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      As if I need this shit today. I have been away on a mission for the past three weeks. Apparently, life doesn’t stop moving because I had to make a ‘hunter’ disappear. Some asshole and his backwoods racist ass friends decided they wanted to turn hunting into a two-legged sport. Yes, you heard me right. They decided that hunting immigrants was more fun than wild boar. Dead bastards. I will spare you the gory details of my job. But after all that fuckery, I come home to find out that old Pastor Hanson died.

      The thing is, I couldn't very well tell my mom I don’t give a shit. Enid Jorgensen might be pushing eighty, but she still rules the roost. She commands the hell out of everyone around her except for dad. For him, she goes mush. Besides, to tell her I don’t want to go means I will have to explain why. I will have to tell her that Pastor Hanson’s daughter Lisette, my high school sweetheart, the one who left without so much as a word, is the very reason I don’t want to go. I have always been able to act as if I was over it because she was no longer here. But let's get real. Her father just died. She will be at the funeral and I don’t know if I will be able to handle it. She is the reason I have not dated anyone in seven years. Mom knows about the relationship we had. But when she up and left, I feigned nonchalance and carried on.

      No one knows how my heart shattered into teeny, tiny pieces and how hard it was for me to not lose myself in the pain. Which is why I cannot wait to be out of this damn church. The moment I walked in, I knew she was here. I could feel her down the very core of me. My veins recognize their drug of choice and I need to leave before I find her and O.D.

      “You alright son?” My mom pats my hand as she asks.

      “Yes, Mama. I’m fine. Why do you ask?”

      “Your legs haven’t stopped bouncing since you sat down.”

      I look down and realize she is right. See? A motherfucking junkie for those soulful, doe eyes. I place my hand on my leg to stop the movement and try to listen as Bill finishes up. As soon as the word ‘Amen’ leaves his mouth I am up and out of the pews headed toward the door. I just have to keep my head down and make it to the parking lot.

      I am almost there when I hear “Thank you so much” behind me. Instantly my feet stop moving and my body lights up like a live wire. It knows that voice. My blood used to pump from the beat of her own heart. My cock used to salute to the very proximity of the owner of that voice. Feeling it stiffen between my legs right now, I’d say it still does.

      No longer able to deny it, I turn and my breath catches. Fucking mercy. She is even more beautiful than she was seven years ago. I didn’t think it possible. Though some things about her have changed. Like the fact that her tits are at least 2 cup sizes bigger. I momentarily remember how I used to worship her breasts. Over and over again, even before we had taken each other's virginity. I note that her hips are wider but still sexy as hell. And that ass. Before, it was a great ass to kiss and bite before I stuffed my whole rod into her tight-ass pussy. Now though, I could bounce a quarter off that ass it's so rotund.

      Rubbing my hands down my face, I try to contain myself. Don’t want to give Enid a reason to go upside my head. I shudder thinking about it. Everyone knows, you upset my mom, my dad gets pissed. He doesn’t like anyone upsetting his woman. I am about to turn around and walk away, so I can go home and whack-off in peace, when she sees me.

      “Troy? Is that really you?” Fuck! Why does she have to say my name like I’m 10 inches deep inside her? Which is exactly where I want to be.

      “How are you, Lisette? Sorry for your loss." There. Hopefully, I sound calmer than I feel.

      “Pretty good, considering. I was hoping I would run into you. I obviously have to deal with this. But tomorrow, can we talk?”

      My entire body is doing a praise dance. Except for my head. My mind is telling me to walk the fuck away and keep going. It’s served me right this far.

      “I don’t see what there is to discuss. Look, I have to go. Sorry about your dad. Wish you the best.”

      I turn, but before I could take one step, something burns my arm. Looking down, I see her hand holding it, branding herself onto me.

      “Please. I know you're angry. And you have every right to be. But…”

      “But what Lissi? What could you possibly say that would change anything?”

      “Troy I…”

      “Mama, I have to potty and I can’t find grandma.”

      Everything happens in slow motion. Her eyes display all at once pain, anguish, and regret. When I finally get the courage to look down, I stumble back a bit, slightly thrown off by the angel looking back at me. I swear she looks just like me. I can’t seem to take my eyes off this beautiful little girl calling my Lissi ‘mama’. But it’s more than that. I can feel the truth. Without knowing anything else, I know my life was just changed.

      “Well hello, cutie. What is your name?” I ask the angel stealing my heart right out of my chest.

      “My name is Kari.” She says holding her hand out for me to shake. Jesus. This tiny little hand in mine feels so surreal.

      “Nice to meet you, Kari. My name is Troy. I used to be a friend of your mom’s.” I shake her little hand and my whole world falls on its axis.

      “My dad’s name is Troy.” She says at barely a whisper. “Are you my dad?”

      At the question, I finally look up at Lissi and though she is crying, she manages to nod her head at me. The anger emitting from me must be palpable because Kari slinks back in her mother's side. A move which both upsets me and comforts me. I hate knowing she is afraid of me, but it shows how close the two of them are.

      As everything starts to play over in my mind, my brain finally computes it all.

      “Kari, how old are you?” I know it is a dumb question, but can you blame me? She left without a word. I need to be sure before I switch up all my shit.

      “I just turned seven. Mom says I’m growing up too fast. You never answered my question.” I chuckle. I like her spunk. It reminds me of myself.

      “Yes, little beauty. Looks like I am your dad.” Her eyes get big, then squinty with excitement. Looking once again at her mother, I note the deer in the headlights look she is giving me. I say nothing to her though. There used to be a time when she could read me, without words. Let’s see if that is still the case. I see her body quiver as I give her my best glare. One that reads, ‘Oh yeah. You’re going to pay this in more ways than one. You’re mine now.’

      Let’s see her get out of this one.
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      After handing Kari over to my mother, I follow Troy just like I always did. Who the fuck am I kidding? I always will. I know I owe him an explanation, but the truth is it's not polite to speak ill of the dead. Even if my father ruined the last seven years of utter happiness for me. Don't get me wrong I have been happy raising my daughter, but I missed Troy. Missed him more than I had a right to. So, I know I need to explain, but it's going to be hard. And knowing him like I think I do, it's going to be that much harder.

      Walking into his space is interesting. Before I even have a chance to look around, he's on me. Gripping my elbow, he turns me toward him.

      "What the fuck, Lisette? How could you keep something like this from me? Seven years? If you didn't want to be with me, I could have understood, I wouldn't have allowed it, but I would have understood. But to keep my child from me, my flesh and blood is inexcusable. Anything you tell me right now will mean nothing," he grits out angrily. Despite how mad he is, I know in my heart that he’d never hurt me. Ever. He’d never hurt me the way I’ve hurt him. I’m a terrible person.

      "I'm sorry, T. My father… Just know that I came back as soon as I could. I was going to tell you as soon as I could. I could explain but you're right, it's inexcusable. There are things you don't know. Things I'll never tell you, but I came back as soon as I could and not a day goes by that I don't regret the way things turned out," I say. Before I can say anything else, he waves his hand in the air, stopping me.

      "I meant what I said before. You will never leave me again. Tell me you understand that, Lissi." I might be dying. My heart is beating so fast. He's the only person that's ever called me that and I haven't heard it in seven years. I let it wash over me, I bask in it. “Say the fucking words,” he demands.

      “I understand,” I say, looking down at the floor.

      “Good,” he says before kissing me. Oh God, his lips on me feel amazing. Before I know it, my dress is pooling at my feet and my bra and panties are gone too. I step out of my heels and shiver as his gaze roams over my body. Suddenly, he reaches out and traces his long, lean fingers over my appendectomy scar. That and the tiny muffin top is all that’s changed about my body over the years. I never thought about the scar. No one has ever seen it but me and my doctor. “Lissi,” he murmurs before running his hand down to my pussy. Roughly, he checks my wetness, my cheeks blush at how much there is, and then pulls his hand away. Stripping, he’s suddenly before me naked.

      “Fuck,” I breathe. He’s no longer the boy I once knew. He’s all man. All muscles. He grins before pulling me to him. He turns me so that I am no longer facing him. He bends me over the back of the couch, and I realize I’ve never done this not facing him. He slams inside of me from behind.

      “You been sharing this pussy with anyone else?” he demands as he fucks me. I don’t say anything. I can’t. His thrusts make it hard to speak. I can barely moan it feels so fucking good. This connection. Him. It’s too much. I start to cry, I can’t help it. “Answer me,” he says stopping his movement.

      “No. God no. Of course not,” I scream at him.

      “How can I be sure of that? You left me,” he says resuming his thrusting into me. He’s right though and yet he’s wrong too. Still, I cry. I don’t think he can tell since he can’t see me. This feels wrong, but I’ll never stop him. He’s gripping my hips hard.

      “I promise you, T. I promise.” Without warning, I come like I’ve never come before. His cock gets impossibly bigger and his balls tighten. He fills me and pulls out of me so suddenly I almost fall, but he catches me.

      “Tell me what happened,” he demands. “It won’t matter, I just have to know.” Turning around, I stare at the man in front of me. His face is hard. It’s as though being inside of me meant nothing. I want to ask him the same question he asked me, but I know I have no right. A man like him deserves to be loved, even if it’s not by me. I take a deep breath.

      “My father happened. He found the pregnancy test in the outside trash bin. To this day, I don’t know how he found it since it was under so much stuff. He had to be going through the trash for something. He knew it wasn’t my mother’s, so when he confronted me, I didn’t deny it. I foolishly thought he’d make us get married or something. Instead, he beat me so hard, my face was black and blue for weeks after. He was insane. I’d never seen him like that. He kicked, screamed. He said awful, vile things that I won’t ever repeat. He confronted me when my mom was at the grocery store. I never got to say goodbye to her either. That day, he sent me to my aunt's culty compound in Idaho. I’ve been under lock and key for seven years. I’ve had no access to money, except for school things for our daughter, which my aunt bought. I haven’t finished high school, so I couldn’t have gotten a job if I tried. The minute he died, my mom came to that hellhole and got Kari and me out of there. Since I had no ID, my mom rented a car and drove us home. So, believe me when I say, I’d have much rather been here with you than the prison I’ve been in.” By the time I’m done, I am sobbing. Still naked, I move away from the couch and put my dress back on. He’s not said anything for a while. Why would he believe me? In the end, he just walks away without a fucking word.

      Why did I ever think that this would be easy?
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      I am physically sick. I shake as I try to stop the retching going on right now on the sidewalk. He beat her!?! I always knew her father was an evil son of a bitch hiding behind God and the Bible. But I can’t seem to wrap my head around this. He fucking beat her and sent her to be held prisoner somewhere. All to get her away from me. No, fuck that. He did that to save his reputation. What would it look like the unwed teenage daughter of a pastor getting knocked up?

      Ahhhhhhh!!!! I scream on my knees, hands on my head. I don’t fucking know what to do with this. My mind was set to hate her and make her pay for it until some of the ire wore off. But this. FUCK! This I am not ready for. It doesn’t help that I can’t beat the shit out of her father. Burn the house down with him alive and tied up inside, with a tape recording of me telling him exactly why he is dying and taunting him with the sounds of his daughter cumming while riding my dick to fill his last thoughts.

      I try to stand but I can’t. Visions of a tiny Lissi on her back begging her father to stop hurting her, begging him to just tell me and I will take care of her. Visions of her locked in a room somewhere, swollen and pregnant with my daughter, crying for me every night. I feel like I have been given, a hallucinogen. Oh, God. I just took her like a common hooker against the couch.

      I need to talk to someone. But who? Om. My big brother. He is not the oldest, but he is the more brutal of the seven of us besides Brand maybe. I jump in my car, fighting with myself not to go inside and hold her. To tell her I am sorry for treating her like she means nothing to me. Beg her to forgive me. The truth is, with as angry as I am right now, I am not altogether sure I would be able to control my anger. Even with her and this is isn’t her fault.

      I pull up to Om’s, waiting in the car and sending him a message. I don’t want to wake Taryn. She is due to give birth any day and I would feel like shit if I interrupted her sleep. When he responds that he is on his way out I relax a bit.

      “Troy. What’s going on?” Just like him to get to the point.

      “I don’t know what to do,” I say to him, head in my hands.

      “Ah. Lissette. Yeah. Mom told us. I would be pissed too little brother.”

      “No. That’s just it. I can’t be mad.” I proceed to tell him what she told me and when I am done, I see the murderous rage on his face that I feel.

      “What. The. Fuck? I see why you’re so fucking bent up. My question is though, do you believe her?”

      My mind has gone there a few times in the past 30 minutes. But I keep coming back to the same thing. She loved me. I loved her. She knew if she would have told me, my family would have taken care of both of us. She had no reason to believe otherwise.

      “I do, bro. You remember how we were back then. There is no way she didn’t know I would have stepped up. No. Her dad did this. Motherfucker is lucky he is already six feet under.”

      “Well then. Seems to me, you have your answer. You can either let the anger consume you, especially given the person you should be taking it out on is no longer alive. And lose her again, because you can’t get over it. Or, you can thank God she gave birth to your kid, especially given her situation and start trying to build something together. Either way, congratulations on being a dad.” Well shit. It’s like for the first time, I am allowing myself to feel the implications of what just happened. I am a dad. I have a kid. A daughter to be exact. Holy hell.

      He gets out of the car and heads back in after patting my back once again and letting me know our conversation will stay confidential. He is one of the few of us that doesn’t gossip and minds his own business. I am still too pumped to go home so I drive around for a bit, trying to clear my mind. When I finally feel like I have some semblance of control, I pull in and note all the lights are off inside the house. Maybe she went to bed.

      Walking into the bedroom, I put my keys and shit down, while taking off my clothes. When I lean over and look at her, gutted does not begin to cover it.

      She went to bed crying. I am such an asshole. I slide in behind her, kissing her head as I lay down and pulling her into my arms. Silently, I promise her I will make it up to her. Somehow.
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      Going to sleep without him is nothing new, but it hurt worse than the last seven years did. Once again, I cry myself to sleep, but that is nothing new either. I strip down to nothing, crawl into his bed and feel surrounded by him, which intensifies the crying. Later on, I feel him climb in the bed behind me and he pulls me closer to him. I open my eyes and see that it’s just dusk. I roll over and his lips find mine. God, how I have missed this over the years.

      Seven years without him was hard. When the feelings didn’t go away, I knew he was my person. The person I was meant to spend the rest of my life with. I was so sure he moved on to another girl. A girl who was in Bleak. I am so beyond blessed that he was just as hung up on me as I was him.

      “I’m so sorry I dumped all that on you, Troy. It wasn’t fair of me,” I say when we break the kiss. God, I could live on just his kisses. His kisses make me feel alive again.

      “Think nothing of it, Lissi. I asked. I needed to know. I know you didn’t leave me. We can just move forward from here.”

      “How can we?”  I ask. “It seems impossible. Too impossible to get over.”

      “We can. You have to know that if I’d known what was happening with you, I would have been there in an instant,” he says adamantly.

      “Would you have?”

      “In a fucking heartbeat. I loved you more than life itself,” he says, and I deflate again. As in past tense. He used to love me.

      “Loved?” I ask hesitantly.

      “Who am I kidding? I never stopped loving you,” he admits.

      “Me either,” I say.

      “I want you and Kari to move in here with me,” he says it so earnestly that everything in my cold heart starts thawing out. I believe him when he says he would have come for me. I would have gone with him too. He made me so happy all those years ago and I know he will again.

      “Okay. If you think that’s best,” I say agreeing with him. “I have to get back to Kari. I don’t want to leave her with my mom for so long.” I have mega anxiety when I can’t see her. I know it’s crazy, I know she’s with my mom, but that place wore me down in a way that I didn’t think was possible.

      “Alright. We’ll go and get her together. This weekend we’ll decorate the guest room for her. For now, there is a bed though.”

      “Trust me, she’ll be happy with that. We shared a bed at my aunt’s.”

      “Fuck, Lissi. The more you tell me, the angrier I get and there’s not a damn thing I can do about it now.”

      “I don’t mean for that to happen,” I say getting out of bed. I’m still naked. I watch him put his clothes and shoes back on and then we go out into the living room. I pull my dress back on and we leave.

      In the car, it dawns on me that I don’t know anything about the grown ass man sitting next to me.

      “What have you been up to since I’ve been gone?” I ask staring out the windshield.

      “What do you mean. Are you asking if I have been with anyone else? Because I am telling you right here and now I haven’t.”

      “I know,” I say placing my hand on his thigh. “Did you go to college? The military? Do you work with your brothers?”

      “I went to the University of Minnesota. I have a four-year degree in Business Management. I do work with my brothers. I take care of billing and dealing with the clients, since those ass hats aren’t really good at peopling.” I burst out laughing. Wow, I haven’t done that in so long.

      “Are you good at peopling?” I ask, raising an eyebrow at him.

      “I pretend to be. Someone has to be,” he chuckles and grabs my hand that is on his thigh and brings it to his lips.

      “Is it what you want to be doing?”

      “It is.”

      “Good, I am glad.”

      “But I feel like I should mention that I also occasionally take care of unsavory business.”

      “Unsavory?”

      “I kill people, Lissi.”

      “You kill people?” I ask not alarmed per se but concerned. For him.

      “If I have to, and they always deserve it.”

      “As long as they deserve it,” I say. I could freak the fuck out, but I know him and his brother’s. They protect people. They fight for the little guy and I am more than okay with that.

      The drive is quick, since his house is only a few miles away from my childhood home. I almost don’t want to go in, but my baby girl is in there. Troy kisses my hand again. There are many happy memories in this house, but my last memory of it is so terrible I am having a hard time getting over it. Every time I close my eyes, I see my father coming at me, fist raised. I should have kicked his ass. I should have protected my baby. I should have done a lot of things, but I was paralyzed by fear.

      “Ready to go in?" he asks. Despite not being together for the last seven years he still gets me, and I love that.

      “I’m ready. I haven’t been back inside yet. We went right from the car to the funeral.”

      “Okay. We’ll do this together,” he says before leaning over to kiss me.

      Walking up the sidewalk and onto the porch, I push the door open.

      “Mommy,” Kari screeches, running up to me.

      “Hey baby,” I say gathering her into my arms.

      “Do we live here now?” she asks.

      “No, baby. Granny lives here. We are going to live a couple of streets over, with Troy.”

      “You mean, my daddy don’t you, Mommy?” I look over at Troy. He looks down at his daughter, pride in his eyes.

      “Yeah, pretty girl. We are going to live with your daddy. How do feel about that?”

      “Don’t be silly, Mommy. It’s what supposed to happen,” she says nonchalantly.

      “What do you mean?” I ask.

      “Duh. Mommy is so silly Daddy. Mommies and daddies and children are supposed to live together. God says so.”

      “Does he now?”

      “He does. I saw it in my children’s Bible. I’m hungry. Granny says there is something called pizza I just have to try.” She’s always hungry. At the compound, I could never keep her tummy full. I burst out into tears. My sweet baby hasn’t even had pizza before now.

      “Alright. How ‘bout I take my beautiful girls out for pizza and maybe some ice cream. How does that sound?”

      “What’s ice cream, Daddy?”

      “Oh, God,” I wail. I need to get this shit in check. I am going to lose my mind.

      “Why don’t you go grab your shoes, Kari, and say goodnight to your granny. We’ll wait right here for you,” Troy says. Once Kari skips away into the next room, he grabs me roughly by the shoulders, turning me to face him. He shakes my shoulders a bit to get my attention. I bite back my sobs. “Listen to me, Lissi. This isn’t your fault. If anything, it’s mine. I should have put a condom on or waited to make love to you until you were properly mine, but I didn’t. I had to claim you as I meant to keep on claiming you. We’ll give Kari all the things she missed out on, but you can’t cry like a war widow every time she tries a new food. You got me?”

      “I get you,” I say sniffling.

      “Good girl,” he says kissing away my tears.

      We drive in silence to the pizza restaurant and enjoy our dinner. Before we even get home, Kari is passed out in the backseat. Troy carries her sleeping form like he’s been doing it since day one. I pull her pj’s out of her bag and strip off her funeral dress and have her in the pj’s in no time flat. I take the dress and shoes and shove them into the garbage can. For some reason I can't shake the feeling that these dresses are full of bad vibes. We tuck her in bed together. Leaving the door open a little, Troy leads me to the master bedroom. All I want to do is take a hot shower and get rid of this oppressing dress. In the bathroom, I step into the hot water, letting it cascade down my body. Fuck my body hurts. I forgot how big Troy's dick was or how much of a beating my pussy took the other few times we had sex.  After pulling on his dress shirt that was on the back of the door, I climb into bed beside him where he makes love to me all night long.

      This day was so long and emotional, I finally fall asleep in his arms. Safe and protected for the first time in years.
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      Yesterday fucked with my head more than I care to admit. To think that all this time she has been living in prison. Like a woman with no people who love her. No access to a phone or medical care. The world for that matter. But more than that, she was going through all of this with my kid beside her. My fucking daughter was out there in the world without her father to protect her, love her, spoil her. No little girl should ever be without her father. I can’t stop the rage building inside me, and the fucked-up part is, the one person I can take it out on is dead. Fucking coward.

      Rolling over and looking at Lisette's beautiful face, my rage is quickly replaced with the love and adoration I thought had vanished when she did. Turns out, it was just being held tight waiting for its owner to return home. She looks so peaceful and young right now. I sometimes forget that I am a few years older than her. Willing my cock to go down, I lean over and kiss her forehead before getting out of bed. I have to force myself to move before I roll her over and fuck her like I need to right now, proving to myself she is here.

      I pull my pants on just in case my princess is awake and walk out into the living room. When I don’t see Kari, I go to the guest room and peek inside. She too is sound asleep, holding the stuffed animal she found on the bed. I blink a few times to push back the tears looking at this sweet, smart, delightful little girl. Knowing that I helped make her and the first seven years of her life were taken from me. My heart squeezes, as it wheezes on its own trying to convey the amount of brokenness it feels. Closing the door slowly, I walk into the kitchen taking out the ingredients for pancakes, bacon, and eggs.

      My mind is a whirr of scenarios, questions, and ideas trying to figure out what to do. Where to go from here. There is so much the two of them are not accustomed to. Kari needs to be in school, Lisette ...Lisette. Saying her name fills my heart with warmth. I got Lisette back. Never in a million years did I believe this day would come. I’m not sure where I thought she was, but it never entered my mind that I would get to grow old with her in my arms. Watching my brothers fall one by one, I developed a bit of hard outer shell to deflect the amount of envy building up inside me.

      As I finish the last of breakfast, I have a great thought and call my mom.

      “Troy. My baby boy. I expected to hear from you today. What do you need my baby?” Oh lord. I wish she would stop calling me that. She is the reason my brothers all tease me about being a mistake, since I am the baby in the family. I roll my eyes at her.

      “Mom. Stop it.”

      “Hey now. You can’t stop a mama from loving her baby. You came out of my body 25 years ago at the ripe old age of 52. Hell, I thought I was going through the change and out pops your scrawny self. So, I get to call you anything I want to boy. Now how can mama help you?”

      If I have to hear that story one more damn time. I chuckle though, thinking about how amazing my childhood was.

      “Well mother, if you must know, I am calling because I was hoping maybe you could have a BBQ today so I can bring Lisette and Kari and introduce them to everyone.” I don’t bother saying anything more. See, my mother, Enid Jorgensen, is quite simply put, a badass. She used to be a spy for the CIA back in the sixties. She met my father on her first mission and married him. The rest they say is history. She stayed on inactive status. By the time I was born, she had retired. So, I am more than positive, she probably knows more about Lissi then I do at this point.

      “Of course. I will let your father know and make sure to send out the mass email. Shall we say, noon?”

      “Noon is perfect.” We hang up right when Lisette and Kari enter the kitchen.

      “Good morning. How are my girls?” I greet each of them picking Kari up and kissing her forehead.

      “I am good, Daddy. What is that on the table?” she asks with such enthusiasm not even aware that she should know what a fucking pancake is. I can feel the lump in my throat forming. I look over to Lissi, making sure she is holding it together. She gives me a weak smile, letting me know she is doing her best. Sitting Kari in the chair to my left, I pull out the chair to my right, kissing Lisette as she sits in it.

      “These, my sweet girl are called pancakes. You put butter and syrup on them. They are sweet like special desserts you eat in the morning. I put one on her plate, load it with butter and syrup and watch as she takes the first bite. When she tries to shove the whole thing in her mouth, I laugh and remove some of it telling her to take her time. Lissi is quiet the whole time, smiling when warranted but not saying anything.

      “Everything ok baby?” I ask her pulling her chin up to look at me.

      “Yes. Sorry. Still trying to take it all in.”

      “I bet. It is indeed a lot. Well, it's a good thing we have fun stuff planned for the day.” I say with a smile on my face.

      “Really? What are we doing Daddy?” I turn and look at Kari and my heart beats faster. Every time she calls me ‘Daddy’ it sends warm feelings of love, unlike anything I have ever experienced through me.

      “Your grandma Enid is having a BBQ to introduce you to all of your aunts and uncles and cousins. There are a lot of them.” Immediately, I see the uncertainty form in Lissi’s eyes, and it guts me to know she is unsure of my family. At one point, she was one of us.

      “It is going to be fine, baby. My sisters-in-law and my nephew's wives are all wonderful. You are going to love them and they, you. Ok?” I take her hand and kiss it.

      “Ok, Troy,” she says in more of a whisper. I recognize her false bravado but decide it will be easier to show her.

      After breakfast, we clean up, get dressed and go for a ride. I drive them around our small town, pointing out the places we used to hang out. I also show Lissi new places that have been built since she left. Before I know it, we are pulling up to my mom’s house. Lisette barely gets Kari’s door open before she out and running into the backyard. Grabbing Lissi’s hand, I pull her to me and smash my mouth to hers. My hands grab her ass, connecting our bodies as our mouths do the dance. She moans as she feels me rubbing up against her. I want her mind on us. This moment. Nothing else. I know I have succeeded when she wraps her arms around me, and her tongue tries to take mine for a ride. Turning so she is up against the car, my hands roam all over her body. I could give two fucks where we are at this moment. Nothing matters right now, but the feeling of her in my arms and the smell of her need beckoning me to swallow it.

      “Mmmm.” I hear behind me. Lissi freezes like she has just been caught by the cops. Kissing her forehead, I turn my body around, blocking hers from whoever was dumb enough to interrupt us.

      “Brother,” Om says to me, raising his eyebrows. “Mom sent me out here to look for you when little mama ran in there by herself.”

      “Yeah, she was a bit excited. Om, you remember Lisette?” I say moving so he can see her. Almost immediately I regret my decision. In a very un-Om-like fashion, he barely inclines his head to her before he begins to walk back into the house. I am about to say something to him, but he turns around, walks back toward us and kisses her cheek.

      “Welcome back mouse.” he spins on his heels and walks into the backyard. I look toward, Lissi, knowing that Om calling her mouse must have brought back memories. Back then, when we were inseparable, my brothers called her ‘mouse’ because they said she was so quiet, you wouldn’t know she was in the room until she was right on top of you. Before I can ask her if she is ok, she turns to me.

      “I knew this was a mistake, Troy. Your family hates me.”

      “No, they don’t. No doubt Taryn, that’s his wife, has gotten him worked up about something, knowing the two of them. Come on. You’ll see. “I drag her into the house filled with everyone I love. I can see Kari making the rounds, already the life of the party.

      “Daddy! I have so many uncles and aunties. Did you see all my cousins?” Her excitement is contagious. I laugh as I pick her up and walk the rest of the way into the room.

      “I see you all have met my daughter Kari. This is her mom, Lissette.” I am not sure what I expect. Maybe a wave, some handshakes. Perhaps for all the girls to embrace her and bring her into their circle. What I don't expect, is for the room to be suddenly filled with animosity and so much disdain, goosebumps are forming on my arms and neck and they’re my family.

      Fuck!!! Did I just make a mistake?
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      I knew this was a fucking mistake. I just knew it. They won’t understand. All they will see is that I left and kept Kari from Troy. After a torturous amount of time not talking to anyone, we eat dinner. There are conversations going on all around me, but none of them include me unless Troy asks me something. Thank God, they are including Kari. She is the oldest kid here, but the toddlers are looking up to her like she is their little queen. It’s beyond cute.  When dinner is over, I breathe a sigh of relief, we can finally get the fuck out of here, but I guess that isn’t to be. Troy takes his siblings out in the backyard and I am left alone with his parents. I help clear the table and do the dishes. It really is like old times. When we are done, Enid sweeps me up into a big hug. A hug I didn’t know I needed. Desperately. I struggle to keep my tears at bay, but it’s hard.

      “Enid, let the girl go. You are squeezing the life out of her.” I look over Enid’s shoulder to see Troy’s dad standing there.

      “Hush, Thor. Can’t you see she needs this,” Enid says. I can’t help but laugh at these two.

      “I haven’t seen you guys in so long,” I say looking around the kitchen that was my second home in high school. I love that it looks exactly the same as it did back then.

      “Your mama told me what happened after your father died,” Enid says patting my back.

      “Do the others know?” I ask hesitantly.

      “Of course not, baby. Those are your secrets.”

      “I think it would be a lot easier if they did know,” I say under my breath.

      “Your man will fix those hooligans. Don’t you worry,” Thor says. “And if not, I’ll kick all their asses.”

      “Thank you,” I say, sniffling.

      I am wiping down the huge dining room table when people start coming back in through the sliding glass door. While no one is being overly friendly to me now, they are least being cordial and including me in conversations over dessert, I am exhausted by the time we are finally ready to go home. Kari has fallen asleep on the floor with her cousins and a few of her great-nieces. They are all so adorable. I am glad Kari has other children to play with who are not completely fucked up because of their upbringing.

      In the car, he has the radio on, some country song.

      “You aren’t talking,” he says reaching over and rubbing my knee.

      “They hated me,” I say quietly.

      “They did not, Lissi. Not at all. I explained it to them,” he says like that fixes everything.

      “Troy come on. They were indifferent at best.”

      “It will get better, I promise, or I’ll kick all their asses.”

      “Your dad said the exact same thing,” I say laughing.

      When we get home, he carries Kari to bed again. He’s such a good daddy, it melts my heart. Though I am sad, I want nothing more than to feel him inside me.

      I get ready for bed quickly, brushing my teeth. I just pulled a robe on. When I leave the bathroom, I see Troy already on the bed, rubbing his cock. He’s hard and grinning at me. I drop the robe on the floor and run and jump on the bed. I kiss him with everything in me.

      “You have no idea how much I missed you, Lissi. I’ll spend the rest of our lives showing you just how much.”

      “I’d like that,” I say kissing down his chest. I have fantasized about what I am about to do countless times while we’ve been apart. When I reach his cock, I pull it into my mouth and hope I am doing it correctly.

      “Fuck, baby. Your mouth. I’ve never felt anything like this,” he groans. I suck him until he pulls me off of him. “I want to come inside your pussy baby. I want to be there every step of the way this time. You pregnant again is all I can fucking think about, Lissi.” he says before flipping me on my back. He climbs over me, leaning down licking my pussy from ass to clit and back again. Over and over until I come screaming his name. He slaps his hand over my mouth, causing me to moan. “Don’t scream, baby.” He lines himself up with my pussy and slams into me. I am losing my mind. He is so good at this. In and out he moves within me. “Come for me, Lisette, my little dirty girl. Come hard.” And I do. I have no choice. I feel his cock swell before he comes inside me.

      “Oh God,” I whisper as he pulls out of me.

      “Not God baby. Troy. Your man.”

      “My man,” I agree. We turn the lights out and less than ten minutes later, he’s out like light, snoring. I can’t sleep so I get out of bed, grabbing my robe. I check on Kari, who is still sound asleep. She has kicked out of her covers, so I cover her back up and grab her dirty laundry basket. We have been in town for less than three days, but she has somehow managed to go through what appears to be ten outfits besides pj’s. I shake my head and make my way to the laundry room. I start the washing machine and move into the kitchen and load the dishwasher and start it. It finally feels like I am doing “mom things” and I smile. I move into the living room and pick up dolls and blocks from the floor and put them in the bin Troy gave Kari for her toys. How the hell did she make such a mess in three days and why haven’t I noticed before now? I stand up and look at the mantle directly in front of me. I am surprised to see so many pictures of us from high school. Homecomings, Christmas, at the lake. We look so happy and in love, even in the early days. Why does he still have them out? I don’t really know what do with this, so I file it away for another time. I watch some late-night television while I wait for the washer to be done so I can put in the dryer. When I crawl back into bed, he pulls me closer to him and I snuggle into him.

      “Where’d you go?” he asks sleepily.

      “Mom stuff,” I reply truly content for the first time in a long time.
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      Lissi has been a bit distant since the BBQ disaster and it is breaking my heart. I get it. Our family is very protective of one another. Everyone in it is this way. So, all they knew was what I thought I knew at first. I had assumed my mom had told them, but I should have known. Enid Jorgensen is notorious for ‘I mind my own business, you tell people what you want them to know’ so it doesn’t shock me that she didn’t spread the word and I knew Om wasn’t going to say anything. I should have told them before now, but it has all been too much. Once I took everyone out back and explained it, they all felt like shit but weren’t sure what to say so they opted to give her a few days.

      It has been three days to be exact and I get at least a phone call an hour from the girls asking if they could come over yet and apologize and take her shopping. I finally told mama to tell everyone to give us a full week. I need to get her back on the same page with me as well. Speaking of.

      “Hey, baby. You getting up anytime soon? Kari is already gone to school.” Walking into the bedroom, she is still in the same position she has been in since last night. Wrapped tight in the blankets, on her side. I am really beginning to get worried.

      “Baby, look at me. What is going on? Talk to me. Is this still about the other day?” I tried telling her they all understand now, but she doesn’t buy it. Maybe I should just let them all come over.

      “No. It is not about that.” Her sleep laden raspy voice informs me.

      “Then what is it, Lissi? I can’t help if you don’t talk to me.”

      “I don’t know what to do. I have no education beyond the tenth grade. No skills. No... anything. What am I supposed to do?” I sit there stunned for a moment. Feeling like a fucking jackass because that never crossed my mind. I have been so selfish, only thinking about me and my wants and needs, that her own passed me.

      “Shit baby. I’m so sorry. I am such a fucking asshole. Of course, you’re scared and confused. Fuck Lissi. What do you want to do? Do you want to go back to school? Do you want to find a trade? Do you want to be a stay-at-home mom? I mean what do you like?” My mind is whirring now, so many ideas and things popping into it that she could be doing.

      “That’s just it, Troy. I don’t know. I wasn’t allowed to go anywhere, do anything that wasn’t connected to the compound once I got there. So, I have no idea what I like, don’t like, want and don’t want. The only two things I have ever been sure of, throughout that whole ordeal, was how much I wanted and loved Kari and how much I loved you and always would. Nothing… Nothing else even registered.”

      My Lissi. So honest and sweet. Fucking girl is the only person in the world who has the power to undo me. Besides my daughter now. “Fuck baby. I never stopped loving you either. Losing you took me someplace in my mind I never thought I would recover from. It was so bad Enid Jorgensen herself contemplated sending me away somewhere. In the end, my dad, brothers, and nephews are what got me through. But you were never far from my mind.” That last bit comes out as my mouth reaches hers. Our tongues engage in a slow deliberate motion, making promises to one another for the future. As with any time I touch her, my body lights up much like her eyes when she looks at me. I roll her over completely onto her back and brace myself over her. Kneeing her legs open, I situate myself in between them, making sure she can feel how much I want…no fuck that. How much I need her right now.

      “Troy. Please,” she moans undulating beneath me trying to gain some friction for her weepy pussy.

      “Please what, baby? I need you to say it. Tell me what it is you want.” As gruff as my voice is right now, oozing with the desire I feel for her and her alone, I know she can read the vulnerability in it as well. I know we have fucked, made love and had sex numerous times since I brought her and Kari here. But this, this somehow feels different. I need to know she needs me as much as I need her. She grabs my face and looks me in the eyes, her eyes moving back and forth between mine.

      “You Troy. It’s always been you. I love you so much.” I slam my mouth onto hers hearing all I need to hear. Somewhere between her declaration and my attack on her mouth, her nightgown comes off, baring her chest to me. Her nipple in my mouth fuels my mania. I look down and see she is without panties and fuck if that doesn’t send me over the edge. No words. None needed. Grabbing both of her legs in my hands as our mouths mate, I pull my mouth from hers, push her legs up to her ears and send my cock flying into the only place it feels alive.

      “Ahhh...TROY!!!” she yells. Her hands clawing at my back and neck. In and out, over and over I slam into her, making sure she can feel it. My jaw set, teeth grinding. Pelvis ramming in and out.

      “Shit your pussy is so fucking tight. You feel your juice running down your ass baby? My balls slapping against it making your ass bounce.”

      “Yes. Yes. Yes,” she chants. So far gone I am not sure she knows what I just said. Her hands go to her nipples and she pulls on them and suddenly the vision in my mind is of her putting them in the mouth of a newborn baby. Our baby. One I will get to see being born and hold and watch grow up from the beginning. That does it for me. I send my cock into her womb and yell my finale. Our mouths fuse together yet again, letting the cum drain inside her where it belongs. Falling down onto the bed, I pull her on top of me and kiss her head as we both try to catch our breaths.

      “Whatever you decide to do baby, you won’t have to do it alone. You won’t be alone ever again.” I vow as we both fall asleep.
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        * * *

      

      It’s been a week since the BBQ and though she is no longer moping around, I can still tell she is not settled. I hope today helps. Kari and I are having our daddy-daughter date we decided to have every Friday after school. One of the first things we did was enroll Kari in elementary school. I know she is a bit behind, socially, but otherwise, Lisette has done an amazing job. Girl is smart as a whip. The three of us have done something every day. We have gone to the movies, to the zoo, to the park for a picnic. We have even gone dog shopping. I have always been against animals because they require as much work as a human but shit on the ground. However, when my baby girl looks me in the face and says, ‘please Daddy’ what the hell am I supposed to say? So, we are on the hunt for a dog. Today, she and I are going to Color Me Mine. It’s a ceramic place her teacher told the class about. It’s where you get to paint and decorate a ceramic piece of your choice. Anything you want. We are going to do this and then it is out to dinner for the two of us to Pizza Palace. Her favorite place.

      “Daddy, can I ask you a question?” She asks as she is decorating her princess piggy bank and me my Iron Man coffee mug. What? Never too old for Marvel.

      “Of course, you can, Princess. What do you want to know?”

      “Are you and Mommy going to get married? My friends’ mommies and daddies are married. How come you are not?” Well shit! I sit back in my seat and look at the serious, yet sad face of my baby girl and know I have fucked up. I mean don’t misunderstand, I was planning on asking her. Soon. I just wanted to give her more time to reacclimate. However, looking at the forlorn face of my daughter, I know I need to step it up.

      “Absolutely baby girl. As a matter of fact, I need you to help me plan something special. Your mama deserves something perfect for a proposal. Don’t you think?”

      “Yep,” she says with her chest sticking out and her eyes gleaming with excitement.

      “Great. So, while we are out today, we should go see your cousin Torran and pick out a ring. What do you think?”

      “Yes. Can we go now? Can we? Can we?” She is bouncing up and down in her chair. I laugh so hard I almost fall out of mine. My kid is so fucking cute.

      “Are you done coloring your piggy bank?”

      “YES!” she declares throwing her arms up in the air. I chuckle as I pick up both of ours and give to the associate. Before I know it, we are inside of Jorgensen Jewelers.

      “It’s about damn time, Unc. Let me go get the tray.” He walks to the back and comes out with our heirlooms. He begins explaining to Kari about the meaning of these pieces as I look over them. I find the exact one I am looking for.

      “That one,” I say pointing to the perfect ring.

      “Oooo, Daddy. It’s so pretty. Mama is going to love it.” Who knew that validation from a child would mean so much? Knowing my daughter approves, makes it mean all that much more. It is quite gorgeous. Torran hands me the card. Apparently, it was owned by our Great-Great-Great Aunt Caitriona. It says she was the maid to the sister of the Queen. Apparently, her heart was so pure, she was permitted to marry the Queen's son because the Queen wanted her grandchildren to be honest and above reproach. She was gifted with this ring by the royal family. It is a gold band, surrounded by what appears to be vines, leading up to an open rose, with a diamond seated on top. It’s perfect. Roses have always been Lissi’s favorite.

      He promises to have it cleaned and sent over by the next day. Now to figure out how to do it.
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      I am sitting on the couch wearing Troy’s sweatpants and an oversized shirt watching some Real Housewives when the doorbell rings. I look at the phone Troy got for me. It’s only four o’clock. Can’t be Troy and Kari. They were going to some pottery place and out for dinner, so I rush to answer the door. I am surprised to see Taryn, Jaymes, Kensi, and Missy. They are all of Troy’s brother’s wives. Only one, Danhy, isn’t married yet.

      “Uh, hi ladies. Please come in,” I say stepping aside so they can brush past me.

      “Listen, we’re sorry about last week,” Taryn says. I guess she is the spokesperson.

      “No worries, guys. Really. I get it.”

      “We thought we should explain about the Jorgensen way,” Kensi says.

      “Girls, really. I hate to be a bitch and state the obvious, but I was a part of this family a long time ago. I know all about the Jorgensen way. It would be terrible if you guys didn’t act that way. You didn’t know. I don’t hold anything against you.”

      “Oh good. We are really glad that you stayed and that you let us in,” Missy says smiling, hugging me.

      “Yeah, I really really really have to pee,” Jaymes says. Her cute little baby bump is probably the cause behind that. I smile. I miss being pregnant. It was hard to do it alone, but I definitely want that again and again.

      I point to the hallway and giggle as she takes off at a sprint.

      “I was just watching tv. What are you guys up to?”

      “We are taking you out. Get dressed.”

      “Where are we going?” I ask.

      “The boutique and dinner,” Taryn says.

      “Boutique?” I question.

      “We girls have a stake in a boutique with the Crawford’s from Moosehead,” Missy chimes in.

      “Those guys have a boutique?” I ask. Last time I saw those guys was at the Dairy Shack about a week before I left. Bleak/Moosehead High had just beat the rival football team from St. Cloud. It was such a close game. 10-14. The guys were celebrating while Troy and I shared a chocolate shake like it was 1956. I hadn’t found out I was pregnant yet. It was a simpler time.

      “Oh no, their wives.”

      “Oh, that makes sense,” I say laughing. “Give me a few minutes and I’ll be ready to go.” I text Troy and let him know I am going out with the girls. His response is quick and to have fun. I love him so fucking much. He gave me a debit card after he added me to his bank account and told me I could buy whatever I wanted. So far, I bought Kari a new dress from Walmart and groceries. I guess I could get a few things for myself. I pull on some jeans and a shirt from when I was younger. Working on the compound insured I weighed less than when I left, but I am starting to fill out now that I can eat whatever I want.

      I climb into the middle section of the minivan being driven by Missy and we are off. A little bit later we pull up in front of the boutique. Wow. It’s gorgeous. The clothes inside are gorgeous. I literally want one of everything. I settle on two new pairs of jeans that fit perfectly and a couple of blouses. I learn that Troy’s nephew Torran’s wife, Migan is the designer. Which is super cool. She is very talented. She is the only one in the store right now, so we chat for a few minutes while she rings up my purchases. She throws in a bracelet that I had been admiring.

      After the boutique, we decide to head into St. Paul for dinner. I chose not to drink since no one else is and I never have before. I really think it would be a disaster. I had a really nice time, but we don’t leave until late. We go to a steakhouse. I order a huge hamburger and an actual soda. Oh my God, it’s fizzy amazingness! It’s been so long since I’ve had a burger, that my mouth actually waters when it’s set in front of me.

      “You okay?” Taryn asks when I just stare at my plate.

      “Yeah. Um, I just haven’t had a burger in so long, I kinda wanna savor it, you know?” I say, finally acknowledging the elephant in the room.

      “You poor girl. Troy told us what happened. It must have been awful. Come to the dinner tomorrow and I’ll fatten you up with pie and some homemade meatloaf,” Missy says patting my arm.

      “That would be amazing,” I say finally eating the burger. It might be the second-best thing I’ve ever had in my mouth.

      I love these women for not making a bigger deal out of my ordeal.

      We make standing plans to have a girl’s day every week. I learn that most of the time it’s all the women, but they wanted it to be just us to not overwhelm me. I give them credit for not asking questions about the compound. My mom couldn’t even help asking questions about it.

      In the car, we jam out to the radio.

      “Hey, Lissette. Has Troy proposed yet?” Jaymes asks from the back.

      “No, not yet. Do you think he should have by now? I mean it’s only been about two weeks.”

      “Brand asked me like the first night,” she says. “I don’t mean that like it sounds, but we both had issues and we both knew what we wanted.”

      “I know what I want,” I say quietly. “You guys got any tips or ideas to make him do it?” I begin to wonder if it’s me. Maybe he doesn’t want to marry me.

      “He’ll ask you. Don’t worry. It’s like ingrained in the Jorgensen men’s DNA or something,” Kensi says.

      We pull up to the house and I get out, thanking them.

      Inside, it’s dark. Shit, I missed putting Kari to bed, but I guess Daddy handled that. I smile when I check on her, all tucked in.

      Moving into the bedroom, Troy is watching sports recap, but he turns it off when I come in.

      “Have fun?” he asks.

      “Yes. It was a blast.”

      “Good. You bought some new clothes.”

      “I did. Nothing fancy.”

      “You want fancy things?”

      “No. Not at all.”

      “You deserve fancy things, Lisette. You deserve everything you want.”

      “All I want is you and our family.”

      “You have me, Lissi.  Always have, always will,” he says standing from the bed. He’s just in his boxer briefs. “I love you, baby. Let me show you.”

      “You don’t have to ask to make love to me, Troy. I am yours, body and soul,” I reply taking his sudden kiss. He strips me down and makes love to me all night.

      Who needs sleep when you’re in love? Not me. I just need him, his cock, his love. Everything he wants to give me. I want it all.
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      Shit. I sprint out of bed at the sound of Lisette puking her guts up in the bathroom. I make it in there in just enough time for her to have a go of it again. I hold her hair out of the way, rubbing her back. When she finally looks like she is done, I sit her on the counter and brush her teeth for her. She doesn’t say anything this whole time and it worries me.

      “Baby, are you ok? Do you need me to call the doctor?” I ask kissing her forehead.

      “No.” She says, her voice hoarse and low. I look into her eyes trying to see...anything to tell me how to handle this.

      “Are you sure? How are feeling now?”

      “I’m fine, Troy. Just pregnant is all.” She says this as she drops down off the sink and walks out the bathroom leaving me standing there like a statue. Pregnant. Did she just say pregnant? Holy fuck!! I am going to be a daddy again. Is all I keep thinking. My mind is suddenly all over the place doing a marathon, making sprints and lists of shit that needs to be done. Then it hits me. I still haven’t asked her to marry me.

      Walking out of the bathroom, I go into the room throw a T-shirt on and grab my car keys. Jumping into the car, I run to my parents’ house to go and grab Kari. She needs to be home with us when we celebrate this and make us official. I pull the ring out of my glove box and put it in my pocket, making sure I don’t forget to do that. Pulling up to my folks, I run up the steps and into the front door.

      “Well good morning son. What brings you here this bright and early in the morning?” My dad asks, his face etched in amusement. He of all people should know I don’t function much before ten in the morning, but this couldn’t wait.

      “Sorry dad. I need to grab Kari.”

      “Well, she is in the back with your mom getting dressed for the day. Is everything alright?”

      “Yes dad. Everything is great. I can’t explain right now, but I promise you will know it all in a bit. I just need to get my daughter and get home.” he nods his head.

      “Very well.” I run past him, and to the back of the house to the kids’ room.

      “Daddy!!” She says raising her arms for me to pick her up. “What are you doing here? I haven’t had pancakes yet.” her pout is so freaking cute.

      “I’m sorry baby girl. We had something come up and Daddy needs to get you home so you can hear about it. Is that ok? I promise, as soon as it is all done, we can come back here if you want with your mama and eat pancakes. If that is alright with your grandma.” I look to my mom.

      “Of course, it is, but is everything ok son?”

      “Never better Mama. Will tell you everything in a bit.” I kiss her cheek and me and Kari race out of the house. The entire drive back my little girl talks about everything she did last night with her cousins and friends and how much fun she had. It isn’t until we pull up to the house that she asks. “Daddy is Mommy ok?”

      “She is, baby girl. We just have something to tell you.” As we walk into the house, I thought I was hearing things at first. But, when Kari says, “Daddy, who’s crying?” I know I heard right. Why the fuck is Lissi crying? Is she not happy about the baby? We walk into the room and Kari runs to her mom putting her head on her leg.

      “Mommy, what’s wrong?” She asks in her sweet little voice. Lissi pops up, wiping her face, shocked to see Kari here right now.

      “What are you doing back so early, baby girl?” She looks at me in question.

      “I believe Kari asked you a question first. Why are you crying?” She looks at me and then she looks at Kari.

      “Why don’t we discuss this later. Not in front of her.” She says rubbing Kari’s hair.

      “No. Tell me now.” I say to her, wanting her to know she can’t lie to me. She looks down at Kari and back up at me. When she sees my face and how serious I am, she takes a deep breath and answers.

      “You left me when I told you. I guess it just hurts.” Shit. Now that I think about it, I was so shocked and excited that I did walk out without saying anything to her. Fuck! No wonder she is so sad. I walk up to her and grab her face. Leaning in, I kiss her and take a step back.

      “I’m so sorry baby. I was just so excited and shocked and knew I wanted to go get Kari. We had a plan, the two of us, to take you out to the carnival we attended in high school, when I knew I loved you back then. I was going to ask you to marry me on the ferris wheel we used to get on next week when it comes to town. However, knowing what you said to me this morning, I don’t want to wait any longer.” I turn and face my daughter. “Kari, I know you and I had a plan, but Mommy is going to have another baby, so it wouldn’t be a good idea.” I don’t get to finish that because my daughter is jumping up and down, shouting and clapping. Apparently, she is happy to be a big sister. Turning back to Lisette, I drop to one knee.

      “Lisette. You have been my everything since we first met, over eight years ago. The day I lost you, I lost a part of me. I never thought I would have the chance to touch you again. Seeing you and learning we made a beautiful baby girl, opened up something in me, long since chained away. I swear, to love you and our children, the rest of my life. Will you marry me?” My heart is literally beating out of my chest. I could feel the sweat forming on my upper lip, as I wait for my love to say yes.

      “Oh my God, Troy. It’s beautiful. Yes. of course, I will marry you.” She gets on her knees in front of me and cries as she wraps her arms around my neck. I hold my arm out for Kari and together, as a family, we embrace our new beginning.
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            Lisette

          

        

      

    

    
      Troy gave me less than two weeks to get this wedding together. I don’t know how he thought I could pull this together in so little time, but it’s all done.

      Missy, the goddess she is, will be handling all the food with Loki. The reception will be at UTGARD. Bill will be officiating. Normally it would be at his church, which used to be my dad’s, but I want an outdoor wedding. Summer is ending and the woods out by the Crawford’s place is gorgeous since the leaves are already turning. I picked out Troy’s ring with Torran’s help. It came from the Elite section. It belonged to Thor’s grandfather, Arne. There is an eagle engraved on the side and the ancient rune Odal (ᛟ) engraved on the inside. Odal is the Old Norse symbol for heritage and family. It’s perfect for Troy.

      Everything is done now, except the dress. In a few days, I will finally be Mrs. Troy Harrison Jorgensen. It seems like I have been dreaming of this forever. When I met Troy, I was in ninth grade, I knew one day I’d be his wife. Sure, I thought it would be years ago, but better late than never, I suppose.

      My mother, Nancy, is like a completely different woman without the albatross of my dad hanging around her neck. She smiles more, breathes easier, and isn’t so “on” all the time. I’ve never seen this version of her, but I like it. Enid, my mom, and I are wedding dress shopping.

      I come out of the dressing room and stand on the platform with mirrors all around me. I really feel like this is the one. It has a sleeveless dress with a form fitting bodice. The skirt is tulle heaven. So much tulle. It’s floor length with lots of poof. The train is my favorite part though. It’s about ten feet of fabric. I feel like a princess. It’s been so long

      “What do you think?” I ask when neither of say anything. They just wipe their tears daintily.

      “Yes, no, maybe?” I ask pulling the skirt out even further.

      “Yes,” they both whisper quietly. The look on their faces doesn’t tell me anything.

      “Oh good,” I say. We’ve been here for almost five hours. I am exhausted. I must have tried on thirty different dresses, but I am so glad this is the one. My mom was excited when I told her I was pregnant, though I know we were both thinking that because of a monster we missed this the first time around. Though I was young, too young to be pregnant, I was very happy at first. Then I wasn’t. I hate that I was so miserable, lonely, and scared that I missed out what should have been one of the happiest times in my life. I am determined to enjoy this pregnancy and I want my mom and Troy to be with me every step of the way. This time is going to be totally different.

      I step down and I am engulfed with hugs. God, how I have missed hugs.

      “This should have happened years ago,” Enid says.

      “And it would have too. If I had known what your father was up to, I would have stopped him.”

      “I know, Mama. I know.” She had tried to get me out of there, but my aunt refused to let her in. She regrets not going to the cops, but it’s all over now. I am free and happy for the first time.

      “You look beautiful, dear. Troy will love it,” Enid says.

      “You think?” I ask her.

      “I know my youngest son. He’ll love it, I promise.”

      “I hope so. He’s not giving me much time, but I want to be his wife more than anything.”

      “You will be, Lisette. Have no fear, my boy will get you to alter one way or another.”

      “I know. I can’t believe he never wavered in his feelings for me.”

      “Not once. He put his everything into his work with his brothers.”

      My mom buys the dress for me. Apparently, my father was a penny pincher and left my mom quite a tidy sum. She is also selling the house I grew up in. Too many bad memories. I don’t blame her. Personally, I would have burned the damn thing to the ground and started over, but that’s just me. I spend the rest of the day with them picking out shoes and the veil. It’s great to spend this time with them.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      After I get home for what I hope is the day, my phone rings and it’s Taryn inviting me out for drinks with my future sisters-in-law. Not that I can drink, but it sounds like fun. Excited, I get dressed quickly in a sundress and some boots. Troy is with his brothers and Kari is with my mom, so why not? Last week, I finally got my driver’s license and my GED. Troy bought me a new car, a Dark blue 2019 Suburban. It’s huge, but since I plan on filling it with kids, it will be perfect for our family. There is a hole in the wall bar in Bleak near Queen of Hearts Ink that we are going to. Twenty or so minutes later, I pull into the parking lot. It looks packed.

      My new cowboy boots stick to the floor as soon as I get inside. It’s dark and dingy and I fucking love it. I spot Taryn and Missy first, they are sitting at five tables pushed together. Looking around, I spot Migan and Daisy, who I actually know. She is a couple of years younger than me, but we were in the same tap class at Ms. Lola’s Dance Studio in Moosehead. Lanie, Erika, Cymion, Hailey, Tabitha, Portia, Carrie, Kitty, Elizabeth, Jacquie, and Kensi are seated around the tables.

      “Cadi couldn’t be here. She’s not feeling well,” Missy says.

      “Oh, I hope she feels better soon,” I say sitting down. I haven’t actually met Cadi yet. All I know is that she is Hank’s wife. As soon as I do, Taryn stands and puts a tiara on my head and a sash over my shoulder. Bride To Be is written on the sash.

      “Surprise,” they shout. A surprise bachelorette party is totally cool. There are four women sitting at the end, but I am not sure who they are.

      “This is Ava, Penny, Rosy, and Kennedy Crawford.”

      “Ah, you guys married the Crawford Boys?”

      “We did. Congratulations on your engagement,” Kennedy says, laughing.

      “I am going to need to hear the story of how you guys tamed those boys. The last time I saw the three oldest ones, they were doing donuts in the parking lot of the Dairy Shack after a huge football victory.”

      “We’ll have lunch after you get back from the honeymoon,” Penny says, grinning.

      “We aren’t going on a honeymoon for a while. I haven’t been home long, and I am not looking to leave anytime soon. Maybe in a few years.”

      “And Troy is good with that?” Erika asks.

      “He said he was. Do you think he might not be?”

      “Oh, no. I am sure he meant what he said,” she continues, reaching out to pat my forearm. I smile.

      After about two hours of chatting, the door opens and in comes a huge group of guys. One by one the girls pair off with their men.

      “Where’s Troy?” I ask when there are no more men to be had.

      “He’s had a bit too much to drink. He’s sitting in your truck,” Erik says before whisking his wife off to the dance floor.

      “I should get him home,” I say standing. “Thank you so much for doing this for me.” I continue my goodbyes and grab my purse. In the car, I see Troy sitting in the passenger seat.

      “You drunk, baby?” I ask giggling climbing in the car.

      “Not so drunk that I can’t see my queen,” he says chuckling.

      “Your queen?” I ask, confused.  He points to my head. “Oh yeah. The girls threw me a bachelorette party.”

      “I know, baby. You look so damn pretty,” he groans touching my thigh.

      “Thank you,” I say moaning when his hand skirts up higher.

      “Climb over, baby. I need to fuck you now.” I parked in the back of the lot, away from other cars. We have the privacy.

      “Here? Now?” I ask urgently.

      “Yeah, baby. Don’t worry. I’d never let anyone see you when you’re fucking me. That is just for me,” he assures me.

      I nod and climb over the console and kiss him softly. His tongue finds mine and the kiss deepens.  Raising up so he can free his cock, I look down and see how hard he is for me. The light in the parking lots sheds minimal light inside the car, but it’s enough and it has me drooling.  When he’s fully free, I pull my panties to the side and slide down him slowly. Too slowly. With my knees on his sides, I bounce up and down on him. With my head thrown back, I let go. I feel his cock swell inside me. “I can’t last, this pussy is too good,” he grunts. “What’s your name going to be in a few days,” he demands roughly kissing my neck.

      “Ahhhh, Mrs. Jorgensen,” I cry out. My orgasm is so intense, my legs are shaking. I am almost afraid to move.

      “Damn, right,” he says filling me. “Damn right,” he repeats kissing me softly.

      I pull off of him and climb back into my seat.

      Once we get home, we should go to sleep, but instead we make love all night long.

      I am so ready to be his wife.

    

  



    
      
        
          
            11

          

          

      

    

    







            Troy

          

        

      

    

    
      It is official. Lisette is officially Mrs. Troy Jorgensen. It took us forever to get here, but the point is that we made it. When I stood at the altar and watched her and my daughter walk down the aisle, I almost dropped to my knees and cried. They were so damn beautiful. Kari looked like a little fairy princess in her pink and purple sparkle dress. She walked with her flowers, taking her time to drop them all over the ground. Her smile is as big as the backyard. I managed to hold it together then. But when Lissi walked in, her hair up in a bun, with pieces falling around her face, her dress, fit for a Queen. She looked fucking ethereal and she’s MINE!

      Once my nephew, Bill, did his business, blessed our rings and discussed the meaning of them, we each gave our vows and now here we are the reception. I am sitting back in my chair watching her as she flits around the room, greeting and talking to people. I can’t help but smile because she is obviously in her element. I look to the other side of the room and see Kari dancing with her cousin Hank. She throws her head back and laughs as he tickles her neck and I can’t help the smile that spreads across my face. She is the happiest little girl now. Especially considering the life she had before this. Just goes to show how amazing a mom Lissi is.

      My family is all here. Each of them with their partner, engaging, having fun. Except my brother Dahny. He is the only one of us, not tied to someone. As much as he says he is fine and not worried about it and not lonely, I can read it on his face when he thinks no one is looking. Walking over to him, I simply say, “Your turn is coming brother. I know it.” I pat him on the back. He looks at me and for a fleeting moment, I see sadness. He covers it quickly.

      “I’m good brother. Don’t worry about me. I’m too busy anyway picking up the slack for you lazy asses.” He chuckles as he walks away. I can’t help but feel for him. Not too long ago, that was me. Putting on the face for everyone. I put my beer down so I can go to the bathroom before collecting my bride for a dance. I am just to the door when I hear moaning and grunting coming from, where I think is the hallway. Wrong. I open the door and my brother Tori and his pregnant wife Kensi are fucking in the bathroom. Great! Just what I wanted to see. My brother’s pale ass, winking at me. Asshole. This is the only restroom. I shut the door and bang on it, grateful I couldn’t see her, but still disgusted at seeing him at all.

      “Hurry up!!! Some of us got to piss.” I laugh shaking my head and walking away. Fuck it. I will hold it. We will be leaving soon anyway. Walking back into the banquet room, I am scanning looking for my wife, when I spot her on the dance floor dancing with my brother Hagen. His wife, Missy, though she helped with the catering, is too pregnant to be on her feet, so she is sitting in the chair, talking to Taryn. I know in my mind that this is nothing to be jealous over, but fuck if it matters. Seeing her in the arms of another man, makes the berserker in me come out.

      “MINE!” I growl as I wrench her into my arms.

      “I know, little brother. Calm down,” he says with his hands up laughing as he walks away. I turn to look at Lisette, and she has her hand on her hip with her eyebrow quirked up, shaking her head at me.

      “Really Troy. That was rude. Hagen was just keeping me company while I waited for you. He was telling me how happy he was to finally see you smile again.” I can’t help but smirk at her, her face all scrunched up as she tries to chastise me. It just makes me hornier for her, seeing her confidence soar. I kiss her, not bothering to answer her. Every man in my family gets it. I don’t have to justify it to them. We are all the same, when it comes to our women. I pull back from her mouth, nipping at her bottom lip as I do.

      “Are you happy Mrs. Jorgensen?” I find myself saying it over and over. Loving the way it sounds.

      “Extremely. Mr. Jorgensen.” She wraps her arms around my neck, and I kiss her again, needing the contact. I always need to touch her, feel her, smell her.

      “You ready to get out of here yet? Troy Jr. has been hard and ready for you since you walked toward me in this dress. Speaking of, I hope you don’t mind getting fucked in it, before I get you naked,” I say rubbing myself against her.

      She keens into my mouth as I take hers one more time, squirming as my hand goes to her ass. “I’m ready husband. Take me.”

      “You don’t have no flowers to throw or some shit?” I mean I don’t know much but I do know they throw flowers at least.

      “Nah. All the women here are married. There is no point. Now take me and fuck me, husband. I have been waiting all day.”

      She doesn’t have to ask me twice. I lift her into my arms, we turn and wave to everyone and out the door we go to the local hotel in town for the night. She didn’t want a honeymoon and I was inclined to agree. We have spent so much time apart and I missed so much of Kari’s life, I am not ready to be away from her for longer than a day and no further than one of my families houses in town.

      As we walk into the room, I slam the door removing my tie and jacket, drooling over my beautiful woman, currently carrying my child, staring at me like I am her next meal. Just thinking about everything we have gone through, brings me back a moment to say something I have been wanting to say all day.

      “Thank you, Lissi.” I say, kissing her softly.

      “For what?” she asks. Her eyes displaying the confusion she just voiced.

      “For loving me. For giving birth to my daughter though we weren't together. For coming back to me and still feeling for me what I thought I had stopped feeling for you. For giving me another child. For giving me reason to exist, Lisette. I didn’t realize how dead I was without you, until I felt myself come alive when I laid eyes on you again. I love you so much baby. You and our children.” I put my hand on her stomach for the last part.

      “Troy, there was never a moment, even when we were apart, that you weren’t with me. Kari reminded me every day, that I had love once. That I knew what it felt like. That there was someone out there, who once thought I was his world. When I found out I was finally free, my mind may have balked at seeing you again, but my heart, my heart never wavered. I was worried about you possibly being with someone else, because I might not have survived. But never once did I regret what we had. So no, thank you for still loving ME, even though you thought I had left you. I love you more than you will ever know, Troy. Now make love to me.”

      All night, I stayed inside her, showing her over and over, what more my heart couldn't say. It’s too busy beating again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Lisette

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Seven Months Later

      

      

      “Ahhhh,” I scream as another contraction rips through my body. After being in this bed for the better part of two days, I am ready for this baby to be outta me.

      “Deep breaths, baby,” Troy says wiping more gross sweat from my brow.

      “You are never touching me again,” I scream at him.

      “Uh-huh. Sure,” he says rolling his eyes.

      This is my punishment. When I was pregnant with Kari, I was so depressed I spent all my time sleeping. It was an easy pregnancy and birth for me. This one has been an easy pregnancy, so I expected more of the same. Boy how wrong I was. I had been dilated three centimeters for a few days prior to coming to the hospital, now I am ready to push.

      “Alright Lisette. I see the head. Give me one good push,” Dr. Denise says, her head practically in my cooch. I am doing this without drugs again and I can see that was a mis-fucking-take. I can feel everything, including latex covered fingers on my thighs. So weird.

      We decided to wait until the baby is born before we find out the sex, but I cheated, and Denise told me yesterday while Troy was getting me ice chips. I’d feel terrible about it, but I currently trying my hardest to bring a tiny human into the world, I think I should be allowed to do whatever the fuck I want.

      “I don’t think I can do this anymore. I am exhausted. I can’t push anymore.”

      “Yes, you can baby. Push.” Troy has been amazing, and I am being a bitch.

      My legs are shaking in the stirrups as I nod and bear down, pushing like there's tomorrow. A few minutes later, I hear my baby boy crying. Finally. I am sobbing as he is wrapped in a receiving blanket and placed on my chest. Troy kisses him and then me and I melt.

      “I thought I couldn’t touch you again,” he says chuckling.

      “Don’t push your luck,” I say. It hurts to laugh, so I don’t. Everything hurts to be honest.

      Ulf Torsten Jorgensen weighs 9 pounds 8 ounces and is 21 inches long. He is beautiful.

      A few hours later, after I am finally clean and I get to eat something, I am in a much better place mentally. My in-laws come in first followed by mom. Then Troy’s brothers come in. I gotta say watching six grown men ooh and ahh, basically fawning over a baby is as adorable as it sounds.

      Kari comes in next.

      “Where’s my brother?” she demands, hands on her little hips. I am not sure where all the sass is coming from, but I am loving it. She has really flourished here, and I am so glad I am home.

      “He’s here baby girl,” Troy says pulling a chair closer to the bed. “Come sit here, and I’ll hand him to you.” She does so and Troy hands him to her. “Watch his head.”

      “What’s his name?” she asks, gently holding him.

      “Ulf. It means wolf,” I say gently. Tears filling my eyes. I look over at Troy, who’s looking at me.

      My whole world is right here is the room, and I will never take it for granted.

      Not once. Not ever.

      I was fourteen when I met him. How many people are lucky enough to find their forever that young? I am forever grateful that I can say I am one of them. It was a long, miserable road back to him, but it’s our trials that make us who we are, and I love who I am today.
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