A YEAR LATER

BEGINNING FEBRUARY 2009
"Yeah, okay, Mike," I laugh as I head out the door. I'm so glad my shift is over. It's late- like eight o'clock but there was a problem at one of the dorms and we were there. I left a message for Darcy telling her I'd be home a couple hours late. I hope she got it.

I hop in my car and drive home. I love this house and I'm really going to miss it next year. We've been so comfortable here but I'm almost done with my two year degree and I'll be head to police academy soon. I have to fill out that application and get the ball rolling on that so I have a place to go in May when I graduate.

I pull in the driveway and head inside. "Darce? Marco?"
"Hey." I call out from where I'm in the kitchen, putting dinner out. That's what I do. I make dinner for him every day. 

I don't mind because I get home first anyway. 

I head to the kitchen and smile. "You are perfect," I tell her and kiss her softly. "You got my message I assume since you don't look pissed."
"Yeah, of course it's fine. Look, I made chicken just for you." 

"Thank you so much, Darcy," I say as sit down. "It smells amazing. There was this big fight outside one of the dorms. If freshman girls would just learn *not* to cheat on their boyfriends, my job would be *so* much easier. And if said boyfriends weren't *drunk* on the weekends, again- so much easier."

"Maybe I should go down there and talk to them." I smirk as I sit too. 

"It was that girl Jill again. I mean... she's had what? Five boyfriends this year and cheated on all of them?"
"Apparently she has monogamy issues." I smirk. 

"I guess," I shrug. "So how was your day?"
"Better than yours. I just had a few people come in to talk to." 

"Yeah, plus my professor was in a pissy mood and screamed at us. I mean... it was like Ms. Kwan flashbacks."

"You liked Ms. Kwan even though you don't wanna admit it." 
"Yeah, yeah..." I sigh. Although yeah, I really did. She was really tough on me but I did like her.
"Poor baby, working hard all day." I get up and wrap my arms around him. 

I hug her back. "I think I need a nice relaxing night with my girlfriend."

"Then that's what you'll have."

We still haven't talked about marriage again. I just... I don't know when it'll happen. Kim and Linus love being married but I've learned that they're not us. I can't be comparing us to other people.
"Good. I'm *so* glad," I smile. "Oh and tomorrow Mike and me are gonna go out after work."
"Where are you going?" 

"To a bar or something," I shrug.

"That's fine. I'm supposed to hang out with Kim anyway." 

"Oh good. How is she anyway?"

"Her and Linus are happy, so it seems like everything is good." 

"Well good. I'm glad," I nod. "So what are you two gonna do?"

"Go shopping," I admit. "I want some new clothes." 

"OH yeah? Sexy ones?" I laugh. "Some little tank tops?"

"Probably buying sexy stuff for her which is... gross but no. I need new clothes for work." 

"Why is it gross?"
"Because being with her while she's picking out clothes to have sex with *Linus* in is... gross." 
"Surprises me she'd *want* sexy clothes."

"They do have sex, Spin. They're married." 

"Yeah, but she seems like such a prude. I wouldn't think they'd do the sexy clothes *thing*."

"Well she wears sexy panties and stuff. And why do you think she's a prude?" 

"Well... he's such a... Christian freak... I figured they'd only do missionary position with a sheet between them."

Is that what he thinks about me, too? 

"I don't know what positions they do, Spin." 

"I just... I don't know. I guess people surprise you every now and then."

"Do you think *I'm* a prude?"

"No," I say. "Of course not."

I just pick at my food for a moment. "Anyway, we'll be gone tomorrow afternoon." 

"What?" I ask softly as I touch her arm.

"Nothing, Baby. I mean... I'm a big Christian too but I don't think I'll have to have a sheet over me." 
"I know," I nod. "You've got a little bit of wildness in you but Kim and Linus are pretty... blah sometimes."

I smirk. "That is kinda true." 

"I think once we do stuff... once we're having sex, you're gonna be hot," I tell her honestly.

"Thanks," I blush. 

"I mean... those pictures were hot and you had fun doing them. I think once you're comfortable having sex, I'll be able to turn you into a sex kitten," I grin. God I fuckin' hope so because if the sex isn't good and I've waited like four YEARS to have sex with her, it may end up in a quick annulment.
"Probably," I laugh. 

That is when and if we *ever* finally have sex.

"So... I wish we had a hot tub or something. I'd love to just relax in one."
"When we get a house we'll have to get one."
"That'll be nice. Though we won't be able to afford *much* of a house... we'll still be okay."

"You'll be making pretty good money and hopefully I'll get a raise." 

"I won't be making pretty good money, Darce. Cops don't make as much as smart people do. The only hope of having pretty good money is to hope the t-shirt thing keeps doing fairly well."

I really didn't want to give my kids the same life *I* had but I'm not smart. I can't be a lawyer or doctor or business mogul. I can't make money like Jimmy and Ashley will be. Hell even Marco, a social worker, will have more than me because of Dylan's career. Ellie will be a reporter. Paige is gonna make a ton. Alex is going to be a therapist and they get a good amount of money too.

I'll have a two year degree and she'll work at a church for chump change. Let's face it- we're going to be broke most of our lives.

"You'll still be making more than me."
"It still won't be enough for our kids to have ipods or hot sneakers or clothes... I know that's just material shit, but... I went through a lot in school because we didn't have any money."

"I didn't really have a lot of stuff either, Spinner, and we both turned out okay." 

"Yeah, well... you deserve to be able to have a big beautiful wedding or a gorgeous dress and a wonderful house to go home to and all I have to offer you is mediocrity."
"Spinner, stop." I look at him. "I'll be happy because I'm gonna be with you. That stuff doesn't MATTER to me." 

"But it'll matter to the kids and they'll resent us for it," I sigh. "I'm just... my mom called today."

Things have been really shaky since she decided she'd move in with the father of my little brother. And she loves that baby way more than she ever loved me or Kendra. He's only three months and I swear, his shoes are practically made of gold.

I know he's a little baby and it isn't his fault, but she quit work to be with him! She didn't quit work for me! Or for Kendra!

"Anyway... maybe we should go out tonight to a movie or something. Or we could go to the book store and look for something interesting."
I get up and go over to his chair, climbing in his lap. "Spin... I love you. I know this whole thing with your mom is hard. I know it seems... but I think she doesn't love him more. She's just *old* now, Spin. This is her last baby and she knows it." 

"Yeah and I was her *first* baby and I wasn't good enough. I was so bad, she had to get a baby from another *country*. And now she *still* needs a perfect baby."

"Spinner, you WERE good enough. She loves you- everyone does." 

"Yeah, so... let's go out for a bit. We can go to the bookstore," I say and hug her tightly for a second. "I'll look for some soft core porn," I laugh. But seriously she hasn't found the small stash of porn I have because I keep it well hidden. I'm sure she'd probably be mad, but... I've had to have SOMEthing.
I pinch him. "Not funny," I smirk, resting my head against his. 
I kiss her softly. "We'll get some for you too, kay?"
"I don't WANT any porn." 

"How about a romance novel with beefy Fabio type on the cover?" I tease and kiss her neck as I stand up.
How can she not even be *curious* as to what a guy looks like? She's never seen *mine* so I assume she's never seen *any*.
"I don't like the Fabio type, I like you," I tell him, standing up with him. 

I've never seen porn but I don't have any interest in it, either. I don't stand up on my soapbox all the time but I think it's kinda wrong. 

"Well that's... reassuring. A better response might have been 'you *are* a Fabio, Spinner'," I say with a girly voice.

"No, you're perfect for me." 

"Good. We'll go out for an hour and maybe get some coffee on the way home."

She's *so* cute and innocent. I really think she'll have a heart attack or something the first night we're together. I haven't even touched her inside her panties- nearly a year later, it's still status quo. She doesn't think we should touch each other's privates until we're married I guess. But every few weeks, she'll start kissing me and pull my hand down to her and I'll get her off and that's about it.

Very one sided, but understandable so I found a few videos and a few magazines- mainly girl on girl stuff. But it's a little relief. I keep them in my 'gym' bag in the bottom of the closet and for almost a year now, they've been safe. Of course I have maybe five videos now and about twenty magazines, but... what she doesn't know can't hurt her.

"Ready to go?" I call out as I finish cleaning up from dinner.
"Yup, I'm ready," I tell him, following him out the door. I know he's been slightly frustrated with me about the whole sex thing- I just don't feel right touching each other or being completely naked in front of each other unless we're married. Which we're not. 

"Great," I smile and hold her hand as we head out.
MEANWHILE
"Don't you just *love* being able to grocery shop at ten at night?" I laugh as I throw a box of cereal at him. At the grocery store they actually have these little carts that attach with velcro to a wheelchair. We stole one off the store wheelchair and attached it to Jimmy's so he can wheel around and catch everything we need. "I mean we could *never* do this in Degrassi."
"Because the grocery stores all closed at like nine," I grin. "Oh we need more bread." 

"I know. Oh yeah. And I want some of those cheesy bite things we got- do you remember what they were?"

"No but they were DAMN good." 

"Not as good as *me* of course," I grin. "But... I think we need more chocolate syrup, huh?"
"Because someone ate all of it..." I mutter and she throws the bread at me. "Hey!" 

"Well I can't help it if I like chocolate milk!" I say and lob an orange at him but he catches it.
"Yeah, right."
"I *do* love the milk though, Baby. What else do we need?"
"We've got most everything on our list, I think." 

"I hope so. Anything else you want?"

"Some more cookies, because you ate them all."
"Oh hush up," I say and playfully hit him. I don't care. I'll hit a cripple.

"You know you can get arrested for that." 

"For what?"

"Hitting a disabled person." 

"I hit my boyfriend," I smile as I follow him up to the register.
"Who is disabled." 
I lean over and say in his ear, "well when they come arrest me, I'll tell the police officers how you tie me to the bed and force me to fuck you."
"Then they'll congratulate me on being so smart." 
"And they'll probably cuff me somewhere for a gang bang," I laugh and kiss him softly. "What are we gonna do when we get home, Babe?" I ask, touching his face softly.
"Make dinner. I love you, Ash, but I don't think I can eat Burger King again." 

"Yeah, that's why I got a couple chicken breast strips. I thought I'd throw them in a pan with some veggies and make stir fry and we can put it over rice."
"Sounds good to me." It's been a year and half since we started living together but it's perfect. 

"I *love* these sort of late dinners we do," I tell him. We always do that on the weekends. We do late dinners and then read or work on homework.
"Me, too. We never did this kinda stuff at my house. Mainly because my parents were never home." 

"Well I wanna make sure that when we are having children, that we actually are going to be *home* for them, okay? Can we make that promise to each other right now? Unless we're ready to be home for six o'clock dinner every night, we don't have children."
"Maybe not every night, but most nights. Things come up." 

"I know. I just don't want our kids feeling like you- that we don't put them first. So if we're both lawyers, I know we'll be busy but one of us should be home when the kids are home. I don't... want them feeling neglected."
"Me either. I'd be looking to see my parents once every couple of weeks." 

We start walking home- the store is about two blocks from our apartment building. "It's sort of a nice night, huh?"
"Yeah, at least the wind isn't blowing." I'm holding a few bags in my lap. 

"I know. It's kinda mild."

And then we just sorta move in a comfortable silence. That's also the amazing thing about Jimmy- I can think and just be quiet and he just accepts it. With Craig, it meant that something was wrong or I was thinking about his bipolar disorder. With my London mistake, it was... I don't know. That whole thing was a big mistake and I still can't believe I slept with him.

We get back to our apartment and start putting away the groceries. "Jimmy? I wanted to talk to you about something."

"About what, Ashley?" I put stuff away on the shelves I can reach. 

"Welll... I don't wanna wait anymore to get married. I wanted to see how you felt about maybe getting married this summer, parent willing of course."
I turn to look at her. "What? Why… why the rush, Ash?"
"I don't know. I just... don't wanna wait. Do you not want to yet?"

"No, I just don't wanna rush, Ash." 

"You... don't wanna get married then?" I ask, hurt. I can't say it doesn't hurt a LOT. We're living like we're married anyway. But he doesn't wanna get married right now?!

"Baby, of course I want to get married." I smile. "If you're really sure, I'm sure. I've wanted to marry you since we were 12."

"You just said you didn't wanna get married," I say a bit angrily. "Just forget I said anything. We'll wait."

I shove the box of cereal into the cabinet and grab the chicken and vegetables. "Go watch a game. I'll let you know when dinner's ready."
"Baby." I grab her arm. "I DO want to get married, this summer, I think it's a great idea. But your parents..." 
"My parents will have to deal."

But I really don't know if I believe him that he wants to get married.

"Then let's call and tell them now." I smile, pulling her closer to me. 

"Are you sure?" I ask as I let him pull me closer.

"I'm absolutely sure." 

"Yeah?" I smile and kiss him. "I... it's kinda late to call my mom tonight. I'll call her in the morning?"

"We'll call all our parents in the morning." 

"Okay," I smile and kiss him again. "I love you, Jimmy. I just... when girls ask me who the hot guy I was with is, I wanna be able to tell them it's my husband. And when you meet my other friends, I wanna say 'this is my husband, Jimmy'," I tell him.

"None of your friends think I'm hot, Ashley. They think you're stupid for being with a guy in a wheelchair," I tell her, kissing her back. 

"I know," I say softly. It makes my heart hurt that when they see him, they automatically think he's stupid or retarded or something. They automatically think *I'm* dumb or damaged because I'm with some retarded guy in a wheelchair. "But I don't care what they think because I'm in love with you."
"Well I care what other people think. I hate the looks people give us when we're together." 

"At least they're not judging us because you're black?" I joke. "I just...  I can't imagine what you must feel in classes before people realize you're not some retard in a chair. I can't imagine how much this really impacted your life and your soul."

I know we talk about that he's in a wheelchair and every now and then he'll make comments about things. But I've never really given him an open invitation to *really* talk about things if he wants.
I just sigh. "It's my life and I can't change it. I'm getting used to this- but I miss all the stuff I used to do." 

"I know. I... know we had fun at the prom, but... we won't be able to really dance at our wedding... or have shower sex... or walk with canes together when we're ninety..."

"When you get old you can get a wheelchair like me." 
"Or we'll both be so shriveled up, we'll be able to fit in one together, if we're not sick of each other by then."
"Nah, we'll never get sick of each other." 

"I... I just wish for like... five minutes, I could feel you above me," I confess quietly. "I mean... I love our sex but..." It's one-sided and I don't wanna hurt his feelings but he has to feel the same way I do, right?
"I do too but I can't help it, Ashley." I pull my hands away. 

"I *know*. I'm not... I know, Jimmy. I just... thought maybe you felt that too." I kiss him softly, licking his bottom lip as I pull away. "I... maybe one day... your dad seemed optimistic about that one doctor he's been talking to here in New York, right? Maybe not full use, but some more mobility?"
"Yeah, I know he is. My dad just wants me back the way I was because he thinks I'm a failure now." 

"But if he's willing to pay for it..." I slide my arms around him and hug him. I know he always felt like he wasn't good enough for his dad and that was be*fore* the shooting.

"He is but... I don't know. I don't want to get my hopes up over nothing." 

"Well there's no harm in trying some new physical therapy, right?"

"Nah, you're right." 

"So... food?"
"Yeah, lots of food." I smile again. 

"Yeah, cause I'm hungry!"

"Me, too. Let's eat."
I know he can't do a lot, but... it really only bothers me every now and then. I think we've sort of accepted our limitations and the sex we do have in *incredible*. I kiss him again before hopping up so we can get dinner done.
A WEEK LATER

MID FEBRUARY 2009
Unfortunately, I had to come back to Degrassi without Jimmy. He can't miss classes and I have no classes on Friday so I'm home for a long weekend.

My mom wanted to talk to me in person when I brought up the wedding thing. I don't know what she wants so that's why I'm here. *But* it seems that as soon as kids are out of the house, parents fix the house and that's what's happening, so I guess I'm staying at Marco and Spinner's.

I knock on the door. I hope someone's home.
"Hello?" I answer the door.
"He, Darcy!" I smile.
"Hi, Ash." I let her walk inside. "How was your trip?" 

"It was okay," I shrug. "Are you sure it's okay if I stay here? Mom and Jeff are remodeling now that they don't have to worry about Toby or me."

"Of course it's fine, we like company." I grin. "Are you hungry?" 

"I'm *starving*."

"Come on, we got a ton of food in the kitchen. It's too bad Jimmy couldn't come." 

"Yeah, he had classes and it's kind of a pain for him to travel anyway. And it sounded like my mom really just wanted to talk to me alone for some reason, so..." I say as I walk into the kitchen. "So how is everyone here? Any news I need to know about Degrassi?"

"Probably not. Everything is just the same here. Kim is having a baby." 

"Who's that?"

"Oh, you never met her. She was one of my friends from school." I get some of the leftovers out of the fridge. 

"Well I'm glad I'm *not* having a baby," I say.

"Me, too. But she's married and... I guess she wanted one." 

"I want them too but not for a while. Now I wanna work on the wedding part of it. That's why I'm here. I told Mom that we wanted to get married this summer and she wants to see me."
"Maybe she just wants to make sure you're ready."

They're getting married ALREADY and I haven't even got a proposal? 

"I don't know. I'm nervous about it."

"I'm sure it will be fine, Ashley. Why are you guys getting married this summer?" 

"I just wanna be Mrs. Jimmy Brooks. I don't wanna wait. I know we said we would until after college, but we're already living together... I just want it official."

"That's nice." I smile. "You're so lucky." 

"I really hope so. I mean... I wanna pick out a pretty dress and..." I look at her and she looks kind of sad. "You... still nothing from Spin on the marriage front?"
"No, nothing." 

"Have you asked him about it? I mean... I know he's always been sort of... commitment phobic. Even when him and Paige were together, she was complaining all the time that he wasn't always a great boyfriend."

"No, he tells me we're too young and don't have any money." 

"That sucks," I say. "I'm so sorry." I stick my plate in the microwave. "That really sucks but I'm sure he's gonna do it one day."
I shake my head. "I think he's just waiting around with me until he finds someone better." 

"Noo... Darcy, he wouldn't do that. I mean... he can be an ass but he's loyal."
"Well he's always talking about how poor we're gonna be, like he wants to find a girl with money. And he's always saying how we're not... how I'm not sexual enough and if Paige would take him back I bet he would leave me." 

"What? Darcy, no. I... if he didn't really love you, do you think he would have voluntarily been celibate for the past two years? *No*. He... was always one of us who had *no* money. I mean... the rest of us had enough and we had nice things and Spin was always the one wearing the same shirt a couple days in a row. He'd be the one wearing a sweatshirt instead of a coat. He... money is really important when you have none."
"We didn't really have a lot of money in my family either, Ash. But... as long as I'm with him, I don't care. He wants to be a police officer and they don't make good money. And I want to work in the church. I'm not worried about money." 

"I know. It just... I don't know, Darcy. I don't know how to help you."

"That's because your boyfriend does want to marry you." I sit, cross legged. Plus, Jimmy is rich. 

"But it doesn't matter. Maybe I don't want to be married right now anyway." 

"Well I think you *do* want to get married," I say as I sit down and start eating. "Otherwise you wouldn't be upset over it."

"It would be nice to be asked." 

"I know," I say softly. "Maybe you should talk to him about it."
"There's no point. He'll go on and on about money and how I'm scared of sex anyway." 

"What?" I ask.
"He thinks I'll be too scared to have sex." 

"What do you think?"

"I... I honestly don't know. I want to be okay. I just... I want to have sex on our wedding night but what if it DOESN'T happen?" 

"What do you mean what if it doesn't happen?"
"If I can't... if I get too nervous." 
"Do you think that could happen? How do you feel about sex?"
"I'm... well I mean I've never... it makes me a little nervous."
"Have you done anything with Spin?"
"I don't feel comfortable with us being completely naked in front of each other because we're not married." 

"Wow, so you haven't done *any*thing?"
"He's touched me over my pants."
Oh my god- that's *it*?
"You get off?" I ask her. Poor Spinner. Holy shit- I can't imagine Jimmy would even *talk* to me if I stopped doing anything.
"Yes." I nod. 

"What about him?"

"I... no." 
"Have you even touched him?"
I shake my head. 

"Why not?" I ask. "I mean... I know you don't wanna be naked or anything, but you seem like you're upset he might think you wouldn't be okay on your wedding night and yet... I mean... do you *want* to touch him? I mean... you know you *should* want to touch him. But do you really *want* to?"
"I... I don't know. I think so. I'm just... very nervous." 
"Why? I mean... everyone is nervous for their first time. I was for sure- the first time I touched a guy... it was scary and weird, but..."

"I don't know, okay? It makes me feel uncomfortable and I'm nervous. I wish I could change the way I feel." 

"Well then maybe it's a good thing he doesn't wanna get married."
LATER THAT EVENING
I can't believe this. I'm so glad that Marco is working on school work when I get back and I can just go straight to Alex's room where I'm sleeping. I can't freakin' *believe* my mother!

I grab my phone and dial Jimmy's cellphone quickly.

"Hello?" I answer, turning off the TV. 

"Hey, Jimmy," I whisper softly as I wipe my eyes a bit.
"Ash!" I smile. "Hey, Baby, how'd it go?" 

"It was *not* very good."

"What happened?!" 

"They want me to spend the summer in London."

"What?! Why? I... we want to get married this summer." 
"They all want me in London for the summer- to make sure I still wanna *be* with you."

"That's insane- of course we still want to be together. What did you tell them?" 

"I told them we just wanted to get married but she said they won't pay for it unless I spend the summer in London. She said I could plan a winterish wedding or next spring."
Shit. "You've got to be kidding me. You… they can't make you go." 

"Jimmy, I wanna cry," I whisper.

"Oh, Baby, I'm so sorry. I just can't believe this." 
"I don't understand why they would wanna do this to me, Jimmy. I thought they liked you. I thought they were happy."

"I… maybe they want you to go back to London and try to meet someone else again." 

"She said that I hadn't dated very much and she wanted to make sure I was sure. I mean... I *love* you. I know I wanna be with only you."

"I wanna be with you, too. Ash... I'll... I can't handle it if you go back to England." 
"I can't either," I tell him softly.

"We'll have to talk to them again. I'll try to talk to my parents." 

"I'm just... I stormed out of there. It was a huge fight, Jimmy. She said she wanted me to have a full life and be sure I was making the right choice and... I can't even believe it. She married a GAY guy for cryin' out loud!"
"I know. They just... it's a big step, Ash. And... I'm in a wheelchair. I can see why your parents would want you to have better." 

"There can be nothing better than real love."

"I know," I say softly. "So where do we go from here?" 

"I don't know," I whisper as I curl up on the bed. "I really don't, Jimmy. I just... I wanna kiss you right now and I can't."

"I wish I could be there, Baby. God... I thought they would be happy for us." 
"I thought so too," I sigh sadly. I'm so upset and the only person I want is Jimmy. It's always been Jimmy and I tried explaining that to my mother. I tried. "Can't we just... get married without them?"

"We could, if you like." 

"I mean... we wouldn't even have to tell them."

I smile. "So when?" 

"I don't know. Can we get married in the States and have it legal in Canada? Maybe... I could just tell my mom that we're getting married. That we'll do it without her there if we have to. See if maybe we get her to cave?"
"That might be a good plan. Faced with missing the wedding she would probably give in." 

"I guess I'll try and talk to her tomorrow. I might switch my flight so I can come home tomorrow and not Sunday. I just... miss you."
"I'll call my parents and talk to them too. Maybe they could convince yours." 

"If they're not in on this too. I... shouldn't have come here. I shoulda just stayed there with you. You were right."

"Baby... it's gonna be okay. Don't be hard on yourself."
"I wish *you* were here to be hard on me," I giggle softly.
"Yeah, me too," I smirk. "But don't worry, okay?" 
"I'll try not to. Maybe I'll slip into the tub and have a little fun."
"And take pictures for me." 

"I can't take a camera into the bathroom, but maybe we should buy a camcorder," I smile. "Hey, speaking of sex and whatnot... I talked to Darcy a little more. Poor Spin- his dick must be like... tiny by now from lack of use."

"Why, what'd she say?" 

"I mean they've been together for like what? Two years? The only thing they've done is he's gotten her off over her pajamas."
"I think Darcy needs some therapy. Seriously... she has problems." 
"She's nervous. I mean... I think those heavily Christian people make their girls terrified of anything sexual, ya know? I mean poor Spin. She said she's worried she won't be able to have sex on the wedding night- that she might be too nervous or something."
"That's not that big of a deal. So they'll have sex a week later or whatever." 

"Jimmy? If I don't get fucked our wedding night, I'll kill you in your sleep," I tell him.

I laugh. "I know, but we're not them."
"Okay, well I'll let you go. I think I'll call my dad and see if he's in on this plan or not."
"Okay, Baby." 
"I love you."

"I love you too." 
"Night," I whisper.
She hangs up and I'm just worried about our families.
LATER THAT NIGHT
After Ashley left, I was too upset to do anything. I made a plate for Spin as always and then I went and laid in bed and I've just cried. 

I actually packed a bag because… I thought about leaving. Letting him find someone else and I'll just work at the church for the rest of my life. 

I'm just so angry for feeling this way. Why do I feel like this? No one else does. There has to be a reason. 

I just lay and stare at the bedside table. 

Damn. College keeps getting harder and as I start to think about police academy, I get more and more freaked out. What if they don't take me? Then what? I'll just a college security guard forever?

I just want my life to have started. I want me and Darcy together in a little house with a little baby or something. I... I don't know. Lately... I've just been thinking. A lot. About the future.

"Hey," I greet Marco as I walk in.

"Hey, Spin. College campus safe still?"

"Yeah," I nod and grab the plate Darcy left for me. I nuke it and then sit down and me and Marco talk for a few minutes while I eat. Then I head to our room. "Darce? You here?" I ask as I open the door.
"Uh huh," I mumble, sucking in a deep breath. I pull the blanket tighter around my head. 

"What's up? You sick?" She's been acting really weird lately and I wanna know why.

"No." I wipe at my eyes. "How... was work?" 

"It was okay. I got some of my project started. It was a slow night."

I flop on the bed next to her and pull the blanket down off her head. "You crying?"
I make a grab for the blanket but he's holding it too tight. "No. Yes." 

"*Darcy*," I whisper as I slide up against her. "Don't make me tickle you, Honeybee."
"Fine. Ashley came today... and she talked to me. She and Jimmy want to get married this summer. And I told her, I..." I hiccup. I hate when I'm crying that happens. "That we haven't done anything and I'm nervous, about... the wedding night and she said it was good we're not getting married then." I wipe at my cheeks. "I don't deserve to be with anyone."
"Honeybee..." I whisper and touch her face softly. "Baby... c'mere," I say as I sit up and scoop her off the bed into my lap so I can wrap my arms around her. "You're worrying *way* too much about something that's not a concern right now and I... am a terrible boyfriend since I keep you feeling horrible about this. Look... you deserve to be with the man you love and who loves you. I'm not a perfect man, but... I wanna share my life with you and that's the only thing that matters."
"There's something wrong with me, Spin. Everyone thinks so. Marco, Ashley... everyone." 
"There's nothing wrong with you, Darcy. There's something wrong with the *world*."

"No, there is, Spin. I... I do want to have sex with you, I *do*. I just... don't feel right doing stuff now because we're not married but... what if on our wedding night I can't...? Then I'll ruin that too." 

"If you can't, then you can't," I shrug. "Then we wait, we'll deal. You shouldn't... worry about this stuff right now, Darce. You should just... focus on loving me," I grin.
"I feel like an abnormal freak." 

"You just believe in something, Darcy. And as frustrating me and little Spin find it, it's also very admirable."

I smile a tiny bit and rub my head. "Once we're married I can start to relax..." I hope. I look down at my hands. I hope this isn't some sort of sexual problem I'm gonna have because of all my years of not having sex. 

"And you will," I say softly and kiss her. "I love you, Darcy. You're the girl I wanna be with. No other girls felt right, none others really accepted me. No one in my life has ever accepted me like you do."
"I love you, Spin," I tell him, leaning back against him. 

"I love you too," I smile.

"Do you still want to marry me?" 

"Absolutely," I nod.

I'm worried that he's never gonna want to marry me now. I nod, resting my head against his.
A COUPLE DAYS LATER
I didn't tell him what happened with my family. I spoke with him a little and went out with Marco and Alex to a club and got wasted and danced a TON with a couple guys, that we *won't* be mentioning to Jimmy.

But I run in the door with my stuff. "Jimmy?!"
"Ash?!" I yell but I was in the middle of cooking dinner. "Hey- in the kitchen." She can run faster than I can... roll.
I run over and throw my arms around him. "WE'RE GETTING MARRIED!"

"WHAT?!" 

"We're getting MARRIED, Baby!"

"Your... your parents? They said okay?" 
"Well... I went back Saturday morning and me and Mom talked for a while. I mean... we had one of the best conversations I've ever had, Jimmy. She's just been *soo* worried about things between us. She wanted to make sure that I'd have a good life- that I really had thought about things. She wanted to make sure I'd be able to have kids if I wanted them. We just had a really good talk. I told her that I really love you and want to get married and that we were going to do it with or without their permission. And she said she just needed to see that- that I loved you enough to fight for it. She said Dad had never fought for her and it obviously wasn't right there... she just wanted to be sure I was sure. And I am."
"That's amazing, Baby!" I kiss her happily. "I can't believe she's okay with it now." God, that's such a relief. 

We know we're gonna be fine together. We want kids but I'm not sure if I can reproduce- hopefully. And Ash helps me a lot- when I need help getting dressed or tying my shoes. 

"I know," I smile happily. "So she said we should pick a date. She wants it in Toronto though. I thought over Spring break we could go and look at locations."

"That's great. Do you want an outside wedding or an inside one?" 

"I don't know. I really liked my dad's wedding- it was outside under a big tent... it was really simple but elegant."

"That could be nice. We can look at different places." 

"I just want a celebration. I wanna get married and then I wanna just have a fun time celebrating our love with our friends."

"And we will, Baby. I promise." 
"Good. I'm *so* glad," I smile and kiss him softly.
"We can celebrate tonight- celebrate you being home AND we can start wedding plans." 

"Mmm... sounds yummy."
A COUPLE WEEKS LATER

END FEBRUARY 2009
Well I left very specific instructions on her cellphone that she should be ready at six o'clock and looking gorgeous. It's her birthday tomorrow so I'm taking her out for a really special birthday dinner. Or pre-birthday dinner, rather.

So I pull up in Jimmy's dad's car- it's a really nice one. He let me borrow it. I go up to the door and knock on it. I want it to be a nice dinner for her so I'm taking her some place really nice and I'm, unfortunately, in a suit and tie.
So how cute is my boyfriend? Telling me to dress up and look beautiful so he can take me out? It made me laugh. 

But I have this great red dress that I got not too long ago. And I had shoes that matched so I think he'll love it. 

I walk out and I... stare. He's in a TUX?

"All this for ME?" 
"Hey, My Lady," I smile and hand her a bouquet of white roses.

"My favorite." I breathe in the scent. "You look SO good, Spin." 

"Oh no, see... I cannot be called 'Spinner' in this suit," I smile softly and kiss her cheek. "Happy pre-birthday."
"Okay, *Gavin*." I smirk, hugging him tightly. "This is so amazing." 

"Shall we? We have a whole birthday dinner thing planned."
"We shall," I tell him as I slide in the car. He really went all out for me. "So why all this, Baby?" 

"Well my girl doesn't turn twenty every day, does she?" I smile and kiss her cheek softly at a stop light. I finally park at one of the nicest restaurants around and walk around to get her door for her.

"Twenty. I'm getting so OLD, Spinner," I tell him as we walk into the restaurant. We're gonna eat HERE? It's mad expensive. But it's the best food in town. 

"You are not," I laugh a bit and pull out her chair for her too. I actually called Jimmy up and asked him everything he'd do for Ashley if he were taking her on a really expensive date. The pulling out the chair and the flowers... every now and then I bring her home flowers or cookies or something but I really do want her to know how much I love her.

Especially tonight on her birthday Eve.
"I'm ancient," I tell him as we order drinks and I reach across the table and take his hand. "Thanks for doing this, Spin. It's way too much but... it's so great that you did this for me." 

"Darcy, I *love* you," I say as I take her hands in mine. God, I'm so nervous. "I love you so much. You were a friend when I desperately needed one and you gave me Faith when I had none. You've given me support and love when I felt I was at my worst. And you've given me forgiveness when I didn't deserve it. I just want to give some of that back to you."

"You always give that back to me, Baby. You understand me. No one really understands me like you do." 

"Then I guess we're just... meant for each other, huh?"

"Yeah, of course." 
"Well I hope so," I say as I reach in my pocket and slide down to my knee in front of her. "Because I want to start our lives together, Darcy. I need a queenbee for my castle. Will you marry me?"

I hold out the ring.
Oh. My. God. Heart attack time. I stare for a long moment at the ring- how beautiful it is and how it catches the light. 

He wants to marry me? Even though I'm a prude or whatever? 

My mouth drops open. Please please don't let me be dreaming. 

"Yessssssss!" I screech happily. 

EVERYone at the restaurant turns but I don't care. She's the only thing I've had to be happy about in a LONG long time.

I smile and stand and yank her into my arms for a kiss.

It's the best kiss I've ever had, just because it's my first kiss as an engaged woman. 

"I love it, I love it." I stare at the ring. "It's so beautiful." 

"Do you?"

"It's so perfect," I tell him as he slips it on my finger. 

"I'm so glad you like it," I smile and hug her again. And it looks really good on her finger, even though it's cheap. "It's... cheap," I say softly. "The stones are fake."

"It's okay, it's okay," I smile, hugging him. "It's beautiful." 

"Like my fiancée," I grin as we sit back down.
"I'm not as beautiful as the ring. When... when do you want to get married?" 

"I'm not sure yet. I... if all goes well, I'll be finishing up my first aid stuff this summer and then I'll be starting Police Academy in the fall- that's like... 3 month training sessions where I'll be gone. I don't know if you want to get married before that or after... it's up to you."
"But what do you think? It's our marriage." 

"I really don't know, Darcy. It might just depend on our parents and when they can pay for a wedding. I don't know."

I nod. "Well my parents always said they would pay for the wedding." 

"When do *you* want to get married?"

"Whenever. I want to be Mrs. Spinner." 

"Well why don't you talk to your parents and see what they say?"

"That's a good idea. They'll be happy but not NEARly as happy as me." 

"Well they already know I was going to ask."
"How did they know?" 

"Cause I talked to them."

"You DID? When?" 
"Last weekend, after church."
"And what did they say?" I'm just amazed they didn't let it slip somehow. 

"That they were happy for us."

"Good." I kiss his hand. "Spin this is the best birthday EVER, Baby." 
"I'm glad," I smile. She looks *so* happy. I'm glad.

"I know I said I wanted to wait or... I wasn't ready. But I think I am now, Darce."
"We'll have a good life together, Spin. Be a real family." I know that's important to him after everything that has happened to his. 

"Yeah," I grin and lean over to kiss her before we have to order. This... this is nice. I'm a taken man.
I'm ENGAGED! This is finally happening for us.
A MONTH LATER

END MARCH 2009
"Baby!" I grin, running out to the car. "I have the BEST news!" 

"What?" I ask as I catch her in my arms.

"So today at work, I told Leona we're getting married and she told me that for our honeymoon, we can use her beach house! It's an hour or so away but that way we won't have to pay for a hotel or anything!" 

"Oh that's so *great*!" I smile and kiss her softly. We were worried about that- where we could go since we don't have a *ton* of money. Granted, my dad said he'd chip in with her parents, but there still isn't a ton of money.

"I thought that would make you happy. Now all we'll have to buy is some food and stuff." 

"That'll be really nice," I say. "Did you thank her a ton for us?"
"Yes, yes. And another woman told us she'd make our cake for us for free." 

"Really? That's so nice!" I mean... that's the beauty of volunteering at the church a lot- people are really generous.
"I know. It's the perks of working at church." 

"Yeah, it's great. So what are we doin' this afternoon?"

"We can make plans for our wedding." 
"Yes, what plans are in store for that then? Are we looking at locations or flowers or what?"

She's been dragging me to all the planning sessions.

"Well I want to get married in a church, but not this one. I have a few more churches we can look at and... I think we've decided on flowers." 
"Great," I nod. "Just tell me where to go. You are my queen and I go where you say."

"The first church is..." I give him directions. "It's supposed to be so beautiful." 

"What about the minister?"

"Taylor can marry us." He's a friend of ours from church and he just got his minister license. 

"Really?" That wouldn't be so bad. "I think it's gonna be really nice. Did I tell you I got into those classes for the summer that I wanted?"

"Yes, and I'm so happy, Baby. Things are finally goin' well for us." 
"I know. Hopefully, I'll hear if I'm accepted to police academy soon."

"And you will be, Baby." 

"God I hope so," I say. But I'm still sweating it a little. For the requirements, I only have to get some first aid training- like of a partial EMT or something... they like their cops to have some training. As far as classes, I'm ready for Ontario Police College and all the boot camp type things I need to do. I'm not ready to be away from her though, but...

"I'm gonna miss you while you're gone." Especially since we'll be newly married. 

"Luckily it's like... three months on and a couple weeks off... but it'll be tough."

"It'll be torture," I correct him as we get out at the church. 

"I know," I sigh. "But... we'll make it through, right?"

We walk in the church and I tug excitedly on his hand. "It's so pretty!" It's big and airy, with a stone floor, high ceiling and stained glass. 

"It really is beautiful." Wow. It's a *gorgeous* church- very nice- not like the one we go to which doesn't seem like a church at all because it was sort of cheaply decorated and put together.

"I can see us getting married in here."
"Yeah, me too- it's really gorgeous."

"You need to start looking for a tux, Spin. Marco can help you pick one."
"A tux? I have to wear a tux?"
"Yes, and nice shoes. Not sneakers or flip flops." 
"Like I would wear flip flops?" I laugh but it does sound like something I'd do.
"You would if you could get away with it." 
"Fine. For you I'll wear a tux and nice shoes, but not a dorky tux, Darce. Something simple."
"And a tie." 

"Yes, yes, yes," I sigh. "So... the main thing I need to decide now is who's gonna be my best man."

"So you have a few people to choose from. Jimmy, Marco..." 

"I know. I just... I talk to Marco all the time- I live with him. But Jimmy's my oldest friend and... who would Jimmy pick? I don't know."

"Maybe we should flip a coin." I smile. "Claire's gonna be my maid of honor so I don't have to decide." 

"Oh that's sweet," I smile. "So... do we wanna see if someone is here that we can talk to about getting this place?"
"Yeah, here's the office."

We go in and there's woman in there who gives us a lot of papers but basically, I think we can get this place. We can have a small reception afterwards here too. 

We go back out to the car and I kiss her softly. "What are we gonna do about the reception? My dad says he might be able to get the fireman's reception room... I think you can rent it really cheap."
"That's fine. Let's like... have McDonald's do the catering so it'll be cheap," I laugh. "Plus... kinda fun." 
"No. We may not have a ton of money but we're not going to have McDonald's cater."

"Why not?"

"Because that's... I was thinking with all of Marco's Italian family... maybe they'll all chip in and make stuff?"

"That's true." 

"Or we could offer to pay them a little, ya know? Or maybe the people in the church could fill in?"

"That sounds like a plan." 

"So what now?"

"That's it. We have the place we wanna have it, the flowers... we just gotta decide food. And I gotta find a dress." 

"What kind of dress do you want?"
"A wedding dress," I tease as we get in the car. 
"Ha ha, you're such a smart ass," I laugh. "Wanna go out for dinner somewhere?"
"Sounds good to me." 

"Good. You're paying," I grin smartly.

"Yeah, yeah." 

"Well you're a working girl, so..."

"Yeah, and I'm so rich," I laugh. 
"Well enough for dinner wherever you wanna take me."

"Taco Bell." 

"That works," I say. I'm so glad Darcy is my type of girl. Paige wanted to be served with gold, I swear.
A COUPLE MONTHS LATER

MID MAY 2009
I can't believe graduation was today. My graduation. I have a two year degree and I start some basic EMT training for June and July and August and then I'm off to police college for like a year.

So we have about two weeks which means we're getting married next week and spending a week at the cabin as our honeymoon and then I'm back here and taking classes practically round the clock. But if I have extra training, I start with a higher rate of pay.

"*Why* on earth did we think this would be a good idea?" I ask quietly. Her parents, my dad, and my mom and of course she insisted on bringing the 'man' that is my baby brother's father.
"Because it has to be done to work through final plans." I squeeze his hand 

"Well I really don't like it," I tell her. "Honestly, the plan sucks. We should have eloped or something."
I kiss his cheek. "We're gonna be okay, Baby. This is our families- they need to talk and meet each other." 

"I'm worried about my mom."
"Do you want to pray quick?" 

"Mom doesn't listen to God. If she did, she wouldn't have continually cheated on her husband. If she did, I wouldn't be here. Isn't that sick? That I'm happy she cheated?"
"I meant you and me could pray this goes well." 

"Yeah," I nod.

We do but halfway through I hear our parents and we both look up quickly. "Mom, Dad." I smile and then I wave to his parents. 

"Mr. and Mrs. Edwards," I smile and they hug me. They *love* me. And I like them too. Darcy's parents are really cool. I really like them and they like me too.

"Congratulations, Gavin," her mom hugs me. "We're so proud of you for graduating and for being accepted into the academy."

"Thanks so much," I smile.
"I'm so proud of him too. He's done wonderful," I tell them and then I turn to his parents. "We have all the wedding plans and stuff with us so we can go over it." 

"Gavin," my dad smiles and hugs me. "I'm so proud of you, my boy." He slips a card into my hand and I stick it in my pocket- it's clearly something he doesn't want Mom to know about.

"Gavin, my baby," Mom says and hugs me briefly. "You remember Tom."

"Yeah," I nod.

"So let's see these plans," she smiles but she doesn't even really hug me tightly or anything. I mean... she hasn't even really been involved with the plans at all either. Fuck, even my father's new *girl*friend Melissa has helped more than my own mother. He's only been seeing her for like two months, but sometimes I like her more than my own mom. *And* she said she didn't want to come to the dinner tonight because it should be just my family.

I squeeze Darcy's hand tighter.
I look at him and smile just a tiny bit. I feel so sorry for him. 

"So these are the plans for the wedding. I have my dress and Spin has his tux, so that's taken care of. The reception- we have the food taken care of."
"What about a limo?" my mom asks. "We'll need four limos to get everyone to the church."

"Okay, then do you wanna take care of that?" I ask. "I can give you the addresses for-"

"Well your father can take care of that. He fought me to take you away, so if he wants you, he'll have to pay for it."

I inhale deeply and exhale deeply and even Darcy's parents look at me sympathetically.

"We'll all just get there in our own transportation," I tell her.
"We decided it would be cheaper that way. I hope it's not a problem, but it would be better. And once we get there, me and the girls will be in one part of the church office and the guys will be in another. Then we'll do the ceremony and vows will be read." 

"Well what about Jacob's suit?" she asks.

"What do you mean?"

"Well I assume he's in the ceremony. He *is* your little brother."

"He can't even walk and he's my *half*-brother and you've barely let me see him!"

"Kendra's in the ceremony."

"Kendra's nineteen!" I say. Kendra was so happy Darcy asked her to be a bridesmaid.
"We have no way to work him in," I tell his mother. "I'm sorry- it's too last minute to start working stuff in. So Taylor will read the verses we picked out- these." I point to the sheet. 

"But he's-"

"*Mom*," I say finally. I don't care. I can't... "You're lucky you're invited at all, okay? You... *cheated* on my *dad*. You've made me feel like shit because he's not really my dad- you've thrown it in my face. You told me he wanted you to have an abortion. Why... why would you do that to me?! And now... to *my* graduation dinner and to *my* wedding, you wanna bring your lover? The man that got you pregnant?! *Why*?! To hurt me? You barely wanted to take part in the plans so you can't change them now. If you can't come, sit down, shut up and be happy for me, then don't come at all. I'm sick of this."

Then I stand up. "I need some fresh air, Dad, could you order something for me to eat?"

My dad nods and I head outside.
I run out after him. "Baby... I'm so sorry. You were right, this was a mistake." 
"No," I say as I lean back against the building and pull her against me. "It wasn't. I... needed to tell her that- maybe not in front of a restaurant of people, but... I needed to tell her."
"Do you feel a little better?" I take his hand. 

"Maybe," I shrug. "It depends on if she heard me."

"Well, the bright side? In *days* we'll be married- we'll be our own family." 

"And maybe in a couple years, we'll have a child of our own..."

I mean... we talked briefly a while ago about what we want, but... I think I do want a child.

"Maybe."
"Yeah?" I grin and kiss her softly.
"Yeah, but I can't guarantee it's a boy." 
"Well a pretty little girl would be nice too."

"I think so." 
"So we... should probably go back inside."

"You gonna be okay?" 
"I hope so."
"Let's go back in." 

We head back and I just smile. "Now, where were we? After the wedding, we're gonna head to the reception and then, Spin and I leave for Leona's beach house." 

"It sounds like you have everything taken care of," my dad smiles. "I think it'll be a beautiful ceremony and a great reception."

"What about the cake?" my mom asks quietly. "I have a friend... she might be able to make one."

"We have a friend at church that is making one as a wedding gift, but we could use another- if your friend wanted to make one." I smile. "Because our first cake is not very big." 

"I'll call her tonight and I can you and let you know," she tells me.

"Thanks."

"You guys know we'll be on honeymoon a week right? In case you try to get a hold of us?" 

"I'll have my cellphone though."
"Me, too." 

But I'm really hoping they don't bombard us with calls. We need the time alone to...

We talk a little more about the ceremony as we eat and I'm just glad when it's *over*.

I'm going back home with my parents- we're going to pick up my dress tomorrow.  

I give him a kiss goodbye. "Call me later." 

I kiss her softly and then head back to the house. Marco and Ellie said something about some battle of the bands thing that I think I'll go to. "I'll talk to you later."
In a week, I will be Mrs. Gavin Mason. It's so nerve wracking.
A WEEK LATER

MID MAY 2009
Well everyone is back in town and the girls have something special planned for Darcy and I guess Jimmy just informed me we're going to strip clubs and bars, so... I'm excited. I haven't seen a female in a LONG time.

"Okay, okay," I yell and go over to Darcy to kiss her softly. "I guess I'll see you tomorrow?"

"Yes." I smile, kissing him. "Be good." 
"C'mon!" Craig yells. "Strippers wait, Spin!"

"I will," I smile and kiss her again. "You too."

I watch him walk out and... tomorrow, I will be married to him. 

I *skip* into the living room, where the other girls are. "Isn't he so cute?" 

"He is," I smile. "I think Jimmy is hotter, but... I'm also biased."
I stare at the mountain of presents beside my chair. "You guys... you didn't have to do all this." 

"I think you should start opening them," I smile. "And we'll get some food going too. What do you want first? Because we also have a cake!"

I'm excited. We wanted to give her a nice party and I really hope mine is like this too in August.
"A cake? Really?" I mean... I told them just a small get together but they've went all out. 
"Of course a cake, Darcy," I grin.

They bring it out and we all eat a little and then I pick up the first box to open. 

I don't know who brought that one but we all wait to see what it is. I know I got her a few little sexy items to get her started. I don't know what everyone else did.
I open it up and that is the smallest *thong* I've ever seen.

I immediately blush as I hold up the little underwear set. 

"Ooolala!" me and Alex grin.

"Thanks." I open the next- from Alex- and it's... a pair of handcuffs, a corset and a pink whip. "Oh my *God*." 

"That's to help you keep the evil man in line," Alex grins. "Spin needs some discipline. Bet you'd need to catch him off guard to get him in the cuffs!"

We all giggle a bit. "I do with Jimmy," I laugh as I sip more of my drink.
How utterly embarrassing. "I'll try anyway for you, Alex." I smile a bit, continuing to open gifts.

All are little pieces of underwear, but I smile at it all. I just... it makes me even more nervous to think about sex. Even if a lot of it is CUTE. 

God a lot of them got her *really* sexy nighties and things like that. She probably wouldn't even know how to put them *on* with the garters and things like that. "Mine's the last one," I smile and hand it to her.

I just got her a couple really pretty satiny-silky type baby doll nighties- no lace or frills or anything- just very simple like the stuff I like wearing for Jimmy. It'll make her feel sexy but not slutty.
"These are beautiful, Ash. Thank you so much," I tell her, giving her a hug. "I'll wear one tomorrow." 

"You should. They're simple and very pretty but Jimmy likes them a lot. They'll make you feel sexy."
"I think they will." I finger them in my hands. "Thank all you guys. I'm sure Spin is gonna love it all," I laugh. 

If I don't pass out tomorrow. 

People kinda break up a little to eat and chat and I follow her to the table with all the drinks. "You gonna have some wine or something?"
I shake my head. "I don't drink. I'll have a little wine tomorrow, though."

"How do you feel about tomorrow?"

"Nervous and scared. I'm... it's a big day getting married- becoming a wife... the wedding night." 

"It is," I nod. "Which are you more worried about? The wedding or the wedding night?"

"I know I'm gonna be a good wife. I'm... very scared about tomorrow night." 

"Have you talked to him about that?"

"He knows I'm so nervous. It's... but we have a week. Even if I can't... tomorrow... then maybe the night after or… something." 

"I think you need to just... be able to relax- be in the moment. Try not to worry- let him lead, ya know? Have you... thought about birth control?"

I nod. "I'm not ready to have children." 

"Are you on birth control? Or are you taking condoms?"

"I'm on the pill. I started last month so I would be sure it would work." 

"I think you just need to relax tomorrow, okay? Let things happen naturally. You're gonna be fine."
"And if it... doesn't happen?" 
"It'll happen when it's supposed to happen, Darcy," I reassure her.

I nod. "That's true. It's just... so nerve wracking. I'm soo nervous and my stomach has been churning all day." 
"Darcy, you don't wanna throw up on him either. I... I bet he's got some porn in your room... if you wanted to see a couple pictures so you at least know what to expect."

"We can watch porn after we're married. I... I know what's going to happen. I just... I'm a little scared." 

"What exactly are you scared about?" I ask. Maybe she wants some more details or maybe I... I just wanna help her and poor Spin.
"Everything. Taking off my clothes... being touched like that or... everything." 

"But you said he's touched you over your pants, right? It's *so* much better skin on skin."

"I'm worried I'm not gonna like sex or worse- he's not gonna like it with me. That I'm going to be boring." 

"Darcy? Spin hasn't sex in like... two years, trust me, he's gonna *love* it with you."

"I hope so." I tug on my necklace. "I want everything to be wonderful our first week as a married couple." 

"Well your first time you wanna just sort of... get it over with- because it'll be really weird and maybe hurt a little, but then after... it'll be really good."

"I hope so." I take a tiny bite of cake. "I just hope I don't act like a complete idiot tomorrow night." 

"I think anything you do will be fine. He's really... he's in love with you. You'll be fine."

I smile. "Thanks, Ashley." 

"You're welcome," I smile and hug her.
I hug her back. "The bright side of everything is tomorrow I get to wear my beautiful dress and walk down the aisle." 

"I can't wait to see it," I smile. I bet it's beautiful.
"It's the most beautiful thing I've ever had." 

"Maybe I'll get some ideas for mine," I grin. So... I can't believe it- Spinner Mason is getting married tomorrow to a Christian girl.
THE NEXT DAY
"Spin, stop tapping your feet. It's just a wedding," I tell him as I fix my tie. "You're acting like a girl." 

"Just a wedding? Jimmy... I'm getting *married* to a woman that might not ever let me fuck her."
"Spinner, it's gonna happen. She can't live without sex FOREVER." 
"*I* certainly can't," I groan. "But she's nervous and scared as hell."

"She's a virgin, Spinner. Of course she is." 

"Hey, I tried to help her out with that, but... she didn't want us being naked together if we weren't married. I'm gonna have to wait another six months just to work her *up* to having sex, Jimmy."

"So you'll get naked together tonight. Darcy is a challenge but you like challenges." 

"I do," I nod. "But I also really like sex," I grin. "And I love her, I really really do. But she's... I really don't expect to have sex any time soon. Maybe when I'm out of Police Academy... next year... I'll at least have her taking off her pants in front of me."

I know- I'm being cruel. I just have to get it all out of my system so that later when she freaks out if I go to touch her 'there' that I can be sensitive and understanding boyfriend. I mean... *husband*.
I laugh. "It won't take THAT long. You'll be all alone in a house with a lot of expensive food and gifts. She's been waiting to get married so you can have sex. She'll be all over you." 

"I think I just gotta get her a little tipsy so she relaxes."

"I don't know, Spin. Won't... won't she be pissed if you take advantage of her?" 
"Not take advantage," I say. "Not take advantage, just loosen her up with a couple glasses of wine."
"Then go for it." 

"I will, Man," I smile and Marco comes in.

"I just saw her, she looks amazing. And you're handsome too."

"Well I'm a taken man," I remind him.

All three of us decided that since Marco might not really *have* a best man, that Jimmy will be mine and I'll be Jimmy's and me and Jimmy can both stand up for Marco when and if Dylan ever gets off his lazy ass to propose. It's all very high school.

"How long until the ceremony?" I ask as I start tapping my foot again.
"Ten minutes," I tell him, glancing at him. "Are you sure about this? I mean... you might not ever have sex." 

"Shut up," I groan and hit him. "I guess we should head out, right?"

"Yeah, we should." I grin, following him. I'm so happy I'm his best man, although I won't admit it. 

It's what I always thought would happen before the shooting- I'm glad some things haven't changed. 

I head out and stand and wait for her. Wonder what she's doing right now.
My dress- I want to LIVE in it. 

I have never felt so beautiful in my life. It's so gorgeous- a big ball gown, with gold detailing. It's strapless and I have my mom's gorgeous cross choker to wear with it. 

My hair is long so we just left it down and I stare in the mirror more, twirling around. I haven't LEFT the front of the mirror in fifteen minutes. 

"You look *so* beautiful, Darce," Claire smiles.

"I agree," Kendra nods. "I can't believe you're marrying my big brother."

"I love him." I smile, rubbing my hands over my dress. "I wish I could be in this forever." 

"I wish *I* could be in it forever," Claire adds. "Will you save it so I can wear it too?"

"Yes." I smile, sliding my feet into my princess like high heels. 

"Knock kno- oh my *god*, Darcy. You look like royalty!" I exclaim as I walk in. God she looks beautiful. Spin is gonna lose it.
"Really?" I ask. "How does Spin look? Is he nervous?" 

"He looks... nervous... but very handsome. I think he's anxious for it to get started."

"Me, too," I say, adjusting the tiara in my hair. "Where's my veil?" 

Claire hands it to me and I pull it over my face. 

"Are you almost ready?"

Ready for WHAT, exactly? But... I think I am. 

I nod. "I'm ready." 
"I'll go let them know you're ready and I guess they'll come get you when it's time," I smile and head off so I can stare at Jimmy in such a handsome tux. I can't wait to hop in his chair later.
She leaves and in a few minutes, my dad comes in to walk me down the aisle. 

I take a deep breath because I feel like I might faint. I'm going to be MARRIED in a few minutes- it's what I wanted since I was a little girl. 

She is GORGEOUS when she comes down the aisle. I can't believe how beautiful she is. She truly is... just gorgeous. The dress, the veil- she looks like a princess. I can't believe she's mine. She's going to be my *wife*.

I take her arm in mine and kiss her hand. "You're... so... beautiful."
"I know," I giggle but he looks good too just... so un-Spinnerish in his tux. 

And I'm not even thinking about all the people watching us. They don't matter.
We stand and repeat all the words carefully and we do the rings and it's all really nice but I can't take my eyes off her. She looks breathtaking.

We take off our abstinence rings and exchange them for the wedding rings and when I see my wedding band on my finger, it's all REAL to me for the first time. 

I'm married. I'm a *bride*. 

And then comes the time that I get to kiss the bride. I lift her veil up and slip my arms around her so I can kiss her properly- church or not. I'm married and I'm gonna tongue-kiss my wife.

It's such an amazing kiss- because I'm married. It makes no sense but it makes all the difference to me. 

We finally break away and I smile, holding him tightly. "I'm Mrs. Spinner." 

"And I'm Mrs. Edwards," I laugh as we're announced as husband and wife and we walk down the aisle to the back foyer. "We did it!" I grin and hug her tightly. "And this dress... is *gorgeous*, Darce."
"It makes me feel like a princess," I tell him, pulling him against me for a kiss. 

"Well you *look* like a princess," I say and press my mouth to hers again. I don't wanna stop kissing her but we have to because we have all these pictures to take and then we're in the limo with everyone to the reception, which is at the Italian community center, thank you very much, Marco's family for the hook up and food.

I help her out of the limo that Dad surprised us with- it's just for us. "C'mere, Mrs. Mason," I smile and press her against the side of the limo so I can kiss her more.

I let my bouquet fall beside me as we kiss. "I can't believe it. It's almost… like a dream." 

"I know," I smile and kiss her more. "I can't believe it either."

"But I'm ready for wedding cake and getting out of these HEELS." 

"Well as soon as we inside the hall, you can take them off."
"I'll take them off after this whole thing is over. I don't wanna step on something sharp." 

"The floors are clean," I whisper and kiss her neck slowly. God, please keep me less horny.

I kiss him back but the limo stops. "Reception," I remind him. 

"I know, I know," I sigh and they announce us again as we walk in the room and everyone's cheering and clapping and it's nice. I mean... I'm starving for one, so food is going to be good.
Our reception is lovely, but it's all a blur. I just… admire my dress a lot and pose for pictures. I'm good at that, apparently. 

But I'm too excited to eat more than a bite and before I know it, the reception is almost over and my mom is wrapping up the leftover cake and food for us to take. 

"We'll never eat all this," I laugh to Spin, holding his hand as I stare at the mountains of food. 

"Do you not know me at *all*?" I ask her. "I'm your husband. I figured you'd at least know me a little."

"Your bags are in the limo trunk and we'll get the food there too," my dad says. "And we'll bring your car up in a couple days and pick up the dress and tux to have cleaned."

"Okay," I nod. "Thanks so much, Dad," I smile. I still can't get over him giving me five thousand dollars for a graduation present!

He didn't want Mom to know about it since it wasn't included in their divorce settlements because it was money she didn't know about. I haven't told Darcy yet about it but it'll be nice to have.

"Welcome to the family, Darcy," my dad says and hugs her.

"Thanks," I smile, hugging him back. 

Then I hug my parents goodbye- I practically have to tear myself out of Claire's arms- and I help him carry some more stuff to the limo. 

It takes about a half hour to say all our good byes and hugs and congratulations before we're finally sitting in the limo alone.

"Shit... the way they wanna say goodbye, it's like they expect us to die or something."
"I know." I lay against him. "And we'll be eating cake for days." 
"But I like cake, you know that. And all that food was to die for, even if you didn't eat hardly anything," I say as I take her hand in mine.
"It's too exciting a day to eat. I'll eat tomorrow." 

"I can't wait to get all this tux shit off. It was okay for like an hour but it's annoying me now. I shoulda changed before we got in the car, but... it's only an hour. You on the other hand should wear this dress every day."

"You really love it?" I brighten. "I thought you would. I just... wanted a princess dress- like a fairy tale." 
"Well you very much do," I assure her. "You're absolutely gorgeous," I nod before leaning over to start kissing her neck softly, like I always do when we make-out.
I always love that. I move a little closer. 

I slide my tongue around as I kiss her and cover her mouth with mine eventually. I just need her so turned on, she won't think.

We kiss for a long time, holding each other and kissing hungrily, until...

The car stops. 

My heart starts thumping so LOUD in my chest, because we're HERE. The place I'm going to lose my virginity 

"You got the key?" I ask. "You can go unlock it and get the lights on and I'm going to start carrying things in
"I can help carry." 
"No, no, you're the wife, I'm the husband. And I don't want you getting that dress dirty. You just go in and I'll carry things."
"Okay," I say and as I open the door I see my hands are shaking so badly I can barely open it. 

I get inside and it's beautiful. Clean and large and spacious...

I head to the bathroom and then peek in the bedroom. Gorgeous bed- huge- a fireplace... a good place to have sex. If I didn't feel like I was gonna vomit. 

It takes me two trips but I get everything inside okay and I go to tip the driver but he says my dad took care of it.

So I head inside and lock the door behind me. "*Wow* it's beautiful in here," I say as I head to the kitchen to put the food away. "I mean... she must have money to have something so nice, ya know?"
"I know, it's gorgeous," I say as I help him put everything in the fridge. 

Once everything's away, I slip my arms around her as I stand behind her. "Look," I say and hold my hand next to hers so we can see our wedding bands. "It's all official. I don't think I've ever done something so cool. Except *may*be almost set the school on fire," I add with a laugh. She looks like she's gonna puke or something.
I smile weakly. "They glitter in the light." 

"They really do," I agree. "I seriously don't ever wanna not see you in this dress, Darcy. It's... it's too beautiful to only wear once. I don't get it. I think you should just wear it to church every Sunday," I grin as I grab our bags and carry them to the bedroom.
I follow him slowly. "I'll wear it for you whenever you want." 

"Okay, I *have* to get out of this damn tux. I swear... I told Jimmy already that I am *not* wearing it for his wedding. Then he told me he'd kick my ass if I didn't and I told him I'd just runaway up a hill so he couldn't follow me. Then he punched me and I think he left a bruise," I say. I'm trying to lighten the mood a bit. "Did he?" I ask, pulling up my sleeve.
Why is he babbling like this? It just makes me MORE tense. 

"No." I smile. "I think you'll be okay, Baby." 
"So what do you wanna do?" I ask. "Are you hungry because I want more cake. Or are you tired? Because it's pretty late, considering how early you were up today to get ready and how late Ashley said everyone was up."
He... what about the sex?

I look at him, confused. "I'm... we could eat cake. But I want to change clothes." 
"Your mom said she put the special hanger and bag in your luggage- she said the dress needed to be hung in the bag, remember. Want me to unzip it before I change?"
I nod, turning around so he can do so. 
I kiss her neck softly. God she's *so* beautiful and to think it's not morally wrong for me to touch her now... even if she looks about as white as her dress. I knew this would happen and maybe I'm partly the cause of it- having freaked her out a lot. I don't know. I run my fingers softly over her shoulder blades before I unzip the dress easily. "I love you," I remind her gently in her ear.
"I love you too," I say shakily, my stomach knotting up tighter and tighter. 

I pick up my bag and head into the bathroom. 

Once she's in there, I get my tux off and pull on my sweat pants and a tank top because I *high*ly doubt little Spinner will get any action tonight. I leave the condoms in my bag and leave my suitcase on top of the dress. When I vacation, I don't unpack everything into drawers- that's stupid.

"You doin' okay with the dress, Darce?" I ask. "You need me to hang it up?"
"I got it." I hang it up on the back of the door and stare at myself in my long white nightie. 

I look beautiful in this too. I take the veil thing out of my hair and brush my teeth before heading out. I just... feel like I'm gonna throw up again. 

I slide in the bed and rub my sweaty hands on my nightie. 

I head into the bedroom to check on her after getting some cake for us. "Hey," I smile. She's sort of awkwardly sitting/laying in bed with a white nightie on. "You look beautiful," I tell her as I sit down beside her with the plate of cake.
"Thank you," I breathe, taking a fork with shaking hands. 
"No, no... I didn't get to smash your face with cake remember? Because of your make-up?" I grin as I take a piece of it in my hand. "But your make-up is gone now, Babe."
"Don't you dare!" I laugh. 
"Oh I *so* will dare and I'm giving you a two second head start to fight or flee before I do," I grin.
"No, no, you can't." 
"I'm your husband, I most certainly can. You didn't make me promise not to smash cake into your face," I remind her before shoving the cake into her mouth while I laugh. At least she sort of looks happy for the moment.
"Brat," I laugh, shoving him. And this feels normal- us. Not immediately having sex. 

But it is my wedding night and I want to do SOMETHING, just not that. 

"Well you picked me; probably after receiving *several* warnings from various people," I say as I jump over her on the bed to sit on my side with the rest of the cake. "Now you can have more if you want it, but I'm warning you the frosting is mine. I plan on having a sugar high so I'm bouncing off the walls and then we can watch Clown Academy 5: the Clowns take Manhattan."
"Not that mooooovieeeee," I groan, falling back against the pillows. 
"You know you love that movie, Darce," I say as I half-lean over her and I get another piece of cake in my fingers. "Admit it or your face gets it. Admit it- you love it just as much as I do."
"I admit it but it's a lie because I hate it." I smirk and kiss him. 
"Sorry," I shrug and stick the piece in her mouth before I kiss her back. I reach over and leave the rest of the cake on the little beside table so I can wrap my arms around her as I kiss her more.
I sort of lean against the bedposts, kissing him as he holds me. It feels nice- safe. It always has. 

My arms around her also give me a bit of aid in pulling her down onto the bed a bit more, more laying and not sitting.
My heart starts doing that LOUD pounding again because... I'm not sure what is gonna happen next, but I hold him tight as we kiss. 
I keep kissing her as I run my hand down over the nightie. It's really pretty and very virginal- wonder if she bought it herself. It looks really sexy though and my hand glides down her thigh.
I'm shaking again and I pray he doesn't notice it. I don't feel like I'm gonna vomit still but it's hard to breathe. 

I feel her start shaking and I have to pull away because I don't want her having a seizure or something. "Darcy, you have to *calm* *down*, Baby."
"I... I am calm," I say, trying to will myself to lay still. 
"You're shaking," I note as I roll away from her and slip my hand into hers. "You look like you're about to have a coronary or something."
"I'm just a little nervous." Understatement. "I'm gonna be okay." 

"Look... it's our wedding night, okay? We spent the day in very uncomfortable shoes and clothes... why don't you back to the bathroom and put on some real pajamas, okay? I'm not expecting some sex Goddess to show up. I want *Darcy* here with me on our wedding night. So why don't you put on some Darcy pjs and we'll have some cake and we'll be Spinner and Darcy and not two people in a bad porno, okay?"
"It's our wedding night. We should...  do... something. I don't... I can't do *that* though, I'm... I'm sorry." I rub my head. 

"We're gonna do something," I say. "We're gonna get hopped up on sugar and watch Clown Academy 5 and make-out like always because that's what we do. Stop putting pressure on yourself to be this... thing that you've seen in romantic comedies. Okay? Just be Darcy for me tonight. Now I know you have those cute little bunny pajamas in there, don't you?"
I'm pretty sure I know her like that- I know she brought them because they're her favorite pair.
I slide off the bed and head into the bathroom again to change. 

I know I'm a horrible person and we've both been waiting for this night FOREVER, but... it's just not going to happen tonight. I feel much too nervous. 
While she's in there, I pop the DVD in the player and pull my tank top off before turning down the covers. "This will be the first time we sleep together in something bigger than a twin bed," I laugh as she changes. "And that means I won't practically fall off when you *push* me!"
"I don't ever push you," I say as I come back out and hop into bed, snuggling against him. 

"You do so and don't even *try* to deny it. I have so many head bumps from when I've landed on the floor," I laugh as she crawls into bed. "I... didn't tell you something last week. I didn't... I wanted to save it for tonight."
I glance at him. "What, Baby?" 
"My dad... gave me a check for five thousand dollars. He said it's money Mom didn't know about in the divorce so we have to keep it a bit hush hush, but... I was thinking maybe before I head off to the academy, we should find a little apartment, we could buy a queen sized bed so I don't have to be abused on a nightly basis anymore..."
"That's amazing!" I say so happy. I mean… that isn't tons of money but it'll get us off to a start. 

"And I don't abuse you." I kiss him hungrily 

"Not in the traditional way, but... you do make me pray a lot," I laugh before kissing her back. She seems a lot more at ease this way. I pull her against me like we *al*ways do when we watch a movie before bed. "See now what kind of movie do you get the plot in the first two minutes, really? All the rest now is just fun."
"Yeah." I smile, resting against him before pressing my mouth to his again.
Well I think this is looking better- she just needs to feel comfortable so I let her control the kiss and I just slip my arms around her and just rub her back softly.
He rubs my back and I move closer to him. I love his kisses. 

She presses her mouth closer to mine and I slip my tongue in her mouth. I love the taste of her too- I can still taste a hint of the sugar from the cake.

I suck on his tongue a little, finally resting my hands on his waist. 

I move my mouth slowly down to kiss on her neck and collarbone- she seems to like it, which is good since I like kissing her all over. See about this time any other day, she'd be starting to go for my hand. Maybe I should try to at least *touch* her but I also don't wanna scare her, so I leave my hands on her hips.
I don't know if I'm doing this right at all but I do what the first thing I think about is- I slip my hand in his pants. PLEASE let me do this right. 

Holy SHIT. Is she gonna touch me?!

I'll probably come the second she touches me!

I kiss up to her mouth and press my tongue heatedly against hers.

I slowly wrap my hand around him and then I hesitate because I have no idea what to do next. So I move my hand just a little. 

Holy shit!

I pull away to inhale a little as she moves her hand.

I freeze but he doesn't tell me to stop so… I keep going. 

I can't believe this! I can't freakin' believe this! I swear I'm going to hyperventilate.

I'm just trying to be calm and... this isn't so bad. It's easier to think of than him touching me, anyway 
"Don't stop," I groan softly. She's still going pretty slow but *damn*. It's Darcy's hand on my *dick*. And I'm so hard right now, it's not even funny.
"I wasn't going to." 

"Good," I nod and I don't know whether to tell her anything- to tell her to do it faster or harder... or I don't know if she wants to come... maybe she just wants to know what it's like before she sees it? I don't know- this is new territory for Darcy and Spinner.

I squeeze him a little harder because I get the feeling that's what I'm supposed to do. 

*Shit*. "Darrrrcyy," I whimper a bit and I wanna stop it so we can have sex but I can't control myself and I come all over her hand.

It's the first time I've given *Spinner* an orgasm and that makes me happy; I can DO that. 

Holy *shit*.
I look at him, wiping my hands off a little. 

I touch her face softly as I pull her lips to mine to kiss her. See? That should do it- give me time to concentrate on her.

I kiss him back, feeling extremely relieved because... that wasn't too bad. 

I slide over so I'm half on her as we kiss. That was awesome- I can't wait to really feel her.

I slip a hand under her shirt so I can touch her gently.

I use one hand to wrap around his neck as he kisses me, sliding his hand up under my pajama top. 

I touch her a little before I'm able to get her top off so I can touch her and kiss all on her.

My bunny pajama top falls in the floor and I push my hair out of my face. 

I kiss her more as I slide a hand down between her legs, just over her pajamas like always to rub on her a little.

My pajamas are extremely thick so I can't really feel much at all. But I feel him touch me a little and I open my legs a little bit more. 

"That's it, Baby," I whisper as rub her just a bit more before slipping my hand down *in*side her pants.
I let out a breath when he slips his hand inside my pants. God… he's never done that. I've never let him do that.

I slip my hand inside her panties too and I can't believe I'm touching Darcy!
I feel extremely nervous again as he touches me but... I'm gonna be okay. 

I feel his finger slip inside me a little. 

I carefully press my finger into her and she's not terribly wet yet, but I'll get her there. I keep kissing over her nipples more- sucking and kissing as I touch her.

He sucks on my nipples and I like that- I always have. I groan a little, holding on tighter to the back of his neck. 

I keep kissing on her and sucking a bit harder- even nibbling a little too. It seems to relax her a bit more and I'm able to rub on her clit a little with my hand.
He rubs against me with his hand that feels good. I push myself down a little on the pressure of his hand. 

See? She's gonna be okay. I knew she would be if she just relaxed. I press my mouth to hers and push two fingers into her and wonder if this is the first time she's had anything inside her. I don't think she ever got to this stage with herself, did she?
He pushes his fingers into me and it feels so weird. Not bad necessarily... but very weird. 

"Let's... get your pants off," I whisper.

"They... just slide off." 
"Okay," I nod and kiss her as I start pushing them off her.

 For the first time, I'm gonna be completely naked in front of him and I swear I'm going to die when he gets my pants pulled off. 

I pull away for a second so I can pull her pants and panties off completely and look at her. She's *beautiful*. I forgot how gorgeous women can be.

"Do I look... pretty?" 
"You're *gorgeous*, Darcy," I whisper and kiss her stomach softly as I slide my hands up her thighs.
I shiver a tiny bit as he slides his hands up my thighs. He makes me feel tingly when he touches me. 

"You're *so* beautiful," I whisper as I slide my fingers back inside her.

"You make me feel beautiful." 

"Well you *are*," I say and kiss her more as I start moving my fingers a bit inside her, rubbing on her clit too.

He presses down a little with his fingers and for some reason, that makes me go insane. I gasp, clutching onto my pillow as I come.
She's even more beautiful when she's completely naked and coming. I love it. I kiss her as I keep moving my fingers. I wanna make her come again. Then she'll be really relaxed and really wet and the sex will be fantastic.
He is touching me again but I've already come and I'm just confused. Plus I'm a little sore for whatever reason. 

"I wanna make you come again," I tell her. "It'll help."

"Help for what?" 
"You'll be wetter- it'll make it feel better," I whisper and kiss her.

"Make what feel better?" 

"Sex," I say. I mean... duh?
"Oh." I fall silent as he slides his fingers back inside me. 

Back to being scared again. But... it can't hurt that much, right?

I take a breath. 

"What?" I ask softly.
"Nothing." I choke out. 

"Darrce," I groan as I pull away. She doesn't wanna have sex. I *knew* this would happen. I said this would happen, didn't I?! I knew it. Dammit. Dammit dammit dammit.

"What?" I ask, sitting up. "I'm ok. See me? I'm fine."

At least I'm not shaking quite as violently as I was. 

"Darcy, it's fine," I say as I stand up. "We'll finish the movie after I change my pants."

Dammit.
"Spinner..." I grab his arm. "I'm... I'm sorry. I'm just... *really* nervous," I say softly.

God I feel like I've taken huge steps tonight. I've touched him for the first time, he touched me and he's seen me naked. I thought I would mind being naked but... it's nice. It doesn't bother me. 
"I know," I nod. "I told you it'd be okay if we didn't have sex the first night and I meant it. I'm just disappointed. I'm gonna change my pants and we can start a fire, okay?" I smile and kiss her softly.

"Promise you're okay?" 

"I promise," I nod. "You wanna clean up too?"
"I'll just stay naked." 

"Well you are damn sexy naked," I smile.

I'd say I'd be naked too but I don't want her to run screaming either.

"I guess so," I laugh as I lay here on the bed. 
"I won't be offended if you wanna wash my cum off your hand," I grin.
"Oh," I laugh as I slide off the bed and head for the sink. 
She follows me into the bathroom and I look at her. "I'm taking off my sweats, so if you don't wanna see anything, you should hurry."
"I will see you naked eventually, Spinner. I mean... we're married." 
"Yeah but do you wanna see it now or do you wanna wait?"

I just shrug and finish washing my hands so I head back out to get on the bed. 
I get my pants off and grab a cloth to wipe myself down and then pull another pair of pants on before heading back out. "So what are we gonna do? You tired?" I ask, staring at her. God this is worse than the past two years- now I have to see her *and* get no sex? I better be in Heaven for SURE when I die.
"A little tired. We can watch a movie before going to bed or something." 

"Okay," I nod.

I really wish we could have sex. Shit... I knew this would happen. Jimmy would *so* be making fun of me.

"I'll cook waffles for us in the morning," I say softly as I move closer to him. 

I know he's really disappointed but... I feel more comfortable now. I'm still REALLy nervous about having sex but being naked and... I like being with my husband. 
"That sounds really good," I nod and pull her closer to me but shit- she's all naked. How am I gonna sleep?

I rub her back softly and kiss her forehead. "Night, Darce."
"I love you." 

"I love you too," I whisper.
THE NEXT DAY
We decided to go out and shop a little- maybe get some ice cream to go with the rest of our cake. 

We slept late this morning and then go up to fix breakfast. There was a lot of kissing, but that's as far as it went. 

I'm just so glad there's no one from Degrassi here. We... it's almost having a town to ourselves. 

"Hey, what are we looking for?" I ask. I mean... we need to find gifts for all the people in the wedding party and for our parents, I guess.

"Cheap gifts that don't look cheap. Why don't we give them all Bibles and be done with it?" 

"Because that's a horrible gift," I laugh.

"Shhh!" I squeal, hitting him. "Is not." 

"It really is, Darcy. They helped us out on a really long day... they helped plan the weddings and I know Jimmy and Marco put together one hell of a bachelor party... so... they deserve more than a Bible."

"Then what's your idea?" 

"Maybe little trinkets or something..."

"Then you can pick for the guys and I'll pick for the girls." 

"Well that sounds logical. How much money do we have?"

I count quickly and tell him. 

I head off and I pick out a few nice things for Jimmy and Marco and Craig. I also find something really cool for her parents and for my dad too. It's kinda fun. I also find her a t-shirt.

I get all the girls stuff bought and I get our ice cream. 

We meet back up and I smile. "I found ice cream AND cookies, aren't I the best wife ever?" 

"You are," I smile. Although she'd be a way better wife if she'd actually FUCK me.

"Did you get something for Kendra?"

"Of course." I show him. Like I'd forget his sister. 

"Great. So what do we wanna do tonight? We could find a really nice restaurant or something?"

"That could be nice. Then go to the beach." 

"Still a little chilly but... we could."

I pull him to me and kiss him. "I love you." 

"I love you too, *so* much."

"Ready to head back home?"

I can't get a read if he's mad about the sex thing or not. He insists he isn't but...

"Yeah, we can get changed into pretty clothes and go find a restaurant," I smile and wrap my arms around her as we head to the car. "What do you feel like eating?"

"Chinese. I would love some rice." 

"Okay. I'm sure there's a Chinese place around." She's so funny- she loves rice. "I'll have to buy you a rice pattie in China for a wedding gift."

"Really? Then we could eat rice a LOT." 

"I know," I laugh. "We could live in China and you'd be perfectly happy."

"Maybe not," I smirk. "What with the starvation and no Christian churches." 

"That's true. And the fact that we don't speak Chinese," I grin as I pull into the parking lot for our cabin. "So what? Half hour maybe?"

"Okay." 

We head in and I go to my bag to find a nice pair of pants and a nice shirt. "What should I wear?" I ask. I can't really decide.

"This and this." I point as I grab a dress out of the closet. 

"Okay, thanks," I smile and pull her to me to kiss.
THE NEXT NIGHT
Well we made dinner together tonight which was fun. I've resolved I'm not going to have sex any time soon since she hasn't even seen me naked and we haven't done much since that first night but make out. I mean... we might as well return to our damn room at the house.

I hope I haven't show my extreme disappointment at all this especially since I told her I would help her be*fore* the wedding so she wouldn't be so nervous or scared, but... we have been having fun.

We took a couple walks, we drove around, we went to the beach today and cooked dinner- it's nice.

It's a vacation, not a honeymoon.

And I'm not mad at her, I'm just... mad at the situation. I blame her parents and the Church- that's who I blame. Jimmy called me and asked how she was and started laughing at me. LAUGHING. This isn't good for stud Spinner.

"Hey, I was thinking we could sit out on the porch tonight, remember? They said some people had fireworks to set off?"
"Yes." I nod as I adjust the straps to my dress. "I made us some coffee to take outside."

Today has been great. It has helped me just to... be around him and have fun with no outside pressure of all the people being around us. 
"Well I can't have too much," I remind her. It messes with the meds and the ADD. The doctor actually wants me to *stop* taking Ritalin to see if I've grown out of my ADD but I'm too scared to- especially with school and Police training coming up."
"It's mostly sugar and cream. You know I can't stand the taste of straight coffee." 

"I know. I think I'll have to start drinking tea or something since cops always drink coffee."

"We'll have to start drinking tea together." 

"That would be nice," I smile as I follow her out and sit on the bench out here. "I still can't believe I have to start all those courses in like... four days. I was thinking we might wanna head back a day or two early? Just so we can get the wedding presents packed away before I start classes?"
"Head back early?" I say in disappointment. I mean... I love it out here. I wish we could stay forever. "If that's what you wanna do, Baby." 

"I just wanna know what was in that huge gift," I grin. "But... I just... need some room to breathe before my classes start again, ya know?"

And since we're not doing anything, we might as well be home.

"If that's what you wanna do, that's what we'll do." 

"Okay," I smile. "We'll stay here tomorrow night and then head home?"

"Okay," I sigh as I take a sip of coffee.
"Well if you want, we could head home tomorrow..." She just seems upset. Maybe she'd rather be home without the pressure of the 'honeymoon' thing.
"No, no," I say quickly. "I like being here." 
"Yeah, me too," I smile. "I think we should borrow it again next summer when I'm officially a cop."
"Agreed," I smile, sitting in his lap so I can press my mouth to his. 

I wrap my arms around her as I kiss her softly.

We kiss and it's too windy to continue sitting out here. 

"C'mon." I get up, taking his hand and leading him back into the bedroom. "It was way too cold out there."

He flops back on the bed and I return to kissing him, wrapping my arms around his arms. 

"But we didn't get to see any fireworks," I pout and hug her back gently.
"I was cold," I laugh. "And see? We can see from this window."

But I don't want to watch fireworks. I'd rather kiss him. 

"That's nice. Want me to start a fire?"

"Yes," I nod and... I just get an idea. 

While he's SO intent on starting the fire I quietly slip out of the room and into the bathroom.

I pull off my clothes and pull on my white nightgown from the first night. I take my hair down and I don't look quite as beautiful as I did then, because my hair isn't perfectly curled, but oh well. 

I come back out and slip into the bed. 

"Okay this damn thing is uncooperative," I sigh and it takes a few more minutes but soon I've got the fire going. "Okay, finally.  Your husband provides, Baby. Where's the marshmallows?"
"We don't have any. Come sit up here with me." 

"We don't have any?" I pout as I stand up and she's in bed in that damn white gown. What the HELL is she trying to do to me?! Does she realize how fuckin' mean this is?

Maybe she's the devil...

"Okay," I nod. "I think... I'm gonna take a shower though..."

"No... come here." 
Yeah... I'll have to shower later. I go over to the bed and sit down next to her. "You tired?" I ask and touch her face softly as I look down and the gown really does look beautiful- it fits her so well. "I think I might watch some TV if you're going to bed."

"I'm not going to sleep right now." He touches my face and I lean in to kiss him. 

I kiss her back softly.

I don't know if he was really getting the hint or not but I pull him down with me as we kiss. 

She pulls me down a bit and yeah- another night of torture Spinner. I doubt I'll ever get her to put her mouth on my dick, so that means maybe another handjob? At least it won't be by *me*.

GAH- it would NOT be a big deal if I was getting some but it's a huge deal because I'm not.

"I love you," I whisper and kiss her again softly.
"I love you too." 

I don't know if he even WANTS me anymore but I think I'm finally ready to....

I pull his shirt off. 

I let her pull my shirt off and it's nice. I keep kissing her because I do really love kissing her.
I don't know if I should take his pants off next or... I don't know. I'm nervous again. 

He kisses down to my neck and I take a breath before starting to tug his jeans down. 

*Woah*. I pull away and grab her hands. "What... what are you doing?"

He grabs me and I freeze, looking up at him. "Taking off your pants." 

"Darce... I... I'm sorry. I can't... this is just too *hard*, okay? I don't mind waiting but you can't keep torturing me with this shit."

"I'm not trying *to* do that!" I tell him, turning red. See? I knew I couldn't do this right. 

Now I'm making her feel like shit a*gain*.

"I think we should just... go home," I say softly. "I'm making you feel horrible and I don't like doing that."
"I don't want to go home either." This honeymoon is not turning out at all like I thought it would. And I know that is sort of my fault but still. "I'm trying... I'm ready." 
"You're ready for-" Oh. OH. "You're *ready*?"

"Yes," I nod. "I though I was... giving hints but... I suck at all this." 
"Well I also wasn't looking for the signs," I say. "I... didn't... I'm dumb, okay? You must have known that," I smile and kiss her softly.

"Well I didn't know it." 

"Well now you do," I smile. "Okay. Let's start this over," I say as I stand up. I walk over to my bag and dig out the condoms. "I... I think I saw a couple candles out there..."

"I'm on the Pill," I tell him when he pulls out the condoms. 

"So were Jimmy and Ashley when she thought she was pregnant. I... it's up to you."
I shrug. "It doesn't matter either way to me." 

I go out and find the two candles I'd seen and set them on the dresser and dim the lights way down. Then I strip my jeans off so I'm only in my boxers.

I can't believe this! I mean... I hope she really means it.

I'm excited! I get to have SEX!!!

I slide next to her in bed and start kissing her.

I'm trembling again as we kiss and he wraps his arms around me but I don't feel like I'm gonna vomit like I thought I was last time. 

I slip my arms around her as I just kiss her silly. I don't even touch her, I just keep kissing her.

I'm confused for a brief moment because he makes no move to take off my nightie or touch me but I push that thought away and just concentrate on his mouth. 

"God, I *love* you," I whisper as I start sliding my hand down her nightie.

"I love you too," I whisper back. 
I start sliding the fabric up her body so I can touch her skin as we kiss.

He pushes my gown up and I'm wearing no underwear but the silk feels nice on my skin. 

I slide down a bit under the covers so I can kiss on her stomach as I push the fabric up. I really do love this gown, it's so pretty.

He kisses my stomach and it tickles a little but if I giggle he'll get mad. I watch as he kisses my hip bone. 

I lick over her hip bone and across to the other one as I start rubbing her with my hand. I just need her to be wet.
He rubs me as he kisses my skin. I start feeling like I do when we kiss for a long time and I'm turned on- it just didn't take as long as usual. 

I slip a finger into her and rub on her clit with the other as I kiss my way up to suck on her nipples since I know she likes that. I need her as relaxed and wet as possible.

I'm hot- I push my hair off my shoulders and lean back as much as I can against the bed. "Mmmm," I whisper under my breath. 

"Pull the gown off, Honeybee," I whisper as I suck a bit harder on her for a second while I push a second finger into her. She's getting a bit wetter.

I reach down and my hands are shaking again but I get the gown pulled off. 

"Relax," I whisper and press my mouth to hers as soon as she's got the gown off. "I told you I'm gonna take care of you, right?"

I nod, just letting him kiss me. 

I keep kissing her more as I finger-fuck her.

I don't come as good as I do other times, maybe because there is way too much going on for me to concentrate, but I feel that familiar sticky feeling between my legs and I resist the urge to wipe myself off with a sheet. 

I really hope she's ready because I slide up her body and kiss her as I start sliding my boxers off.
He pulls his boxers off and WHOA. I've never seen a guy naked before- ever- so it's... sort of a surprise to me. 

Once I've gotten my boxers off, I lay back down next to her in bed and stroke myself a little as she looks. "Well?"
"Well *what*?" 

"Do I look pretty?" I grin as I kiss her softly.

"I wouldn't say *pretty* exactly..." I duck as he tries to toss a pillow at me. 

"Yeah, yeah," I whisper and press my mouth to hers as I move over her.

I fall against the bed and this is really going to happen, I'm finally going to have sex with my husband. He lays on top of me and kisses me. 

I keep kissing her and spread her legs slowly as I move in between them. "I love you," I whisper softly.

"I love you too," I whisper back, holding onto his back tightly as he pushes my legs apart. 

I reach down to guide the tip of my dick into her and I just push really slowly and holy SHIT.

I forgot how fuckin' *good* this feels. Oh my GOOOOD.

He pushes into me a little and it *hurts*. Not a horrible mind blowing hurt, but it does hurt. I move a little bit. 

I can't believe how *tight* she is. I mean... Praise Jesus!

I keep reminding myself to go slow, go slow, she's never had anything in her before, go slow... but it's *soo* hard to do that when all I wanna do is *move*.
It still hurts for a few seconds and it's just a ODD feeling. I can't describe it to anything before. 

I dig my nails into his back when I feel him start to move. 

"Are you okay?" I ask as I feel her nails dig into me.

"Uh huh," I whisper. "Keep going." 
"Are you sure?" I ask as I start rocking gently and my GOD it's amazing.

I nod, holding him sooo tightly as I manage to wrap my legs around his. I just want to hold onto him. 

I don't know if she likes it or not and I'm finding it really hard to care. I mean... she's not groaning or whimpering but she's not crying either?

I start moving my hips a bit more so I pull out and push back in- maybe that will make it feel better for her?

I close my eyes and this feels a bit better- the way he's moving inside me. It's so much different than when he touched me but… perhaps different in a good way. 
I kiss her lips and kiss her throat and collarbone too, pressing my tongue ring against her- she seems to like that- or she used to.

And as for the inside of her? *Heaven*. I've died and gone to Heaven- she feels amazing below me, pressed against me so intimately and she's *incredible* around me.

He presses his tongue ring against my skin and I whimper a little. 

He moves a little bit to the side and I love that- the way it feels. I grip at him harder. 

"Are you okay?" I ask her. "Does it hurt?"
"I'm okay." I smile a little. 

Okay?!
What the fuck?!

I keep moving and I swear I'm gonna come soon- it's been too damn long. I keep moving a little- faster because I *have* to come. I think about rubbing her clit or something but my orgasm happens before I can do anything.
That was over a lot faster than I thought- I thought sex took a much longer time. 

But when I feel him come- more stickiness down there- he falls a little on me and for some reason, that's when I come *hard*. 

I'm panting when I fall on her and I feel her come and thank god. I was gonna feel like shit if she didn't.

I just lay here, grasping at his shoulders still. And it's so quiet except our breathing but my mind is racing. I just had SEX! 

I just had SEX! I'm so excited! And it was with *Darcy*. My beautiful, perfect Darcy.

I actually waited until *marriage* for something.

I was faithful to her for two whole YEARS.

I kiss her neck softly before sliding my tongue up to her mouth.
"I love you, Spin." 

"I love you too," I whisper. "Did you... are you okay?"

I nod. "Yes, I'm fine. It... was it good?" 

Aka as good as Manny or Paige or that other ho? 

"Oh my *god*," I whisper and kiss her more. "It was incredible, Darcy. You feel... like... like Heaven, Honeybee."
That makes me smile, happy. Okay. So he wasn't disgusted or disappointed in me. 

We lay here for a very long time and it's the closest I've felt with anyone in my life. There was a reason I was gonna have sex only when I was married and this was it. I feel so close to him and he's the only man I'll ever be close to like this. 

"Did *you* like it?" I ask as I move off her a little so I lay beside her.
"Yeah. It felt really weird at first but... then it felt good." 
"I'm told it feels way better the more you do it," I grin and kiss her forehead. Shit that was just amazing. I mean truly and utterly amazing. I can't even believe how different it felt with her than with the others. It's like they never existed.
"Are you trying to drop hints?" I grin, laying my head against his chest. 
"Hell yes," I laugh.

"Right NOW?" 

"No. In a little bit."

"I think I need a bath first." 
"We can take one together," I whisper and kiss her neck. "We are married after all."

"Then come with me." I press my mouth to his and glance at him. "We can get clean together." 

"Or we can get dirtier," I laugh and jump up. "Hey," I say, pulling her back against me. "We had sex!" I announce giddily as I sweep her up in to my arms.

"I know!" I giggle as he picks me up and spins me around. 

I carry her into the bathroom and the tub is a nice size. We'll have fun. "You start filling the tub- maybe they've got bubble bath or something somewhere?" And I wanna call Jimmy and tell him my dick still works.

"Under the counter." I find a bottle and pour some in the tub. 

"Would you be mad if I called Jimmy and told him I'd finally fucked you?" I ask as I kiss her softly.
"Spinner, don't say that word." I hate it. "And no I won't be mad." 

"What word?"

"The f word." 

"Why?"

"Because it's... I just don't like it." 
"Well I plan on doing it a lot to you, Honeybee, so you should get used to it," I inform her as I pull her against me for a kiss.
"Just don't say it like that," I say and we kiss before I push him away. "Go call Jimmy." I climb in the tub. 

"Say it like what?"

"Never mind," I groan, sinking down into the bubbles. 

"Never mind what?" I ask. "Move forward to make room for your husband."

I move a little so he can get in. "We're gonna smell like cinnamon rolls." 

"Cinnamon rolls?" I laugh. "And never mind *what*?"

"The bubble bath smells like that. And never mind what we were talking about before, I just wanna relax in the water for a while." 

"Never mind about what a hot piece of ass I have for a wife?"

"Of course," I laugh. 
"Well I do love you too but I knew I'd be able to get a sex kitten out of you... a few more times and we'll be smooth sailing, Honeybee."

"I know." I smirk, kissing his neck. "And I have numerous outfits. And a whip- thanks to Alex." 

"A *whip*?" I laugh. "Well that could be fun. We'll put a little collar around your neck and you can be my sex slave."
"I don't think so; you would make me feed you most of the time and THEN we would have sex." 
"There are a lot of other things I could make you do too."
"Like what?" 
"Like clean for me and wash my feet. Not to mention the sexy stuff," I smile and slip my hands around her so they can rest on her stomach. I kiss her neck too and I can't believe I'm flesh on flesh with Darcy.

"I'm NOT washing your feet." I laugh. "Gross. But I will do sexy stuff for you." 

"Like what sexy stuff?"

"What stuff do you want?" I admire my legs. I have nice legs. 

"Anything," I shrug. I mean... a blowjob would be nice but I don't want her to go screaming. She's still pretty virginal. "After two years, I'm not picky."

I laugh. "Good, then we'll get a book and pick stuff out." 

I smile and slip a hand down between her legs to rub on her. Yeah- little Spin's getting happy. He's just so happy to finally know what a girl feels like again. "Darcy? I... you're my *wife*."

"I know this." I smile, pointing to my wedding band. "I'm Darcy Mason." 

I have a *wife*.

That is suddenly FUCKING SCARY.

What the hell did I do?! I have a *wife*?!

I'm like... a grown up or something?!

I can't freakin'... I have a *wife*.
He's so quiet and I turn to look up at him. "Babe?" 

I mean... a *wife*. What was I thinking? I'm... I'm Spinner for Christ sake. I can't take care of a *wife*. I'm not even twenty-one! And I have a wife?! The getting married part was fine but I never thought beyond the ceremony.

"Spin." I shake him a little. "What's *wrong*?" He's as white as a sheet. 

I have a *wife*. I'm... supposed to take care of her now?! Forever?! What if I can't?

What if this was a huge mistake?! Why would they even *let* someone so damn young get married?

"Spin!" I yell. 

"Huh? What?" I ask.

"What's wrong? I've been talking to you for five minutes trying to get your attention." 

"Huh? No- I'm... I'm fine," I say softly and smile before kissing her awkwardly.
"You look worried." 

"I'm *fine*, Darce," I state again. I may be having a tiny heart attack or something but I'll be fine. Me and my wife will be just fine.

"Okay." I smile, kissing his cheek. "Now... I think we have a bath to accomplish." 

"Yeah," I nod slowly. "I... we should do that."
I'm kinda worried since he's so quiet but maybe he's tired. Maybe guys get like this after sex. 

"Darcy? We're... *married*."

"Yes," I smile brightly. "I'm so excited- we have the rest of our lives together." 
"No. We're *married*," I tell her. "As in... married. Like... husband and wife. Like... I knew we were having a wedding, but I didn't think about the fact that I'd have a *wife* afterward."

"Don't you like the idea of having a wife?" 

"I... I'm barely out of high school."

"But Spin... we love each other. It's the same as it was before, except for the sex and the wedding rings." 

"But now you're my *wife*. Someone can literally come up and say 'how's the missus?' and I have to *answer* them. Darcy, I'm freaking *out* here!"
"Spin, look at me. You're gonna be a great husband." 

"Yeah, right- we don't even have an apartment! We live in a room and share a twin bed!"
"For now, but we're getting an apartment soon." 

"I'm... not old enough to be someone's husband, Darcy. I'm... I still laugh at fart jokes! Clown Academy has me in stitches every time! Is that someone's husband? Is that husband material?"

"It's *my* husband, and you're perfect for me. God picked us for each other, Spinner." 

"I'm not so sure," I sigh softly. "I mean... I had you scared out of your mind to have sex, not to mention I've been pressuring you for two *years* about it and... I cheated and I have a stash of porn in the closet too... you sure you want me for a husband?"
"Let's not get on the porn subject right now and yes, I definitely do. I know God put us together and you're the right person for me." 

"I just... I'm gonna... it's gonna take some getting used to- this actually being married thing. I... thought I was ready to be a grown-up, but I don't wanna stop making dumb jokes or seeing stupid lame movies..."
"You don't have to stop, Spin. Why do you think that?" 

"Because I'm supposed to be all adult and everything."

"You are. But you need your sense of humor because I like it." 

"So I can still make dumb jokes?"

"Of course." 

"And I can still be immature?"

"Yeah. Then you can relate to our kids." 

"Good," I nod. "So pull my finger," I laugh as I kiss her softly. "I love you, Darcy Mason. And I believe I promised you some clean tub sex."
"Yeah," I smile. "And I love you, too. That's all that matters."
THE NEXT MORNING
Well last night was just *amazing*. We had sex like two more times and I think she felt much more relaxed and calm by the time we fell asleep. I just sent Jimmy a text message that just read: !!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!. He'll get it. I crawl back into bed and slide right up against her. We both slept naked and she's still sleeping; I don't want to wake her yet. I just kiss her shoulder and wrap my arms around her as I close my eyes. My wife.
"Hi." I smile. 

It's hard to believe that yesterday was real, but it was. "I'm sooo tired." 

"That's why I was gonna let you sleep more before I mauled you."

"How generous," I giggle as he turns me over. 

"Well I am a generous fellow," I smile.
"What about breakfast?" I ask as he kisses my belly button. 

"We have those muffins that we bought..."

"Then go get me one." 

"You think you can just... order me around?"

"Yes." I smirk at the expression on his face. "Go get it, Babe." 
"You're the wife, *you* go."

"No, *you* go. I'm the wife, you're supposed to take care of me." 

"Well how are you gonna take care of *me*?" I pout. "You're the little woman, remember?"
"I cook and have the babies, you go get the muffins." 

"Fine, fine," I sigh and groan as I get up. I don't bother putting on any clothes, I just head out to the kitchen to bring back the muffins.

"And bring me some tea too!" 

"What the *fuck*?!" I ask. "Darrrcce..."

"Baby, *please*?" I beg.
"I'll make you tea *and* grill your muffin on one condition," I say as I walk back to stand in the doorway.

"What's the condition?" 

"*You* are gonna finger yourself after breakfast."

"Whhhhy?" I complain. "That's what I have you for." 

"Because I wanna watch," I grin. "And you said you'd do anything sexy."
"But that's not sexy."

"Yeah it is. You seem to like it when I do it to *you*."

That's different and he knows it, but- "Okay, okay, I'll do whatever you want just bring me muffins." 

"Good," I smile and head out. I make her tea and grill the muffins like she loves. I put them on a tray and carry them in.

"Thank you." I smile, sitting up. 

"You're welcome, Baby," I smile as I slide into bed. "Now I want some too."

I tear a muffin in half and hand him half. "I love this house. This bedroom is so huge." 

"I know. Maybe one day we'll have this... once I move up the ladder and become like... a seargent or a capitan or something..."

"That would be nice." I smile. "Since we won't ever get a house like this from my job." 

I lean over and kiss her. "You are *so* gorgeous, Darcy. I can't even... describe it."
"I feel that way when I'm with you." 

"Well you should since you're *so* sexy. I love having the full Darcy vision in my head now."

"Which will be good when you leave for weeks." 

"I know," I sigh. "I think we need to make some porn for me to take."

"I'm gonna miss you." I sigh. "But we can call each other. I'll send you presents." 

"Well I'll be gone for three months at a time. Maybe you can visit for a couple weekends or something..."

"Three months," I groan, pushing my muffin away. I don't wanna think about this. 

"But that's not until September."

"Still." I lean against him. 

"I know. But it'll be okay, I promise."

I shrug and steal a bite of his muffin since I finished mine. 

She sips her tea and I just sit and watch her. She's so beautiful.
"What are you STARING at?" 

"*You*."

"Why?" 
"Because you're my wife and you're beautiful?"
"That'll work."
"So did you enjoy your breakfast?" I ask as I slide a hand up her thigh.

"It was quite tasty." 

"So... now for *my* breakfast treat."

"Spinnn!" I squeal as he pulls me down and starts attacking my mouth. 

"Daaarrce," I laugh as I kiss her wildly.

"You're silly," I giggle as I pull him closer to me. 
"I am," I smile and slip a hand between her legs. "And you promised me something..."

"I did," I nod as we kiss. 
"So?"

"So I'll do it," I say pushing him away from me a little. 
I pull the blankets away and lay next to her, rubbing her stomach. "God, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen, Darcy."

"That's becaue I'm your wife." 

"And because you're seriously the most beautiful woman I've seen, and I've seen a lot. But you're the most amazing one."

See? This is why I love him. 

Except now I don't want to go home. Ever- I want to stay here. And within days, we'll be back at home.
A FEW DAYS LATER
"God, I love you so much," I whisper as I push into her again. God, we've had a lot of sex the past few days and I think she's finally really into it and not at all awkward, which is good, since we're gonna have to sneak quickies in before and after classes.

I kiss her passionately as I run my hands down her body. We really should have left like twenty minutes ago, but we decided to have sex instead.
"I love you too," I whimper, clutching his arm as he pushes into me again. We were both fully dressed and ready to go, but the bed looked so inviting all made up that we had to have sex again. 

I keep moving my hips, pushing into her harder. We haven't really done it really hard or anything because I didn't want to hurt her, but hopefully soon we'll have some of that really firey sex that Manny and me always had.

And I wanna get her on top eventually and see what she'll do. God I forgot how much I *love* sex.

When he pushes in me really rough like that it always makes me come. 

"Oh," I gasp, squeezing my eyes shut. 

Oooh yeah.

I push into her a few times before coming as well.

"Now we're forty minutes late," I say after a few minutes of laying here. 

"Naah," I smile. "No big deal. We're just going home anyway."

"I don't wanna go home," I pout as he pulls his pants off. 

"I know. Me neither, but... we have to."

"Why?" I sigh as he pulls me off the bed. 

"Cause I start classes in two days."

"So?" I button my shorts again as I follow him out. "It's so... not fun at home." 

"Well we still have a bed and a small tub at home. And we get to look for an apartment too... so that'll be fun."
"But it's like we're in our own little world here," I say as we carry bags out to the car. "Maybe I can start looking for apartments on my lunch break." 

"I think we should definitely try and find an apartment. We want a nice and safe one so I know you'll be okay while I'm away next year."

"I'l be fine when you're gone. I'm a big girl." 
"Yeah, well I gotta make sure my woman is taken care of."
I roll my eyes as we get the last of the stuff in the car. "Ready?" 

I'm not but we have to go. 

"I guess," I say and slip my hand into hers and press her against the car for a deep kiss. "So... what do you really think about sex with Spinner?"
"That's my secret." 

"C'mon... I've told you about sex with Darcy... it'd be nice if you gave your husband some recognition."
"Sex with Spinner is amazing. I like it." 

"Worth the wait?"

"Yes, but I knew that." 
"Well I'm glad," I smile. "And as soon as we're home, we're gonna show that twin bed a good time."

"If we don't fall through the middle," I laugh as we get in the car. 

"We won't fall through the middle. I won't fuck you *that* hard, not yet anyway."
I hit him. "Stop saying that. Since we got married you've sworn way more often." 
"Stop saying what?" I ask. "And why have you *hit* me way more often?"
"Because you know I hate it when you say the F word." 

"Why don't you say it once and see how much fun it is?"
"*No*." 

"C'mon, Darce... say it. Say it and I'll do anything you want me to."

"No," I tell him. 

"I'll iron your clothes!"
"Spinner, I'm not gonna swear. It's wrong." 

"No it's not, Darcy."
"Yes it is. It's in the Bible." 
"It does *not* say not to swear in the Bible, Baby," I sigh and rub her thigh softly.

"It does too." 
"What does it say about giving your husband a blowjob in a moving car?" I tease- just to see what she thinks about that sexy thing.
"Stop making fun of me. It doesn't say anything about that." 

"Well if it's not prohibited..."

"You want me to do it NOW? We'll get in a wreck." 
"I'm a good driver!"
"I know that but you'll be sort of distracted." 

"Fine, fine," I say. Even though I never drove off the road when *Manny* did it. "So what kind of apartment do you want?"

"I'll do it if you want me to, Baby." 

"No. It's okay- it can wait."

"I don't know what kind of apartment. A two bedroom would be nice but a one bedroom would work." 

"I think we might be able to swing a two bedroom... if it's a cheap one."

"Just because I don't... know when we plan on having kids but that way we wouldn't have to move." 

"Well hopefully kids won't be until I get out of police college, so we can actually afford them."

"We can go on welfare," I tease. 

"No we're not gonna go on *wel*fare," I scold her.

"Just kidding." I kiss his cheek. "I love you, even if I am going to have to share you with our friends and family again." 

"Well you don't get to share *all* of me. Part of me is only yours."

"Besides that; everyone wants to hang out with you." 
"Well because I'm so damn loveable, ya know? You know the attraction to Spinner."

"I know but it doesn't make me feel better." 

"What? Knowing people are attracted to the magnetism that is Spinner doesn't make you feel better?"
"No. I'm attracted to you the most and I want you to myself." 
"Well you've got me, Baby."
"I do," I smile, twisting my wedding band around as I stare out the window. 
I drive and hold her hand and it's... I'm starting to get used to the idea of a wife- slowly but surely.
A FEW WEEKS LATER

MID JUNE 2009
We have our APARTMENT!

It's so perfect. Two bedrooms- not the NICEST side of town but not the ghetto either. It's near church and his work, which is good. 

It's mostly empty because we don't have a lot of furniture. 

But we have one room that we're setting aside for the baby so it's a makeshift closet for me. It houses all my clothes. 

On top of that, I got assigned to do the jail group at church. They thought I would be better working with men who are on the path to hell, I guess. 

It was going good- for a week or so. Then when I was talking to this one guy today he got so angry at me. He hit me, dragged me away from my chair and hit me some more. 

It hurt me- he was so much bigger than me. And Leona came in and they called the cops, but I waited a long time before going home. Spinner- Spinner doesn't know. 

I open the door slowly, peeking inside. "Spin?" I close and lock the door behind me.
God I'm getting my ass kicked on a daily basis with all these first aid and medical classes. It's like non-stop training. I was supposed to be home an hour ago, but I *had* to finish this lab exercise and I'm finally on my way now. I get some Chinese because she loves it and I head home. "Darce?" I ask as I get my key out and let myself in.

I was in the bathroom, looking at myself in the mirror. I look HORRIBLE. I have bruises on my face, my stomach, my arms...

I hear his voice and I freeze. What is my husband gonna say when he sees me? 

I close the door and lock it. 

"Darce? You home, Honeybee?"
"I'm in the bathroom." 

"Well come out. I got Chinese- your favorite- every kind of rice."
"I just... need a few minutes." 

"Okay, well I'm gonna set the table," I tell her. I'm really trying to be a good husband. We have a really pretty apartment. It's not the best but it's nice and the building is safe with security and we're going to paint a little. She's excited to decorate it and have people over. I guess Marco promised he'd help her decorate which is good since I know *nothing* about decorating.

And so far? The first three weeks of marriage have been good.

I get the plates out and a couple glasses and the utensils too. I also light a candle on the table- nothing like bringing the romance to our lives.

Great. My makeup is in the living room, where he is. 

There's no way to cover this up. So I just sit in the floor, biting my lip. 

"Darce, this is all ready. C'mon. I'm starving. I'm sorry I'm late. I tried calling- I left a voicemail. I just got stuck working on an assignment late."

"I need a few minutes alone." 

"Okay. But hurry up. I wanna get my hands on my wife!"
But I just sit here, leaning against the door. "I um... why don't you go ahead and eat?" 
"What's goin' on?" I ask as I walk back to the bathroom and open the- or *not* open the door.
He tries to open the door and I scoot away. "Nothing." 

"Darcy, c'mon. I wanna have dinner with my wife," I say and knock on the door. "Come out."
"Spinner... I can't." 
"What the hell is *wrong*?" I ask. Now I'm getting worried. I mean... is she scared or something? "What? Are you pregnant and scared to tell me?" I ask, because the other thing that would have her scared is if she has another guy in there but she'd NEVER do that.
"No, of course not," I tell him. "It's not like that." 
"What is it then? You're scaring me."

I get up and open the door. "Spin..." 

Oh my GOD.

"Darcy, what the hell happened?!" I ask as I look at her and reach out to touch her face. "Who did this to you?!"
"At work- the guys from jail I'm counseling- one of them." 

"What?! What the hell happened?!" She's not fuckin' telling me anything and she's all beat up!

"I was counseling him today and he got angry at me and hit me. He shoved me against the wall and kept hitting me and… it was a few minutes before Leona came in and saw and got the guard." 

"Oh my *god*," I whisper as I pull her into my arms carefully. "Are you okay? I... why didn't you call me? Why- you need to see a doctor."

"I think I'm gonna be okay," I tell him as he holds me. "I didn't want to scare you by calling you because I knew you would rush home." 

"But I'm your *husband*. I *should* rush home if my wife has been hurt. You should have called. You need to see a doctor."

"I'm not hurting that bad. I don't need a doctor. I just need to eat dinner and lay down." 

"Okay," I nod. "Okay. For tonight, no doctor. Let's get you set up in bed, do you wanna shower first? Or take a hot bath?"

"I just wanna lay down." 

"Okay," I say and scoop her up into my arms. "Okay, so I'm gonna get you in bed and then I'll bring you all your food, okay?"

I wince as he lays me down because I have a big bruise on my back and it hurts. 

"Thanks," I say as he pulls the blankets up around me. 
"You okay? Where hurts?"
"Everywhere." I lift up my shirt and peer at my belly as he goes out of the room go get the food. Ugh. It's a whole mess of bruises. 

"I think I'm gonna go in to work late tomorrow." 

"You're not going in at *all*," I tell her as I get a plate ready for her.

"I have to, Spin. It's my job." 

"No. Darcy, they'll understand if you don't go one day."

"I just wish I didn't have to keep working with the jail group sometimes." 

"Well you're not *going* to," I tell her. "I don't want you working with them."

"Spin, it's my job. Leona is working with the pregnant teens now. I don't have a choice." 

"No," I say and sit down next to her. "Darcy, that's ridiculous! She can't ask you to do that."

"She doesn't want to work with them and someone has to, Spin. They just... they're really lost." 

"Yeah, especially lost when they're beating on my *WIFE*," I nearly growl.

"He... he shouldn't have done it but I can't just quit my job, Spinner. We need the money and... it wouldn't be right." 

"I'm not letting you work there," I tell her and hand her the plate. "You can't work there if they make you work with those people."
"Spin... I have to work there. We need the money. And those guys need someone to tell them about God." 

"Yeah, I'll fuckin' tell them about God when I *kill* them."

I can't fuckin' believe she still wants to go to WORK with those creeps!

"Don't say that word, Spin. And it'll be fine. I'll be fine." 

"*No*, Darcy. No. I won't fuckin' stop saying that word. Some bastard beat up my WIFE today. You think he's gonna live?!"
"Spinner, he's in jail. There's nothing you can do to him." 

"Did you get pictures taken? You have to see a doctor and have official photos taken of what he did to you."

"Spinner..." I groan. "No. I'm gonna be fine." 

"They can't put him away without evidence. C'mon- get up. I'm taking you to the emergency room. Didn't the cops tell you to *go* to the ER?"
"No..." He pulls me up and I pull away from him. "I don't need to go."
"Did you go already to a doctor and have your wounds documented?"

I hesitate. "No...."
"So you have to do that," I tell her. "C'mon. I'll go with you."
"Spinner, I'm not that badly hurt. It's not a big deal," I say as he pulls me out of bed. 

"That's bullshit and you know it, Darcy. How can you not be pissed about this? That guy will walk away if they don't have evidence of what he did."

"I was trying to help him. It's my job," I say as he pulls me out of the room. 

"And it's my job to put creeps like him away," I inform her as I hand her the plate. "We'll take a few minutes to eat and then we're going."
"And what if some other client hits me, Spinner? We can't go running to the hospital every time." 

"Yes, we *can*. If someone hits you, you go to the police."
"It's my job. I can't be living in fear of the people I work with. They have to trust me." I finish my rice. 

"I thought you were going to be counseling teenagers?"

I shake my head. "Someone else is doing that." 

"Well *you* need to do it," I tell her.

"This is the job they gave me, Spin. I have to do it." 

God, why is he nagging like this? Does he want me to QUIT? 

"I don't *want* you working with lunatics that will beat you up, Darcy." Why can't she fuckin' see this?! Why would she WANT to work with them?! "They aren't like *me*, okay? They're not teenage kids gone astray who need the love of a good woman to pledge their re-virginity to and be fine. They're *criminals*. They're psychopaths!"

"What they need is someone to show them God, Spinner. That's what I'm trying to do!" 

I can't even be*gin* to talk to her about this if she's still defending the asshole. "Well we're going to the hospital."

I sigh heavily. 

"So do you want a coat or jacket? Or are you okay?"

I get up slowly and grab my jacket. "This will work." 

"Did you file a police report?"

I shake my head as we walk out, me leaning on him. I know he's just going to yell at me more. 

"*What*? You *have* to."
"No, I don't have to," I say as I slide in the passenger seat of the car, rolling up my jeans so I can look at my legs. 
"*WHAT*?!"
"I said I don't have to. What's the point?" 

"So that he gets put away for beating you up. They need to have evidence and your testimony."

"Fine. I'll go to the hospital and do this. But I can't stay up all night because I have work tomorrow." 

"You're *not* going to work," I tell her. "You're not so don't even think about it."

I am SO tired and I'm tired of arguing by this point. I know he's my husband but I'm STILL the ultimate boss of me. 

"I am going to work. I have to," I snap. 

"You're really fuckin' not," I tell her as I drive to the hospital. I'm SO angry right now, I can't even think. I have to struggle to stay on the damn road I'm so mad at her. Yes at HER for thinking this is okay from someone because the 'church' said so.
"Don't say THAT!" I scream at him. 

It's the first time I've ever raised my voice at him, ever. 

"Well you're *not*," I repeat.

"You're not... you don't have control over me, Spinner. I'm a grown woman and I'm going to do what I want to do." 
"I'm your husband and you promised to love, honor and obey me."
"I can't even believe you are saying this to me!  So what do you want me to do, quit my job?! Go to work at Burger King or something because you don't want me to work with people who need help!?" 

"I don't want you working with people that are gonna beat you up."
"So I guess you just want me to stay home and have babies then," I growl, getting out of the car since we're at the hospital. I slam the door behind me. 

"I want you to have a safe job. Why do you have a problem with that?!"

"Because this is what I do and you don't want me to do it anymore." 

"I'm not saying that," I tell her.
"Then what ARE you saying?" 

"I want you to take the teen cases. I want you to file charges and take this seriously. You could have really been hurt."
"But I'm not really hurt, I'm fine. I'm just bruised up," I tell him as we go into the hospital. 

And we sit in total silence as we wait for my name to be called. 

I'm not gonna let her work with those monsters. There's no *way*.

But I stop talking. We'll just get her seen and then we'll go.

The nurses act like I'm dying or something. They get someone in here to take pictures and they lift up my shirt to see all the bruises and it hurts because they keep touching me. 

I rub my head. I want to go HOME.
I look at all her bruises and she looks like she's been beat *so* badly! The nurses keep looking at me though.
"Can I go home yet?" 

"We've called the police," one of the nurse says.

"Okay," I whisper, staring down at my feet. 
"And we need to talk to you alone. We're bringing down a psychologist."

"But… why can't my husband stay?" 
"Because they think *I* did this, Darcy," I tell her. "I'm training to be a cop and if a young girl and her husband come in and they're completely quiet and she looks like she was used as a punching bunch, they think the husband did it."

"But you didn't do it, the guy at the church did." 

"We've got a psych consult coming down."

"Great," I mutter as the doctor or therapist comes in and they motion for Spinner to leave. 

I look at him desperately but they push him out and close the door. I don't want to DO this. 

"I know this is a difficult situation for you," the doctor smiles. "But... I'm here for you."

"Look, I'm... I only filed the report because my husband thought I should. The guy I was working with was really mentally unstable." 

"I know it's hard coming to grips with things... admitting things, but I can get you help. We can get you out of your situation."

"Out of my situation? You mean... my job." 

"I mean your marriage."

"My marriage? There's nothing wrong with my marriage."
"Darcy," she says. "I know it must be so hard, but... you need help. Abusive relationships can be difficult. It's... he may say he loves you and he's sorry, but look at yourself."
"My husband didn't do this to me. He never would do something like this, ever. It was a guy at my work." 

"I know you're covering for him, but he can't hurt you in here."

"I'm NOT covering for him!" I yell. How can they think this? 

"This is ridiculous!" I say as the cops question me. "I'm studying to *be* a cop. Why would I hit my wife and *bring* her to the hospital?!" I growl.
I finally get out of there after ten minutes. I'm not having them treat me or him like this. He didn't hit me and I'm not lying. 

She comes out and I'm grateful I finally got them to call in and see about an assault at a local church. "I told the police we'd meet them at the station to make your statement."
"Okay," I say softly. "Are we going now?" 

"Yeah," I nod.

We get in the car and I stare at the window. "They didn't believe me." 

"I finally got the cops to call and double check about the call to the church earlier."
"Thank God. That doctor was horrible. He kept trying to get me to say you did it." 

"I know. They were all on my ass about it too, but... they need your statement."

I nod. I don't know what else to say since it's still tense between us. 

"Then they can press charges and you'll have the trial down the road."

"A TRIAL?" 

"Well yeah, you have to testify."

"God," I groan, laying my head against the window.
"Don't you want that man to pay for hurting you? Don't you wanna be safe?"
"I guess," I shrug. "I just… I'm tired."
We get out at the police station and I give them a statement. I hope that makes Spinner happy but he's still not speaking to me and I'm NOT gonna apologize. I haven't done anything wrong.
We get home and I head for our bed. I'll just sleep in my clothes.
I still can't believe she might not even *want* to press charges. I mean... does she seriously want that guy running around the streets?!

"I have to go in to school early tomorrow," I tell her as I crawl into bed. "Are you gonna be okay home alone? I might be able to come home at noon with some soup or something for you."
"I wasn't aware I was gonna be home." 

"You're not *going* tomorrow," I say as I lay facing her. "Darce, they'll understand. You got really hurt."

"It's my job." 
"Taking *one* day off isn't going to hurt you."

"Fine," I snap.

We lay here in complete silence. 

I start crying silenty. He's mad at me and never gonna forgive me. 

"Spin?" I sob.
"Baby..." I say as I slide a bit closer to her.
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry..." I sob.
"Sorry for *what*?" I ask as I carefully slip my arms around her.
"For making you mad." 
"That *guy* made me mad, Darce."
"But you're mad at me. But I'll quit Spin... I'll find something else..." 
"I don't want you to *quit*. I just wanna know you're *safe*, Darcy. And working with crazy people isn't safe."

"But I don't know what to do." I wipe my eyes 

"Just tell them you need to switch back. They'll  understand," I whisper and kiss her cheek softly.

"No. No one wants to work with them," I sob, pulling away and wrapping the blanket around me. 

"Well they should *not* have put a rookie counselor with the hardcore support groups, Darcy. And they know that."

"I don't know, Spin. I just... I don't know." I wrap my arms around myself but that hurts so I just lay here limply. "I thought this was what I was meant to do." 

"You've only been a counselor for like... a few *months*. You're not ready to work with criminals and that's okay," I whisper and kiss the side of her forehead softly. "They shouldn't put a new person in with tough people. They don't send new soldiers right into battle, you go through basic training first. They're not gonna give me a gun my first day at police academy and expect me to shoot someone. I have to learn."

"I'm not good at helping people." 

"You helped *me*."

"Besides you," I sniff, wiping my eyes. "Maybe I should get a job at the mall or something." 

"Darcy, if this is what you feel you should do, then you have to do it. But I really think you should take a few days off to rest."
"I'll stay home tomorrow." 

"I think it's okay if you need a day or two. You got really hurt, Honeybee. I just wanna know you're getting some rest."
"I wish you could stay with me." 

"I... I have a test in the morning- I could see if I could get my afternoon class work... talk to my instructors..."

"No... if you need to be there, I understand." 
"Well I also need to be here with my *wife*."

"I'll be okay by myself." Which is a lie. I want him here. 

"Do you... I could see if Marco could come stay for the morning and then I'll be home around noon?"

"No... I'll be fine." 
"Darcy," I whisper softly, rubbing her cheek so gently, "Baby... you must have been terrified."
"A little." 

"Are you still?"

"It was scary." 

"I'll call and see if I can get the day off tomorrow, if my instructor will give me a make-up exam."

"No.. go to class. I'll be fine, I promise. I'll just rest." 
"Darcy, *stop*. I'm *going* to be here for my wife," I insist and press a gentle kiss to her forehead. "Now go to sleep, okay, Honeybee? I'll keep you safe."
"Okay," I whisper, closing my eyes. 

I was an ass about this whole thing. She... she needs me *here* to support her, not yell at her. I have to apologize for that first thing tomorrow after I call my instructors and explain things.

"I *love* you," I whisper and hold her gently. "I love you so much. If anything... I... I can't lose you; nothing can ever happen like this again. I love you too much, Darcy Mason."
"I love you too, Gavin." I hold tightly onto his shirt.
THE NEXT DAY
My alarm goes off and I stop it quickly. She's still asleep and I creep out of bed and call my instructors and explain that my wife was attacked at work and I'm *sure* when she wakes up, she's gonna be sore and hurting. I mean... she was really bruised up. She's not going to want to move around a lot. They're very understanding and I explain that I'll make up the work. A couple are going to email me the assignments and the other says I can make up the test tomorrow afternoon, so I think I'm okay.

I know she said she didn't want me to stay but... she's my wife and I have to take care of her and more than that? I *want* to stay. So I make some chocolate chip pancakes and tea and leave them in the kitchen until she wakes up. I go back into the bedroom and slide back into bed beside her and fall back asleep for a bit.
I wake up slowly and... there he is. "Spin?" I whisper softly, since he's asleep. I rub my eyes and glance at the clock- we slept late. That must mean he's not going to work.

I know I protested yesterday but I love having him here. I need him here right now. 

I sit up and slide slowly out of bed. 

"Where you goin'?" I ask as I roll over a little.

Oh, he's awake. "I have to go to the bathroom." 
"You okay? I can help you if you need it."
"I can do it," I tell him. "Thanks." 

"Okay. After that, we'll get you into jammies and I made you breakfast."

"You didn't have to do that, Baby." But I'm glad he did. I pee and then I slowly slide out of my clothes, just leaving them in the floor of the bathroom. I'll get them up later. 

I limp over to the dresser and pull out my pajamas. 

Her *back* is fucked up too?! And her stomach is all black and blue and her arms and she's got bruises on her face too?! I swear to *God* if I ever see that asshole, he better be well guarded.

I lift up the covers for her to crawl back in carefully and I kiss her cheek very gently.

I smile a little. "It's my bunny pajamas." 

"I know; they're adorable. So... I'm *sorry*."

I look at him, confused. "Why?" 

"I should not have come home and yelled. I shouldn't have yelled. I... was just so upset... that someone did that to you. But I shouldn't have been screaming at you- that's not what you needed and I'm sorry."

"I'm sorry too." I play with his fingers- I like doing that. "I was so exhausted yesterday. You were right and you're the husband and I was being selfish." 

"No. I don't wanna be your keeper, Darcy. We're equals in this marriage. I just don't want to think about you working at a job that isn't safe. If you were working in a prison or something where there are guards and guns to protect you, that'd be one thing. But... not just in some room at a church."

"I'm going to ask them to give me my old job back. If not... I'm going to start looking for another job," I tell him, laying my head on his chest. 

"I think that's best. I just want my wife safe and happy and not purple."

"I know, I look disgusting." 

"Well you do look like Barney's twin sister," I grin.

"I know. Maybe next time I get beaten up I won't be ten shades of purple." 

"Um... you shouldn't be getting beat up again."

"I was kidding," I sigh, glancing up at him. 
"I love you, Honeybee, so much."
"I love you too," I say, sitting up a little. "Breakfast?" 

"Oh, yeah, absolutely. I'll go get it. And you need to make a list of things you need done today."

"I don't need anything done today. I have your laundry to do but I'll do it tonight." 

"No. You're not doing anything today but lounging in bed. I'm going to bring your lunch and dinner to you. I'll draw you a hot bath. I'll do all the cleaning and every stupid little errand you need done. You make a list."

"No." I grin, tugging on his arm a little to pull me to him. "I'll get in the bath if you'll go with me." 

"I will," I nod. "Let me get your breakfast."

I watch him walk out and he's the BEST husband. Linus never does stuff like this for Kim. I got lucky 

I warm up the pancakes and cover them in syrup and then put some whip cream on them. Then I make her tea and put a banana on the tray with the rest and carry it in for her.
"It looks sooo good, Spin," I tell him as I take the plate and take a bite. "Come here and I'll give you some." 

"I already had some. Do you want some Tylenol or something?"

I shake my head. "I don't hurt that bad." 

"Are you sure? Because it looks really bad."

"It's not as bad as it looks. I'm thinking I can cover a lot of it with makeup tomorrow." 

"I want you to take the rest of the week off- it's only Thursday and Friday, please, Darce. Just... relax?"

"Okay," I agree quietly. I have to do this for him. I know he's just worried about me- so worried. 

"Thank you," I nod. "I have classes all day tomorrow but I'll come home for lunch and then on Friday, it's a half day."

"I'll be fine, Spinner. I can watch soap operas and eat all your cookies I baked." 

"But... *I* want my cookies," I pout. "Can I have *one*?"

"You can have two because you're the hottest man on Earth." 

"I'm the hottest? I mean *the* hottest?"

"Of course." 

"And I've got the biggest dick too," I grin happily because as far as she knows? I *do*!

"Stop swearing," I groan, pushing him a little. 

"I didn't even *swear* that time!"

"That's a swear word." 

"What? Dick? That's not a swear word. It's what it's called!"

"Fine, fine." I wouldn't know so it's easier to drop it. 

"I mean... what would you *have* me say?"

"I don't care so much about you saying that. But you swear a lot, Baby. Without even realizing it." 

"So?"
"So you shouldn't swear?" 

"Why not? And I think you'd feel better about it if you swore too."

"I don't want to swear, Spin." 

"C'mon... it's fun."

"Need I remind you we're not supposed to swear?" 

"Why not? Darce, it's not against the law."

"You know why," I frown as I sip my tea. 
"It's not the worst thing in the world."

"I didn't say it was." 

"Well... I'll stop swearing so *much*, if *you* start swearing a *little*," I smirk.

"I don't want to swear." 

"Well then I have to use enough swears for *both* of us."

"I don't want our kids to swear." 

"I won't swear around our kids, Darcy. I can reel it in."

"Okay." I smile. "Here, I'll feed you a bite of whipped cream." 

"Thank you, Honeybee," I smile. "How... how do you feel?"

"Better. I'm sore here." I lift up my top and touch my rib cage. "Besides that, I'm fine." 

"You got a lot of bruises on your back too. Is that okay?"

"It doesn't hurt that much. Does it look gross?" 

"It's pretty nasty," I say. "But as long as it doesn't hurt."

He sits down beside me and I touch his face. "You're too good to me." 

"I love you, Darcy. So freakin' much. You're my entire world."

"You're my world, too. I don't... I don't hurting you or making you mad."
"Well you're my woman, you're allowed to make me mad," I smile and kiss her so softly. "So a hot bath for you?"

"And you," I tell him as he helps me up. 
"And me too, huh?"

"Yeah, because a bath is no fun without you." 
"Well I'll be happy to wash your hair for you."
"Why don't you just bathe me?" 
"I'm planning on just that."






