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“Daddy! Daddy! Come quick!” Kit shouted from the front room. I was in the kitchen with Mom preparing dinner before our guests arrived. 
I remembered the first time Kit slipped and called me Daddy in front of my parents. He turned every shade of red, but they just laughed it off. From then on out Kit no longer filtered himself and I was Daddy full-time. Except inside a packed bar. He maintained a modicum of professionalism there, unless it was just Merle present. For me, I was fine being Daddy while at work. Hell, we owned the place and if anyone had a problem with it they knew where the door was. 
“They’re here!” Kit sang as he whipped the front door open and ran outside and right into... “Ugh, snow. I thought it didn’t snow here?”
“Silly boy, what did you think the white stuff was that you watched fall through the front window all morning?” My boy had been glued to the glass for the last hour as he not so patiently waited for his family to arrive. They’d agreed to come to Foggy Basin for the holidays this year and it was quite the task to get all those bodies aligned and loaded into vehicles for the two-day drive. 
Every. Last. One. Of. Them.
I’d lost count of how many there were now since they’d last visited. Some of Kit’s siblings popped out newborns like a video game. Don’t get me wrong, I loved Kit’s family, now our family, but it was a lot all at once and took us nearly a week to recuperate after each visit.
“It usually doesn’t snow here but I guess Mother Nature felt it was warranted this year.” I followed my boy down the front porch stairs and out to the two oversized vans his family had managed to cram themselves into. It was like watching clowns emerge from a VW. Shit, did I just laugh out loud?
“What’s so funny, Daddy?” Kit whispered beside me.
“Nothing, sweetheart.” I pressed my lips to his curls and kissed his head, inhaling his sweet scent. “Just Daddy being silly in his head.”
“Momma!” Kit ran into his mother’s open arms, our conversation forgotten. Probably a good thing as he may have deemed my comment offensive and that wasn’t my intention.
“My baby boy. How’s your Daddy,” she winked at me over his shoulder, “treating you?”
Kit’s cheeks pinkened at her admission. “He spoils me, but don’t tell Merle.”
That nosey old man already knew and incessantly teased me about it. If I heard one more I told you so from the old coot I’d slip a laxative into his next beer.
“John, welcome,” I greeted my father-in-law, fully expecting a handshake and was surprised when he instead hugged me.
“Great to see you, too, son. I tell ya, Foggy Basin is like a breath of fresh air. No big city frills, just plain old down home real people.”
It was refreshing to hear our home portrayed in such a positive light. Small town life wasn’t for everyone but coming from a commune I supposed it was far less overwhelming than places such as Sacramento and Los Angeles were.
After everyone said their hellos, we delivered them to their rooms to drop off their bags. Kit’s folks, John and Daisy, would stay in our spare room while the rest of the troops camped out in the B&B above the bar. Mom and Dad already had their rig parked in their favorite spot out back with all their creature comforts inside so they were set.
“Look, Momma,” Juniper and July, Marigold and Aiden’s girls, said in stereo. The brains of twins mesmerized me. Did they really share the same thoughts?
“This is absolutely stunning, boys,” Daisy said as she took in the abundance of festive décor strewn throughout the bar. Dad and I thought it looked like a yard sale for wayward holiday ornaments, but Kit’s family’s reaction had me puffing up a bit. Proud Daddy peacock and all that.
“Yes, um, Momma Cloverdale and I got a bit silly with it,” my embarrassed boy replied but I was damn proud of him and my mother adored him. They’d become fast friends and often wandered through town on rogue shopping sprees. Shopping wasn’t for me, though for my boy, I’d manage. Thankfully most times they left Dad and I to tend to the bar which we were more than happy to do.
Like father, like son.
“It looks merry and bright, my love.”
“Thanks, Daddy.” Kit cuddled up beside me as we stood in the center of the bar.
“Lunch is ready!” Momma yelled from the line of self-serve tables Dad and I assembled at her direction this morning. Everybody filed into a single line, chatting away. Must say, it was darn nice to hear all these happy voices. Every member of Kit’s family was present and accounted for. The smile on my boy’s face said it all—his heart was filled to overflowing.
Kit and Momma had decorated the trees—one in the house and one in the bar, while simultaneously barking orders at Dad and me. We were up and down ladders hanging twinkle lights from here to Sacramento. But I had to admit, they did well, and the nieces were currently huddled up around the tree curiously eyeing the wrapped gifts for any that had their names on them.
But Santa hadn’t come yet and he made darn sure there were plenty of gifts for them.
“Look at all the stockings, Momma,” the girls called out to their mom, Marigold, and pointed out each name they could read. 
We’d taken and used one of the largest walls in the bar and hung a stocking for every family member, including the Pints ‘n Pool staff, along with Merle who’d actually just walked in. That man never missed a free meal. There was a slight glitter mishap when Kit knocked a jar of the silver menace while adding the names to each. Jelly Belly would glimmer in the sun for days to come. Poor girl was lying at Kit’s feet when it happened.
“Merry Christmas!” Merle announced and he neared the group. Everyone greeted him with hugs and handshakes then he stepped into the serving line and filled his plate, then joined us in breaking bread.
I glanced around the room, absorbing the happy chatter that filled the air as new friends met old, filling them in on life’s happenings since they last met. This was my family, and I was damn proud of each and every one of them. This was how a family should be, no matter their race or sexual orientation. No one was left out or ignored in this bunch, not even Jelly Belly. She was tummy side up getting a million rubs from the giggling children. That dog was in heaven. Never had my heart been so full of life or love.
“Are you okay, Daddy?” my sweet boy whispered.
“Better than okay, my love. Look at this wonderful life you’ve given me.”
“You mean that we’ve given each other.”
I leaned over and kissed my boy. “Yes, we have. We are truly lucky.”
My parents always wanted grandchildren, but Kit and I were content to spoil the littles his brothers and sisters had and so they did the same. It was a win-win for both generations. The kids got spoiled and filled with an obscene amount of sweets then ushered off to their parents to deal with. Ah, this was the life.
We’d all just grabbed dessert and coffee, ready to dig in, when Kit’s brother Ash rose and tapped his glass.
“Everyone, I have an announcement to make.” 
Kit and I knew what was coming but sat back and listened. This was Ash’s time and he’d handle it his way.
“I won’t be traveling back to the commune with you.”
“What?” Daisy said. “Is everything okay?”
“It’s better than okay, Momma. I’m moving to Foggy Basin. I got a job in town at the local hardware store, Nuts and Bolts, and Kit and Nate have kindly agreed to let me stay with them while I save up for my own place.”
All eyes turned our way, and I feared what was about to come. Had we overstepped?
“Well then,” John rose from the table and headed toward his son. Ash stood his ground, though I knew his father’s acceptance greatly mattered to him. “If that’s your journey, son, then so be it. We wish you nothing but the best.” Ash visibly sighed as his father embraced him.
“I foresee hosting many family gatherings in our future,” I whispered to Kit.
“Well, Ash isn’t the only one who wants to move here.” 
Oh my…we may need to add another wing onto the house.
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Excited didn’t even cover how happy I was that Ash decided to move here. Ivy and I were closest in age, then Ash was the next up going from youngest to oldest, and the three of us were nearly inseparable growing up. Moving to Foggy would be great for Ash and I hoped Ivy followed next. I really missed them. Not to say I didn’t miss the rest of my family, because I did, but it would be amazing to have them both here.
Who knew, Foggy Basin may someday be overrun with no-last-name brethren. That would surely give Merle hives. Either that or he’d adopt them all just to give them a last name. I was covered since I was now a Cloverdale but quite enjoyed how silly Merle got over my family not having one.
Daddy nudged me. “My turn to ask why you giggled.”
“Just pictured how insane it would make Merle with my no-last-name family living here.” Sorry not sorry, but that shit was funny.
Daddy laughed so hard every head turned our way.
“What’s so funny down there?” Merle called out from the far end of the table, pausing from regaling the little ones with his silly stories. Each one was more outlandish than the last as his animation increased just to get the oohs and aahs and giggles from them.
“Just appreciating all we have.” Daddy gestured to the table as he rose, glass in hand. I followed suit and proudly stood beside my husband. “To each and every one of you. You’ve filled our home and our hearts with an abundance of love.” He turned and kissed me. “We’re blessed to call you family.”
“Hear, hear!” The adults rose, glasses in hand as they clinked the ones nearest them.
With dessert devoured and having this many bodies that were fed not only were leftovers minimal, but everything was cleaned up and put away in record time.
“Leave the tables as is,” Daddy said as they started to move them. “There won’t be many patrons this week given Christmas is near and if any locals wander in then so be it. They can join in the festivities.”
Long gone was the grouchy bar owner I first met, replaced by a loving family man.
The group planned to shop along Main Street tomorrow to pick up gifts for the names we’d drawn and grab whatever else was needed. Half the bodies would shop down one side of the street while the remainder took the other and we’d swap once we reached the end. A feeble attempt to not peek at potential presents. Whether it would work was yet to be seen.
“Daddy,” I rolled over and curled up beside him and laid my head on his chest. Freshly showered, we smelled like Daddy’s bodywash that I loved. Vanilla and spice. Momma Cloverdale and I found candles of the same scent in town. Now the entire
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