t an in-and-out procedure. Those kids sometimes love to take their time.

Jamie and Perrin showed up after her last class of the day let out. She was adorably on edge, in such a hurry to see her father, Elizabeth, and Phoebe she rushed by the rest of us. I called out to her, and she spun – actually spun, like a ballerina.

“I’ll be right back!” she hollered at us.

Perrin still hadn’t proposed, though he talked to Gabriel and me about how he wanted to do it, especially since it directly involved Gabriel in particular. Once he heard the plan, Gabriel was all for it, and I was in from the get-go. By now, Jamie let on that she knew he was going to propose with some not-so-subtle hints, like a top ten list of romantic proposal ideas she left on a notepad on their kitchen table, in his spot. Or the name of a professional photographer friend who could give them a great discount, if Perrin ever decided he might want to bend on one knee. Very subtle, our Jamie.

Phoebe came back out with Jamie and explained to all of us Elizabeth very likely wouldn’t be going into labor until at least the next day. We stuck around for a couple hours more, mostly to bullshit, then went out as a group and got Chinese. Word slipped out about Katrina, so yeah, there went our plans to keep things quiet until we knew the baby was firmly okay.

The next day saw us all back in the waiting room, this time with Sammy and Autumn in tow. After a quick trip, I brought back some travel-sized games for the kids to play with. We rotated in with them, the adults each taking turns and helping keep them entertained. Or maybe that was the kids entertaining us. I think they were better behaved.

At one point, Jamie plopped down next to me and rested her head on my shoulder. We watched Perrin sit cross-legged on the floor, dice in hand. It was clear he was Autumn’s favorite of the group. She would have had him play every game with them, and I’m not so sure Perrin would have ever said no to her.

“He’s a good man,” I told Jamie.

“I love him so much,” she said softly.

Gabriel came over to sit on the other side of Jamie. She gave us each her hands, and I thought about her so much younger than this, Autumn’s age, when she was so afraid of the world’s noises until one day when she wasn’t. Overnight, it was like some switch flipped, and our little Jamie became fearless.

I wondered in that moment what my own child would be like. Would they be strong and kind? Smart like their mothers? Quiet and stoic, like their uncle Ray? Passionate and creative, like their uncle Gabriel?

Jamie sniffed, and Gabriel and I looked at her as one. She was crying, and the sight was both beautiful and heart-rending. Our niece, on the cusp of the next grand adventure of life, but to me, she was five again and in my arms, watching her dad pull out of the driveway so he could go work his exhausting job at the dealership to make sure they had a roof over their head. I leaned over and I kissed the top of her head.

“Everything is the way it’s supposed to be,” I murmured.

“What?” she asked, her voice hoarse.

“Something Angela told me a few days before she passed,” I said, and my voice sounded tight too. I knew we had an audience, but in that moment, the only person who mattered to me was holding my hand. I smiled and closed my eyes. “I keep thinking about you as a little girl. The way you wouldn’t go anywhere unless you were holding our hands. You were so terrified of the world, but when you grabbed hold of me or Gabriel, you’d lead the charge.”

Gabriel chuckled. “We’d pick you up between the two of us and swing you, and you’d laugh and laugh. Ray couldn’t do it with us unless he knelt down like he was sneaking because he was too tall.”

Jamie laughed, and sniffed. “I’m scared for him. After Mom… I don’t want to see him fall so hard again if something happened to Phoebe or Elizabeth.”

“Me too,” I said, and brought her hand to my lips to kiss it. “Love is a lot of fear, honey. You know someday you’re going to have to walk different roads, but for now, you get to enjoy the scenery together.”

“Hey, I’m the poet,” Gabriel grumbled. “But the old-timer’s right. I’m scared for Ray. I’m scared for Harvey. I’m scared for you and Perrin and my kids and Mindy. Something bad will happen. A lot of things, to all of us. That’s the truth of the world. I got scared once that Mindy couldn’t love me for who I was and I let that fear ruin our life together. But we get to have the good too, honey. And those moments, those are worth the fear.”

I was silent a moment, thinking about that, about a twenty-two-year-old blond hippy and a startingly beautiful young woman, and about the swirling strangeness of life bringing them back together. “The first time I saw you in your mom’s arms, she wasn’t the picture of motherliness. I mean, she was beautiful, yeah, but she was terrified. I mean, hell, Jamie, she was eighteen and holding a baby. She looked at me like she was going to bolt out of that room.” Jamie laughed and finally let go of our hands to swipe at her eyes. “But she didn’t let that fear stop her from loving you or being the best mom she could. Angela turned that fear into a tool. She loved you more because of it. Fear’s not a bad thing. Fear makes us stronger for the people we love. Always be a little afraid, because it makes the love so much sweeter.”

I finally opened my eyes. Jamie smiled at me, her cheeks wet. She leaned over and kissed my cheek, then Gabriel’s. Perrin watched us, everyone having heard everything we said. Jamie slid off her chair and came to him to kiss him softly.

“You could propose any time you want, and I’d say yes,” she told him.

“Not yet,” he said, and kissed her again.

* * *

Mariah Dianne Salinger was born four hours later, and my God, you could already see the feistiness in her eyes. She was beautiful. Is beautiful. We took turns holding her, and when she cried, so too did Gabriel’s baby Becky, as if in firm agreement that these adults were weird and awful and they were going to be the best of friends in a delighted madcap war against us for the entirety of their childhood.

I was the one holding her when she had the fit, of course, and as I chuckled and kissed her head and passed her back to her mother, I caught the eyes of the two loves of my life.

This would be us. Nine months felt like forever, but I was about to learn it wasn’t all that long at all.


Epilogue

The morning of Gabriel’s wedding, Harvey, Gabriel, and my sweet Ray met up for breakfast and to do one simple task before they drove to Harvey’s to dress for the occasion. As it always did when they came together, my heart soared to see them. Though I do wish they wore their tuxes out to see me. Sure, they probably would have got their shoes muddy and maybe Ray would have scuffed the bottoms of his too-long pants, but I don’t know, it would have made for a great image at the end of this, don’t you think?

Anyways, they drove out as a group. Gabriel brought an arrangement of flowers from the wedding to decorate my headstone for the occasion. They stood together, Gabriel in the middle. Ray and Harvey cried some. Gabriel wrapped his arms around their shoulders and hugged them tight.

“You ready for this, big man?” he asked Ray.

“Shit no. Are you?”

Gabriel’s grin was slow and sweet. “I am. Been waiting long enough.”

Silently, I nodded fervently and agreed.

Ray said goodbye to me. Harvey knelt, and whispered the words I heard him say when he comforted my Jamie before her new sister was born. I was glad he remembered them. Harvey really is getting old – I mean, his forties! That’s ancient!

Gabriel kissed his fingers and laid them on my stone. “Watch out for us today,” he said. “Try to keep Mindy from running from the altar, huh?”

Like she would.

They drove back, and I let them dress in private, though I did take a peek at my husband and his stunning new physique, as I liked to do. I tried to tell him he looked yummy, but like always, even before I died, he paid me no mind. I stuck my tongue out at him, wishing it could explore those pecs, and scooted out to check on the others in the wedding.

Mindy was less nervous than Gabriel, but still riding a case of the jitters. I tried to massage her shoulders and tell her Gabriel was just as excited and scared as she was. Thankfully, Elizabeth did that for me, echoed by Phoebe, Renata, and Katrina. The lot of them are best friends now and forever, as tightly knotted as Gabriel, Harvey, and Ray. I’m so glad. They’re all wonderful for each other. And they looked so beautiful that day. Elizabeth was pregnant again but not quite yet showing, and Katrina just had her baby boy a month before. She wanted to try for a second as soon as possible, and I knew my brother and Renata were just as eager. I have to be careful dropping in on the three of them. On my husband too for that matter. I can’t believe Gabriel’s the safest one to hang out with. Four kids does tend to put a hamper on the bedroom time, I suppose.

The time was drawing close, so I traveled to the church, humming Gabriel’s Midnight of Choices, the song he wrote about Mindy. I was practically bouncing from excitement. Gabriel! Marrying Mindy! The universe got it so right sometimes.

And then of course was what would come after the wedding, and that… that made my heart melt.

Gabriel might have been nervous up to the point where he stood at the front of the church, but when he got up there, his eyes were laser focused on the doors at the back, his smile wide. The wedding was so sweet and fun, the bride beautiful, Autumn utterly adorable as the ring bearer and Sammy as the solemn best man. Did I mention he even threw Gabriel a bachelor party? It was a kick! He had help from Harvey and Ray, of course, and they had so much fun. Miniature golfing and a big indoor trampoline park and dinner at Gabriel’s favorite restaurant.

Anyways, the wedding! Right! It was so sweet I could imagine tears on my cheeks. I stood with the bridesmaids. Maybe Mindy would have asked me, maybe not, but I thought I’d have some fun pretending. The ceremony was short and full of laughs and my darling Ray maybe teared up again when Gabriel spoke his vows.

And through it all, in the front row, Jamie and Perrin held hands, her rapt, him with a beatific smile.

Everything was the way it should be… save for one question yet to be asked.

They planned it so cleverly. At the reception, one big projection screen dominated a wall. Throughout the early parts of the music and the dancing, a looping series of images played of Gabriel and Mindy and their children. It was a sweet montage, but it wouldn’t be the only image to play on that sheet that night.

When it came time for the speeches, Renata gave one aimed at Mindy, about how close they’d become and how she loved having her for a spiritual sister. It brought Mindy to tears, and they handed off the mic to Sammy.

And Sammy performed perfectly.

“Oh gosh,” he said as Harvey held the mic for him. Ray snuck around to the back of the room, where Mindy’s brother waited to help him with the final surprise of the day. “I’m nervous. You’re a lot of people!” There was laughter at that, and Sammy grinned. He turned his attention on Gabriel. “I just want to tell you, um, even though you make me so mad sometimes when you cheat at board games and you made Autumn cry when you told her Olive really was the other reindeer, you’re a really cool dad. I love that you make Mom and Autumn and Ty and Becky so happy. And you show me really cool stuff and I’m happy too. So… hey… don’t screw this up. Again.”

Gabriel laughed and pulled him in tight, eyes glistening.

“Oh!” Sammy said, as if he really forgot. “There’s one other thing. Hey Jamie! Look over there!”

He pointed towards the screen. Jamie, seated in the front row with Perrin, looked over at the screen. A huge picture of her and Perrin on one of their first dates came up with a playful font at the bottom asking the question.

She clapped a hand to her mouth, and when she turned back to Perrin, he was on one knee. My daughter couldn’t say yes when he spoke the question out loud. She could only nod and kiss him and laugh with him at the roar of the crowd. Ray and Harvey and Gabriel all on their feet, cheering and clapping. Old friends. New life.

Everything as it should be.

* * * * *
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