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“What’s this flesh? A little crudded
milk, fantastical puff-
paste.”

—John Webster

 



Part Four


Chapter Fourteen

 


Vickie hated mall food courts. To her they just
screamed of teenage misadventures and bottom line profits
accompanied by an ever-present malingering odor of burned grease.
The only reason she was in one was because Brenda had invited her
out shopping, but then had immediately followed the invitation with
a clarification. “I just need to get out of my place and speak with
you on neutral ground. You can tell Rob that we’re going shopping.
He’ll believe that.”

It bothered Vickie that Brenda had the presumption to
know what Rob would or wouldn’t believe. It bothered her even more
to realize Brenda was right; Rob didn’t question her at all when
she told him she needed to go shopping. For clothes. The addendum
immediately dulled his interest in accompanying her. He said he was
more than happy to stay home and watch the kids instead of holding
her purse.

“Sorry I’m late,” Brenda said as she slid into the
hard plastic chair opposite Vickie. The redhead carried a small
paper cup of coffee and winced when she sat down.

“Are you hurt?” It had been over two weeks since she
had seen her friend so she didn’t know exactly what Brenda and
Jason were up to in their home. Brenda had talked about taking a
break from their more strenuous activities in the bedroom, but
hadn’t mentioned anything after that.

“No, no. I’m fine. The phrasing of what I said…” she
drifted off.

“The phrasing?” Vickie was confused.

Brenda sighed and took a sip of her coffee. It almost
immediately soured her stomach but she needed the caffeine though
she knew it was a terrible choice of beverages at the moment.

“Yeah. A poorly thought out choice of words.”

“I don’t get it.”

Now Brenda frowned at her cup and put it down on the
table. “Yeah. I’m late. Two months and it’s not with the rent.”

Vickie looked at her friend uncomprehending for a
long moment and then realization dawned on her. “You’re pregnant!”
she declared loudly, but not loud enough in the noisy food court
for any of the boisterous teenagers or busy legitimate shoppers to
notice. She awkwardly lunged across the table and half-hugged her
friend who protected her coffee cup from spilling by holding it off
to the side. “Congratulations!”

“Thank you,” Brenda replied politely.

Vickie immediately picked up on her friend’s
indifference to the news she was reporting. “What’s the matter? Is
something wrong?” Her eyes widened in anticipation of something
terrible.

“I wasn’t exactly planning this pregnancy,” she
began.

With a wave of her hand, Vickie dismissed that
concern. “None of my three were either. Half the babies in the
world weren’t planned.”

Brenda remained unmoved by Vickie’s words. “That’s
just the start of it. I’m having twins.”

Vickie’s smile froze on her face. “Whoa.”

“Yeah.”

“I have a cousin who had twins. She said she didn’t
sleep for six months after they were born.” She paused. “Still…it’s
not terrible, is it?”

Glancing left and right, making sure there were
plenty of people around but not so close that they could hear what
she was saying. They were in public so she felt mostly safe.
Mostly. “I have a question. Um…when did Rob get a vasectomy?”

“Oh. He didn’t. I had my tubes tied after number
three because…” she trailed off as realization dawned upon her.

“I’m not a hundred percent certain who the father
is,” Brenda said quietly.

Vickie glared at her, and then her hand lashed out
quicker than any of Jason’s floggers or canes, leaving four
parallel lines on Brenda’s cheek. Silently Vickie slid out of her
seat and left Brenda behind in stunned silence.

She didn’t blame Vickie for her reaction.

 


Two days later, after ignoring Brenda’s repeated
texts and voicemails to apologize, Vickie finally responded.
Does Jason know? It was a text message which was certainly
not the best way to have a heart-to-heart conversation, but Vickie
didn’t trust herself to actually speak civilly.

He knows I’m pregnant, yes. And he’s not stupid. I
told him everything. He knows what I’ve been doing. He WATCHED it.
He knows the chances.

Vickie replied I can’t believe you did this to
us.

It was an accident.

Vickie could hear her pleading through the simple
words. She was unmoved. Why weren’t you on some birth
control? It was a blunt and honest question.

I just figured that since you never mentioned
anything, it must be safe to do it unprotected with Rob. She
paused a moment and sent a second message immediately. Can I
call you so we can actually talk?

It was Vickie who initiated the call. “I knew I was
safe,” she said without any preface. “You should have been
protecting yourself.”

“I’ve always been shy about stuff like this,” Brenda
blurted.

Vickie didn’t believe her. “The woman with the great
state job who allows her boyfriend to beat the shit out of her is
shy about talking about birth control. I call bullshit.”

“I know it’s stupid, but it’s true. I was on birth
control a couple of years ago, but the hormones really messed me up
so I stopped. Jason and I knew the risks, but we decided we’d deal
with the consequences. I think we were secretly hoping that
maybe…but then it never happened for month after month and then we
just sort of forgot. We figured kids weren’t going to happen for
us. And then you and Rob came along and…and now this.”

“That’s all fine and well, but it fucks up my life,
doesn’t it?”

Brenda dodged the question. “I’ve done a little
research online. The doctor says the twins are fraternal: two sperm
and two eggs—”

“I know what fraternal means!”

Brenda ignored Vickie’s outburst and continued on.
“And it’s Jason who I have sex with the most. And maybe my body
just finally got used to his semen and sperm. There’s a bunch of
studies on this sort of thing. Chances are, they’re both
Jason’s.”

“What are the chances, exactly?”

“Like seventy five percent they’re both his.”

“Huh,” was Vickie’s response. “Which means there’s
still a chance one—or both—are Rob’s.”

Brenda nodded and said, “That’s true. But chances
are—”

“Do you know how fucked up it is that you could be
carrying twins from different fathers?”

Tears started to form in Brenda’s eyes. She was glad
Vickie wasn’t in front of her; she couldn’t have dealt with that
humiliation. “I know, I know.”

“When do we find out?”

“Find out what?” Brenda kept her voice from
sobbing.

“Find out who the father, or fathers, are?”

“A test can be done now, genetic analysis and all
that. But it’s pretty dangerous if I want to keep the babies.”

There was a long pause on the line. “And do you want
to? Keep the babies?”

After another long pause she answered, “Yes.”

“Or a test can be done after birth, right?”

“Yes.”

“You want children?”

“I always thought I did, but when I couldn’t get
pregnant, I figured I’d never be a mother…”

“It’s not all unicorns farting rainbows and lollipop
rain showers, you know.”

“I know.”

“No, you think you know. I’m the one who actually
knows.”

“Right.”

Vickie sighed. “Fuck. This really fucks things up in
my life—and Rob’s!”

“I realize that. But maybe not. Maybe not yet.”
Brenda paused again. “Have you told Rob yet?”

“No.”

“Do you want me to?”

“No. I want to think on this a bit more.”

She disconnected the call without saying goodbye.

Brenda didn’t blame her.

 



Chapter Fifteen

 


As usual when Brenda answered the door she was naked.
Jason was home, it was early Saturday night and the couple didn’t
have reason to go out partying at this point in their lives. She
was only mildly surprised to see Vickie and Rob at the door.

“Aren’t you going to invite us in?” Vickie asked, her
voice demanding to be let in.

“Of course.” Vickie stepped to the side and ushered
them into the apartment with a wave of her arm. She noticed that
Rob barely looked at her.

“How are you feeling?” Vickie asked as they walked
into the living room where Jason was on the couch watching
television. He looked up, unsure as to what was going to
happen.

“I’m fine,” Brenda answered warily. Vickie abruptly
walked over to her and reached for the red-haired woman’s abdomen.
She flinched back but Vickie made contact with her belly. There was
a smooth layer of fat but beneath that Vickie felt an unmistakable
hardness.

“Are you about three months now?”

“Yeah,” Brenda said. Vickie looked at her husband and
Brenda followed her gaze. “I’m sorry,” she apologized.

“Remember these days?” Vickie asked her husband.

His grinned ruefully. “Seeing a naked woman pregnant,
yes. But the circumstances were different.”

Vickie glared at Brenda. “You’re lucky my husband has
apparently a deep well of bizarre kinks.”

Intrigued, from his position on the couch Jason
asked, “What kind of kinks, exactly?”

Rolling her eyes, Vickie said, “Apparently he’s into
pregnant women.”

“You should have known that,” Rob interjected. “We
had a lot of sex when you were pregnant. A lot of sex. Why do you
think that was?”

“Because you’re a pervert.”

“Big tits, big ass, big tummy,” he replied.

“You make it sound like you’re into fat women.”

“Not fat, pregnant,” he corrected her.

Once more Vickie rolled her eyes. “Anyway, Rob still
wants to have sex with you,” she told Brenda. “If that’s okay with
the both of you,” she added, looking as Jason.

“It’s fine,” Jason said, still intrigued at what this
would entail.

“Will it make things worse between us?” Brenda asked
warily.

“It can’t get any worse.” Vickie’s answer was
tart.

“So…what then?” Brenda asked. “Am I just supposed to
bend over and let him fuck me?”

“Of course not,” Vickie said as she reached into her
bag. “You need a little warm up first, don’t you?”

Jason keyed the remote to turn off the television and
looked on with great interest. “Want to take this into the
bedroom?” he asked.

“No. Let’s do it out here,” Vickie said. She produced
from her bag what looked like two pairs of chopsticks and several
elastic hairbands. “This is going to hurt.”

Brenda’s hands shot up to cover her nipples. “No,
they’re really sore and sensitive right now.”

“Right,” Vickie agreed. “I want to see you in pain
and crying while
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