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To My Dream –
Somewhere  between heaven and earth.
 
To Peggy O'Loughlin
Thank you for your guiding words in my late teens
you gave me more than courage.
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November comes in with a raw wind. It’s getting colder, though not as cold as back east. I am thankful for that. Jay and I shift again to another level. We don’t stay on the same plane for long, yet somehow, still waters run deep and we flow with and into each other in a more secure and comfortable manner. Not that we know everything about each other, we never will, and that’s OK. But we’re surmounted some obstacles, and like a cyclist on a hilly ride, we slide into November, sort of coasting down this last ‘hill.’ 

I thought because I don’t have a steady job, it might be boring, but I find plenty of things to do while he’s working. Besides writing more, I join a gym, (they call it a fitness center here), to get back into exercising, like I used to do, before I moved. I get my hair cut, um, styled. Now it’s not hanging in my eyes, like a sixties hippy. I treat myself to a massage, and a facial. Even have a professional makeover. Plus, I go shopping more. I figure I need to have reasonably stylish clothes if I’m going to live in this appearance world. Though it feels strange at first, I use the credit card Jay gave me. He wants me to spend his money. I only buy a few items. Odd, Jay’s not only glad I do, but compliments me on about everything I buy. I’ll ease into this lifestyle, but at my own pace. I thank him again but let me accept it in small bits. OK.

After I drop Ben off at school, I take my daily walk around the area. I meet different people. I see Gladys on my walk. She’s entering her poodle in a pageant. I’m glad for her. I catch Michelle coming out of the elevator. Uh, she and her friends have found hanging around the mall more interesting. I agree. 

I’m sort of getting used to the stares when I go out with Jay. Mostly, I work at ignoring them. Yet, not to suppress it, I do mention to Jay when I feel awkward, as not to get too fearful. I’m not whiny or emotional, matter of fact and brief, I state I am uncomfortable. It’s all I have to say. He nods and gives me a quick pointer right there to be less insecure, thus, I am becoming less distressed about being with him in public, which I am starting to venture out with him when he asks, politely. He doesn’t want to dominate and force me. Ok. A few people I can handle. 

He’s a real sweetheart, doesn’t berate me for backing away when a group of people approach him. But I don’t go too far away this time. He nods at the group, yet steps right over to me, nearby. Curling his fingers securely in mine, as if he won’t let go, announces he’s leaving with his lovely wife, whom he’s glad agreed to marry him. I blush. Usually, the fans stand there, a bit flabbergasted. We move on until he finds us a quiet nook, where I can get my breath, if we can’t duck into his fancy car first. 

I shake my head at his antics, cover my grin. He tells me he’s setting the record straight. He chose me and be damned if anyone else doesn’t like it. They are petty twits if they don’t. I get it, but he doesn’t have to make any more announcements, ok. I will be by his side, without hesitation.

Off into a quiet nook, with his palm on the small of my back and his other hand gliding smooth over my belly, he nuzzles in my hair, breathing me in, not saying one word about my shy behavior, but starts serenading in my ear with old songs: “Can’t Take My Eyes Off of You” or “With You I’m Born Again,” or worse “You’re Having my Baby.” He’s not the only closet romantic. I’m swooning.

Or he whispers jokes, some of them dirty, until he can get me to laugh. Then with a gentlemanly kiss on my hand and a wink, we go on. He always makes everything seem so easy. And I’m learning to have a thicker skin. And not give stranger’s negative opinions any matter. Jay’s the only opinion that matters.

He calls me every day about lunch time. I call him more often, when I need to, usually on the home phone. If he’s busy, I leave a message, thus, don’t feel like I’m intruding. And he calls me back every time, although not right away. I’m not unrealistic to expect him to drop everything to talk to me. 

Jay still likes to surprise me with his playful gestures. Such as when he unexpectedly takes me in his arms sometimes, after dinner and does a small waltz, swaying me. And just as quickly, he gives me a wink and a shrug and goes to watch the game. Or he hollers wait, as we approach his shiny black sports car, and he prances over to the door, and gets off his ‘horse’ so he, my gallant knight, can open the door for his paper bag princess. He likes to be the goofy, gorgeous guy I love. I adore it, too.

Those jovial surprises may never change. That’s OK. I don’t want to take the mystery out of our relationship. I am also learning to let him assist me more, like give him my bag to carry, or open the door for me, but only when he gestures he wants to. I want to support him in supporting me. Makes him be more like a man, as I feel more like a woman, adored and treasured. I like him being my man.

Besides indulging myself a bit more with improving my appearance to being stylish. I do attempt to tackle the mail. Twisted form of masochistic insanity, I had a mild curiosity about. Jay retrieves a bundle of letters from John, his agent, since we have a P.O. Box. All of Jay’s mail gets routed through his agent/manager’s office. It’s safer that way. I get the grand psychotic treat of being privileged to his fan mail. It is odd reading mail not addressed to me, which range from sheer adoration to hate letters. Interesting. Psychology term papers could be written on this subject. Several refer to me, saying they were heartbroken he’d gotten married, but that they’d wait until he got tired of ‘her.’ One letter congratulated us, probably from a grandmother, handwriting too neat for a teen.

Oh, but if that’s not bad enough, Jay does an about face, from complete absolute resolve that he never reads anything from strangers, to one night being interested, totally intrigued by such foolish squander. 

We are lounging on our bed, chilling. I’m reading. He abruptly takes a letter out of the pile on the bureau. Loudly smoothing it in his hands, he leans back on his knees, straightens up. He has to clears his throat, several times, until he has my complete undivided attention. Of course.

“Umm, what’s all this nonsense about, writing your deepest longings to a stranger you’ve only seen on the screen, ummm? Just on the mere technicality, this woman loves me. Amazing. Wow. I’m so impressed.”

“Really? Let me see.” I lean forward, falling right into his teasing prank.

He blocks my hand. “Now, now, me dear, this is addressed to me. Ohhh, look what it says. My dearest JT, I am soooooo in love with you.” He glances at me smirking. “See, she’ said she loves me, even wrote it down. You didn’t tell me you loved me, until after we were married. The gaul. And you said it’s soupy to say it. Soupy? This girl has no reservation to profess her undying love. To me.”

“So?” I fold my arms. Now irked and dis interested. Do I have to listen to his bravado?

“Listen. I want to soooooo, sigh, satisfy your every, every, whim, wish and desire.” His eyes widen. “Whoa wee. Free sex, yes-sir-rey. STD here I come. Gee, did she give her number? I don’t even have to ask her. Unlike you, who refused to give me your number until after you dumped spaghetti on my lap.”

“That’s not the only thing I’m going to dump in your lap in a minute.” I snit.

He keeps reading. He’s getting to me and he knows it. “Oh, look, it’s her home number, that’s even better.”

Smirking, he glances over at me, while I’m glaring at him. He’s so enjoying this.

He gulps. “Wonder if she knows I’m now married. My wife wouldn’t like that. Oh, here, yeah, she’s aware I’m married. Oh, but, uh, she’s not too happy about that. She says, ‘why don’t you soooooooooo dump that uh, I’ll skip the adjectives, wife of yours. Hook up with me. I can make you happy.” He drops back on his heels. “Well, gee wiz, look here, she can make me happy. When did you ever promise to make me happy? I don’t remember that being included in our vows.”

“Give me that.” I snatch it out of his hand. “So what?”

“But she wrote it. Right there, in her own handwriting. She promised. With words.”

“You don’t even know this girl.”

“Well, glad we didn’t invite her to our wedding. Nothing like a jealous wannabe girlfriend to ruin a happy day of matrimony.” He chuckles, so full of himself, and loving it.

“You’re just a barrel of laughs.” I rip the letter in half, twice. 

“You don’t want to read it? Ouuu, do I detect a hint of jealousy? Naw, I can’t possibly see why?”

“Au, shut up, Mister Casanova. You just had to be born with that Adonis face.” I get up with the ripped letter and the few letters I had next to me and drop them all into the trash with a umph. Damn right I’m jealous.

“Shut up? Shut up? I can’t believe you told me to shut up?” Laughing, he mocks me so well.

He doesn’t get to read anymore letters to me. I endure his parody like the patient, forgiving wife which I am. The rest of letters go back into the box unopened. I now have no more curiosity about his fan mail. And I return to dealing with my own few scrawny pieces of mail. 

Thankfully I stay away from the set, where they probably actively flirt with Jay. But luckily, he shrugs them off there too. Actually, he tells me, other than the fans who only want his autograph, few women approach him to that degree of blatant enticement. And those kind he avoids anyway. They are status climbers, looking for the bling, and will use any guy and anything, including sex casually tossed in as the bait, to get it. The rest are having a fun tease. And sometimes, he does like to tease. But that’s all, just playful banter. Intellectually, I know he’s right. But it still pinches. Every other guy I’ve ever known was average. On occasion one woman flirted with them, not dozens. It’s tough adjusting to being married to an actor.

Almost every night, when he does come home (and is not gone on some trip), I rush up to meet him, throw my arms around his neck and give him a real warm welcome home kiss. I’m happy to see him. He smiles. He’s glad he’s home, too. Sometimes, he gives me a real enticing kiss back, which usually means he’s in the mood, and we’ll be enjoying ourselves even more later that night. 

As much as I love our passionate nights, I am growing accustomed to our regular nights and sleeping with him. Hearing him breath, the way he curls me into him, the way he caresses my arm or strokes my hair. It tells me he really likes me and he’s glad we’re together. Me too.

We haven’t found another book like Alice in Wonderland that we read at night, but it’s as special to lie next to each other and talk about our day, or any other topic which interests us. Or just chill, sitting side by side in bed, with him searching for his next role in another script. I pick up my writing, and work on that. Our quiet together times are as connecting.

Although, he’s peeked over to see what I’m writing occasionally. Luckily not my journaling. But I show him a few of my poems. He grins, not bad. I shrug, put my poetry notebook in my drawer.

As the days go by, we’ve shifted into some sort of adjustable living for both of us, individually and as a couple. He’s not bothered with being ‘settled,’ with me, whatever that means. He knows he’s completely free to be himself with me. I’m glad. I like the ebb and flow with and between us now. He still has plenty of outlets and projects he’s involved with. He tells me when he’ll be out late, but always comes back by ten.

We have our disagreements, but we talk them out now, not emotional or defensive but calmly, instead of hiding, assuming and building them up. 

“Our greatest glory is not in never falling, but in rising every time we fall.” Confucius. We’re learning.
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“Jay! Jay, come here! Look at this,” I holler. 

“What?” He quickly comes into our bathroom.

“Look!” I cluck exasperated, staring down at the scale.

“What? This is what you called me in for? To check your weight? I think you’re getting a little obsessed with gaining, Meri.”

“I am not. I know I’m getting bigger and faster than I did with Ben. My pants are already way too tight. I have to use an elastic to button them.”

“How much have you gained since yesterday?” He teases, reaching over to re-fasten his loose stick tab he stuck above the toilet tank. It reads ‘SEAT DOWN.’ His reminder.

“I’ve gained at least five pounds since the beginning of the month.” I sigh, stepping off the scale.

“So?”

“So. That’s a lot in only two weeks. I’m only two and a half months pregnant.”

“Well, does gaining a lot of weight mean anything? Should we be worried?” His tone becomes more concerned.

I sigh. “It could mean anything, toxemia, retaining water.” I wash my hands.

“Call the doctor.”

“Well, I’m not in pain or anything, no bleeding. Anyway, my checkup is only two days away, on Wednesday. I’m going to ask for an ultrasound. Surprised they didn’t do one on the first visit. Can you get the morning off, to come with me, if you can? You’re almost finished with your scenes, aren’t you?”

“Just about. I already asked the director to re-arrange the time so I have it off.” He reassures me.

“Thank you. It’ll be better with you there. I’m sure everything is OK. The doctor will probably tell me I’m getting fat.” I grimace. “And you know I’m not eating a lot. I feel so bloated. At least the morning sickness is fading away.”

Jay smirks, trying not to laugh. “You’re not fat.” He turns to go back into the bedroom. 

I follow him. We settle into bed. I adjust my silky pale blue nightgown. I put on Dan Fogelberg. Jay doesn’t mind my mellow music. He likes all kinds of music.

“Jay?” I lift my head off his chest.

“What?” He gets comfortable.

“I don’t look fat to you?”

Rolling his eyes, he clucks. “Nooo.”

Resting my cheek back on his chest, I enjoy his caresses down my hair and back. Being with him is so relaxing.

I pick my head up. “Are you sure?”

“Meri. You’re pregnant. You’re supposed to gain weight. I’m sure the doctor can tell us why you’re gaining so fast.”

I place my head down. Sigh. “Jay?” My head goes up again.

“What?”

“My being fat, doesn’t turn you off?”

“You’re not fat. We made love the other night. And you still make my knees weak.” 

“Are you just saying that?” 

“Meri! I’ve seen you naked, I should know,” he’s exasperated. 

“But you often said you loved my slender body. I’m not going to be thin much longer.”

“You’re beautiful. You’ll stay thin too, probably carry the baby all in front. You seem to get sexier the more I know you. This new?” He fingers the collar of my nightgown.

I grin, I bought it for him to notice. I like his attention.

“It’s pretty. Much sexier than the baggy t-shirt you used to wear to bed. I’m glad you’re buying yourself nice things now. But don’t get too dollied up, I’ll have to worry about guys coming on to you.”

“You would not.” I grin.

“Oh, yeah I would.” He tilts his chin down, cracks open one eye. “But maybe you wouldn’t razz me about the women who approach me.”

“I don’t razz you. As long as you don’t flirt back. Besides, guys don’t look at me, like some women look at you.”

He lets out a boisterous laugh. “Oh, yes they do. They give you the eye over, when you’re with me.”

“That’s because I’m with you, Mr. Actor. They’re looking at you.”

“Boy, are you blind. Most guys are animals, as I’m sure you know, out for the conquest and sex whenever they can get away with it. And are as predatory as some of the women.”

“You don’t give your own gender much credit there, Mr. Ex-Player.”

“No, just cuz their animals, doesn’t mean they act from their dick every time. Most guys have enough restraint, and they’re civil. And when they have the right woman, they get well trained, and know it’s not worth going for cheap, even when they’re tempted. But when they don’t have a woman, or the woman they have doesn’t satisfy them, they are on the prowl.”

I should say something snappy. Gender bashing is always an interesting volley. But, maybe I’m tired, maybe I’m worried about my weight, and feel fat, or maybe it’s the weird pit in the bottom of my stomach, with the thought of Jay on the ‘prowl.’ 

“Were you?”

“Well, I’d lie if I said no. When I was younger, I went through that phase. But that doesn’t interest me anymore. I found myself a great woman. A woman who loves me, pleases me, takes care of me, and doesn’t even notice other guys eying her.” He smiles. “You know that cocktail party we attended last Friday? And you had on that black cocktail dress, which was a knockout on you, by the way. I caught several guys eying your ass. Which is very fine, I may add.”

“No way. Oh, that’s cuz you tried to park your hand on it three times. And I kept brushing you off.”

“No, that was because I was giving the asshole the eye and making it clear he better back off and take his eyes off my wife’s ass.” 

Now I let out a chuckle. “You were jealous?” I look at him, amazed. Wow. I’m flattered. 

“Damn right, I am.” He strokes my hair. “And I’m not letting you go.”

“I would never look at another man.”

“Which makes me double lucky. Umm, go to sleep, now.” Pressing my head down on his chest, he yawns. 

How come I didn’t notice that? I am still nervous going out with Jay, never mind a Hollywood cocktail party, and trying to listen to the latest chat and appear like I know how to respond. It is work trying to fit into this appearance lifestyle. It took me two hours to get ready, never mind the hair salon and manicure and facial etc. 

This time, Jay was more than patient, encouraging me, promising me again, he would be by my side the whole time.

When we got there, there was the valet parking, and streams of fancy cars and beautifully manicured people. Remembering to stand up tall, walk with grace, smile and mingle, that took all my attention. Then chat with the host, say the appropriate thing, don’t put my foot in my mouth by being too complex, or too stupid. And know who is who. 

Jay was such a gentleman; he rarely left my side and cued me on the who’s who. With his palm pressed on the small of my back, he proudly introduced me as his wife, his lovely wife, Meri, saying he’s a very lucky man for me marrying him. His way of getting it out there that it was him that wanted me. He wasn’t duped. 

His over the top way of apologizing to me for the crappy way the media and his fans had trashed me. Although these people at this event are neither. I asked him to tone it down.

We’re old news now. No one calls me ‘the one’, they pronounce my name correctly and talk to me like it’s no big deal, JT Stryde is married now. The thrill is gone for them. Although a few are surprised I’m expecting. Boy, was that quick. You can say that again. One older woman asks if is a boy or girl. I shrug, too soon to tell, and we want to be surprised in early June.

The gathering mostly was like preliminary informal business chats in a lighter atmosphere of a cocktail party. They always seem to like to make deals here and scheduling an exclusive lunch or something more serious later with each other. Jay’s got it down, so he can look around. 

Coming back from my thoughts, I close my eyes and listen to his heartbeat. Soothing. We’re about drifting off to sleep, but I remember one more thing.

Up goes my face, again. “Jay?” I whisper.

Almost asleep, his eyes are closed. 

“Hun?” I softly persist. “Jay?”

“You’re not fat,” he mumbles.

“Do you want a boy, or a girl?”

“Huh?” He tilts his chin down, opening his eyes in the dark.

“Do you want a boy, or a girl?” I ask again.

“I think that’s already set, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, but if you had a choice.”

“I want a healthy baby. I’d love a boy as much as a girl. Why? What do you want? We already have Ben.”

“I don’t know. Part of me would like a girl, a little sister for Ben. But I heard girls are harder to raise than boys. Yet, I’d still like to have a boy.” I smile. “Who looks just like his dad. And grows up to be as awesome.”

His smile spreads. “I love you. Now, go to sleep.”

On Tuesday, Jay asks if I would like to go to lunch with him. He has a long break between scenes. I accept only as long as it’s not crowded, and away from the studio. OK. 

Stylishly dressed, I arrive at the restaurant a little early. The hostess asks me if I would like to be seated. No, thank you. 

My new cell phone rings. I pick it out of my purse and click it on. Cool. It’s Jay. He’s running a little. Click.

Hello? He hung up. Odd.

The phone rings in my hand. I answer it.

Sorry, dropped call. He’ll be there in a few.

OK. He hangs up.

What’s so great about this mobile device anyway?

Waiting in the lobby, I move over to the phones, glancing around, and watching people come and go. Not meaning to, I am drawn into fragments of a distraught conversation this man is having on the phone.

“He left. He left!” the thin man whines. “Can you believe that? Yeah. Yeah, I know! Just- yeah. But he left me for, for that two hole thing! That slut.” His face twist and contours full of anguish. I’m not sure if he is going to cry or not. Two hole thing? Latest lingo for what? I didn’t dare ask. 

I back away, not wanting to appear as if I am eavesdropping. 

Luckily, Jay arrives, floods me with compliments on my outfit. Ok. Ok. I don’t need that much of his support. We’re shown our seats. We have a pleasant lunch and I even smile back when we get those stares. Two girls ask him for his autograph. Jay winks at me after. 

As we are leaving, Jay takes my hand, curls his fingers securely in mine. Waiting for my car, I lightly ask Jay what a ‘two hole thing’ is.

He gives me a double take, stifles a burst of laughter, but doesn’t answer.

The valet brings my plain compact sedan around. It sticks out in the sea of expensive shiny models. Jay helps me in, without noticing, closes the passenger door like a gentleman, gets in the driver’s side. 

We drive back to the studio, since Jay got a ride over to the restaurant. He starts laughing, again, eyeing me with that playful, teasing look. I put on James Taylor, Fire and Rain.

“What? What’s so funny?”

“You Meri.” He grins.

“Are you making fun of me?” I’m still learning about this Hollywood stuff, though I’m getting better.

“No, no.” He’s holding back his smirk.

“Tell me.” I’m getting irritated. “Is it something I’m not supposed to ask?”

He chuckles, shaking his head. “Where’d you hear that?”

“While I was waiting for you, overheard this guy whining on the phone about being left for some two hole thing.”

Jay laughs louder. 

“What? What?”

“Was he gay?”

“Probably.”

He smiles at me. “You can figure it out. You’re smart.”

I glance at him. He’s not going to tell me. Fine, I’ll figure it out myself.

After dropping Ben at school, on Wednesday, we go over to the clinic for my appointment. Jay is sweet, yet funny, trying to help me out of his car as if I am nine months or something. 

“I can get out myself.” I grin. Although being a fancy sports car, it is lower to the ground.

Yeah, he knows, but he’s getting into being an expectant dad. He’s psyched to see the ultrasound of our baby. He helps me out, anyway.

During the exam, we get to listen to the heartbeat. It sounds so awesome. Jay is tickled. Dr. Norton shows a little concern when he mentions an extra beat, nothing to really worry about, possibly an echo. We’ll send you down to ultrasound to see that little bugger in there. Possibly test for toxemia, due to your rapid weight gain, Mrs. Stryde. Everything else checks out fine. No need to worry.

“I hate when they say that,” I comment to Jay as we go down there. “The doctor on those movies says that before disaster strikes.”

“But don’t you love how they always cure them at the end.” He’s trying to remain light. 

I drink some water before going in. Luckily, I don’t have to wait too long. Up on the exam bed, I get gooey, cool suave glopped all around my abdomen. The scanner swirls all around, making circular motions, trying to find ‘the little bugger.’

The clinician is explaining the procedure. We’re both half-listening. Our eyes are glued on the tiny screen. Then, there it s/he is, can’t tell the sex at eleven weeks.

The heart is beating. Nice and strong, the guy says. 

I am straining to see, but it’s harder to see lying on my back.

Jay is beaming. “Oh my God. Look Meri, he’s moving. OhmyGod, there’s our baby.”

The clinician asks Jay to step back as he quickly moves the scanner again. He has an odd look on his face. Putting the scanner down, he excuses himself. He’ll be back in a minute.

Jay and I glance at each other, not sure if that is good or bad. Neither one of us wants to say it, but my heart tightens. What if something is wrong with the baby? In the first trimester there are higher chances of spontaneous abortions due to abnormalities. I know it’s written on my face.

Jay takes my hand. “I’m sure everything is OK,” he says hesitantly, yet avoids my eyes. 

The doctor arrives with the clinician a few minutes later, although it seems like eternity.

“Can you stand on the other side of your wife, Mr. Stryde?” Dr. Norton asks Jay. 

Jay moves over, takes my hand, holding it securely. 

They scan my abdomen, blocking our view of the screen.

“Yes, I think you’re right,” the doctor says to the clinician. “Right there. Yes, I see it.”

“Just as I thought,” the guy replies.

“That explains it.” Dr. Norton nods.

“What?! What is it?” Jay can’t contain himself. “Is something wrong with our baby? Just tell us!”

The two men turn toward us. They are both smiling.

“Mr. Stryde, Mrs. Stryde, there’s nothing wrong with your babies.” Dr. Norton pauses. “You’re expecting twins.”

We both drop our jaws. 

Jay gives out a whoop. “Twins! Meri. Twins. Wow!” He laughs, gives me a wet sloppy kiss. “TWO babies! Yeeee Haaaa! Two!” He does a giddy two step dance.

I wipe off his slobber. Yeah, I can count. One, two. “Twins. Wow is right.” I’m taking deep breaths.

Exam over. X-ray pictures held tight, we head out.

Jay is ecstatic. All day, he tells everyone he comes in contact with we’re having twins, regardless if he knows them or not. Yeee Haa, one, TWO! I think everyone knows what ‘twins’ means. For a guy who likes to keep you guessing, and remain uncommunicative about us as a couple, he has no qualms about spreading this news. Yeee haa, one, TWO! Two. He is beyond gleeful, giddy.

I’m in shock. Twins. 
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Thursday, I call my mother. She’s happy, tells me my father had twins on his side of the family. That’s good to know. She asks about us coming east for the holidays. I have to decline, due to Jay’s schedule. Right now, I want to stay on the ground until this all sinks in. Which means we’re not going back to Boulder for a week either as we had thought, right after he finished with Framed. I was disappointed but we cancelled that trip too. I do promise my mom, we’ll visit next summer, after the babies are born. 

Thursday night, it’s already on the entertainment news we’re expecting twins. Jay’s beaming, strutting around. Cool for him. Ain’t he the sperm-o-matic daddy dude. His rocket was firing full blast that night. There are about a million sperm per ‘shot’, goof. And I point out, there’s two placentas. I dropped two eggs, daddy-O, not him. So they won’t be identical. That doesn’t matter to him, the great impregnator, as long as they’re healthy. Yee Haa, one, two! Then he takes his two hands, draws them off his hips like two pistols and fires them off, pff, pff, one two. Rapid Draw McPah, finest bullets in the west. Yee Haa, one, two! Pff, pff. 

What was I thinking marrying an actor?

I’m ready to stuff a sock in his mouth if he yelps that one more time. Yee Haa, one, two! He’s sweet though, brings me home a dozen roses, plays soft music, rubs my feet, before he rolls over to go to sleep. Well, best in small doses. He’s chuckles in the pillow before he shifts on his back and cuddles me in his arms. Yet, as we doze off, he has to say it one more time. Yee Haa, one, two!

Where’s a sock when I need one?

Saturday, the Framed director decides to have a party for the crew at the closure of the filming. There still are voice-overs and other technical stuff I never was interested enough to pay attention to, that need to be worked on. But all that matters to me is on the Saturday before Thanksgiving, Jay’s long hours away are over. We wouldn’t have to be ‘stealing’ kisses in the dark and catching cat naps anymore.

We take Ben with us to the studio. Family is invited. It is something like a banquet, except different. This has a Hollywood flair to it, with egos to match. People are mulling around, talking, eating, and mostly drinking. And other stuff I’m sure, as some people slip out the side, and come back a little more mellower than before. There’s a table, full of food, and a free bar. Cool, all the liquor you want and I can’t drink. Not that I do, but a margarita would sure taste good now.

Jay grimaces but he knows I’m joking. As not to make me feel isolated, he doesn’t drink either. Everyone else does, though.

“We’ll leave early, before they start rolling on the tables,” Jay smirks as one guy staggers by, almost dropping his plate in my lap. I can tolerate the bumbling, but it’s the catty women the ones I saw in September that bother me more. They are haughty and abrasively cool around me. I’m dressed decently, nothing provocative, yet I’m not following the latest fashion trends, nor do I want to. But I get that down the nose, head to toe, roll of the eyes glare from a few as we go by them. I’ll never fit into that kind of crowd. They think I’m some country bumpkin, lucked out with a handsome actor, and I think their stuck up shallow little twits. Oh well. 

After the director makes a thank you speech, we walk around, socializing. Several women come up to Jay, offering their congratulations on the film, which would be fine if a few of them didn’t seductively touch him while leaning into him. Jay is a bit miffed, uncomfortably leans away from her, and he introduces me, as a protective shield against their advantages perhaps. This is Meri, his lovely wife. I’m actually feeling ok, no queasiness, and I’m rested.

Oh? Having ignored me before their come-ons to my husband, these bold ladies roll their eyes down while letting out a disappointing sigh, begrudgingly return the greeting. Oh, the wife. 

Uh, yeah. I’m the wife. Mrs. Stryde, nice to meet you too, I grimace. Well, I was mostly feeling ok, till I met them.

They leave a minute later with the back handed put down, “I thought he would have dumped her by now.”

Jay takes Ben to the restroom. It doesn’t take Ben long. He comes charging back. Jay is stopped by another woman. Umm. I tell Ben to stay put and stroll over to Jay and this woman. I can play this game.

Hi, I smile at her, as I slip beside my husband and glide my palm smooth across his firm stomach. Tilting my head, still smiling, I introduce myself as Meri Stryde, JT’s wife. Nice to meet you, what was your name?

The woman’s face sours, curtly tells me her name. Awkward pause. But too short for me to notice as my other hand rounds Jay’s back, and I give him a sideways hug, and nuzzle my nose in the nape of his neck. This is a first for me. I’ve never marked my territory so boldly as right now. And I will from now on.

Jay smoothly wraps his arm around my shoulder, as if it was second nature, gives me a side squeeze.

“Would you believe, Meri almost turned me down when I asked her to marry me.” He grins at the woman.

Well, uh, she tsks. With a humph, she walks off. Yeah, you can look, but that’s it.

Jay turns his head, can’t keep that smile off his face. He gives me a wink. He can figure me out so quickly. “Touché Mrs. Stryde. Thanks.”

He tilts up my face and gives me a pucker kiss, more of a public gesture. It is a few seconds, long enough.

“What are you doing tonight, Mr. Stryde?” I coyly ask him.

“Umm, got a date with my lovely wife,” he smiles that gorgeous smile. “Shhh, I like to surprise her. But she’s kind of figuring me out, now.”

The director pulls Jay off for an impromptu photo shoot. I head outside with Ben, who gets to ride on the camera crane. He has a good time. Weee. 

I’m waiting for Ben to come down with the camera man when I glance over. Jay is talking with some woman by the exit door. She’s quite pretty. My eyes widen when I see her slide her hand on his stomach, lean forward and kiss him - right beside his mouth! A rock drops in my stomach. Luckily, it wasn’t a direct kiss. But it was a kiss, not a peck, not a brush, not a nip. A kiss. And way too long by my standards! 

She waves her hand, like they’re saying good-bye, turns and goes back inside. I quickly glance away when I see Jay turn. I didn’t see anything. He comes over.

“Little chilly out here.” He moves up next to me.

“Yeah, Ben’s having a blast up there.” I nod, glancing up.

“You want to get going? They’re starting to tip the tables.” 

We’re driving back to the apartment. Ben’s dozing off in the back seat. I am quiet, looking out as the night gets darker. The streetlights turn on like fireflies.

“Earth to Meri.” Jay quietly gets my attention. He’s driving calmly tonight.

I look over at him, huh?

“Dime for your thoughts,” he asks. “Not too tired?”

I shrug, shake my head. “I had a nap earlier.”

“Have a nice time? No catty women bothering you, too much, were they?” He brings up an old joke.

“No, just the standard look down their nose at me. I guess they got de-clawed, after you introduced me.” I joke back, but it comes across rather dully. “But a few did come on to you.”

I put in a Van Morrison CD. “Have I told you lately” starts playing. It’s mellow music to go with the mood.

“Aw, it’s a game they like to play. You kind of showed that last one. That was coy. I’m proud of you.”

“Yeah, and you being the prize they like to catch? ‘Oh, your wife? Ugh, two of them said it as if I was a dreaded disease. If they are that bold when I’m sitting next to you, I can only wonder what bait they use when I’m not there.”

He shakes their head, no longer joking about the subject. “I’m a conquest for them, that’s all. They don’t even interest me, Meri. I’m married to you, and that’s where I want to be.”

“Jay?” I decide to inquire. “Who was that other woman?”

“Which one?”

“Like you have so many. The one you came out of the building with. That one.” 

“Oh, the one who kissed me?” He’s grinning.

I glance at him in the semi-darkness. He reads me so well.

“She’s my co-star, Kristen. She’s really nice,” he answers. “She’s not catty at all.”

“Oh.” Turning my face, focusing away, I try to hide my uneasiness, before glancing back at him. I try not to be jealous. I know he loves me, but sometimes it’s hard. She was the one he was supposed to be having an affair with in September. I wonder how that progressed? I avoid the tabloids per Jay’s insistence, so I don’t know.

He’s smirking. What does he think is so funny? My insecurities? Would he have the same un-comfortability if I kissed another guy?

“It was just a good-bye peck. Our tabloid affair ended tragically, since I’ve now moved on to another actress, whose name I can’t remember since we never actually met. You know that story, my girlfriend-of-the-month.”

“Funny. Does she kiss you like that, when she says hello, too?” What other story?

“Do I detect a hint of jealousy?”

“Maybe. It didn’t tickle. Who are you fooling around with?”

He lets out a throaty laugh. “It’s only a peck, goodbye. She’s got a boyfriend. She knows you’re the only one for me. Uh, fooling around? I don’t know. Maybe I should ask my wife, she reads the tabloids at the checkout counter.”

“I do not read the tabloids. I have been so good to ignore them since you so hounded me not to look at them.” 

“Hound you? I did not hound you about them. It’s good advice as not to get you needlessly upset over nothing.”

“I didn’t know you were having another affair. What’s up with that?”

“I didn’t know I was either, until you told me. Maybe I should check with my other girlfriends I’m supposed to be fooling around with to find out.”

I tsk. “All right, Funny Man, I know you’re mine. You don’t have to rub it in.”

Oh, yes he does. He can’t keep that smirk off his face. “But aren’t you glad this film is over. No longer do I have to leave our warm and toasty bed that I shared a night of real authentic, mind blowing, love with my dearest wife, to haul my ass to the studio and go through the motions to lock lips with another woman or grope her under the sheets in a mock gyrating of passion, to get the audience titillatingly allured.”

I grimace. I must have been deranged marrying an actor. 

Jay tosses me a wink. “Hey, Ben’s a sleep.”

“Jay. When you did a scene with your co-star, what did you think about?” I switch CD, put on Jackson Brown.

“My lines.”

“No, a kissing scene.”

“Ohh, kissing another woman. Umm, I don’t know. Positioning, director yelling to get the right angle, lights beating down on me, cameras almost in my face, trying to hold my breath long enough, trying not to clink our teeth, getting the right fit.” He chuckles. “Trying not to step on each other’s toes. Using chap stick, after X amount of re-takes. Not as romantic as you’d think. It’s work.”

We glance at each other.

“Sometimes, I’d think about you.” He smiles, wistful. “How I kissed you that morning, your sweet taste still lingering on my lips. Or how we made love the night before. And we flowed so unbelievably into each other. That’s when they got the best shots.”

“No!” 

“Yeah. Thinking about you made it a lot easier.”

Turning a bit, I punch him, hard on the arm.

“Ouch!” The car swerves a bit. “What was that for?”

“You think I’d be flattered you’re thinking of me while kissing another woman, professionally or not? Next, you’re going to be telling me cheating is just a ‘body thing.’ because you were thinking of me at the time. Thanks!”

We slow down and he pulls over to the side of the road. “That’s not it, at all!” He puts the BMW in park and turns to me. “That’s not what I meant.”

“Jay, don’t patronize me. I may not be bodacious, but I’m not stupid.”

“Hey, don’t compare me with that Jason guy. I’m not like that. Since the day I met you, I haven’t wanted anyone else.”

We stare at each other.

“I’m sorry.” I finally say. “It bothers me, can you allow me that much? I don’t like sharing you, even though I know I have to, with you being an actor. How would you feel if I was kissing Greg good-bye, like that?”

“I suppose I’d be jealous too. You haven’t, have you?”

I shake my head. “But when I do, I’ll make sure you’re around.” I tease. Reaching over, I caress the spot where I punched. “You really wanted to be exclusive, since we met? Since mid June? No way. And we weren’t even dating.” 

That amazes me. I knew he has been since our trip in August, but before that we just talked on the phone. I had NO idea then. I was taken by his attention; thought he was just being polite. He didn’t act lovey-dovey at all. Only disappointed I initially turned him down. First time I noticed he gave me that dewy look was at Niagara Falls, right before he kissed me. In June, I never would have imagined him in love with me. It still kind of blows my mind. Even though, I’ve accepted it now and I’m used to it.

He gives me his dopey grin. “I told you I fell in love with you after I pulled up my poor squished head out of the backseat of your car. You had me twitterpated.” He feigns a mock swoon, mimicking a line from Bambi.

“Yeah, falling in love, is sweet, in the beginning. But it’s still just an egotistical extension of one’s own ideal image aroused into awareness by a physical similarity.” Why am I so skeptical?

“Yeah, it has little to do with the person you desire, I know you’ve said that more than once,” Jay quotes my words. “But it started the journey of wanting to get to know you and get in a relationship with you. We wouldn’t be here now, if I hadn’t had a crush on you.”

I nod, “Alright, you have that argument.”

“About time I was right about something. Yeah, I also now know real love does take a lot more work, sacrifice, and effort. You ain’t kidding. But you also enchanted me with your clever mastery of philosophers, brilliantly connecting Descartes, Locke and Jefferson together, so much so I had to look them all up afterwards, and you were so right. Did you do that to impress me? It worked. It made you even more enticing. I wanted a smart woman, too.”

“More to see if you had a brain, and not only a pretty face.” I grin. Man, he remembers so much of what I said to him. “But, you were seen as a Hollywood playboy, with your own string of fans and a lot of women wanting you. Main reason I kept turning you down.”

“Yeah, they wanted me, but I wasn’t interested in them. The more we talked, the more I liked you. And most of the time, I didn’t take your put offs seriously. I found you challenging. You were protective of yourself and Ben. That made sense. I knew I had to prove myself to you. You were not easily swayed, an admirable trait easily overlooked, but vital to what I was looking for. You were as fiercely independent as I am, I liked that. Where is your Cat Stevens CD?” 

“Which one?” Grinning, I shake my head. How did I miss all his signs? Oh, I saw some, but I kept refusing to believe them. It did take a lot of convincing me to give up my distorted beliefs about his image and believe in the private him.

“The one with Hard Headed Woman”

“Tea for the Tillerman.” I scrounge through the box of CD’s I brought along to listen to.

I stick it in the slot. He presses the button, till he finds the song.

“Listen.” He grins, saying the lyrics as the song plays. See, you want the best for me, and you take me as I am, and when I found you, so I won’t need any other woman. See it says so in the song.” 

“I’m flattered. I love Cat Stevens.”

“I know you do. You were listening to him the other day, and this song was on. I really focused on the lyrics, and it made perfect sense now. Quite apropos.” He sings the last line, off key.

It is quaint when a song matches your inner desires, but I can’t get over him abstaining, for me, when I didn’t even know him. “That’s sweet, but don’t start singing, hun, Not one of your talents.”

He chuckles softly, and nods. He can’t carry a tune.

“But seriously, Jay, no one nighters in July with a willing fan? Come on.” I find this hard to believe.

He looks away, his grin evaporates. He replies without a word.

Well, when you dig deep enough you find the real answer. I roll my eyes, purse my lips. I didn’t think he slept alone the whole time, but have no interest in knowing the details. He’s stuck between being honest or putting a crack in his exterior and acknowledging those stud stories being somewhat true.

“Hey, I wanted you, not anyone else. I spent a lot of time trying to figure out how we were going to get together again. I flew across the country on a chance, so I could be with you. I never did that with any other woman before, either.” Nice redirect. He’s not going to go into details either, thankfully.

“Jay, we weren’t exclusive, I get it. But were you climbing the walls on our trip?” But when he was with me, it’s a different story.

“Not exactly, well, only at the end. And only because you were right there in the flesh, and not on the phone. When you fell asleep next to me,” he let out a wistful grin, and such a soft smile, as if he was back at that time. “It was like this living dream. But I respected you, enough to refrain. I have gone a stretch, without, before. I wasn’t a total heathen, as you thought I was. I’ve heard some people go months, even years without and still manage to lead healthy, productive lives.”

“Without a partner, doesn’t mean they don’t relieve their desire. Some guys would never refrain for long. And I’m sure you’re in the latter group.”

“OK. Some may go through a string of women on occasion, but not every actor is bonking women left and right. Although they wish they could be, for a while, and brag like they are, for show. That’s just tabloid sensationalism. So, tell me, every guy that ever came on to you, you tossed away all your rational and just jumped in the sack with him, ummm?” He deflects so smoothly. Good for him.

I shake my head. “Women have to have more restraint.”

“On average, how long have you held out before, may I pry?”

“Average? Three months to see if he was serious or not. But you’re different, you’re a movie star. You have more exposure, more allure.” I’m not asking him the same question, his restraint was probably the time it took to get to her place.

“Oh, so just by that mere ego inflated occupation, I have no brains, or selective capacity to be discriminating? Any and every woman that ever came on to me, yeah, babe, let’s go shag, yeah. I’m not that stupid, or desperate.” He shakes his head. “So, you let me ravage you in less than three months. I’m flattered I beat your average, me dear. You did like me that much.” He’s smirking.

“I married you, didn’t I? On faith and foolish hope. There was something different with you, with us. Our relationship has never been average.” I knew part of his desire to marry me was sexual, but it was also more than physical. It makes for our lovemaking to be quite intense at times.

“Ain’t that the truth.” He chagrins. He likes that we are different, and glad he did marry me.

Yet, it hasn’t been easy being married to him, and his persona. 

“But what I was thinking, marrying an actor?” I tsk. “An actor with fans swooning over you. You must like that, somewhat.” 

“Yeah, but the attention was more fun when I first started to be noticed, it got my name out there. It really boasted my ego in the beginning, having more women attracted to me cuz I’m this actor.” He acknowledges he liked it. I was right.

“But, after a while, having more attention, actually made me more cautious, if you even want to consider that mind-blowing concept.” He tosses me a so there look. I’m not completely right.

“I became more of a commodity, to be used, a trophy to be attained, like I told you. An image to be taken a picture with. My reputation preceded me, and I didn’t even have to show up after a while. It was everywhere I wasn’t.” He shakes his head. “Boy, I didn’t even need to be cloned. I’d be out with my buddies, and there I’d be on the news, dating the next up and coming actress I met once in an audition. Or the woman I took out to dinner once, we were supposed to be picking out China patterns for our soon to be announced engagement. Or the women I did date in between films, we’d be engaged according to some reliable source long after we broke up. And the few close girlfriends that were decent enough to be discrete, that’s the last thing I wanted, exposing my private life in the next gossip read on the can in some entertainment fold.”

“All right, I get your point. But you’re still not the average guy. You’re in the entertainment news because you’re a sexy actor. You are. That draws interest.”

“You’re right. But that’s not the kind of shallow interest I wanted from the woman I wanted to marry. I’m attracted to you, my incredible quirky, hardheaded woman. More so, now. And I like our extraordinarily ordinary, un-newsworthy everyday life now. Especially since you’ve saved me from my wanton ways.” He tilts his head, leans over and kisses me. He smacks his lips. “Your lips still taste the sweetest.”

Smiling, I draw closer to him. We kiss longer, savoring the sensations our mouths give to each other. Ou, I love how he kisses.

“So do yours.” I sigh. “Why are you such a good kisser?” 

“Because.” He smiles that most gorgeous smile at me as he shifts the car to drive. “Because, our hearts touch when we do.” 

He blows me an air kiss as we get back on the road.
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We don’t have much of a Thanksgiving, we spend it with Kate for a couple of days. Since his mother is coming on Saturday, Jay tells me, we can celebrate then. She has a weekend layover before going on another trip to Japan. She travels as much as he did. First time I’ll get to meet her. Although, I’ve talked with her a couple of times on the phone. 

She must be pretty, I assume. 

He grins. “She is. But actually, I look more like my father. My mother’s fair with blue eyes, like you, Meri. She’s half Norwegian on her mother’s side and quarter French Canadian, quarter English, Scottish on her dad’s side. Benoit is her maiden name.”

That’s cool to know. I start chuckling. 

“What are you laughing at?” He finds it odd.

“This is the first time you haven’t just sprung something important on me.”

“Maybe I’m slipping.” He grins.

––––––––
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Saturday, a driver picks up Jay’s mother and brings her over to the apartment. 

I’m a little nervous. She is pretty, and stylish; lives in Manhattan, when she’s not traveling on business. We sit on the couch, chatting. I relax a little. She seems pleasant, wants me to call her Clarice. And sorry she missed our wedding, due to being out of the country at the time. 

Jay shrugs, understanding. They are an independent family.

She’s glad Jay found himself a nice girl. 

He kind of rolls his eyes. Somehow mothers always treat you like a little kid, even though you’re grown. She is happy about the twins. And Ben’s adoption goes through before Christmas. She goes from none to three grandchildren. Well, she’ll have to plan to get some time off next summer.

We get changed for dinner and meet Kate at the restaurant. I feel even more relaxed. What an easy-going family. Kate has been as awesome as her brother, having us over to her ranch at least once a week and has taken a special liking to Ben. He warms up to her now. Usually, he’s shy. He and Kate talk horse talk, fellow cow hands. Luckily, he is reasonably good.

Kate’s prediction came true, Charise suddenly comments.

What prediction? Both Jay and I looked puzzled.

Kate predicted if Jay was to find himself a wife, she wouldn’t be from L. A.

Kate laughs. Oh yeah.

Jay smirks. “That wasn’t a prediction.” He explains, their mom was in town in early January, and they met up for dinner. She was wondering when he was going to ‘settle down.’ He air quotes.

Charise grins, well, you’re over 30, time waits for no man.

He grimaces, and he said he just hadn’t found the right woman, and Kate said, well, you’re not going to find her in L. A.

They laugh. And so do I. That’s funny.

That’s not exactly a prediction, he shakes his head, bemused.

Well, Meri’s not from L. A. So, it’s kind of is.

They both are happy he ‘found’ me.

After dinner, we say goodbye. Clarice leaves with Kate.

“Your mother’s really nice. She must be where you get your manners from,” I comment as we drive home.

Jay nods.

Back at the apartment, Jay gets Ben settled in bed, wanting to practice being a dad. 

“Lucky you get a trial run. Most of the time, you just hit the ground running.” I let him take care of Ben. It’s a relief to get a break.

I’m snuggled in bed when Jay comes in. He softly shuts the door. Like a cat, I watch him undress. He does it casually, yet so sensually. Though not extravagantly muscular, you can tell he works out. Taunt and lean, he is. Slowly, I wet my lips, pulling on my lower lip. Yet, he leaves his shorts on, as he has all week. He’s not sleeping in the buff as much as he used to. I put on Fogelberg, of course. I don’t know what it is, coming into my second trimester, I have more energy, and desire.

“Tired?” He curls up next to me.

“No, not really, that short nap this afternoon helped.” I lean forward, glide my mouth down his neck, kissing and caressing him. Ahhh. He lays back, sighs, relaxing to my touches. I plant a wet juicy kiss on his belly. He lets out a nervous tickle. I’m glad I know all his favorite spots.

“Horny?” He tee-hees, let’s out a gut pant. Whoa! 

Man, I love turning him on; the way his stomach retracts -and when he wiggles, along with his heated breaths becoming more guttural, heightens my thrill. Ou, and when he sighs my name, moaning his love. Ahhh, I just can’t get enough of him.

A minute later, he shifts back. “Wait. Wait a sec, Sweetie.” He sighs, slightly out of breath. 

“What?” I look at him, startled at the sudden break.

“We need to talk. For a minute.” Scooting back, he leans against the headboard, pulling the sheet up.

“OK.” I sit cross-legged in front of him. I’m listening.

“We’ve got to be careful, now.”

“Careful?” I give him the queerest look. “Like how?”

“Well. In, our-” He grimaces, self-consciously glances away. 

“In our love making?” I ask in amazement. 

“Well, yeah,” he hesitantly replies.

“Jay, we haven’t made love all week. I want you. I want to turn you on.” I lick my lips, slide my hand on his knee.

“Aw, yeah.” He gushes, becomes hesitant again, and stops my hand. “But, we should uh, slow down, you know?” 

“What do you mean, slow down? We don’t do it every day, like when we first got married.”

“We were newlyweds then. We don’t need to, every day. With your morning sickness, it’s ok, to slow a bit.” 

“I know that. Twice a week is good. The morning sickness is easing up, now I’m going into my second trimester.”

“Yeah. But we should be careful now. Take a break.”

“Take a break?” I squint my eyes. 

“We can still cuddle. I love holding you, you know that.”

“Are you telling me, you want to, uh, abstain?” I can’t belief I’m even asking this question now.

“Well, uh, yeah. Uh, nooo, uh, not completely. A little while. We’ve got to be more cautious, a little calmer, now, not to hurt them.”

“Calmer? Thought you liked it when we are a little intense, a bit wild, sometimes. I thought you loved it when you get to thump your chest and scream, fu, aaahh, fuc -” 

His fingers press on my lips. “Sshhh. I know what you’re doing, Miss Tigress. Getting me hot. Damn, yeah, I love it, with you.”

“Cool. Then I’ll start with you.” Pushing his knees apart, I curl my fingers around his briefs. I’m raring to go. I’ve lost being modest with him a while ago. He doesn’t always have to initiate. He loves how I turn him on, and I love to turn him on.

Yet tonight, I get stopped at the gate. “Uh, wait a minute.” He presses his hand on my forehead, still resistant. Odd. He’s never paused this long since we’ve been married, unless we were outside, and had to wait to get home. He has quite the healthy appetite, except tonight.

I lean back, disappointed. “I thought you liked when I get you howling. I love it when you moan my name. It so turns me on. I’m all yours, hun.” 

“I love that too, but then we don’t stop. And I get so revved, I can’t think straight.” He sighs. He’s getting back in the mood.

“All I want is you, too.” I lean forward again, provocative. “Being one with me, ummm,” I slink up, my kisses tickle and tease his stomach again. “feeling you -” 

His fingers pull my face up. “Cut that out!” He moves to sit up, again. “You can get me to promise you just about anything when you tease me like this, me sultry wife. Ow, you are wicked.”

“That’s the point.” I smile, about to return to seducing him. “Wicked I am, with only you.”

“Oh. Uh, wait a minute.” His palm is keeping me back again. “Uh, we have to think about the babies now.” 

I roll my eyes. OK, can’t drop him, I’ll top him. “It never bothered, umm, you when I was supposedly, ahh, carrying one.” I tease his nipples with my fingers. The more he resists, the more I advance to weaken his blocks. My lips take over, tasting and teasing.

“Well, ahh, we didn’t know then, umm, and they were smaller. Ah, stop that.” He slips his fingers over mine. “Cut that out.”

“Come on, hun,” climbing him like a wandering ivy, my lips nibble on his neck, tasting his awesomeness, his flavor and beauty. “I want you.” I come up to his neck. I whisper his favorite words he loves for me to provocatively whisper in his ear, it about blows his cork. How much more blunt can I get?

“Awww, man. Gah, Grrrrrr, you know that blows my cork. Meri!” He half groans, half growls as I add a love nibble to his earlobe. Yet he still chooses the growl instead of the moaning and untangles me as he sits up. He firmly presses me off him. “We need to take a break. For the babies,” he states shaky but definitive.

“What’s with this newfound, abate silly, concern?” I squint my eyes and gaze at him puzzled. My blood’s rushing to nowhere. My insides are aching to be connected to him, filled with him. Thwarted desire sucks.

“I’ve been reading about twins. There’s more complications carrying them.” He shifts another inch away from me. Not wanting to get enticed, I suppose.

“Yeah, there are. But that’s more toward the last trimester, that’s when we have to be careful.” I sit up. Adjusting my frustration, I stop teasing him. He’s made it clear. He can’t be seduced when he doesn’t want to be. And as discouraging as it is being curtailed, I do respect his choice. Though, I don
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