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Christina

“Happy Birthday, mija.” 

“Thank you.” I roll into my husband’s embrace as he kisses my forehead. I still can’t believe I’m only twenty-five years old and already have so much: a beautiful family and a terrific career. I am so blessed. 

Andrés’s amber eyes light up like twin gems as he smooths a hand down my face. I close my eyes and melt into him. I love it when he touches me. His hand travels down my collarbone, cupping my breast. When he slides under my shirt and flicks my nipple with the pad of his thumb, I groan as moisture seeps into my panties. I cup his ass, pulling him against me, relishing the feel of his erection rubbing more moisture into my sensitive cleft. 

“How about a good morning quickie?” he growls into my ear. 

“What are you waiting for?” I tease as I pull his cock out of his underwear, stroking the pearl of moisture across the top of his slit. 

He flashes a smile that is part demon, part Cheshire cat, as he yanks his underwear and my panties off in record time before pulling my nightgown over my head. I don’t know if this is a good or bad thing, but Andrés has become a pro at quickie sex. 

He climbs between my legs and strokes my clit with the head of his cock, causing my wet folds to swell with need. He strokes me a few more times, building my need until I wrap my legs around his ass and try pressing him into me. 

“Do it!” I groan. 

A loud squeal followed by a crash tears through my lust-induced haze like a match doused by a bucket of water. 

Andrés groans as he hovers above me, his erection poised at my entrance. “He probably just threw his sippy. I’ll be fast, mija.”  

But I shove Andrés off me when James cries again. 

“What if he’s hurt?” I roll onto my side and pick up the baby monitor on my nightstand. “I can’t see anything. He knocked the monitor off the shelf again.” I show him the screen, which appears to be facing the ceiling painted with a cloudscape and happy dragons. I heave a sigh as I climb out of bed and slip into my robe. “You need to bolt down that monitor.”

James is clutching the bars of his crib, staring at me with his signature mischievous grin, looking far too cute than should be allowed. His diaper has somehow found its way to the floor by his crib, along with his sippy, blankie, and the baby monitor that was on a shelf several feet out of James’s reach. How he managed to knock it down, I have no idea. He’s only thirteen months old and already getting into trouble. 

But when he holds his arms up to me and cries “Mama,” all mischief has been forgotten, and I instinctively reach for my baby boy. 

“Daddy’s not going to be happy with you,” I whisper into his ear as I inhale the sweet, powdery scent of his soft skin. 

I grab a diaper off the changing table and pad back down the hall to our bedroom.  Just as I’d predicted, Andrés does not look happy when I set James on our bed. 

“It was his sippy cup,” I say. 

Andrés is sitting up against the headboard, back ramrod straight and hands fisted in his lap. “Why didn’t you leave him?”

“He saw me.” James squirms as I try to dress him, but I have perfected the technique of holding him down with one hand and positioning the diaper with the other. 

Andrés tosses back the covers and pokes James in the tummy. “Hey little mood killer.”  

James responds with a giggle, his big hazel eyes lighting up when he sees his daddy smiling down at him. 

And thus another day in the Cruz household has begun. One more day of sexual frustration. Luckily, we don’t have to go into work today. Our busiest days are on the weekends, and since we spent all day yesterday catering and decorating a wedding with three hundred guests, we’re taking a few days off to recover. 

Otherwise I’d be sending my baby off to part-time daycare so I can rush through my work day and get back to him as soon as possible. I’d end up chasing him around the house the rest of the afternoon, cleaning peanut butter off the windows and stepping on Legos. Daddy comes home from his catering business in the evening, and we eat whatever leftovers he’s brought from the kitchen. After we play with James some more, we’re both so tired by the time we fall into bed, we barely manage to kiss each other goodnight. We begin each morning sexually starved and frustrated, but because James is an early riser, Andrés and I have had to become proficient at quickies. Usually, we can squeeze a little action in at least a few days a week. 

There are times when I fantasize about breaking free from my mundane and crazy life and running away with Andrés to a deserted island somewhere. But the thought of leaving James for just one night makes my chest tighten. Because this little cherub in my bed has not only stolen all of my time and attention, but my heart, too. 

“You ready to get away?” 

My head snaps up. Andrés is slipping into a robe, winking at me in a much too casual manner. Damn. I had this crazy fantasy that Andrés had forgotten we were supposed to go look at beach homes in Galveston. Oh, I don’t mind the beach home part; I mind the part about leaving James with my mom. And for the record, my mom is an awesome grandma, and my step-dad is an awesome grandpa. He’s also a pediatrician. I’m good with leaving James in their care on those rare occasions when Andrés and I go out to dinner or a movie. But for two days? I mean, he only just weaned last month. 

I rock my baby in my arms. “I’m not ready to leave him, Andrés.”

It doesn’t help when James nuzzles my neck and clutches the collar of my robe. It’s like he senses I’m leaving. 

“Two days, mija.” Andrés says as he takes James from me. “You can do this.” 

Before I have time to protest, he slips a little box out of his pocket and hands it to me. “We got you something.” 

“Andrés, you didn’t have to get me anything.” But who am I fooling? I snatch the box from him faster than a jackrabbit on crack.  

“I know.” Andrés chuckles as he tosses James into the air, making him peal with laughter.  

When I open the little green velvet box, my breath is stolen from my lungs: two beautiful emerald and diamond earrings to replace the set I’d lost. Well, I lost one of them when I was playing with James outside. The other one is sitting all by its lonesome in the jewelry box. 

“I love them!” I close the box and stick it in the top drawer of my jewelry box. These earrings have much bigger gems than my old ones. I’m sure they cost a small fortune. I’m tempted to tell Andrés to take them back, since we need to purchase furniture to go in our new home, but that thought is quickly diminished. There’s no way I’m giving up my birthday present.  I just won’t wear them unless it’s for a special occasion. 

I give Andrés a big kiss, despite James’s protests. When James starts pushing on my face, I pretend to nibble on his fingers.  I’m expecting James to laugh, but his lower lip hangs down in an adorable pout. 

“He’s hungry,” Andrés says. “Get back in bed. I’m making you breakfast.”  

“You need to open a new box of baby cereal and there’s clean sippies in the dishwasher.” 

“I’ll take care of it,” he calls back as he pads out the door.   

I heave a sigh as I sink down onto the bed. I look over at our rumpled sheets and think how tempting it would be to climb back beneath the comforter and steal another twenty minutes of sleep, but the thought of taking an uninterrupted shower is just too tempting. I might actually get to shave both legs this time. 

* * *
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Andrés

The drive to Christina’s parents seems to take forever. Though they’re just fifteen minutes away, I hit every stoplight and then get stuck behind a horse trailer. So now I’m staring at a big brown ass the rest of the ride while James fusses in the backseat. 

He’s thrown his sippy, and he wants it back. I’m proud of Christina for listening to me and not giving in. I inwardly smile at my small victory. I know I may have won the battle, but I sure as hell have not been winning the war. I still wonder how I was able to get them into the truck. Christina fretted all morning that it was a bad idea to leave James.  She was so busy pacing the floor and trying to talk herself out of going I had to pack for her.  

My friends keep telling me I’m the luckiest man in the world. I have a beautiful wife, a healthy son, and a great job. Things have been going so well at Cruz’s Cocina and Catering, we’ve expanded the business from San Antonio to Austin. Now we’re looking at expanding again, one reason Christina and I are considering buying a second house on the coast, just in case we open up another location in Houston or Galveston. But the other reason I want a beach home, the main reason, is I’m hoping I’ll have a little more time with my wife. If things go well this weekend, maybe Christina’s parents can watch James more often, and I can have my wife to myself, even if it’s only a few
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