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Prologue
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I woke up and looked around; I was in a hospital bed and didn’t know what I was doing there.  The wall clock said it was about 6 a.m. so I got up and went to the restroom.  

“Are you okay?” a nurse said.

I came out and walked over to the sink to wash my hands.  

“Could you order breakfast for me since I am hungry?”

“Let us know if you get up again?”

“I don’t plan to go back to bed.  Where are my clothes?”

She went over to the closet and took out a sack with my clothes.  “These are clean clothes that your wife brought last night.”

“I appreciate whoever brought the clothes, but it was not my wife since I am not married.”

The nurse left so I got dressed and sat in the sofa chair.  I was in Parkview hospital; I had been here once before.  The thing about being in the hospital is you must not let the nurses get the upper hand or they will make your life miserable.

A young cheerful woman brought in my breakfast.  There was toast, scramble eggs, and bacon.  I put butter and apple jelly on my toast and started eating.

A couple of women in street clothes walked in.  I recognized Judy, but the other woman was a mystery to me.

“Hi Judy; it has been a long time since I have seen you.  Have you gotten married yet?”

She hugged me and said, “No, I may have to stick around and settle for you.”

“Who is the woman with you?”

Judy looked puzzled and said, “That is Beth who is your wife.”

I laughed and said, “Her name may be Beth, but she is not my wife since I am single.”

Judy said she had to get onto work and left.

Beth came over and attempted to hug me.  I pushed her back since I didn’t know the woman.

The doctor came in at that moment and checked me over and said, “You are doing fine so I am going to release you this morning.”

Beth frowned and said, “He is not doing fine since he didn’t even recognize me.”

The doctor studied her for a moment and asked if she was my wife.  Beth told him that she was.

“He got a concussion when he slipped on the ice yesterday afternoon.  It may take a few days for all his memories to come back.  You need to take him to his primary care doctor in a few days to check him out.”

I looked at Beth as the doctor left and noticed she was attractive and well dressed.  She did seem to be annoyed though.

“How do you like my apartment since you claim to be my wife?”

“Charley, we haven’t lived in your apartment for a long time.  Even then I only lived there with you and Judy for about a week.”

“Where do we live then?”

“We have a house close to the college.  It is real nice so you should like it.”

“I hope the payments aren’t too high since I don’t make a lot of money from books sales.”

“We bought it outright since I have plenty of money.”

“My dad used to say that it is just as easy to love a rich woman as a poor one so I guess I took his advice.”

A woman came in and had me sign some release forms.  A transport person came with a wheelchair and took me downstairs to the Valet parking in front of the hospital.  Beth gave them a parking ticket and they went and got Beth’s car.  She drove for a few miles and pulled into the driveway of an expensive looking ranch style home.

Beth got the sack with my clothes out of the trunk.  I had held onto my Kindle since it was important to me.

Beth unlocked the door and we walked in and looked around.

“Are you familiar with this house?”

“No, did we just move here?”

She just ignored me and took my clothes to the laundry room.  I wandered through the house and found the sunroom in the back of the house.  This was more my style since it gave me a nice place to read my Kindle.

Beth brought us out hot tea and donuts.

“Your house is very nice, Beth.  I especially like this sunroom.”

“We also have an enclosed swimming pool so we can swim all year long.”

“Does Judy live with us?”

“She lives in the house next to us.”

“That is good since she talks too much anyway.”

“I probably talk too much too,” another woman said coming in.

“Editors need to talk to help me, Claire.” I got up and hugged her.

“I am glad you are doing better today.”

Beth looked surprised and said, “You recognized Claire.”

“We work together every day so that is probably why he recognized me.”

“Do you live around here, Claire?”

“I lived over in the house across from yours.”

I nodded and said, “That makes it convenient for you to come and help me.”

“Charley, you are starting to look tired. You can lie down in our bedroom. Claire might want to join you since I have some calls to make.”

“Maybe you would like to walk over and see my house, Charley.  Then we can take a nap in my bedroom.”

We walked down the sidewalk to her house.  It was less than a block so it wasn’t tiring.  We walked in and back to her bedroom.

“Do you live here alone?”

“I live here with Rose and your three sons.”

I was surprised so said, “I didn’t know I had any children.”

“You have three girls and three boys.”

“Would you like to like to make love?” Claire asked.

“Have I made love to you before?”

“You have made love to me many times; you were getting ready to marry me before you fell and hurt your head.”

I learned long ago not to turn a sexy young woman down when she asks me to share her bed.  We made love which was wonderful and then we took a nap.  

Beth called me on my cell phone and said she had lunch ready.

We walked back to the main house.  Beth had made us sandwiches and put our lunch on the table in the sunroom.

Beth hugged me and said, “I am so glad you had a nice time with Claire.”

“Afterwards I worried because I didn’t know if I had done something wrong.”

“Claire and you had a sexual relationship for a long time with my permission.”

“We bought a marriage license before you fell and hurt your head.  If you hadn’t fallen, we would be married by now.”

Beth thought for a moment and said, “We could go down to the Court House and you could marry yourselves.  Then you could have the Clerk and Recorder sign off on it and you would be married. That is what Charley and I did, but we had it all done in Colorado Springs.”

Nicole ran in at that moment and pulled me to my feet and hugged me.  “Claire texted me that you were home and you were doing fine.  I skipped the afternoon classes since I had to see for myself.”

“There is another ham and cheese sandwich since I didn’t know how many Charley would eat.  You can have it.  We are going down to the Court House since Claire wants to go ahead and marry Charley.  If you would like to marry him too, you can come along.”

Between bites of ham and cheese sandwich she said, “You probably don’t remember me because of your concussion.  However, we were planning to get married before you fell.”

I looked her over carefully and imagined what she would look like without her clothes.

“I don’t remember you, but I am supposed to get my memories back.  So I will go ahead and marry you too.”

“Were you undressing me with your eyes?”

“It is call visualizing which is acceptable.”

Nicole laughed and said it was all right.

We went down to the Court House and got married.  We married ourselves which was a simple process and then signed some paperwork.  It didn’t take long.

Over the course of the week the rest of the women took me to the court house and married me. Stella, Martina and Sophia were out of town so weren’t available. So I married 8 women that week which meant I had 9 wives.

I was slowly getting my memories back so I recognized Stella, Martina, and Sophia when they came home on Friday evening.  

“We are only going to be able to stay for the weekend, but we would like to marry Charley,” Stella said.

“My mom can marry people since she has the right credentials,” Nicole said.  “I will ask her to come down and do it on Saturday.” 

I had 12 wives; I was married to Beth, Betsy, Rose, Claire, Jill, Susan, Stella, Martina, Sophia, Nicole, Judy, and Maya.

I had 6 children; 3 Daughters - Katie – Jill’s daughter; Karen – Betsy’s daughter; Tilly – Traci’s daughter and 3 Sons - Rusty and Ryan - Rose’s sons; Sam -  Stella’s son
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I couldn’t tell how our relationship had changed from before I married them, but it didn’t seem to be any different.  

Betsy lived with Beth and me in the main house.  She took care of my daughters Karen and Tilly.  My other daughter Katie lived with her mom Jill.  Susan lived with them and helped out with Katie.

Claire and Rose lived in a different house with Rose’s two boys Rusty and Ryan.  Sam who was Stella’s son lived with them too since Stella was gone a lot.

Maya and Nicole lived in a house about a block away that Maya owned.

The only one that lived in our guest house during the week was Judy.  Then Stella, Martina, and Sophia would return.  They had a new construction business and spent most of the week on the road.  They returned on Friday evenings and spent the weekend with us.  

All of my wives had jobs except for Beth.  Claire was my editor; Rose, Betsy, and Susan were school teachers.  Maya was the vice-president of the university and Nicole was in her last year of college.

During the week I worked with Claire on my novels.  Since she came to work with me, I was writing and publishing a lot more novels.  Beth liked to go shopping so she frequently was gone.

Everyone got together for dinner a couple of times a week.  The rest of the time they ate in their own houses.  So it wasn’t overwhelming.

Sometimes they came over after dinner and played dominoes or watched TV with us.  Rose brought the boys so they could watch a DVD Disney show with their sisters.

Basically we fell into a routine that worked well for all of us.

One Friday evening Stella, Martina, and Sophia were late so they missed having dinner with us.  The rest of my wives and the children had joined us for dinner that night.

Stella gave me a quick kiss and barely hugged me so I knew something was wrong.  We went into the large living room to talk.  The kids headed to the family room to watch a DVD.

Stella sat in a sofa chair and said, “We had a hell of a week.  We are trying to buy Traci’s old business from the bank that foreclosed on it.  We finally managed to get them to agree to a smaller amount.  I had about decided to not buy it when they dropped the price.”

“Why do you need another construction company?” I asked.

“My goal is to control all the large construction companies on the front range of Colorado.  We can compete better than the other companies since we can get supplies at lower prices.”
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“Well, you are home now so you can relax,” Betsy said.  “It sounds like you were a tough negotiator.”

“All I want tonight is to sleep with Charley and forget about business,” Stella said.

Beth seemed to be uptight about something and I started to have a sinking feeling.

“I set up a trust fund of five millions dollars to cover the cost of divorces.  Stella, you need to put in five million dollars too since you agreed to this sum.”

Stella was visually annoyed and said, “I have already negotiated all day so I didn’t need this discussion.  I don’t have five million dollars to put into the trust at this time.  I am expanding my business and don’t have that much money.”

Beth started getting angry and replied, “That sounds like a copout; you are trying to back out now.”

I didn’t like the way this discussion was going so jumped in to try to calm them down.

“Five million dollars is adequate to cover any divorces we have.  So Stella can increase the trust later.  Anyway five million dollars is not that much money.  Half of that five million is my money so I think we should just calm down and not make an issue out of it.”

“You are totally missing the point and siding with Stella.  She is just trying to weasel out of paying her share.”

Beth paused for a moment and got angrier and continued, “As far as the five million dollars goes, none of it was yours.  When you married me, you were barely getting by.  You weren’t that good of a writer and made very little money.  I made a bad mistake by not following my lawyers’ advice and getting you to sign a prenuptial agreement. Now if we got a divorce you would claim half of my fortune.”

She was just getting wrapped up so continued, “I talked to my lawyers the other day and they said I could claim I was mentally unbalanced at the time you rushed me into marrying you. So they said I could require you to sign a prenuptial agreement now and agree to a smaller sum.  Perhaps you should get only a million dollars like your wives.”

“That is just a bunch of crap,” Stella said.  “Charley did everything to help you and got you healthy.  Now you are turning on him and treating him like an unimportant servant.  I didn’t require him to have a prenuptial either, but I am going to stick with my agreement with him.”

Beth laughed and said, “You are overextended and will probably go under before the year is out.  Then half of what you have will be worthless.  He will get more from his school teachers.”

“I doubt they would divorce me.”

Beth looked at me angrily and said, “You have a choice to make, Charley.  I will agree to no prenuptial agreement and let you off the hook.  However, you must agree to divorce Stella and those two so called engineers that work for her.”

“Beth, you are acting crazy and mean,” Judy said.  “Charley and I saved your life.  You were sick and could barely walk when Charley married you and I went to work for you.”

“Charley married me for my money; it is plain and simple.  As far as you, Judy, you saw a good deal and got on the band wagon.  You were paid far more than you were worth.”

My wives started looking around at each over and wondered if Beth had cracked up.

Beth looked at me and said, “If you are thinking of putting me in a mental hospital again, it won’t work.  I have given my lawyers instructions to assume power of attorney in that case.  So you would be out on the street with nothing.”

“I am not going to divorced anyone so what is your plan now?”

“I figured you would say that.  I am going to divorce you and fight to make sure you get nothing.  You can live off of one of your other wives for a change.”

“What about the children?” Beth asked.

“They are Charley’s children, not mine.  I gave Traci her visitation rights to Tilly so she is Traci and Charley’s problem now.”

“Does that mean we have to move from the houses we are living in?” Rose said.  “No, you can pay rent like you should be doing anyway.  It will be a rate similar to other rentals in the area.

I glanced at Betsy and pointed at my watch.  She walked away like she had to go to the restroom.  Beth didn’t notice her leaving.

About ten minutes later the doorbell rang.  An ambulance crew walked in.

“My wife has had another nervous breakdown.  I want her put back in the mental hospital.  Her psychologist is Doctor Julie Roberts; she contracted me a couple of days ago and was worried since Beth was acting irrational.”

A woman nurse asked Beth to go with them.  She started screaming at them so they gave her a shot and put a strait jacket on her.

“Charley, I will not stay there long since my lawyers will get me out.  I will make sure that none of you get anything; I will eliminate the one million dollar divorce agreement.”

“Your lawyers won’t do anything, Beth,” Doctor Julie Roberts said.  “I alerted them a few days ago that you were heading for a mental breakdown and to do nothing.”

Beth looked at me and started yelling as they took her and put her in the ambulance and drove off.

Doctor Roberts stayed behind and said, “I hope the rest of you are all right.  I got worried the last time I saw her since she wasn’t acting right.  I called Charley and told him to keep an eye on her.  Betsy called me tonight and I told her to call 911.  I came on over here immediately.”

“What should we do now?” Stella said.

“Just go back to what you were doing.  I think I released her too soon the last time so I will keep her until I am sure she is completely able to deal with reality.  I think that Charley marrying the rest of you pushed her over the edge.”

“She said that is what she wanted,” Betsy said.

Julie smiled and said, “Beth is not always sane.”
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Julie stayed a few more minutes and said she had to get down to Parkview Hospital.  They would leave Beth there for evaluation and moved her to the other mental facility in a few days.

Traci called a few minutes later and talked to me.

“Her mother went crazy and spent the rest of her life in the mental institution.  Beth wanted to get private care for her at home, but the doctors did not think she was stable enough.”

“Did Beth offer you joint custody of Tina?” I asked.

“She wanted me to take joint custody, but I am on the road most of the time so I rejected her offer.  Tina is better off living here.”

She said she thought I did the right thing to commit her and then hung up.

I looked around and didn’t notice anyone, except for Betsy.

“They felt like you needed some time to yourself,” Betsy said.  

“Would you like to sleep with me in my room tonight?” Betsy asked.

I knew I would have a hard time sleeping, but I was wrong.  She was comforting and made love to me.  I was soon asleep.

Betsy cooked me a nice breakfast the next morning.  Karen and Tina had slept over with her sisters at Jill’s house.

Doctor Julie Roberts came over to talk to me.

“She stopped taking her medicine since she didn’t like the way it made her feel.  That was part of the problem.  I think she could have gotten violent if you hadn’t acted immediately.”

“How long will she have to stay in the mental hospital?”

“I hope I am wrong, but she may spend the rest of her life there.  So you should just assume that and run things as if she is not your wife.”

“How long will it be before I can go down and visit with her?”

“It may be a few months at least.  It all depends on how she does.”

The next day Stella wanted me to take a walk with her.  We walked along the path by the Fountain River which was across the street from our house.

“Charley, I am so sorry that I made Beth go over the edge.  I couldn’t sleep last night since I went over what happened over and over.”

She paused for a moment before continuing, “If you want to divorce me for my actions, I will accept that.”

“Do you want me to divorce you?”

“No, I am perfectly happy being married to you.  You don’t make any demands on me which allows me to pursue my business endeavors.”

We sat down on a bench and I said, “Strangely enough, Beth put this family together; it wasn’t my doing.  She felt comfortable in a large family so pushed me to get involved with many women.  I am not that ambitious so I would still be married to one wife if it weren’t for her.”

I kissed Stella gently to assure her and hugged her.

“Beth wouldn’t have wanted that trouble in the family either.  You really had nothing to do with what happened.  The nervous breakdown has been coming for a while.  Her doctor and I talked about it; her doctor felt the large family was actually helping Beth.”

“What caused her to have a nervous breakdown?”

“It is a heredity problem that she was born with. If she hadn’t gotten in a tiff with you, it would have been someone else. So stop blaming yourself.”

Stella hugged me and said, “Charley, one of the reasons I love you is you are compassionate and understanding.  I was afraid you would blame me for the loss of your wife.”

We got up and walked along the path again.  The river was running a little higher today.  The Fountain started as a small creek to the west of Colorado Springs.  Most of the water that ran in it came from runoff in that city.  It was a wide river, but was very shallow with many sandbars.  It joined the Arkansas River below town.

“Our lives are like this river.  Sometimes it is almost dry and other times it is full of water when heavy rains fall.  We don’t have much choice with what happens.  All we can do is accept it and try to concentrate on the good things in our lives.”

“You made me feel a lot better, Charley.  Could we go back to my bedroom and make love?”

On the way back she was cheerful and the burden had been lifted off her back.  She was normally a happy person so I felt better about that.

I watched her as she undressed since she had a beautiful shapely body.  She knew how to use it to turn me on.

I slipped my clothes off and held her close.  

“Stella, I could never give you up; you are a very sexy woman.”

She reached down and took my rigid penis and held it for a moment.  “It is dripping all over my tummy so I think he is telling us he wants to visit.”

We made love for an hour and enjoyed it immensely.  I could feel the tension go out of Stella’s body.  She enjoyed herself and had numerous orgasms.

During our shower she said, “Beth told us about the conjugal visits she got from you when she was in the mental hospital before.  Are you going to give them to her again?”

“The doctor said she would monitor Beth’s progress and see what happens.  She said it would probably be a couple of months before she is allowed any visitors.  There is no reason she wouldn’t grant conjugal visits like she did before.  The doctor said it helped Beth to deal with her mental issues.”
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We settled into a normal routine.  I spent nights at the other houses and enjoyed the time with my other wives and my children.

Nicole started helping me with finances since she had a business minor. The court had made me administrator of all our money as long as Beth was unable to make decisions for herself.

“Charley, I think you should increase the five million to twelve million so all your wives are covered in case of divorce.”

“Why should I put Beth down too since we would split the assets down the middle in case of a divorce?”

“This is a trust so can’t be touched by either party.  So regardless of what happens; the trust is still there.  Beth could lose her money some way.”

I usually followed her instructions; she set it up with help from her lawyer mother.

A couple of months later Doctor Julie Roberts called me and said she wanted to come to see me.  She said she would come over later that day.

“Charley, I know this will seem strange to you just as it seems strange to me.  I told Beth she had progressed enough to talk to you on the phone, have you visit her, or some other family members visit with you.”

“That sounds good that she is doing better.  When should I call her?”

Julie thought for a moment before say, “Beth’s personality has changed a lot this time.  We talked about her progress and she made some of her wishes known to me.  She does not want to have any contact with you or her former family.  She feels she needs time to develop her new personality.”

I frowned so she continued, “She wants a separation and will live alone once she gets out of the mental institution which should be in about a month.  She will talk to her lawyers and they will let you know how that will affect you.”

Margaret Fisher came out to see me; we sat at a table in the solarium.  I asked Nicole to sit in on the meeting since I depended on her a lot.

“Beth always made strange requests from the very first, but we try to follow our client’s wishes.  Beth has been released from the hospital and wants a separation.”

“Is that a legal separation?” Nicole asked.

“That is what I recommended, but she just wants a separation while she sorts things out.  She does want something from Charley though since he is administrator of her assets.  She wants a trust set up for her with a certain amount she will receive each month.  She also wants him to approve purchases of cars and houses which are expensive items.”

“Why doesn’t she just request ten million dollars so she can buy what she wants?” Nicole said.

“That would be the wisest thing for her to do.  However, she has a mind of her own and we don’t want to rock the boat.  We just follow her instructions even when it is not in her best interests.”

“How much will the trust pay monthly?” Nicole asked.

“She wants five thousand dollars a month which is 60 thousand dollars a year.  She has gotten a job with the Junior College next fall which will give her another source of income.”

Margaret thought for a moment and said, “She wants to find out if she can make it on her own.”

I was frankly surprised that she didn’t want more.

“Keep in mind that a separation can easily turn into a divorce since the separation time has been met.  I really expect her to get a divorce.  She has told me that she will split her assets equally with you if it comes to that.”

A few weeks later a moving company came and packed up Beth’s clothes and other personal belongings and hauled them away.  

Since I was living alone I changed the bedroom to make it more masculine.  I also used it to make love to my wives when they were in a hurry and didn’t want to go back to their houses.

That summer we took a trip down to New Mexico to see the sights.  I rented an expensive bus that could haul all of us.  Martina and Sophia did the driving since they were experienced bus drivers.  We went to White Sands and let the kids play in the white sand.  We went over to Carlsbad and went through the caverns and had a great time. We took them to the beach at Carlsbad so they could swim. We took them out to Sitting Bull Falls and spent the day which they loved.

We spent a day at Bottomless Lakes and went swimming in the large lake.  The kids had a great time and loved their summer vacation.  Then we went to Santa Fe and then onto Taos and saw the pueblos.  From there we headed to Farmington and saw the Aztec Ruins.  Then we went to the Clift Dwellings and walked all around.  We headed over Red Mountain pass through the beautiful mountains.  We were gone a month and everyone had a great time.

That fall I got bored since I was home alone.  Claire was teaching classes at the university since I no longer needed her.  I had stopped writing since Beth left; I just didn’t have any motivation.

I decided to take some classes at the Junior College.  I looked through the folder for writing classes and saw a creative writing class by Beth Madison.  I decided I needed to take a remedial class so signed up for it.

I decided to take just this class since it had been years since I had been in college. I sat toward the back of the class so I wouldn’t be noticed.
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Beth walked in and looked around.  If she saw me, she didn’t say anything.

I studied her for a moment.  She had always worn her hair short and wore glasses.  She now wore her hair down past her shoulders and had contacts which made her look younger.  She had put on weight the last few years and had trimmed down.  If I hadn’t known her well, I wouldn’t have recognized her.

“Since we only have 20 students, I want everyone to move to the front.”

The ones of us who were sitting in the back got up and moved forward.  I managed to get as far back as I could.

“I want each one of you to state your name and why you are taking this class.  We will start in the back and work forward.”

“I am Charley Lincoln and I am taking this class as a remedial.”

“Why do you think you need a remedial class?”

“I haven’t written anything lately due to personal problems.”

“Charley, you have a soft voice so come up here and sat in the front row so the students can hear you better.”

I frowned and took a seat in the front row.

“I thought I would ask each student questions, but Charley is full of information on writing we can gleam.”

I was wearing an old sweater with faded jeans.  I didn’t actually give the impression of a successful writer.

“I noticed you aren’t wearing the best clothes; are you having a hard time getting by?”

“No, my wife has a job.”

“Obviously she doesn’t spend it on your clothes.”

“Writers don’t need fancy clothes to write.  Many authors don’t even bother to get dressed but write in their pajamas.”

A girl laughed and said, “I think that would be a job I would like.”

“How many books have you published?”

I thought for a minute and said, “I am not sure, but it is over a hundred.”

“With that many books you are obviously earning royalties each month; so you are not as bad off as you sound.”

“How many novels have you written, Beth?”

“I separated from my husband last year so I started writing to pass the time.  I wrote three novels in the past year and published them.  They are doing very well and I am earning money and getting some good reviews.”

That surprised me since I never knew Beth to write a novel or even attempt to write one.

She moved to the front and asked the girl beside me what she wanted to get out of this class.  The answers were short since the students didn’t feel comfortable with their lack of experience.  The teacher managed to get through the students quickly.

The bell rang and I started to leave.

“Charley, this is a two hour class so everyone has to return in 30 minutes.  Would you mind getting a coke with me at the cafeteria?”

As we walked to the cafeteria I said, “You said you were divorced last year.  What happened to your ring?”

“I never said I was divorced; I said I was separated from my husband.  I kept the ring in case we reconciled our differences.”

We both got cokes and donuts and went to check out.  I started to pay for hers so she said, “I am not allowed to accept gifts so I will pay for my own purchases.”

She studied me for a moment and said, “How are your wives and children doing?”

“What makes you think I have wives and children? I may have only one wife and no children.  Some women don’t stick around long enough to get pregnant.”

“You said your wives had jobs?”

I thought for a moment and decided she was baiting me.  “I meant one wife since that is all I need to support me in my lean writing days.”

Beth laughed and replied, “If that one wife was rich, she would be enough.”

She reached over and took my hand and said, “It is really good to see you again.  I almost called you a dozen times, but I backed out.  I was afraid you were still angry at me.”

She glanced at her watch and said we were going to be late if we didn’t hurry.  She went to the front of the room and I headed back to my safe chair in the back.

When the bell rang for the second time, it was time for that class to be over for the day.  A couple of women came up and started asking the teacher questions.  I slipped out silently.

She had asked everyone to write a one thousand word short story to bring to the next class.  This class only met twice a week so I could write it tomorrow.

I went ahead and wrote it that evening and ask Claire to proof it for me.  It took me about 30 minutes to write since it was a funny story about my boys picking on their older sisters and then getting beat up.

I had written it over at Claire’s house since I was planning to spend the night with her.  

After we made love, we cuddled for a few minutes and pillow talked.

“Charley, you didn’t have your mind on love making so you weren’t up to your normal standards.  What is wrong?”

I told her all about the class and how Beth was teaching it.

She thought for a moment and said, “Do you want her to come back?  She seemed interested in talking to you.”

“She has been gone for more than a year; that is a long time and many things have changed in that time.”

“Did you know it was her teaching the class?”

“No, but I thought it might be.  My brain says for me to walk away, but my heart still aches from missing her.”

“Maybe her heart still aches for you too, Charley.”
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“What did you think of my short story?”

“That was the way you used to write and the story was funny and well written.  I just caught a few punctuation errors.”

“She is a lot different from the way she was.  She has developed self-confidence and she is totally in control in her classroom.  She has a new life and seems to enjoy it.  Why would she be interested in her old life?”

“Just keep going to her class and you might find out.”

“Claire, I really like you; you have been far more than my editor.”

She snuggled up against me and we fell asleep.

The next day I started writing a new novel that I had had in the back of my mind for a while but could get started on it.  It was about a lonely man that lived by himself in the wilds of Alaska.  His wife had been domineering so he had left her and gone to Alaska to get away from her.  Now he was having second thoughts.

The next morning I started working on my novel again.  Rose and Claire had gone onto work at the college.  I wrote about a thousand words and suddenly noticed what time it was.  I rounded up everything and ran for my car.  Luckily the traffic was light so I was only a few minutes late for my creative writing class.

Beth was picking up the assignments and had her back to me so I sat down in the front row.  She turned when she finished picking up the papers.

“Did you do your assignment, Charley?”

I reached into my briefcase and pulled out my short story and handed it to her.

“You were supposed to outline it before you wrote it.  I doubt you did that so maybe your editor made an outline for you based on the story.”

Claire hadn’t said anything to be, but I checked my briefcase and found it.  I handed it to Beth.

Beth frowned and went back to the front and sat down at her desk.

The young woman beside me said, “Are we allowed to hire an editor to help us?”

“She is his wife so there is nothing wrong with that.  Writers frequently ask their spouses for help in proofreading and editing their stories.  It is an excellent source of free labor.”

Beth studied me for a moment and said, “Since you were late, Charley, perhaps you could read your short story to us.  Then everyone could ask you questions.”

I stood up and went up by Beth desk and sat down in a chair by her desk and started reading.  I frequently read to Claire or one of my other wives to get their opinions on what I was writing.

This was a funny story and I had to stop a couple of times since people were laughing.  When I finished, I started to get up to go back to my seat.

“We will have a question and answer session now so you should stay up here.” She reached over and touched me on the arm as if to reassure me, but I think she just wanted to touch me.

“How long did that take you to write?” a young man said.

“It took about two hours, but I had to stop and listen to my wife tell me about her day so I probably could have done it in an hour since it was only a thousand words.”

“Charley just made a good point.  To get the most production, it is better to have a quiet place away from distractions.”

“Do you think an outline is a requirement for writing?” another student asked.

“I use outlines when I write nonfiction books since they have to have structure.  However, when I write fiction I don’t bother since the story constantly changes anyway.”

“Were you writing about your children?”

I told her I was so she asked how many I had.

“I have 3 boys and 4 girls.  The boys are five years old and the girls are 10.  I have a new daughter that is only two months old.”

Beth looked surprised but didn’t say anything.  

“Seven children must be a lot of work for your wife,” the same student asked.

“I googled him on the Internet and he has more than one wife,” Beth said.  “His children do not have the same mothers.”

“Charley, how do you support your wives and children,” a young man asked.  “I heard authors do not make that much money.”

“He doesn’t have a problem with money since he married wisely,” Beth said.  “He has a couple of very rich wives and the rest of them are professional women.”

The bell rang so I got up and went to the cafeteria.  I was starting to get a little pissed at Beth since she was exposing my life.  I preferred to limit the knowledge about my personal life.”

Beth came in and got a coke; she came over and sat down at my table.

“Am I making you nervous, Charley?”

“I guess a little.  I prefer to keep my private life separate from my literary life.”

“Tell me about your two-year old daughter.”

“Her name is Mia and she is Maya’s daughter.  She is already very smart and calls me da da.”

“Are any of your other wives pregnant?”

“Susan is expecting next month and Martina is about three months pregnant.”

Beth got a serious look on her face and said, “I miss my family sometimes.  I had a lot of close friends and children that loved me.”

“You could have come home after you got out of the hospital.”

“Charley, I wanted to find out if I could make it on my own.  The past year has been a time of growing for me.  I found I could stand on my two feet and survive.  I had a doctorate in Literature so I decided to teach.  I teach creative writing in the mornings and then literature in the afternoon.”
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“I am proud of your accomplishment, Beth.”

She glanced at her watch and said we had to get back to the classroom.  I took a seat in the back.  

Beth taught how to outline a story so I tuned her out.  I was thinking about something else when I heard my name called.

“Charley, since you are not listening to what I am saying maybe you could tell the class how you outline your story.”

I guess I should have pretended to show interest so I was in trouble again.  I got up and walked to the front of the room and took a seat next to her.

“How do you outline since the story must have some structure?” Beth asked.

The students were very alert since they wanted to hear what I would say.  Perhaps some of them were bored with the outline talk.

I stood up and paced back a forth a couple of times gathering my thoughts.  I stopped and said, “Beth is right since you have to have some structure to the story.  I get a general idea about what I want to write about then I sit down and start writing.  The story seems to write itself.  I let it go where it wants unless it goes off in a totally different direction that I want.  In that case I have to rein it in.”

“Are you suggesting that we don’t use an outline?” a woman said.

I thought for a moment and said
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