SIX WEEKS LATER

MID AUGUST 2009
"Jimmy, are you almost ready to go? We have to leave to catch our plane!" I say as I grab my bags and take them to the door.

"Not nearly ready. I have way too much shit." 

"I know. You're such a girl," I laugh.

"I am not, I just like things a certain way." 

"Cause you're a diva, but I love you. I mean... *I* think I love you enough to maybe marry you."

"Which might be stupid of you," I laugh. 
"Well maybe, but... I want to anyway," I smile and sit down in his lap to kiss him softly.
"Why? What makes me so irresistible?" I smirk. 

"Well... you've got a huge dick," I smile. "And you're damn cute. And you're sweet and funny and amazing and smart and I love you."

"And...?" I tease. 

"Annnnd you fuck me crazy."

"Damn straight." I kiss her neck and sigh, pushing her off me. "Okay, let's go." 

"Dammit," I groan. "Okay. Let's do this, Baby. Let's get hitched."

"I'm ready." I've been ready. Hell, I'm not even nervous.
A COUPLE DAYS LATER
"Okay, okay, c'mon, Jimmy. Say goodbye to the woman and let's *go*! We have to go see boobies!" I laugh. "Not that the room full of girls isn't enticing, but..."

"But I like this woman," I say, holding Ash for a moment longer. "Have fun tonight with all the girls." 

"Thanks, Baby," I smile and kiss him. "You have fun looking at boobies, since it's the last new pairs you're ever gonna see," I laugh and hit him playfully.

I walk over to Darcy and kiss her softly.
I'm not gonna be angry he's going to a strip club, I'm not… ok. I am angry, but I'm not gonna make a scene. 

"Bye." 

"What, Baby?"

"Nothing. Have fun." 

"I love you," I smile.

"I love you too, Spin." I hug him tightly. "Just… be good." 

"I'm *al*ways good."

"No flirting with naked women." 

"Can I flirt with one?"

"No," I growl. 

"What about the one that'll be in my *bed* later?" I whisper.
"If you come home smelling like another girl there won't be a naked woman in your bed." 

"I've got the hottest girl of the bunch waiting for me. Why do I need anything else?"
"Good answer," I laugh as they head out.
"I can't believe I let you guys talk me into a bachelor party. Naked women and all that."  

"Oh c'mon, Man. You *gotta* go to a strip club."
"I know, I know. So where are we going?" 
"STRIP clubs!" I laugh as we get him into the bus we rented for tonight. "It's a man's party! We also have strippers that are gonna get on the bus with us."
"Are you SERIOUS?"

I mean... I'm not a big fan of strippers but that sounds pretty awesome. 
"Hell yeah. You think I would let you go into married life without seeing a bunch of boobies?"

"I should have known better."
We've got a few of his friends from college and a bunch of us from Degrassi of course.

"I can't wait for the strippers," I smile as I hand him a beer. We have drinks and girls and music for the radio in here too.

"Spin, you're already married so technically your days of looking at strippers should be over." 

"Well it's a bachelor party," I shrug. "I can't help if I see some other women, ya know?"

"Righht." I smirk. Although it is fun getting to hang out with the guys- It's annoying just being with Ash all the time. 

"So are you ready to be a married guy?" I ask. "I kinda freaked."

"I'm completely ready. Ash and I love living together, we don't fight, we're happy." 

"And the sex?"
"The sex is good- Ash is imaginative." 

"Imaginative?"

"She will do anything I want." 
"Like what?" I wonder. I mean... Darcy and me are still really doing it missionary. With her getting hurt last month, I didn't wanna push her for anything different.
"Anything. All I have to do is ask," I brag. 

"Damn," I sigh.

"Yeah, be jealous," I smirk. It's fun teasing Spin since he's teased me for years. 
"I fuckin' am. Why did I have to fall for a Christian girl?"

"Spinner? You're Christian. What the fuck are you talking about?" 

"Yeah, but... I'm Christian *for* her... because of her. I... then maybe it doesn't have anything to do with her being Christian. I thought she'd loosen up a little more after she was used to sex, but she really doesn't initiate or anything."
"Have you talked about?" 

"Not really."
"Spin..." I roll my eyes. "If told you a million times... you have to tell these girls shit. They can't read minds." 

"Well wouldn't it be nice if she *wanted* to do something different? I know if I tell her that, she'll think I don't like sex with her."

"Well obviously you don't really like sex with her." 

"I *do*. I really fuckin' do. She's just... not really... *out* there. I thought she'd be like... buck wild or something. I thought I'd get more of a sex kitten out of her."

"You haven't been married that long, Spinner." 

"I know," I nod. "And then she got beat up and that obviously stopped us."

"So it's only been a few weeks. It might get better if you give it time." 

"I know. I know. But that's why people should really have sex be*fore* marriage- so all this is worked out."
"Yeah me and Ash definitely got it ALL worked out." 

"Lucky bastard," I laugh.

"I know." 
"So where did you two decide to go for your honeymoon?" I know it must have been hard to pick since it's not like he can go skiing in the Alps or hiking or rolling around the beach.
"Paris." 

"Oh, *nice*."

"It's one of the few good things about my parents, they're rich. They said pick a place and Paris… it's a city, tons of do... that doesn't require hiking or swimming." 
"And everything is walkable, right? Or I mean... you won't need buses or taxis- everything is sort of close?"
"Right." I shrug. "Lots of museums with wheelchair access." 

"That'll be romantic, right? And Ashley likes that shit."

"I know- that's why we get along so well."
"Whatever. I got me a hot Christian girl," I laugh and grab another beer.
A FEW DAYS LATER
"I want to buy all these paintings," I laugh as she pushes me around the museum. 

We're MARRIED and in Paris and I love it here. It's so... cool. Most people don't even stare at me being in a wheelchair.
"I know. These paintings are *huge*!" I can't believe it- PARIS!
"Let's buy a house here one day. We speak French, so it wouldn't be bad." 

"Really? Like... when we have tons of money... we could... buy a little chateau in the south of France?"
"Of course. It'll be our vacation house." 

"I'd *love* that," I smile.

"Me, too. We'll have to do it." 

"So I wanna try that restaurant we went by later, for dinner?"

"That'd be great," I say as she pushes me out. I can wheel myself around but she likes doing it. 

"Jimmy?" I ask softly as we walk out and Paris is SOO gorgeous.

"Yeah?" 

"Is it weird that we're not all locked in our room having wild monkey sex on our honeymoon?" I ask.

I mean... yeah- at night we're together, but... everyone says honeymoons are supposed to be sex all the time and never leaving the bedroom, but... I'm having SUCH a fun time with him going around- we took a tour bus ride yesterday- they had a special bus so we could go. We've taken walks around, we sat outside the Eiffel Tower. We've had coffee in cafes- it's been amazing and it's only the third day.
I shrug. "We had lots of sex before we were married, Ash. We're NEVER in Paris." 

"Okay, as long as it's not just me," I laugh. "I'm having *such* a fabulous time, Jimmy. Ooo! Look- artists... I think we should pay someone to paint a portrait of us- do you want to pose for one with me?"

"Yeah, that would be great. I have tons of drawings of you but not one of us together." 

"Awesome," I smile and I go over and talk to the guy who is rude at first until he realizes we're not American- that we actually speak French. "How do you wanna sit, Babe?"

"Unfortunately I'm always sitting," I sigh. "But we could pose like this?" 

"No, you goober, I mean, how do you want *me*? Besides on top of you."

"Like this." I situate her. 

"Yeaaaah," I smile and kiss him softly and we sit and just sort of talk a little for maybe a half hour and then he shows us the painting. "Oh my god, it's *gorgeous*!"

I look... really short but I guess I am now that I'm in the chair. But Ash looks so beautiful. 

"I love it." 

We pay him and tip him and thank him. "There's a ton of paintings and pictures... maybe we should buy a few for our apartment?" I ask as I put the painting of us in the bag that we hang on the back of his chair.

"Yeah, there's this great one I saw today... we have to have it. Our apartment needs some art." 

"We really do. And we can bring paintings back as gifts too."

"Gifts for what?" 

"For our parents."

"That's a good idea. My parents aren't into art but their house is so... sterile." 

"We could look for sterile art," I laugh as we walk a bit. "Do we wanna go back to the hotel after we get some paintings, then we can relax, get dressed and go for dinner?"

"I'm a little tired," I admit. "Why I don't know." I tire more easily since the shooting but best not to get into that. 

"Well I still feel some jet lag too, why don't we go back and take a little nap?"

"That would be good," I admit. 
"Good," I smile and lean over to kiss him softly. "I love you my husband."

"I love you too, Ash."
A COUPLE WEEKS LATER

SEPTEMBER 2009
I can't *believe* I'm *leaving* tomorrow for the school. Granted, it's only 120 miles away, but still... that's 120 miles.

I'm going through my bag to make sure I have what I think I need.

I watch him and God I'm gonna miss him so much. 

I'm not gonna cry anymore. I promised I wouldn't. 

"I'm gonna miss you *so* much, Darcy," I sigh softly.

My lip trembles. "I'm… gonna miss you too." 

I go over to where she's sitting in a chair and I fall to my knees in front of her and kiss her.

I hold him so tightly. I can't believe we haven't been married that long and he has to LEAVE. 

I NEED him here with me. We've been having a LOT of sex lately, all over the place because I'm going to miss him so badly 

"God, I love you so much," I whisper.
"I wish I could go with you," I whisper back. 

"You'll visit in two weeks..."

"It's not the same." 

"I know, Honeybee. I know."

"I'll call you everyday." 

"I know. I will definitely call. I... can't believe I'm gonna be rooming with a bunch of *guys*! It's like... Marco's wet dream."
I attempt a smile. "Yeah..." 
"Darcy, I *know*. Okay? I know. I don't want this either, but... I also want a career."

I nod. "I'm sorry." 

"Well you're entitled to be upset, you're my wife," I say and kiss her softly. "And the only place I wanna be tonight is inside my wife."

"I want that too." 

I slide closer to her chair and wrap my arms around her so I can pull her against me and kiss her more deeply.

"I have something for you to take." 

"A mini Darcy for my pocket?"

"Mini Darcy wouldn't be fun." 

"But she'd be *cute*," I smile.


"Look." I pull the pictures I printed out for him. I took a bunch of pictures of myself- porn Star Darcy pictures the other day. 

I take what she hands me and *woah*.

"Oh my *god*," I gasp.

I smile. "I like this one." I point. "I look sexy." 

"You look sexy in *all* of them."

"I thought you might want to take them to remind you of me." 

"Hellll yeah," I nod. "Holy shit these are *hot*, Darcy."

"So don't forget about me." 

"How could I *ever* forget about the love of my life?"

"Good answer." 

"Well it's the only answer because I'm madly in love with my wife."

"I'm madly in love with you too and... God, Spin, I don't know what I'm gonna do without you." 

"You're gonna finger yourself a lot," I laugh.
"I like it better when you do it." 

"Well I like that too, but... I won't *be* here to do it all the time you wanna get off. So you should take the time to enjoy your*self*. We could... get you a couple toys if you wanted."

"But I don't enjoy myself, Spin. You know that." 

"Still?" I ask as I rest against her, rubbing her shoulders.

"Still." 

"I'm so sorry," I say. "I... I want you to have fun though... I want to know you're okay."
"I'm gonna be fine, just missing you constantly." 

"Well... what if you had *some*thing? To use as a faux me or something?"
"Like what?" 

"Like a vibrator."

"That... could be fun." 
"Yeah?" I ask. "Because I bought you one."
I start laughing, "I should have known that." 
"I've had it for a while but I didn't... I wasn't sure if you'd want it."
"I could try."
"I'll help you."
"Right now?" 

"Hell yeah, Baby," I say as I get up and lift her up.

I laugh. "I'm game."
"Good because you don't have a choice since I don't know how often I'll be able to jack off if I'm surrounded by dudes, so I wanna get some sex in while I still can."

I lay down on the bed and watch as he rambles through the drawers. 

"Here it is. We need a couple double A batteries, do you have any?"
"In the kitchen." 
"Get it out of the box," I say as I toss it to her while I go out into the kitchen.
I open the box and start giggling. "It looks funny."
"It's a rubber dick, what's funny about it?" I ask as I sit on the bed.
"It's pink and funny." 
"Yeah, but we're gonna have some fun," I laugh. "Let's get naked."
I start pulling off my clothes. "Is it gonna hurt?" 
"Why would it hurt?" I ask as I get my clothes off.

"I don't know." 

"No. It'll feel good. I hope anyway. I've never used one," I laugh as I put it aside and pull her against me to start kissing her.

I'm naked as he wraps me up in his arms, kissing my mouth and shoulders. 

She is *soo* gorgeous. I love her so much I can't stand it and I can't believe I'm actually *leaving* her tomorrow.

I keep kissing her as I slip a hand between her legs so I can press a finger into her.
I'm kissing him but it takes all my efforts to not start crying. I'm just gonna miss him so much. It HURTS me inside. 

I finger her for a few minutes and I'd rather be inside her right now than play, so I move over and push in. God, she always feels incredible. "I love you so much," I whisper.
"I love you too." I sob, clutching to him as I roll him over so I'm on top. I can look at him this way

This is *new*. I *like* it. I settle against the pillows and touch her face softly. "Baby, don't cry. It's... it's gonna be okay."

"No, it's not." I pinch him. "It's going to be a living hell." 

"And I'm going to be in *boot* camp."

"And I get my period next week and you won't be here for me to take my frustration out on." 

"And thank god for that," I laugh as I run my hands all over her body. "You're so gorgeous and sexy- inside and out, Darcy. You're an amazing woman."

"I'm your woman." 

"You certainly are that," I say, thrusting my hips up against hers so it gets me in deeper.

I whimper a little when he does that, digging my nails into his chest as I press my hips back onto his. 

Oh fuck that was amazing, so I do it again as I grab her hips.
He grabs my hips and I kind of let him jerk me forward, nearly falling on top of his chest. 

I hold her pressed against me as we jerk our hips together and I kiss her so hard. Shit I'm gonna miss her so much.

It's hard to breathe and I'm kinda gasping for breath but when he pushes up a little, it makes me come. I squeak against his lips. 

I yank her hips down on mine as she comes and I do too. And then I just hold her tight to me as we breathe.

"I love you so much, Darce," I whisper softly.

"I love you too," I say, shaking and letting my legs go limp. 

She lays on me and I don't ever want her to move. I mean... I know a couple months ago I was freaking because I had a wife but she's a part of me now.

"I'm going to eat fast food every night without you here to cook for." 

"But you shouldn't do that. I don't want you to get all fat."

I hit him. "I won't get fat. And you told me you wouldn't mind if I got fat!" 

"Yeah, if you were pregnant."

"Oh. Well what if I get fat anyway?"
"Well... I suppose I'm on the chubby side, so..."
"No you're not. But I'm not pregnant, so I'm not getting fat." 

"You'll be hot pregnant, though."

I make a face. "What?" 

"I think you'll be really sexy all pregnant with little Spinners."

"Or little Darcy's." 

"They would be adorable."

"I want kids that look like you- not me." 

"I want them that have my charm and charisma and your good looks."

"Charm?" I snort. 

"Hey, don't you find me charming?"
"Spinner, I'm your wife. I know you're only charming when you truly wish to be." 

"Yeah, well I charmed the pants off you."

I grin. "The sex IS good, though." 

"Yeah, Honeybee, it really is," I nod and kiss her.

"I was afraid before we got married you wouldn't like sex with me." 

"How could I not like sex with you? You're my wife, my Darcy, my honeybee."

"I just thought... compared to the others I would be boring." 
"No, you're just different."

"How am I different?" I pull the sheet up over us. 

"You're... more reserved, quieter... sex is more... emotional, I guess?"

I frown. "But... that makes me sound boring." 
"No, Darcy. Not boring. You're nothing even *close* to boring. You're everything."

"I want to be sexy, though. Like… Manny." 

"I *do* find you sexy."

"Like in the pictures I made you." 

"*Those* were really sexy."

"Good." That's what I hoped he would think about them. 

"*So* sexy. Better than those PlayBoys I always stole from my dad."

"Except I have no boobs and the girls in Playboy do." 

"Yes you do, they're smooshed against my chest right now," I remind her as I rub her back.

"They're little, though." 

"They're adorable and I love sucking on them."

"As long as you like them, that's all that matters." 

"I *love* them and I know you like when I suck on them, so..."

"I just... want to lay here with you for the rest of the night." Since he's LEAVING tomorrow. 

"I know. That's the plan. We can order some food or something later when we get hungry."

"And have them bring it to our bedroom." I giggle. 

"Hellll yeah, and I'll eat it off your stomach."

"Then it'll taste like Darcy." I cuddle up beside him. I'm so proud of him of his job but... I can't believe he's leaving. 

"I *like* Darcy taste."

"I know," I say softly
I hold her for a while and kiss her forehead. "I love you so much. I'm gonna miss you every second."

"Me, too. At least I'll have the rest of tonight."
"Yeah," I nod and roll us over carefully so I can start kissing and touching her again. "I wanna make love as many times as possible tonight," I whisper before kissing her more. I know- I rarely use those words- it's usually have sex or fuck, but... I *do* love my wife fanatically.
THE NEXT DAY
Well I have to leave in like a half hour. I can't believe this. I don't want to leave my house, but... we've had a nice breakfast.

I wish like everything he didn't have to go. God... I'm gonna miss him. 

But we're just sitting in total silence, sitting across from each other. 

"The pancakes are good, huh?" I ask as I eat my last bite and glance at the clock. My stuff is in the car already.

"Delicious." 

"Yeah, I know. We do good together."

"And we'll be apart," I whisper, pushing m food around the plate. 

"It's... it'll be okay."
"Can you call me tonight?" 

"Absolutely, Darcy. I'll call as much as I possibly can."

"I'll pray for you at night." 

"And I'll think of you every night too, Darcy. God, this sucks!"
"I wish I could go." I take the dishes to the sink. 

"I know. And if I didn't have to live at the place and you didn't have a job, I'd say let's just get an apartment there, but..."
I want to ask him all sorts of questions, like what will happen if something... well, happens while he's gone, but I have to be a big girl here. I can do this. 

"I'll send you stuff in the mail." 

"C'mere," I say and pull her over to the couch. "Sit with me for a little bit longer, okay? I just... wanna wrap my arms around you for a bit."

"Okay." I slide in his lap, resting my face against him. 

I kiss her forehead softly. "Are you gonna be okay?"

"Yes, I promise." 
"What if something happens?"

"Nothing is gonna happen." 

"Okay," I nod. "So... I should probably... get going."

"Okay," I whisper, still holding onto him. 

I finally let go. This is a lot harder than I thought it would be. 

I slowly get up and hug her tightly.

"I love you, I love you, I love you." 

"I love you too, so much," I whisper and hug her again before pressing my lips to hers.

I kiss him so hard and then let him go. I can't watch him leave. 

I fall down on the couch and wrap my arms around myself so I can cry 

"I love you," I whisper again. "I'll talk to you soon, okay?"
"Okay," I tell him, watching as he walks out.
A FEW WEEKS LATER

MID SEPTEMBER 2009
It's been a lot to take in. That I might walk... might. That it could happen. 

With a cane, but still WALKING. Not in a wheelchair. 

But the doctor said I might not too. So I've been quiet. I don't know… how to take this. 

"You okay?" I ask as we sit in the cab.

"I just... it was a lot." 
"I know," I say as I take his hand. "A lot of therapy and work..."

"And what if it doesn't work?" 

What if I get my hopes up over NOTHING? 

"Then it doesn't," I say. "Are you... thinking you might not want to try the treatment?" I mean... it is electroshock therapy. I'm sure it's painful to some extent.

"No, I... I have to try. I mean... walking again?" 
"You know I'm going to be there for you, Jimmy, every treatment. I... I know it'll be hard, but..."

"I know but I don't want us to get all excited and then this not happen." 

"True, but... walking again? I mean... even if you're still in a chair but can move your legs a *little*, wouldn't it be worth it?"

"I think so."
"Me too," I nod and kiss him softly. "I... I'll be with you every step." I don't care. The doctor said Jimmy might be in a bad mood because of the treatments and stress of the appointments. He'll also be really tired from intense physical therapy. But they've seen good results from this treatment in people like Jimmy.

"I want to do this- for us. So we can have a semi normal life."
"That would be... *so* amazing."

"I think so too." 

We finally get back the apartment and I get his chair out of the back of the cab and help him get back into it. Then I pay the cabbie and we head upstairs.

"And with a cane..." I muse out loud. "It could be easier for me to get in places and out of places." 

"Definitely," I smile. "And... of course having children would be easier."

"That's true. I could be a real father."
"You'll be an amazing father either way, Jimmy, because you're an amazing man."
 "You know what I mean. A father that is able to do stuff with his kids." 
"Yeah, I know," I nod. "So... what do we wanna do tonight, Husband?"
"I just... wanna sit with you." 
"Well I'd be happy to sit with my husband," I smile and pull him over to the couch with me. "C'mere- let's curl up."

"Ok." 

I wait as he lifts himself onto our couch and I pull up my legs and relax against him.
A COUPLE WEEKS LATER

BEGINNING OCTOBER 2009
God, it's been three weeks since I've been home. I've missed it *so* much.

Training is rigorous and horrible but I also love it. We do all sorts of drills and work out like crazy- well me a couple of the guys work out like crazy because we have wives that we miss. I was supposed to come home a couple weekends ago but something came up and then last weekend, they were offering a special conference thing that I went to for some extra credit. So FINALLY I have a weekend home- Friday afternoon to Sunday night.

I think she might still be at work since I told her I'd be home around five-ish, but it's about two.

So I clean a little bit since it's messy and I do some laundry for her and I take some time to order us some really good dinner. I leave it at home and I walk to her work so I can be sitting on her car when she comes out.
Today was SUCH a long day. God, the days keep getting longer and longer since Spinner isn't around. 

I miss him so much. I've cried myself to sleep a lot of nights lately.

I push open the door to the church, digging through my bag to look for my keys. 

"SPINNER!!!!!!"

She squeals and comes running and I catch her and start kissing her.
I giggle, pushing from him. "I didn't know you were coming." 

"I told you I'd be home- but later today."
"I meant coming here." 

"I *love* you. I wanted to surprise you and I *missed* you."

"I missed you too. It's so boring at home without you around. I just sit and watch TV." 

"Well we have a nice weekend here."

"True." He opens the door to the house when we get there. 

He opens the door to the house when we get there. 

I smile. "The place looks great, Baby."
"And I've got dinner in the oven too- I brought it home earlier and we can reheat it."

"Really? I'm starving." 

"Me too. Shit, I'm hungry. I could really use some food and sex."

"Me, too." I go open up the oven. 

"God, it's *so* hard being there. It's like... *crazy* work."

"But you have fun sometimes." 

"I do have fun there, I really do. But... it's also a lot of work. I'm learning how to use a gun soon!"

"Exciting." I smile, setting down the plates. 

"You okay? You're really quiet, Baby."

"I've missed you. It's been too quiet here." I pour him his soda in a glass. 

"I really... I'm learning a lot though- about what I'm made of."

I really do enjoy the training a lot. I think I chose the right thing for me and my maybe one day family.

"I haven't learned so much lately," I say as I sit down and close my eyes to pray
"What do you think about that?" I ask.

She just always seems so... I want her to be doing something that she's happy about- that she has passion for.

"It's fine. It's a job," I say before closing my eyes again. He always interrupts me when I try to pray.
"Yeah, but is it something you *want* to do?"

"I can't think of anything else I want to do." 

"What about like a teacher or something?"

"I don't want to work with kids all day." I shrug. "Are you going to pray with me?" 

"Yeah," I nod. "I'll say it," I say and take her hands in mine as we bow our heads. "Lord, Darcy and I would like to say thanks for all our blessings- this food and our marriage. We ask you to please continue to bless us with your gifts. Amen."

"Amen." I repeat and then take a bite of food. "This is so good, Baby. Did you like the last box I sent you?" 

"Yes, thank you *so* much."

"I have more pictures for you." 

"Oh yeah? I can't wait. I have to keep them nice and locked in my lock box but I love them."

"Do you talk about me?"
"To my friends? Yes."

"What do you say?" 

"I tell them how amazing and hot my wife is. A couple of the guys also have wives- we've sort of become friends just because we're not out with the others trying to pick up girls, ya know?"

"Yeah," I nod. "I've made a few new friends at work too." 
"OH yeah? Like who?" I ask as we eat but I love looking at her. Even if I have a lot of friends, I'm still so lonely at school without her.
"Just some guys that work there," I shrug, folding my legs up under me. "But I just would come home at night and think about you." 

"Guys?"

"Yeah, Aiden... he's cool." I smile, reaching over to take his hand. I like touching him 

"Aiden? Who is he? Is he cute?"

"What, do you want a three way or something?"
"NO. Do *you*?" I ask. "Are you spending time with him?"

"A little. He's nice to me." 

OH?! He's spending time with my WIFE?!

I take a breath slowly and bite into my bread.

"Oh."

He looks mad. "Baby? He's not... I just see him at work or at lunch. Not anywhere else." 
"Yeah," I nod. "I... I just don't want other people having more time with you than me. I really miss you so much."

"I miss you too," I say feeling tears in my eyes. 

"Oh, Darce," I whisper. "C'mere, Baby."
I get up to go sit in his lap. I just hate him being gone all the time. 

"I miss you *so* much, Baby," I tell her and kiss her cheek.

"I wish you weren't so far away." 

"I know," I nod. "Do you... wanna quit your job and move with me?"

I shake my head. "We need the money."

"You could get a different job there."

"I can do this. I've caught up on my soap operas… I've caught up on working out... I'm ok." 

"Are you sure? I... you just don't seem happy."

"I miss you. Why do you expect me to be happy?" 

"No like... even before I left, you didn't seem happy. I want you doing a job you *love*."

"The only thing I love is you." I smile, touching his face. 

"And I love you too, Darcy," I say as I start kissing her.

"C'mon." I slide off his lap, taking his hands. 

"What?"

"Come here." He gets up and I grin, starting to kiss him crazy.

He thinks I don't like my job and I'm not happy, but I am. I'm happy when he's around. 

I wrap my arms around her and start kissing her more as I start tugging off her clothes. Shit- I'm so horny, I just want her *now*.

I groan as I fall back against the counter, hurriedly ripping off his pants. Sometimes sex is romantic and sometimes it's not. 

I lift her up onto the counter as I yank her skirt off and tug at her panties.

I'm nearly sitting in the sink but I kick my panties off and hold tightly onto him as he pushes into me. 

OH god FINALLY. Feels like it's been more months than a few weeks. "Shit, you feel so fuckin' good, Honeybee," I whisper.

"No f word," I whisper back, resting my head on his shoulder. "I always feel good." 

I pull her hips up a little closer to mine and help her wrap her legs around my waist. "You're so fantastically gorgeous."

"Mmmm... harder," I say as he holds my legs. 
"You like that?" I ask and push into her even harder. "How 'bout that?"
"Harder... harder."
Okay- I fuck her even harder, really slamming into her and we've never done *this*.
"Harder," I beg again, nearly falling off the counter as he slams me back against the wall and that knocks the breath out of me. 

"Can't go... much... harder," I groan.

"I wanna... hurt a little," I gasp, tugging on his arms as I almost fall in the sink. I come as he catches me 

I come too as I yank her against me. Shit... my legs are wonky now but that was hot.

God I am sore but... "C'mere." I kiss him weakly 
I kiss her softly as I lean against the counter. "Damn... my legs are shaky," I laugh and kiss her again.
"Me, too. I feel... dizzy." 

"That... was *really* good sex."

"Because I am really good at sex," I laugh as he helps me off the counter. 
"Yeah, you really *are*. That was great," I smile. "And just what I needed from my wife after so long."

"It's been way too long." 

"I think we should have a bit more food and crawl into bed," I say as I start kissing her neck.

"I'm not hungry." 

"Me neither. Let's go to bed," I whisper and pull her back toward our bedroom.

"Pick me up." 

"You think I'm just going to follow orders?" I ask as I pick her up and carry her to bed so I can yank off the rest of her clothes as I start kissing her hungrily. I've missed my wife so much.

"I follow orders all the time because I'm the wife." 

"I'll follow your orders any day of the week, Honeybee. You just tell me what you want."

"I want you laying here with me." Always. I hate it that he's away so much. 

"I know, Baby. But I can't do *that*."

"I know. I understand. Just... I cry with you not here." 
"Oh, Baby," I whisper softly and touch her face. It's so beautiful. "Honeybee... I don't want that."

"It's only for a while. Until you finish your training." 

"I'll be home for Thanksgiving," I say. "For two weeks."

"I know. And I'm sooo happy about that.' 

"But that's still two months away, so let's just enjoy *now*."

"Agreed," I tell him. 
I start kissing her more as I slip a hand between her legs to start fingering her. "I've missed you so much, Darcy. I can't even sleep, Honeybee."
"But you need your sleep." 

"I know I do, but... I'm used to having you with me, and the bed is so lonely."

"Me, too."

I kiss down her throat as I start rubbing on her clit and this is what I needed- a weekend alone with my *wife*.
A FEW WEEKS LATER

END OCTOBER 2009
I've been doing the therapy but today was HELL. 

It's quite painful. Not as painful as being shot, but... still painful. I don't feel like I'm making progress, just getting tortured for a few hours each week. 

She opens the door to our apartment and pushes me inside. I just want to go to BED. 

"Are you hungry? I could make you a snack."

"A little." 

"Well... I could make you some food- whatever you want."

He really looks like hell. I know these therapy sessions- it's like electroshock therapy almost followed by an hour or more of physical therapy- trying to reawaken his nerves and spine. He's only been at it for a few weeks now but he's seen no progress and the doctors say it might not happen for a few months- that's two treatments of this a week for two or more months.
"I'll help you in bed if you want."

It's also diminished our sex life since he's seen so tired and sore.

"I can get in bed myself," I say as she pushes me into the bedroom and heads back to the kitchen.

I just want to STOP the treatments. I can't... what's the point? 

"Well what do you want to eat?"

"Crackers." 

"Just crackers? I can make a sandwich or something?"

"That... could be good," I say as I weakly pull myself up on the bed. 
"Okay," I say. "You want me to help you? I could help you get out of your clothes or something."

"I got it." 

"Okay. I'll make you some lunch."

She leaves and I rub my arms. Today was horrible. 

I fall back against the bed. "When is my next appointment?" 

I make a sandwich and then I also make some soup- his favorite kinds. Then I get some juice for him and carry the tray in.
"When is the next appointment?" 

"Friday afternoon."

I sigh as I bite into the sandwich. "Great." 

"Jimmy," I whisper and touch his arm softly. "I know this is really tough on you."

"It's horrible." 

"I know. I watch and it looks horrible."

"I don't know if I want to keep doing it." 

"But... do you wanna give up the possibility of walking again?"

"I don't know." I'm frustrated, I'm tired. "I don't see any difference and it KILLS me, Ashley." 

"I know it really does. I see you- you look so tired. But it's only been a few weeks."

"I'm just... concerned. I don't... I could do all this and it could be for NOTHING." 
"You could see if maybe you could do it like... once a week?"

"Maybe." I just stare down at my foot. "What if... this is my life, Ash? The wheelchair forever?" 
I don't even have anything to say to that. I just sit down next to him and rest my head on his shoulder as I rest my hands on his.

"I don't want that for us." 

"So... we keep going for the therapy?"

I nod. 

"I'll be there for you every step of the way."

"I just don't know if I can do this. It gets harder and harder... I'm afraid it won't work." 
"Well... do as best you can. And... I don't know what to say here, Jimmy. I'll support whatever you want."

"I know that. But... I just want to make everything right and good in our lives and I can't." 
"Well why don't you try for a while longer and see if there's any progress and reassess in a few weeks."

"Okay... I'm gonna need a vacation after all this."

I mean... going to school, then doing these treatments, trying to do homework… it's too much. 

"Well... we could just... tell our families we wanna stay *here* for the Christmas vacation and not travel back, if you wanted- just a nice relaxing few weeks of *us*."
"No... it'll be nice to go home." 
"Okay. Well... I'm going to do anything you need tonight- you lay and rest."

"Lay here with me." 
"Absolutely," I smile and lay beside him after I sit the tray aside.
"You're beautiful, Ash." 
"And you're the most handsomest man *ever*, which is good since you're my husband."
"Even if I never walk again?" 

"Even if you never walk again," I nod.
I just hope I can be okay with ME if I never walk again. 

I lay my face on her shoulder.
A MONTH LATER

END NOVEMBER 2009
Spinner is home and I'm so happy- he got here late last night when I was already in bed and I woke up and we had sex, like we always do. 

But it's six am and I've got up to make breakfast, but instead I've been throwing up for the past five minutes into the toilet. This is disgusting. I hate vomiting- it makes me feel like I'm choking. 

This- on top of the panic attacks I've been having for the past two weeks- I feel like a nervous wreck. I spend every morning and sometimes the afternoon throwing up the last night's dinner. 

I kick the door shut with my foot. 

"Darcy?" I call out when I feel her not in bed with me as I slowly wake up.

"Yeah?" I manage to say. "I'll be out in a minute." 
"You okay?"
"I'm... I'm fine. Just... a little sick." 
"Well come back to bed!"

I rinse out my mouth and head back out. "I was gonna cook for you." 

"If you're under the weather, then I'm going pamper you, wifey," I say as I get up. I'm so glad to have the first three months of training done. And now I'm home for a month- then I go back in January.
I smile. "There's muffins you can heat up," I say as I follow him. 

I've been very quiet- even on our phone conversations lately but I don't know what to do or how to act. I knew- I don't know how I did, but I just knew- as soon as the throwing up started. But Spinner doesn't know yet because I don't have the balls to tell him.

I sit at the table and watch him, wrapping my black robe he brought me as a gift tighter around me. 

"I could make pancakes, if you prefer," I tell her as I start making coffee. It's become a staple in my life.

I still haven't figured her out yet though; she's *so* quiet.

I'm nervous. What if she doesn't wanna be married to me anymore or something? What if it's her job? I don't know what to think.

"Darcy? Are you okay?"

I look up quickly. "Huh? I'm... I'm fine. And muffins are good. Less work... quick... easy..."

Unlike my life and what is happening to me. 

"Are you sure? You just... seem quiet."
"Just tired I guess." I smile, distracted as I watch him make coffee. "I'm going to drink juice." 

"Well go back in and lay down. I'm here- your man is back, ready to do his manly duties."
I giggle as he kisses me. "Manly duties?" I tear my muffin in half. 

"Yeah, ya know... making love to the woman, cleaning gutters, doing dishes, pampering his woman."
"Good, because there's a lot of dishes to do." I hate the smell of coffee- it's driving me insane. It makes me so queasy. The only thing worse to smell is eggs. 

"Well I'll do them all, I promise. You want some eggs or French Toast?"

NOT EGGS. Anything BUT eggs. 

"I just want the muffin."
"Are you *sure* you're okay?" I ask. "You really don't... look so great."

"I'm lovely," I snap, pushing the coffee cup away from me. "Do you want me to make you something else?" 

"God *dammit*, Darcy. What the hell is *wrong*?"

"I need air." I push past him, heading out to stand on the porch as I lean on the door. He keeps pushing what's wrong and I'm still too nervous to say anything. 

"Fine. I'm going out," I tell her as I go back to our room. She's pissed over SOMEthing that I don't even know about so I'm gonna leave.
I don't THINK so!

I turn and stomp back to the bedroom. "Where?" 

"I don't know. I gotta do some shopping for Christmas presents."
"I don't want you to go. You SAID you were gonna stay here with me today!" 

"Well you don't wanna fuckin' talk to me or be with me and I gotta get Kendra a gift."
"I do want to be with you and don't say that word. I just..." Feel like I'm gonna be sick again. "There's just a lot going on with me." 

"Like *what*?" I ask. "I've been home for a couple days now and you've barely spoken to me."
I close my eyes, sitting down on the bed. "I'm going to have a baby." 

"Yeah, maybe in- *what*?!" I ask, realizing what she said.
I don't open my eyes but... "Yes. I've… known for two weeks." 

Oh my god. "Are you *serious*?! We're... you're pregnant?!"
"Yes. I'm... I had to go off the pill-" Well he knows all about that. "And I don't... and this happened." 
"This is incredible!" I say. Oh my GOD. I can't believe she's going to have a baby. *We* are going to have a baby! "Oh my *god*, Darcy!"
I open my eyes and look at him. "I'm... I'm kinda scared," I admit. 
"Well..." I say as I kneel in front of her. "Yeah, it's scary, but... we're going to have a little *baby*."
"I'm just..." scared and nervous about everything. "What if I'm not a good mom?" I look down at our hands and play with his fingers. "I don't feel like a grown up sometimes."
"But... I really think it'll be okay, Darcy." She doesn't look happy about a baby.
"I know it will be ok, I'm just nervous." I take his hands. "And you're not around much. Maybe I can... come visit you more often or something." 

"We're going to have a *baby*, Darcy. A little baby- a little Spinner."

"It could be a girl, you know," I grin, moving so I'm sorta sitting in his lap. 

"A little Darcy then- either way, I'm happy."

"Me, too." I press a kiss to his forehead. 

"Are you sure you're happy? I know it's not... the perfect *time* for this, but... it'll be okay."

"I am happy, Spinner. I've been... really stressed lately and I've felt like death." 
"Oh, Darcy- how come you haven't been *telling* me this stuff? I mean... I'm your husband, ya know?"

"I didn't want to tell you over the phone. It's a big thing." 

"I know it is," I nod and kiss her softly as I hold her. God- I'm gonna be a *father*. Am I really ready for that?

I guess I *have* to be.

"I haven't told my mom yet... I wanna wait on that." 
"But you have to tell her soon. She can *help* you- you need someone to support you, besides me."

"That's true. I'll tell her tomorrow... she can go the doctor with me." 
"I wanna go too. I'm here for a month- I wanna go to an appointment. Have you been to a doctor yet? Do you know for sure?"

"I took a test. It was really gross. I had to pee on this stick... but I knew anyway." 

"So you're sure?"

"Yes." I nod. "I'm sure. But the doctor will give me... vitamins and... stuff."

I don't exactly know what the doctor will do, because I don't really know anything about being pregnant. 

"This is... *so* amazing," I say and kiss her softly. "I mean... a little *person*- we created a little person."

"A very little person," I laugh. 
"Well right now, yeah, a very little one. But... wow..." I smile and kiss her softly. "I love you."

"I love you too. I could... go make the appointment now."

"Yeah, let's do it. Maybe they'll do an ultrasound and we could *see* the baby. God, you must be a month or so in, right? Six weeks?"
"I'm not sure…" I admit. 

"I'm sure they'll tell us. I... I think we should celebrate today!"

"Celebrate how?" 

"I don't know," I shrug. "Go out for lunch or shopping or something."

"Shopping!" I jump up, grabbing his arm. "Let's go!" 

"You're a silly girl," I laugh.

"Hey, we never shop. I want to take advantage of the opportunity." 

"Okay, okay- shopping then will be fun for you, maybe not for me though."
"We can go shopping for some sexy stuff that you will like." 

"Mmm... sexy stuff, you *know* I love," I laugh as I press her up against the wall and kiss her.

"Yes," I say breathily, finally pushing him away. "Shopping."
"Nooo... I think we should have some sex."
"Shopping." 

"But... please?"

"Ok," I laugh. "Then we have to go." 

YES!

I sweep her up off her feet and carry her over to the couch. I sit down and hold her in my lap as I start kissing her and pulling her clothes off. She just hasn't felt so normal the past couple days since I got home because she was worried about the baby and stuff. But I kiss her hungrily and it feels normal now.
A FEW WEEKS LATER

MID DECEMBER 2009
I did go the doctor and I am pregnant. He gave me vitamins and pamphlets on eating well and whatnot, which is HILARIOUS since everything I eat, I throw up. I'm always hungry but I can't keep anything down. 

I told my mom and she bought us all baby stuff for Christmas, which is fine by me. 

"I think we need to buy a white crib. It'll be cute." 

"I think that would be cute. Thank god we got a two bedroom, huh?"
"I know. I didn't know we would need it when we originally got it." 

"Not so soon. But... I'm happy," I smile and kiss her. "And this morning was nice, huh? Christmas with your family."
"Yeah, and all the baby stuff too. The clothes my mom gave us..." 
"My dad's happy to become a grandpa too."
"I know. Your mom wasn't exactly overjoyed, though." 
"My mom's a bitch," I shrug.

"Don't swear," I smile as I pick up a little yellow dress. 

"This is so tiny." 

"But what if it's not a girl? No boy of mine is wearing a yellow dress," I laugh as I slip my hands around her waist.
"I think it's a boy."
"Yeah? Really? You think it's a boy?"

"Yes. A boy named Gavin." 

"What would we call him though?"

"By his middle name." 

"And that will be?"

"Something from the Bible, maybe. I don't really care as long as it's cute." 

"Gavin Jesus," I smile.
I just smile, straddling his hips. "I can cook you dinner and serve it to you in bed as your Christmas present." 

"Mmm... I really like that," I smile.
"What do you want?" I ask, wrapping my robe around myself as I head into the kitchen. "I want ham and potatoes." 

"I want my wife," I say as I lay back on the couch. "I really want my lovely wife- I don't care what else. Ham and potatoes works. I think we should eat and then spend the rest of the night making love."

"No, I'll spend the rest of the night vomiting up ham," I laugh as I turn on the stove. "I never thought it was possible to get sick this often." 

"Are they crackers or chips helping?" Someone told her to eat salt and vinegar chips- I don't know if she's tried it.

"Nothing helps. It's God's way of punishing me," I smirk as I pour juice for us. 

"God isn't punishing you, Darcy. You're just pregnant."

"I was just joking."
"If anything, we're being *blessed*."

"I know." I smile. "We're so lucky." 

"So you think you'll just puke up ham? Why did you say you wanted it? I can go out and see if I can *get* something for you."

"I puke up everything, Spin. I want ham."
"Okay. Well I'll help," I say as I get up.

"I don't need help, Babe. I got it."
"Well maybe I *want* to help my wife."
"Then come here." He comes in the kitchen and wraps his arms around me. "I love you." 

"I love you too, Honeybee," I whisper and kiss her neck softly as I stand behind her. "So much you have no idea." I place my hands over her abdomen. "And now you're pregnant with our child? That's just amazing to me."
"To me too. I just... want to be the best Mom I can be." 

"I know you will be," I tell her and hold her against me. "I know it because you're so caring. You're the most loving and amazing person I've ever known."
"Promise?" I kiss his neck as we just stand here in the kitchen. 

"I have complete faith in you, Darcy. You're the most compassionate wonderful person that I *could* ever know. Our children will be truly blessed to have you as a mother."

I kiss him again. "Thank you."
"Thank *you* for being my wife."

"You don't gotta thank me for that." 
"No. I thank God for it."
"That's right." I pull away. "So... cooking." 

"Cooking is right.  I'm hungry."

And could my husband be any more perfect? He's gonna be an amazing father.
A MONTH LATER

MID JANUARY 2009
We've kept going with the treatments and I'm sorta hopeful, but nothing has happened. 

But I've been working HARD this week. So hard. I just... feel like I should. 

I stare at the bars in front of me that I'm supposed to lift myself up to walk with. 

I move forward a little, pushing myself up out of the wheelchair. Ok. I got this so far. I grab a hold of the bars and... I'm standing. 

I take a deep breath and place one foot forward and... I'm walking. For the first time in SO long. 

Here we are at another session. He still hasn't seen a ton of progress- a few toe flicks but nothing substantial. Still they are starting to get him up on the bars where he holds himself up and the therapist helps him move his legs. He goes home and his arms and whole body hurt from holding himself up but he still wants to try. So here we are.

I look up from the book that I brought to read during one of his therapy sessions and- oh my god. Did he just move his foot?!

"Good!" the therapist says. "Try another step," she says and I see his other foot move before he falls backwards and she catches him.

"Oh my god!" I squeal and run over to them.
I laugh as she grabs me. "So it was one step." 

But my first step in years?! That I might be able to walk again? That I just did?! 

I kiss him softly as he sort of sits/leans against the therapist.

"Do you wanna try another step or do your arms hurt?"
"My arms hurt but I can try another." 

"Try one more," she says and I stand next to him as he gets himself up on his feet again.

I try again and manage to take a tiny step forward. And now I'm COMPLETEly exhausted.

He falls back completely limp. His arms can only hold him up for just so long.

"Well this was a *great* step, Jimmy. No pun intended. This was incredible. We wanna beef up your leg stretches and whatnot more. We need to start working on the leg strength as much as we can."
"Ok," I nod, letting Ash help me back into my chair. 

Finally- progress! 

I help him get back into the chair and his arms must be dead. I'll push him home later.

"Is there anything I can do?" I ask her. "I mean... he only has therapy twice a week. Can I help him stretching or anything?"

"Well I'd like to bump up the therapy to three times a week if you want, Jimmy," she smiles. "I only want to have you on your feet once a week- the other two sessions I want to work on strength. But you can help stretch his legs like you see me do. Or if you want to help him stand for a minute each day- so he can try balancing. You want to stand in front of him when he's on the bed or a tall stool and see if he can get himself up using your arms, but then stand on his own for a minute."
Oh, fun. Sounds like a good way to break my neck. 

I just look up at Ash.

"Whatever he wants," I nod.
We agree to meet with her later and Ash pushes me out. 

"I'm just fuckin' glad something finally happened." 

"That's so amazing, Jimmy!" I smile. "I mean... that's incredible, right?"

"Yeah. I was honestly beginning to think I'd never walk again and then it happened." 

"I can't believe this. I still can't. I mean... I was beginning to think the same thing."
"Show's we were wrong, I guess," I squeeze her hand lightly. 

"I suppose. That was incredible. I mean... you *walked*!"
"I know. I haven't... I haven't known what that has felt like in years." 
"We need to celebrate. I'll make you something yummy for dinner."
"Like what, Babe?" 
"Whatever you want, Jimmy. You're the patient."

"How about that chicken and rolls we have in the kitchen?" 
"Ooo... that sounds really good. I can make that. I can make some potatoes and a salad too."

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

"Sounds really good, Jimmy. See? We needa get you tres healthy food so you'll get stronger."

"I know, I know. I'm trying to get stronger anyway." 

"Well you'll succeed. I know it."

"I hope so, Ash. This is everything we wanted." 

"Well it's still going to be a *long* recovery for you though. I mean... it's not like you'll be walking in a month."

I sigh. "But I wish I was." 

"I know. But it *will* happen, I think."
"I'll still have to use a cane, though, they say." 

"Even in a walker... but they also said you wouldn't be able to walk, Jimmy. It's possible one day- when you've regained your strength... maybe without even a cane."

"But what if not? I mean... that means no basketball with the kids." 

"Jimmy, you can still play basketball with the and you'll still whip their asses."

"Plus a father that can't walk... I can always threaten to hit them with my cane." 

"That's true," I laugh. "But the kids will just *love* you. No matter what," I say as I push him into the elevator.
"I'm kinda glad we're waiting to have kids, though. That way I will be able to walk a little more instead of now."
"Yeah, I need a guy that will be able to go to the store and get me gross stuff to eat," I giggle.
"Can't wait for that."
"I can," I nod. "I do want to be a mom but I like what we have right now, don't you? I like being us- being married and in love."

I do miss the sex. Since he's been doing the therapy so much we're down to once a week maybe from the maybe five or six times a week we *had* been doing it.

"I like not having huge responsibilities."

"Me, too. I think kids will be great once we have stable jobs and aren't living off my parents."
"Absolutely- though it is *really* fun and cheap living off the parents."

"I know, but I doubt the parents are gonna let us do it forever." 

"That's true- but we'll mooch as much as we can, right?"
"Right. Because it's cheap and our parents are easily persuaded." 

"Well we're good liars," I smile as I push him into the apartment and over to the couch. "How you feelin'?"

"Exhausted. I just... you never realize how much work it's gonna be." 
"Well... I wanna do a little cleaning and then I'll make dinner. Why don't you go lay down for a bit? Take a nap? I'll come wake you when it's ready?"

"You sure you don't need help?" 
"I'm sure. You need rest," I nod and kiss him softly. "You want help?"
"Nah, I got it. I'ma just... lay for a while." 
"Okay. I love you," I smile and kiss his forehead.

"I love you too, Baby."

I can't believe I finally WALKED today 

He heads off and I go into the kitchen. I need to do the dishes first and then I'll make dinner.
MEANWHILE
Well... I'm on my way home for the weekend. I really *need* a good weekend. I've been seeing and doing a *lot* of stuff lately- more training. It's just taking a toll. I wanna be OUT there already.

I park and head into the apartment. "Darce?"

Thank God he's finally here. I have been SO depressed and lonely lately. The doctor said feeling sad or moody was normal but I don't think so- most women don't have a husband that's gone all the time. 

"Spin?" I crawl off the couch.
"I'm back," I smile as I walk in.

I hurry toward him and jump into his arms. "Baby..."
"Hey," I say as I grab her and hug her tightly, but not too tightly because I don't want to hurt the baby.

"I've missed you." 

"I missed you too. *So* much, Honeybee. God, I love you. I'm so glad I've got a three day weekend!"

"Yeah," I sigh as I take his hands. "That's not so long." 
"I know, but it's the only time I could get," I say as I pull her over to the couch and into my arms. "So... c'mon... sit with me."

I lay against him, shifting so I can pull the blanket around us. 

"So tell me, how are you? How's the baby since I talked to you yesterday?"

God it's *killing* me not being here and I've talked to my supervisors to see if I could stop the program and come back next year when she's not pregnant, but then the baby will be older and I'll want to be with her too. And they said I'd have to do the whole program over.

So I can't walk away and it kills me to know I'm missing crucial stuff here with our first child.
"It's the same. We missed you." 


"Yeah?" I ask as I rub her stomach gently. "Has he kicked yet?"

"Yeah, a little." I move so I can have my legs in his lap. 
"Really? And I missed it?" I groan. "I *hate* this!"

"But you'll be here all weekend to feel." 

"I know, but I'm missing everything. A husband should *be* here for his wife when she's carrying their first child."
"I wish you were," I admit. "But it's ok." 

"I tried working it out to wait until next year to finish the program, but it won't work out at all."
"I just... it's so weird here without you. With my mom taking me to doctor's appointments." 

"I know, Darce," I sigh. "Maybe I should just... quit the program and be a security guard."

"No, no. You need to do this- it's your calling." 

"But my family is also important to me. My wife feeling supported and taken care of is important."
"I know I'm taken care of." 

"Yeah, well... I don't know, Darcy. I just wish I knew what I'm supposed to do here."
He sounds irritated and I slide out of his lap, standing up. "Nothing. We just keep doing what we're doing." 

"But I wanna do right by my family," I say as I rest my head back on the couch. I wish I knew what the right decision is for us. I could stop the training and just be a paramedic or something... I'm not sure.

"And we need you to finish your training so you can get a job." 

"I know. It's just not that simple now, Darcy."

"I *know* that." 

"Are you mad at me for something?" She just seems short with me and it's not like she can be mad at me for being away- it's for a JOB.

"No, I'm not mad. Do you want dinner? I cooked." 

"I'd love some dinner. What did you make?"

"Roast beef and bread and corn." 

"Mmm... that sounds awesome."

"I have cake too... Mom bought it for us." 
"Oh that's good too," I nod. "So did you make another list of things for me to do this weekend?"

I always tell her to make a list of things she needs done around the house or her errands- it's the least I can do.
"No," I admit. "I haven't... I forget with work and all. I think I did start the list but I didn't finish." 

"Well you can make it while I do the dishes after dinner."

"I can do the dishes," I say as I make his plate. 
"No. I will do the dishes, Darcy. Why do you always argue with me on this?" I laugh.

"Because I'm used to doing the dishes and I can handle it." I sit down beside him and pour salt on my corn. 

"Well no. I say no," I insist. I always tell her I'll do the dishes and cleaning while I'm here and she always puts up a stink about it.

"But you can help me vacuum tomorrow, since this house needs to be cleaned. And you can help me put together the crib in the baby's room. I couldn't get it together." 

"Make me a list right now," I say. "Tell me what shopping needs to be done and I'll do all the laundry too."

"We just need some groceries." 

I pull out the grocery list.
"Okay," I smile and kiss her hand. "So how is your mom and Claire? Is she getting more excited about being an aunt?"

"Claire is fine. She's excited and she's bought some baby toys for him." 

"I'm excited too. I wanna look for a little baby cop outfit for him."

I giggle. "That'll look silly." 

"But darn cute though. C'mon... little Spinner in a cop outfit on his daddy's shoulder? Keeping the streets of Toronto safe?"

"I think he'll be going to work with me a lot more often than you, Spin."
"Well he'll come with me sometimes," I nod. If it's a he. We still don't know but I think it is.

"We still have five months to pick out names." Since neither of us have any clue what we're gonna call him. 

"Lil' Spin. It's his rapper name."

"You're silly." I push my plate away. If I eat anymore I'm gonna vomit. "Do you want cake, Baby?"

It's so weird having him here. For weeks I've been staying every night alone. 

"I'd rather have me some Darcy with frosting," I tell her honestly. God I miss her terribly and as soon as I get home every weekend, I just wanna fuck her like crazy because then I have to go three weeks without it.
"You mean... have sex?" 
"Of course," I nod. "What else would I mean with my sexy intonation and longing stares at my wife?" I smirk as I get up from the table to start clearing it.
"But… we can't do that." I look up at him. "The baby isn't pea sized anymore."
"So?"
"So it can't be safe." 

"It *is*," I say. "Everyone does it."
"The doctor didn't tell me it was, though."
"That's because you can read all the books about it- it's all safe."

"I don't know," I hesitate. 
"But... I *swear* it's okay, Darcy. Call a doctor now and ask."

"I can't call him in the middle of the night and ask THAT!" 

"Why not? It's not the middle of the night though."

"Well it's late. And I don't... want to call and ask him that."
"Call 911."

"No," I snap. Besides I don't... I feel so fat lately ever since I started gaining weight. I don't really feel like having sex. 

But he has went and dragged out the book on pregnancy and has found the section on sex. "Fine, you're right."
"I know I am. We can totally have sex," I say as I kiss her softly. "I'll do the dishes and then we can crawl into the tub."
"Ok." 

"That sound good?" I ask as I slip my hands around her and pull her against me. "I'll wash your hair and give you a rub down?"
I just nod and he kisses me, pushing me lightly toward the bathroom. 
I take a deep breath and go turn on the bathtub, taking off my clothes as I slide in.
As soon as I've done the dishes, I head to the bathroom. I strip down too and slide in behind her.

I slide against the side of the tub as he touches my neck. "It... feels nice." 

"Yeaaaah," I nod. "Being close with my *wife*." I slip my hands over her body- down her neck a little and I massage her back gently too.
"I like you being close to me." God, I sound so stupid. I just close my eyes. 

"Yeaaaah," I nod and kiss her neck softly as I rub her arms and sides.

I stiffen up a little when I feel his lips on me. I just... don't know if I can do this. 
"Here, let's lean back a little more, okay? We'll get your hair wet?"
"Oh... ok." I nod as he helps me dip my hair in the water. "I have too much hair." 
"No, I think it's beautiful," I tell her honestly. I slide in a bit more so we're more half laying-half sitting. Then I'm able to slide my hands down over her arms and over her chest too, massaging as I touch her. She's so beautiful, I can't stand it. I still think she's the most attractive woman I'll ever see.
I slide away just a tiny bit so I can kiss him. I don't mind him touching my boobs it's just... anywhere else I'm not loving the idea of. 

"I'm glad someone does." 

"Someone thinks you're incredibly beautiful," I tell her and kiss her back softly. "Now lay back my wife as I pamper you."

"What are you gonna do?" I lay back against the side of the tub. I'm glad we found a big one. 

"I'm gonna wash you from head to toe and *then* I'm going to sweep you up into a towel and carry you to bed and make love to you for hours."

"I..." I start to protest but it feels nice- him washing my hair. I've always liked that. 

Spinner is a really sweet person. I think he does make an amazing husband- he's a relationship type of guy.
I get her hair wet and shampoo it, massaging her scalp too. I use the little wand thing in the shower to rinse her off before taking the bar of soap and running it over her silky skin. God, my wife turns me on. She's so perfect.
"Mmm," I groan, sitting up a little. 

"You're the most beautiful woman in the world, Darce," I whisper as I kiss her neck softly. I slide the soap down over her boobs and down over her stomach too.
"I don't feel like it." 

"Why? Because of the baby?" I ask as I slide the soap down to clean her thighs and between.
I nod a little, watching him. 

"But that hasn't changed anything," I say. "You're still gorgeous."
"I don't feel gorgeous. I feel fat and... gross." 
"You're just barely even *with* a baby bump."
"So?" He doesn't get it. 

"So you don't feel any different," I smile and turn her head so I can start kissing her as I run my hands over her body to rinse the soap away.
At least in the tub I don't feel ugly because the water is hiding me. I just pull him closer to me.
I slip a hand between her legs once she's rinsed off. "You are *so* sexy and sweet and loving and *gorgeous*. There isn't even a *word* to describe how amazing you are, Honeybee," I whisper and kiss the side of her head gently. "I've missed my honey pot."
"Your honey pot?" I can't resist giggling. 
"Yeaaah, *this*," I say as I slip a finger inside her.
"You call my vagina a honey pot?" I laugh as he slides his fingers into me. 

"Well it is really sweet and sticky."
"I guess so."
"What?" I ask as I kiss her neck. "That's crazy- you're beautiful as is your vagina."
"No, I'm not," I mutter as he kisses my neck and I wrap my legs around his.
She's not really responding at *all* to me here- not like she normally would and I'm freaking out here. I pull my hand away from her and just hold her? My wife doesn't wanna have sex with me? Is that what this is?
He pulls away and stares at me and I feel my face heat up. 

"What?" 

"Nothing," I shrug. "Why don't we get out? You're all clean. You can curl up in bed or on the couch while I shower and we can watch a movie or something. Okay?"
"You're mad at me," I realize. "I... Spinner... it's not... I don't know what's wrong with me." 
"I'm not mad," I say and kiss her forehead. "Just go get dried off while I get cleaned up and we'll watch a movie- you pick one. We've got that cake to eat too, right?"
"Right." I nod as I slide out, grabbing a towel. 

How the hell is it that my wife doesn't wanna fuck me after I was away for like three weeks?!

I don't get that. I really don't see how she can't be crawling out of her skin, horny. Isn't that what the books say? That women get horny in the middle of their pregnancy? I mean... I washed her hair and gave her a massage and she doesn't even wanna help *me* out?

Whatever. We'll just watch a movie. That's fun, right?
I know he's mad at me and I don't even go get the cake. I just get into bed so I could cry.

I don't mean to be like this. He's been gone and I just feel... I don't know what I feel. I just feel sad inside and I don't want to be touched. 

I cry, wiping my tears with my hand.
I get dried off and get a clean pair of sweatpants on before heading out to the couch. She's not here. Maybe she's just napping or something? I don't wanna disturb her so I get a beer and flop down on the couch to watch some sports.
He doesn't come to the bedroom and after a while, I get up and head to the living room. 

"You... don't want to sleep in there with me?" I sniff, looking at him. 

"Oh *hey*," I say as I look up and mute the TV. She's been *cry*ing?! "Darce... what's *wrong*, Baby? Why are you crying?" I take her hand and pull her to the couch next to me.
I push my hair out of my face as I sniff. "I didn't... want you to be mad, Spin. I don't want to hurt you. I just... don't feel right." 

"I'm not mad, Baby. I wasn't avoiding you. I thought you went in there and fell asleep so I figured I'd let you rest. I was just watching some TV is all."
"Oh."
"I didn't mean to make you upset, Honeybee. I'm sorry. Will you sit with me?"
I move so I'm sitting in his lap. "I'm sorry I got upset." 

"It's okay," I say and wrap my arms around her and pull a blanket over us. "Here... I was just watching a couple games, but do you wanna watch a movie or something?"

"No... we'll watch this." 
"Okay," I say and relax with her as we watch the game for a bit, but... "Is there anything I can do? To make you feel better?"
"No. Just… I just love that you're finally here with me again." 

"For a few days," I say. "I wish I could be here more for you. I know it's hard."

"I'm gonna be fine," I tell him. "It's not... guess it's hard to believe I have you for a few days." 

"Are you sure? I'll do the crib tomorrow for you, okay?"
"Okay." I kiss him softly. "I love you, Spin." 

"I love you too, so much."
A MONTH AND A HALF LATER

MID MARCH 2009
Well... I'm FINALLY heading home for my last two week break before my last three months of training. After this? I'll be a rookie cop and I can take classes through the Academy for free. I can get a low paying job but most importantly, I'll be home.

I haven't been home in like four weeks- a MONTH or maybe even more since that last weekend.

It's been so busy with tests and things like that. I'm happy to finally be walking in the door.

I'm really worried about Darcy because she hasn't been calling me or writing as much.

"Darce?"

I'm just... in the kitchen peeling potatoes for dinner. 

He's HOME? It feels like it's been years since he's been here. I just... I was so happy to have him here and when he leaves it hurts so bad. 

I know I'm not dealing with him being gone very well. I'm trying... it's just SO hard. 

I have never felt this lost and confused and scared in my life. 

"Spin?" 

"Hey!" I say as I run in. I mean... she's never even happy when I *do* call or come home. I did come home for an evening a couple weeks ago and left really early the next day to go back, but...

"Hi." I smile as he comes over and kisses me. "You're just in time for dinner."

He is never here- last time it was just a few hours.

I don't know why I miss him so much but I do. 

"Okay," I nod and touch her swollen belly. She's definitely popping out- not a ton yet but definitely a couple inches or so. "How is Mommy and baby?"
"We're fine," I say. "I got him some new clothes yesterday." 

"Do you know it's a him? Or the ultrasound is next week, right?"
"Next week." I nod. "But we've bought all this boy stuff so..." 
"I really think it is. Don't you?" I ask and kiss her forehead. "How are you?"
I just shrug at his second question. "I know it's a boy." I stand up, adjusting my dress. "I have a plate for you." 

I bring the plates to the table and sit with him. 

But I don't bow my head to pray, I just start eating. 

She's just *so* strange right now- like... very weird acting. She didn't pray?

She's barely even looking at me.

"So how's work?"
"Having to work with depressed couples all day is hardly fun. I just give them Bible verses constantly, like the Bible is going to be of any help." 

The Bible? She's dissing the Bible?!

"And Claire?"
I smile. "Claire's been great. She comes over sometimes and hangs out with me for a while." 

"Well that's good. What kind of stuff have you been doing after work?"

"Shopping sometimes or just… mostly I sit around here... watch TV."
"I thought you were going out with friends or something. Darce, I'm really worried about you. You barely seem to wanna talk to me when I call... you're barely looking at me today. I'm worried."

"I don't want to hang out with my friends. I don't have that many and all of them want to sit around and talk about Jesus all the time." 

"That's not the Darcy I met," I tell her as I eat a bit. She just looks... she looks so horribly unhappy and this... this should be a HAPPY time in her life- it's her first child. She's married and... I'm making my wife miserable.

"I don't want to sit around and talk about God all the time. I have to all day at work and right now, I don't feel connected to God. I don't think he listens and it's like talking to air. If I go hang out with Kim she just talks about how Jesus is working magic on her toddler."
"Darce..." I sigh softly. "I'm sorry."
"About what?" 

"That I've made you so unhappy."

"You haven't made me unhappy," I say, confused.
"Yeah, I really have. You're so... you look so sad and unhappy and it's because of me."

"No, it's just... how I feel Spinner. I don't know why, I just do. I love you and the baby but I can't help it, I feel sad." I'm crying now and I carry the plate to the sink.
"Oh, Darcy," I whisper and get up and pull her into my arms. "It's okay, Honeybee. I... I'm going to fix this, okay? I'm going to fix it. You'll... you're gonna be happy."

I'm going to call my superiors tomorrow and quit the program. I can't let her feel like this and be like this- it's not right. It's not fair. I don't want my wife miserable.

I pull away, looking at him. "You..." I can read Spinner like a book. He's my soul mate and I can tell things- "You're NOT going to quit, Spinner. I'll move out before I let you do that." 

"You'll do no such thing," I tell her. "I'm going to make this better. You deserve to be happy- this is our first baby. We should both be happy."
"You're not going to quit. I don't WANT that." 
"I'm going to do what I need to do to take care of my wife."
"But you're not gonna do that. I'm your wife and we're supposed to make these decisions together." 

"And the decision is made, Darcy."

"But I don't agree with it!" 

"Darcy, you're miserable. You're... this should be a happy time and you're not even feeling God anymore? That's not right."

"I don't want you to quit. I don't think it's the right thing to do." 

"I'll find something else. I'll be a security guard or something. My wife and child are my priority right now, Darcy."
"And you're not gonna quit, I don't want that," I tell him, following him to our bedroom.

I can't let him do this. This is his dream. 

"Listen... we'll figure something else out."
"No. This is the only solution, Baby, and I'm okay with that."

"No, it's not. We have to think. I don't want you to quit. I just... need something." 

"Like what?"

I sit down slowly on the bed. "I... I don't know. Maybe I need to get out of the house more... or start going to church again." 

"You need your husband."

"No... I mean, I do," I say at his look. "I just don't think you should quit. At all. This is a me problem, not something you've done." 

"It's an *us* problem and I'll fix it tomorrow."

"No," I tell him sternly. "You're not gonna do that." 

"Fine," I sigh. "We'll think of something else."

It'll be after I've already quit, but... I don't wanna argue with her tonight.

"We'll... find another way or something. For now, I just wanna curl up with my wife."

I'd rather make love to my wife, but I doubt that'll happen.
I frown. What's with THIS?

"So you don't want to have sex." 

"No, it's fine," I smile and kiss her forehead. "We'll curl up and watch a movie or we could look through the baby name book."

"But I want to have sex," I say, upset. Does he not want me anymore now? 

Oh my god! "Are you serious?!" I practically jump up, giddy.

"Help me out of my dress." I turn so he can unzip it. 

I get it off SOO quickly before sort of tossing her gently onto the bed.

I giggle for the first time in weeks because he's funny. He's so funny when he's excited. 

I pounce on top of her, gently of course, and start kissing her as my hands run over her greedily. It's been so long! I'm so excited! I get to have sex!
I want to tell him he's kissing me so hard I can barely breathe but maybe that's a good thing- to not think for a while. 

I pull at his pants 

I get off my shirt and we both get my pants off so I can lay over her and kiss her madly.
"Heavy," I remind him, pushing him off of me a little.
I hold myself up with my hands and kiss her more. "God, I love you so much," I whisper.

"I love you too, Spin." 

I start kissing down her throat to her nipples, because I know she *loves* that and let's face it- it's kinda hot how she whimpers and squirms around as I touch her and kiss her all over.
At least we don't have to mess with birth control now, it's a little late in the game for that. 

He pushes inside me and I move a little, wrapping my legs around his waist. It's been a while since we've had sex. 

I kiss her more as I finally get inside my wife. I'm SOO happy! I just hope *she* is happy, so I go slow to make sure she's okay.
He's going too slow for me. I grab his hips and pull him to me harder. 

"Relax," I laugh as I kiss her more and push into her harder.

"Well stop being girly," I tease.
"I'm not being *girly*," I pout.

"I want you to fuck me, stop messing around." 

HOLY SHIT! "You just swore!"
"I know and it felt bad. Just... harder." 

"It *does* feel bad- very very bad," I say as I start moving faster, pushing deeper. God it feels incredible. "I just... didn't wanna... hurt you."
"Hurt me a little," I beg, scratching at his skin. 

Okay then. I shove into her even harder.

I *scream* when he twists a little to the side and it makes me come. Oh my freakin' LORD. 

Oh now *that* gives me confidence. I LOVE making my girl squeal and scream and I keep fucking her a bit harder.

God he is just going and going and now I'm sorta sore and tired but I just hold onto him tightly. 

I keep moving and kissing her until I come.
I feel him come and I open my eyes, kissing his forehead. 


I kiss her a little before laying beside her.
We're both quiet. "Are you asleep?" 
"No, Baby," I laugh a little. "I'm just... enjoying that post-sex happy."
I turn a little so I can look at him. "I'm kinda tired." 

"Yeah? Well that's... to be expected. I'm not- I'm kinda wired right now. So why don't you sleep and I'm gonna do a little cleaning."
I hesitate and touch his arm. "Will you bring me my Bible?" 

"Absolutely, Darcy," I nod and get up and grab it from her dresser. "Do you... want me to read to you?"
I nod as he sits with me and I lay my head on his lap. 

I run my fingers through her hair as I read one of her favorite passages to her until she's fast asleep.

Then I get up carefully and do the dishes and clean the bathroom from top to bottom until I fall into bed myself. I will call tomorrow and quit the academy. My family is much more important to me.
THE NEXT DAY

Well she's still sleeping. I think she really needs it.

So I get up and immediately call only I end up having to leave a message for my advisor and I tell him that my wife is pregnant and I just can't be away from her and that I'm sorry, I'm resigning and giving up my slot in the program. I tell him perhaps I'll return in a couple years, but I'll find some other job and thank him because he's been *so* supportive of me and he's been a great mentor. Then I hang up and I'm sad to leave because for the first time in my life I was actually excelling at something, I think, and being taken seriously.

But Darcy and my child are the top priority. Then I get the paper and make her some pancakes before sitting to start going through the help wanted section. I'll be running Squatchwear of course, but I need more income than that right now.
I finally get up and wrap my robe around me before heading to the kitchen. 

"You're up early." I smile as I sit beside him. "What are you doing?" 
"Looking for a job," I say. "There are a few potential good things."

"Looking... Spinner." I stare at him. "You didn't quit the academy, did you?" 
"Yeah, I left a message with my advisor a bit ago because it didn't get through to his phone."

"Are you crazy?! Call him back right now and tell him you didn't mean it!" 

"I did mean it, Darcy," I tell her. "When we got married, I told you I'd do anything to ensure your happiness, so that's what I did."

"This is not RIGHT! This is your dream and you're not gonna give it up. It's a good job to have- for you. For all of us." 

"And I can reapply in a couple years, Darcy. It's no big deal. I've got the shirt thing and I'll get a job working security or something. It's not a big deal. *This*," I say as I touch her stomach. "*This* is a big deal. This little baby inside my *wife*- *that* is what's important. I'm not... I'm not my *mother*, okay? I can't just throw away my family."
"You're not throwing us away. Baby... I love that you care so much about us. But I need you to finish school. I need to know you have a steady, good job, because I don't. Spin... I'm working in the basement of a church. I don't even know if I'm gonna go back for a year or so after the baby is born." 

"Look," I say and pull her into my lap at the table and stick a bite of pancake in her mouth. "I *will* have a steady and secure job, okay? I'm a work horse. I promised to take care of you when we got married and I will."

"I want you to call him back. I won't let you leave that. I'll move out first." 

"Darcy, this... is my decision, okay? It's my education."

"It's my decision too, Spin. And I want you to go back. I want this for you." 

"I'm sorry. I can't do that," I say honestly. "I need to take care of my family and to do that, I need to be here."
"I can take care of me and the baby." 

"With me," I smile and kiss her softly.

"I'm taking parenting classes, Spinner. I'm going to... I know what to do, ok? So you can go to school and I'll take care of the baby." 

"No," I say. "And that's final, Darcy. I... I just need you to trust me on this, okay?"
"You're making a mistake because of me. And I thought we were gonna make decisions together." 

"And we will. But this is something I need to do. I'm sorry."

"Spinner, you CAN'T!" 

Dammit. "It's *done*. Please let this fuckin' GO."

I stand up. "Fine." 

"*Thank* you."

I just look at him for a long moment. "Is that what you REALLY want? Deep in your heart?" 

"Yes," I answer without hesitation. "My family comes first, Darcy. *Al*ways."
I nod. "Do you want some coffee? I can make some..." 

"You're only on decaff," I remind her. "There's a couple jobs I'm going to apply for today, I think."

"I don't drink it anymore, anyway. It makes me vomit." I pour him a cup and bring it to him. "Well you can go while I'm at work today." 

"You work on Saturdays?"

"Sometimes. I help in the soup kitchen." 

"Yeah? That's good. Okay, I gotta hop in the shower and then I'll drive you to work?" I ask and kiss her softly. "Have some pancakes, okay?"
"Ok," I say softly as he heads off. 

I feel terrible- that he's giving up his job for me. It doesn't feel right and I don't like it. 

I hear him in the shower and his phone starts ringing.

I jump up and run over to grab it. "Hello, Gavin Mason's phone." 

"Is Cadet Mason there? This is his superior officer."

"Oh um... can I take a message for him? I'm his wife." 

"Well I just got his message about his resignation from the program."

"Yes..." 

"I guess I was just calling to see if things were okay. He indicated that you were having problems with the pregnancy. I suppose I just don't want someone with Gavin's potential to drop out of the program so close to its completion."

Problems?! I don't have problems. 

"Actually Officer, I... it's just hard being alone here and pregnant all the time. It's been hard for me. But I begged him this morning not to drop out of it. I know he loves it." 

"I know it's been hard on him as well but I really don't think it's a wise move for him to quit with only three months left."

"That's what I keep telling him. I don't want him to drop out of it." 

"So what can we do? I really don't want to lose one of my top students, if not *the* top student in the program."

"I'm not sure. He insists on being here with me. I have begged him to go back..." 

"What if... he came home every weekend? If he gave me a couple extra hours each *night*, I could ease up on his weekend training."
"I'll talk to him about it. That sounds wonderful to me." 

"Talk to him and see. I suppose the other thing would be to move you *here* for a few months..."
"I... I don't know," I hesitate. "I have a job." 

"Well tell him what we talked about. I really don't want to lose him. I'll do whatever I can with bending the rules for your situation. Have him call me today?"

"Yes, thank you!" 

I hang up and I run into the bathroom. "Baby!" 

"Darcy!" I laugh as I walk to the bedroom naked and dripping a bit.
"Guess what?" I grin, nearly jumping up and down. "Your boss just called and said if you work a few extra hours during the week, you can come home every weekend! He said you were too *talented* to let go."
"What?" I ask. She talked to my *boss*?

I smile. "Isn't that great?" 

"I resigned."

"No, he said you can come home every weekend!" 

"What are you talking about, Darcy?" I ask as I dry myself off. "I'm confused."

I groan. "He said that if you come back and agree to work more and stuff, that you can come home to me every weekend. That way you don't gotta leave the program." 

"What? You answered my phone?" I don't know what to think. I just don't wanna do the wrong thing here.

"Yes." 
"So... what exactly did he say?"

"He said that he really really doesn't want you to quit. You can come home every weekend." 

That's... I don't know. It might help, right? "What do you think?"

"I think it's a great idea." 

"I... still think I should call him though."

"Ok." 

I kiss her softly as I pick some clothes. "Did you eat? When are you gonna be ready for work?"

"I'm ready in five minutes." 

"Okay. I'll get dressed quick and take you."

"Ok," I say as I get dressed. 

I grab the ads that I want to apply for too. I just don't know what to think. I have to call my advisor back once I drop her off."
A FEW DAYS LATER
I'm so EXCITED! We get to find out if it's a boy or girl today!

"You need help?" I ask as I open the car door for her. Granted, she's not *huge* but I want to offer.

I shoot him a glare. "What is that supposed to mean? I can do this." 

"I just thought I'd offer," I say. She's so snappy!

"Well I'm not that fat. I can get out," I say as I follow him in. 

"I just know your back was sort of hurting you."
"It does a little," I say as I fix the strap on my high heel shoes as he goes up to the receptionist. I just wear dresses now because I look outrageously fat in everything else 

"Maybe you shouldn't wear the heeled shoes then," I laugh softly.

"I have to because I'm wearing a dress."
"Well what if we found some nice sandals or something?"

"You know stiletto heels look sexy on me." 

"Well yeah, but I don't want you in pain though."

The nurse calls us back. "I don't know- I think the shoes are ok," I tell him as I sit on the table. 

"They're really pretty but... I don't want you hurting that's all I'm saying."

"I know." I nod as the doctor comes in.

"Good morning! How are you doing, Darcy?"
"I'm good, thank you." I smile. 

"How are you feeling? Is the baby moving?"

"Yes," I nod. "I feel ok, I guess. Tired." 

She smiles at me as Darcy lays back and puts her legs up so the doctor can check her. "Things look good here, but we're scheduled with an ultrasound, right?"

"Yes." I nod. "To find out what it is."
"Okay, well let's get started," she smiles and gets Darcy's dress up.
I hate doctor's appointments because they are so embarrassing. Having someone LOOK at me...

I glance at Spinner. 

I hold her hand as they get the goop on her stomach and she brings a picture up on the screen.

"Let's see, it looks like the baby looks really good."

I smile. "Good. What is it?" 

"Well... it's really strong. Heartbeat is great and so far, it looks like you'll be having a healthy baby boy."

OH my god! A BOY?! A little Spinner?!

"I knew it would be a boy," I tell him triumphantly, pinching his arm. 

"I'm so happy! This is amazing!"

She lets me sit up after a few minutes and he helps me off the table. "Now we just got to pick a freakin' name." 

"I'm going to give you some more information about your second trimester and what you can do to start preparing for your last few months," she explains as she prints pictures for us.

"I can't believe we're having a boy. I mean... I thought it was going to be, but..."

A *boy*. A son for me. My own son.

She hands me some more papers and I stare at it all. The last few months don't sound fun at ALL, but at least Spinner will be around more often. 

"This is so amazing," I smile and kiss her softly as she gets up.
"So maybe we should celebrate tonight." 

"Definitely. And we should do a little shopping!"

"Really?" I perk up. "Then let's go." 
"Yeah, we have a little money we can use, right?"

"A little." 

"So we should pick our little boy out a few nice things, right? Maybe some manly stuffed animals?"

I can't believe I'm going to have a son!
A COUPLE MONTHS LATER

MID MAY 2009
Well... our first year of college is FINALLY over.

I took my last exam yesterday and he just finished his last right now. I'm planning on taking a couple summer courses because we're not giving up this nice pad here- no way.

I'm cleaning it ALL very thoroughly right now. I wanna start the summer off right with a nice clean apartment.

Jimmy's therapy is even going really well. He's able to stand on his own for like a minute now. In therapy- he can take a few steps with little help from the bars before his legs or arms give out- but it's something for sure.
"Baby? Do you have to clean up everything right now?" She's been doing this ALL day 

"Yes, of course!"
I laugh. "Come here, Baby."

I'm so glad I've been taking tiny steps. I feel like I'm moving closer to walking with a cane. 

"What do you want?" I ask.

"A kiss. And I want to walk but..." 

"I think it'll happen for you one day, Jimmy. I really believe that now."

"Me, too. It's been a lot of work too."
"I know and it'll be more work, but... the end result will be worth it for you," I smile as I sit next to him to take a rest.
"I know, Babe." 

"So... you... feel like it?" I ask. I just... I miss having sex all the time but he's just been so tired and exhausted and sore.
"Maybe." I sweep her hair off her shoulder. 

"Maybe?" I ask and lean forward to kiss him softly. "How maybe?" It's been a week and a few days.
"I'm still kinda tired." 

"Okay," I nod and kiss him again. "I'm gonna finish the cleaning. I'm almost done with the kitchen. It's gonna be so clean, you can lick the counters."
"I'd rather lick you." 

"But you said you're tired."
"But I want some nookie first." 
"Yeah?" I ask softly. "Are you sure?"
"Completely sure." 

"I'll go easy on you, I promise," I grin as I press my lips to his for a deep kiss.
"Do you ever go easy on me?" I laugh. 
"Maybe sometimes," I smirk. "Let's go get you in bed and then I'll tuck you in," I giggle, especially since it's like... noon.
"So early?" I laugh. 

"Well... after I'm done with you, you'll need a nap."
I laugh. "Damn straight." She helps me into bed. 
I grin as I strip and then I can help *him* get naked.
She helps me out of my clothes and I AM tired, but I feel... happier lately.

Because I am so close to walking. But there's still the chance I won't. 

I crawl over him and start kissing him passionately. God, I've wanted him so bad but he's just been too tired.
I slide my fingers all through her hair- I love it. It's so beautiful. 

I just hope one day I can be on top. 

I slide my hands over his chest and abs too because he's *so* buff due to all the therapy and training.

"You're *so* sexy, Baby."
"I ain't fuckin' sexy," I laugh. "You are." 
"We're *both* sexy," I tell him. "We're sexy together, see? That's why we have such good sex."
"Is that why? Or is it just because your sexiness rubs off on me?" 

"Well *some*thing rubs on you," I say suggestively as I start rubbing his dick.
I groan as she starts touching me. 

"I know how to rub on you *real* good, huh, Jimmy?"
"Shit yes, Boo."
"I believe the word you're looking for is Mistress or Goddess," I laugh as I slide down onto him and it feels *soo* good. It's been too long and even then- we always go slow or... it's quick because he's so tired and sore from all the therapy, but it still feels amazing.
I grab her and pull her closer to me, so she's grinding against my dick. I mean... I've never been on top before. I want that. 

He pulls me down hard and we move my hips together on his and it seems like it takes forever and it feels so intense- I'm panting and sweating and that's the sign of good sex- incredible sex with my husband.

"Shit, Jimmy," I whimper as he pulls me down even harder. "Don't stop..."
She's gonna kill me since she said don't stop, but she makes me come. I can't imagine it ever having been like this with Hazel.

He's rubbing right against my clit the way he's holding me against him and I thrust my hips a few more times and come all over him.
"See? That is why I love you."
"Why?" I giggle.
"Because the sex is damn good." 

"I know," I grin and kiss him softly. "I think part of it is because we both are good and part of it is because it's *us*. It just... never felt like this with anyone else- it never felt safe. And that's why you're my husband," I finish and rest beside him.
"Even though I can't walk." I take her hand. 

"That doesn't matter to me."

"I know, but it does to me." 

"I know it does and that's why you're doing the therapy."
"I know, I know." 
"So... are you gonna take a nap?"
"Uh huh." 
"Okay," I nod and kiss him softly. "I'm gonna finish my cleaning and take a shower. I'll make dinner for you later, okay?"

"Ok." I smile.
I get up and pull my clothes back on before heading out.
A COUPLE MONTHS LATER

MID JULY 2009
I can't believe this. I'm finally graduating! I'M A COP! For real, I'm a cop!

Or I will be in like two hours. "Does this look straight?" I ask as I try and adjust my outfit- a real uniform now- no more basic training type stuff.

"Of course, Spin," I smile as I help him. "You look amazing, Baby." 

"Are you sure?" I ask before kissing her again. "Cause we have to leave like *now* to make it there."

"Yes, I'm sure, you look great."
"Well let's go then," I smile and hug her tightly. "It's finally OVER, Darcy."
"I know, Baby. All the hard training is over and now you have your dream."
"And I've got a month or so off and then I start working for real."

"Good, because you can help me with the baby for a while." 

"Yeah, if he would ever *get* here," I laugh as I help her down to the car. "But I think the baby's room is adorable."

"Me, too." I hold his hand tightly because these shoes are very tricky. 

"We still don't have a name though..."

"That's because you don't like any of the names I do." 

"Like *what*?"

"All the names I picked out in the baby book you hated," I remind him. 

"Which ones? I didn't want it named *Dayton*, okay?"
"Why NOT?" 

"Dayton Mason? What would we call it for short?"

"Just leave me alone," I say as we get in the car. 

"Darcy, I'm *sorry*. It just needs a cool name."

"Like?" 

"I don't know. Not something like *Gavin*. Like... I don't *know*. Just something really cute like Cody."
"That's a retarded kid's name."
"Well what other names did you want?"
"Nothing that ends in that y sound. That's for dogs or kids with mental disabilities. I want a name he can actually use in life." 

"Jonathan?"
I make a face. "No." 

"Robert?"
"No."
"Then *what*?!" I ask. She vetoes *every*thing I suggest.

"I don't know." I sigh. 

We drive mainly in silence after she sort of drifts off since she's way more tired because of the baby.

We finally get there and I follow him slowly inside. I'm still incredibly tired. 

I see his family. "I'll be sitting with them, but we'll come meet you after the ceremony." 

"And I gotta go back to get in line." I kiss her softly.

I squeeze his hand and then follow his parents to sit.
There ceremony goes by and I get to walk across stage and they talk about responsibility and what it means to protect and serve and be a police officer. I sit here and listen to it all and I'm just... for the first time in my life I'm *proud* of what I've done. I'm really proud- I'm redeemed for all the stupid ass shit I did. I've put my life back together after I blew it up. And I did it with integrity- with honor. I am graduating with honors- I'm in the top 5 of the academy.
I'm so proud of him because he's done SO amazing. 

I don't feel altogether that well though and as soon as I see him get his diploma and I get pictures, I escape for the bathroom. I'll come back when the ceremony is over. 

I walk across the stage and I get a special badge that I can put on my uniform when I start working. It's neat. I look out and wave to Darcy and then head back to my seat.
I hear the other names being called but I just lean against the wall of the bathroom, glancing at the cell phone from time to time to keep up with what time it is. I don't want to miss him when he comes back out but I'm sorta worried.
Once the ceremony is over, I head over to where I think my parents are sitting and Darcy isn't there. "Where is she?" I ask.

"She ran to the bathroom," my grandmother says. "A bit ago."

"Is she okay?" I ask. I mean... to the bathroom.

"I'm sure the baby was just playing drums on her bladders."
I come running- or well walking as fast as I can toward him, since my dress is soaked and now it looks like I peed on myself. "Spin." I choke out, pushing through people to get to him. 

"Hey, Baby!"

"Spin." I tug on his arm, gripping at the bottom of my dress. "My water broke." 

"Oh MY GOD! OH MY GOD!" I scream and everyone looks at us. "WE'RE HAVING A BABY!"

"Spinner!" I screech. "Shh!" 

"C'mon! We gotta get to the hospital!"

"Hold on, I want to take off my shoes." 

"Well we gotta go *now*." I can't believe it. I'm gonna become a daddy!

"I'm trying to hurry," I say as he practically pull me through the crowd. 
I pick her up and carry her out quickly, yelling at my parents on the way.
FOUR DAYS LATER

MID JULY 2009
I can't believe how beautiful and perfect my son is!

"How is he? Is he okay? Do you think he's okay back there?" I ask as I drive so carefully back to our apartment.

I grin as I look at him. "He looks happy to me. He's sleeping." 

"But is he okay back there alone? Do you think? I don't want him to be lonely."

"We're five minutes from home, Babe. He'll be ok." 

"Are you sure?"

"I'm sure." I nod. "He has to be alone sometimes, Spin." 

"Okay," I nod. I'm just *so* worried. I want our baby to be completely okay. I want him to be loved and know he's valued.

We get out and reach in the back to get the baby. "Spin, can you get the bags?"
"Absolutely, Darce. You got him okay? I'll carry him if you want."

"I got him." I smile as I snuggle him close to me. He's so pretty. 

I walk in and drop down on the couch. I'm SO tired.
I take the bags of stuff they gave us at the hospital and I head to his room to put the things away. I'll have to run out and get diapers and things like that too, later I suppose.

At least the labor was okay- it was short and she did so amazing and now we have our perfect little Jared Michael Mason.
"We have to make a list of things I need to buy," I say as I walk back out and sit next to her.
"We need diapers and a pacifier. And some more socks for him... the others are too big for his little feet," I say as I balance the baby in my lap. 

"Make a long list for me," I say as I take him from here. "C'mere, Jared. Come see Daddy."

"No..." I whine as he takes him. 

"Well he needs to spend time with his daddy."

"But I don't ever get to hold him." 

"You hold him all the time."
"I do not! At the hospital everyone was taking him from me and I'm the one who had him." 

"Well you're going to be with him when I go shopping."

"Fine, fine," I sigh as I watch the two of them. "He's awake now anyway." 

I get up and walk him around the apartment and tell him all about everything- describing our apartment and how much fun we're going to have and how amazing his mother is.
"Bring him back," I beg. I'm so sore and tired I don't want to move. "I can't see him in there."
"Okay, okay," I say and sit back down next to her. "Isn't he perfect?"

"He's gorgeous. He has your eyes." 

"And your beautiful face."
I smirk. "Thank God he DOESN'T have my face. His is kinda chubby. In fact, he's kinda chubby." 

"Like his daddy, I guess."

"You're not chubby, Spin. Not anymore." I adjust the blanket again. "He's just beautiful." 

"No- not anymore because of all my training."

"I know. Unlike me, who is now the fat one." 

"You are so not the fat one, Darcy. You're beautiful."
"I am still fat," I sigh. "I thought after Jared was born I'd be instantly skinny again but…" 

"You have to work at it a little, that's what the doctor said."

"I hate dieting," I sigh. "But I guess I will." 
"I'm sure you don't even need to do that, Babe. I get once you start moving around again and stuff, you'll be fine."
"I should take more cheerleading classes." I slide my finger down Jared's face. His skin is soft. 

"If you want," I nod. "Maybe you should see if Degrassi needs a coach for the cheerleading team."
"That could be fun." 

"Call up Mrs. H and ask."

"I might some time." 
"So I'm gonna go out and get the stuff we need- you tell me what you need and what I need to do for you before I go."
I quickly write him a list. "Here. Not too many things- we need some cereal or something for us to eat, too." 

"Put whatever you want me to get. You want pizza or something tonight?"
"Or you could pick up Chinese so I can have rice." 

"Okay, Honeybee," I laugh a little. She's so beautiful and perfect- my Darcy. "You gonna be okay when I leave?"
"Yes, I think I can handle being a mom."
Damn she is being *so* snappy.

"I *know*. But you're also tired and you didn't get to rest much in the hospital, so can I do anything before I go?"
I shake my head, holding my baby close. "I might take him to our room and lay down." 

"Okay," I nod and kiss her softly. "I'll be back later then, okay? As soon as I can and call my cell if you need anything or think of something you need."
"Okay. I love you," I tell him, touching his arm. 

"I love you too, Darcy. And of course we both love *you* Jared, so much." I kiss her softly and I kiss his forehead too.
"I know." I smile. "He's better than what I imagined." 

"He's amazing and so are you, Darcy. I can't... I can't believe you gave me this child."

"Technically, we made him together," I remind him. 
"Yeah, but you grew him."

"True," I laugh.
"Okay. I love you. I'll be back, okay?" I smile as I head out. I don't know... my dad was worried about this. He said we were still too young but I'm not at all scared about this. I really am *not* scared at all. I know we'll be okay. We love each other very much and our little baby will be just fine. I hope.

I pick up all the food and I also go and pick up the two guns that I ordered now that I'm cleared to have them. Then I get the Chinese food too and ice cream and head home. I'm really looking forward to starting work in a few weeks. I don't know who my partner will be or what I'll be doing to start, but I'll also be taking some more classes for free now.

I get home and head inside with everything and find her passed out on the bed with Jared. He looks like he's getting fussy though so I lift him up carefully and carry him out with me. "C'mere, Jared," I smile as I hold him in one hand and bounce around as I put the groceries and baby stuff away.
I wake up slowly and my baby isn't here with me. I slide out of bed, yawning. 

"Spinner?" I stand and watch as he holds Jared, putting stuff away at the same time. He's such a good father already. 

"Hey," I smile. "Look, say 'hi, Mommy," I tell him and take his hand and wave it at her. "Tell her we were just putting everything away."

I grin as I come wrap my arms around his waist. "I see." 

I hug her back. "*And* I picked up my guns and the ammo."

"Lovely." I smirk as I find my rice and sit down to eat it. "Want some?" 

"Yeah," I nod and get the gun out of the box. "See, Jared? This is Daddy's gun. One day when you're older, I'll teach *you* how to shoot a gun."

"Is it loaded?" 

"Yeah," I nod. "But the safety is on."

"Are you KIDDING me having a loaded gun around OUR baby?!" 

"It's completely safe."
"I don't like it." 

"But it's my job, it's what I do."

"I know but does it mean we have to have a gun around the baby?"
"Well I want him to grow up and be responsible. And to know if he ever steps out of line, his father has a gun."

"But he's too little right now for you to have a gun around him." 

"Okay," I nod and set it down on the counter. "Is your food good? I also got some ice cream and I put all the baby stuff away too."

"Thank you. My rice is amazing." I love it. 

"You're welcome, Honeybee."
"So maybe later we can all lay together. I still feel so tired." 

"Are you gonna feed him?"
"Yes." 

"Okay, well I'm gonna put him in his seat for now while we eat," I say and kiss him and rest him carefully in the seat. Then I sit down with some of my own food. "So how was your nap?"

"It was the best nap ever. I feel like I haven't slept soundly in years." 

"Well you've got a month to catch up on sleep before I'm working."

"But you need sleep too, Baby."
"I will, I promise. Just being home now and not having to go away again will have *me* sleeping good."
"Me too."
I lean over and kiss her softly. "I love you, Darcy."

"I love you too, Spinner. I'm… so happy we got married." 

"I'm extremely happy, Darcy. I... this is the life I always wanted- you and me, a job and a kid. Maybe in a couple years a house."
"Me, too. I mean I imagined that perfect life once I got married but... I didn't know I'd have it." 

"And now we do," I smile and hug her carefully.
"I know." I breathe in the scent of his cologne. 
"I love you so much," I smile and start kissing her.
"I love you too." I hold him for a moment and then finally go pick up Jared. 

"I want more kissing," I pout a little.

I hold the baby and walk over to kiss him again. "I can give you lots of kisses." 

"Mmm... I want more and deeper," I whisper and pull her closer.

He slips his hand down to rest on my butt and I giggle before pushing him a little. "Stop." 

"Whaaat?" I ask.

"You're being bad." 

"Why on Earth is kissing my wife bad?"

I roll my eyes and press my mouth to his again. 

"Mmm now *that* is more like it," I grin before pulling away. I know she won't be ready for sex for a while and that's depressing but okay. I just like kissing her.
"I'm a good wife," I say as I sit down again with the baby 
"You're the best wife," I say and sit down beside her and wrap my arms around them both. "He's a good baby, huh?"
"Uh huh." I kiss his forehead. "He's quiet." 

"Just like his mother," I sigh as I pull them against my chest as we just sit.

"I'm not perfect." 

"You *are* perfect," I tell her. "My perfect wife and baby."

"Let's go to our bed and... lay." Since there won't be any sex for a few weeks. 
"Okay. I'm gonna put my gun and stuff away though first. You wanna feed him or change him?"

"I'll feed him." 

I finish putting everything away and the head into our bedroom. It's still early but we're both pretty exhausted- the hospital took a lot out of us.

I lay down on our bed and am feeding the baby when Spin comes in. "Wanna close the blinds?" 

"I can do that," I nod and do just that. Then I bring a burp cloth over and lay beside her.
"Thanks," I say softly.
"Welcome," I nod and close my eyes. I'm really really tired. *Really* tired.
"I think Daddy needs some sleep more than I do." 

"Sorry. I'm just tired."

"It's fine." I brush a piece of hair out of his eyes. 
I kiss her softly before getting comfortable so I can sleep a bit.
I watch him fall asleep and he's gorgeous, even in his sleep. Maybe especially in his sleep- he looks so peaceful. Like Jared does. He looks like him a lot. 

I'm so incredibly lucky.
FOUR MONTHS LATER

MID NOVEMBER 2009
Jimmy's supposed to be home soon from therapy and classes and I'm in our second bedroom working on a paper aka checking my email. Darcy and Spin just sent a whole bunch of baby pictures to our email. God that baby is *so* cute. We're going to go up and visit for Christmas this year, I think.

I haven't told Ash, but I've been walking little by little- with the walker and cane, not on my own- but I'm able to move more and more. 

I just want to surprise her. But for now, I wheel myself into the bedroom. "What are you doing, baby girl?" 

"Hey, you're home," I smile. "I'm working on my paper, but it looks remarkably like Jared."

I laugh as I move closer. "Yeah, he looks like Spinner to me." 

"I know, he really does. So... how was class and therapy?"

"Good. It was... good. Just glad to be home with you." 

"Yeah," I nod and kiss him softly. "So what do you want for dinner?"

"Anything. I'll help you cook in the kitchen tonight, aight?" 

"Okay," I grin. "I just gotta actually write some of this paper tonight. GAH I hate the last few weeks of a semester."

"I know, Baby," I say sympathetically, following her into the kitchen. 

I help her cook and we eat and I chatter, but I'm not paying attention. I'm so excited about my legs and I'm dying to tell her. 

She heads into the bathroom to get undressed for bed and I slowly get out of my wheelchair and use the walker we have stashed in the closet to go around the room, shedding my clothes. 

I finish my shower and comb through my hair before pulling on a pair of shorts and a little tank top. Then I head out. "Did you lock the front door?"
"Yes, Baby."
"Great," I nod and lotion up my legs and arms like I always do.

"Hurry up." 

"Why?" I laugh and comb my hair again. "Got a hot date?"
"No I just... want you here with me." 

"Well you've got me locked for life."

"I know but... just hurry," I smirk. 
"Yeah, yeah," I sigh and get my earrings out too then I head over to the bed.

She gets in bed and I pull her to me, kissing her hungrily. 

"Mmm... bonjour, monsieur," I whisper and wrap my arms around him.
I don't pull her on top like usual though. I just keep her right beside me. 

I kiss him deeper as I pull at his sweats.

She gets my pants down and I'm already so hard- no Viagra needed thank you very much. 

"Damn," I smile as I move over him and keep kissing him.
She slides down on me and I have to almost bite my lip to keep from grinning as I thrust my hips up a tiny bit. 

Oh my GOD!

"JIMMY?!" I squeal.
I smirk. "I've been walking some- with the cane and walker but... walking." 

"Oh my god! Are you serious?!"

"Completely. I'll be on top always in a matter of months."
"This is incredible!" I squeal and kiss him as I move my hips.
I mean... I'm not totally strong yet but as she moves I can move my hips too and that's an amazing feeling. I never knew sex could be so much better. 

Holy SHIT. TO feel him moving a little?! It's fuckin' amazing!

I mean... and soon? He'll be on top of me?!
I groan a little, digging my fingers into her hips. "Shit, Ash…" 

"I *knooow*," I groan. "It's incredible."

So incredible that it doesn't take me long to come. 

I swear again as I move my hips up into hers. 

I feel him jar hips up into mine and I come too. That was AMAZING.

I can't believe that!

"I can't believe you didn't *tell* me anything."
"I wanted it to be a surprise," I pant. 

"Shit, it was, Baby," I whisper.
"Then mission accomplished."
"That's so amazing, Jimmy."

"I know." 

"Does it hurt? Like your hips or anything?"
"Not really." 

"Well that's good, right?"

"God yes." 

"Sexy sexy," I nod and kiss him again softly. "So... we'll have to work more on your leg strength, huh?" Then he can be on top of me!

"Then I can be on top." I read her mind. I can read her like a book. 

"*Hellll* yeah," I grin happily. "God, it'll actually *happen* now, huh?"
"Yes." I kiss her cheek. 
"I can hardly wait," I smile and relax next to him. "What kind of homework do you have tonight?"
"A paper," I sigh. 

"Poor baby. I hate school too," I sigh. "And we have so much more of it to go," I whine. "But at least we've got hot monkey sex breaks, huh?"

"Damn straight," I laugh. 

"Spin sent us a bunch of new pictures. I can't wait to *meet* that baby."

"It's hard to imagine Spin being a father." 

"I know but I talked to Darcy- she said he's so sweet with the baby and he's loving his job too."

"That's good." 

"Have you talked to him?"

"He's happy. I think he's finally got what he wanted." 

"I think so too," I smile and kiss his chest softly. "And I think we're getting what we want too, huh?"
"Definitely." 

That makes me happy. *He* makes me *so* happy.
A MONTH LATER

MID/END DECEMBER 2009
Well we leave tomorrow for Toronto. I guess we're going to stay a few nights with his parents and a couple nights with mine and a couple with Darcy and Spinner who just bought their first house! He said it's not much- it's not huge or perfect, but he's going to fix it up.

I guess they wanted to have a real place for Jared.

I zip up my suitcase and make sure Jimmy's is near the door too. "I think we've got everything packed and ready to go for the morning," I smile as I sit next to him on the couch.
"Thank God. It until took us fourteen days to pack." 

"Well we wanted to make sure we didn't forget anything."

"I think we got it all but the sink." 

"Well hopefully."

"So now we can just relax?" 

"Hell yeah," I smile. "Do you wanna take the wheelchair though? Or just the walker?"

"Just the walker." 

"Mr. Fancy Pants," I smirk.
"Shut up." 

"I... Jimmy, I wanna give you one of your Christmas presents *now*."

"What is it?" 

I go to the closet and carry out the box. I know he's been wearing sneakers all along but now that he's spending a lot of time on his feet, I bought him some *really* nice sneakers- they're really hot and I think he'll love them.

"Merry Christmas, Baby."
I open the box and instantly smile. "God... it's so perfect." 

"Do you like them?" I hope they're good ones- I tried to pick ones he'd *really* like.
"I love them. They're so hot… like you." 

"I really... I wanted you to have some really special ones since no one at home knows you're walking."

"I know. I can't wait to see everyone's faces..." 

"It's gonna be amazing!"

"I think so too." I tug on her hand. "Let's go to bed." 

"Okay," I smile and stand up and help him to get up next.

She helps me into bed and I pull her with me, kissing her. 

I press my lips to his hungrily as I pull at his clothes. "I'm *really* horny," I whisper.

"Shit, me too, Baby," I whisper as I slip my hand under her shirt. 
"That's why I'm gonna fuck you *hard*," I smirk.

I don't say anything; I just keep kissing her as I pull her down beside me and get her clothes off. 

I'm so lucky that I have such a gorgeous husband and that he turns me on *so* much.  His mouth is so damn sexy too. I get his jeans unzipped and sneak my hands inside to stroke him.

She strokes me until I'm hard and I don't waste any time as I pull her to me. 

I just... I have to try. If it doesn't work I may scream but... I let her lay down and then somehow manage to crawl over her.

I help him get his leg over me. Oh my god! Jimmy is over me!

His legs are getting stronger along with his hips but I'll help him as much as I can.

I just keep kissing him because I don't wanna make a huge deal out of this- just in case it doesn't work. But god, I hope it does.

I run my nails down his back as he kisses me harder.
I'm nervous this isn't gonna work but I just gotta hope for the best here. Even if it doesn't work... at least I tried. 

I slowly slide into her and... this is the first time I'm on top. It just kinda hits me. 
I hold his hips as he pushes in me. "Mmm..."
That's good. This is... going ok. 

I push in her and close my eyes for just a sec. "God... Ash…" 
"I know," I whisper and rub his arms and shoulder blades. I don't wanna wrap my legs around his waist because that would be more weight on him, but I slide my feet up so I can support his hips with my knees sort of. I mean... to kind of give him a path to use and let him rest his weight on me if he needs to rest for a second.

I kiss him and drag my fingers up and down his back. I've never got to *touch* Jimmy's back before in sex.
"Ash..." I groan, pushing further into her. 

"Jiimmmmmyy," I groan as well. I can't fuckin' believe how much BETTER this feels!

I'm so tired now, because of having to hold myself up. But I bite her neck as I come- and it's a orgasm so hard it makes me shake. 

Dammit. He doesn't move as much as I need to get off but I don't want him to feel bad, so I... well... I fake it, basically. It's the first time ever but I really don't want him to feel bad so I make the groans and grab at him a little as *he* comes and then I kiss him softly. "Damn," I whisper.

I grin as I lay on top of her. "God, Baby... that... was amazing." 

I was on TOP. 

"Mmm... I know," I smile and rub his back softly.
"I just... I never thought I'd be on top." 
"That was really... a dream, Jimmy. I can't believe this. I mean... things are working out for us."

And maybe next time, I'll come. He just needs more strength in his thighs and hips.

"So... I think I'm gonna take a shower so I don't have to in the morning. Are you gonna shower before we leave?" I ask as I kiss him softly.
"Sure." 
"Tonight or tomorrow?" I smile as I help him off me.
"Tomorrow." 
"Okay, we'll I'm gonna do it now and clean myself off," I smile and peck his cheek. "I'll be back."
"Ok." 

I head to the bathroom and get a hot shower started. I run a comb through my hair before stepping in the shower and get to work on my clit. I come a couple times before washing my hair. It's so damn long, but I know he likes it that way. I'm thinking of maybe getting a few inches chopped off though... soon- after Christmas.

I dry off and get my arms and legs lotioned up and pull on a pair of shorts and tank top then crawl into bed with him. "You asleep?" I whisper.

"Mmmm... almost." 
"Night," I whisper and get comfy. Thank god he didn't know I faked it. I guess I'm good.

I reach over and set the alarm and then get more settled.
THE NEXT DAY
I hear Jared moving around on the monitor and I get up so she can sleep a bit. We were up late watching a movie and she's been tired from moving and painting and cleaning, she needs to sleep and I'm off for the weekend luckily.

I get up and walk across the hall to his room. This house is small, but it's really cute and it's *ours*. It's got a fenced in yard in the back and a one car garage. It's got three bedrooms and one and a half baths with a cute kitchen and dining room and living room.

I'm going to refinish the basement and build a porch and refloor the place as well... little by little we'll make the house our own.

"Hey, Little Buddy," I smile as I pick him up. "Good morning."
I wake up and stare at the space where he is supposed to be. I hate when I wake up and he's not here. 

I slide naked out of the bed and grab my robe, going toward the baby's room. 

I love our house. It's great for us. And it's got a yard for Jared, which is something we both wanted. 

"So both of my men woke up first." 

"Oh hey," I smile as I change his diaper. "I was just gonna bring him in after I changed him- his diaper was drenched, I think it woke him up."
"Poor baby." I kiss Spin. "Thank you for coming to get him." 

Spinner is such a good father. He takes care of the baby a lot. 

"You looked tired. So does he, actually. I bet if we fed him and crawled back in bed with him, he'd fall asleep for another hour."

I could go for another hour too. The moving and house and job is tiring but it's also... I LOVE it. I love having a family of my own and a son and now a house and a wife. It's a real life- something I never felt I had when I was younger.
"Let's try it."
"Sounds like a plan, Mrs. Mason," I smile and kiss her softly as I pick him up. "C'mon, Baby, let's go feed you, huh?"
I hurry to our room, laying down in our bed. "Hand me the baby." 

"You ready for him?"

"Yes," I nod, holding out my arms. "He looks so cute in this outfit." 
I hand him to her before climbing in bed with her.

"I'm kinda excited to see Ash and Jimmy," I tell him as I look down at our baby. "So they can see how perfect our kid is." 

"I know," I smile. "He's so perfect and the pictures really don't do him justice, ya know?"
"They really don't. I mean... in real life you can see how bright his eyes are and how much he looks like you."
"And his eyes sparkle, like his mommy's eyes."

"No those are your eyes, Gavin. He doesn't look a thing like me." 

"He reminds me of you all the time."
"He looks nothing like me, Baby." 

"He's gorgeous and sweet and amazing. That's just like you."

"Yeah but he looks like you." He finishes and I cuddle him to me for a moment before handing him to Spin. 

I cuddle him against me and kiss her softly. "I love you, Darce."

"I love you too," I say quietly. I mean... right before the baby was born I was so miserable but now I feel so different from that. 

"What... kind of things do you want for Christmas?"

"I thought we weren't gonna buy each other anything, we were just gonna make something."
"Well I'm doing both."

"No, that wasn't the plan." 

"Well tough. I'm a stubborn butt. What can I say?"

I frown at him. "You know... I don't think you're ever gonna quit being stubborn. Do... you want to pray with me?" 

"Let's pray for our son's health and happiness."

"Yes and pray that you like your Christmas gift." 

"What did you get me?"

"Not telling." 

"Aww... please?"

"No, because you broke the rules." 

"Well technically *I* made you a present and Jared is *buy*ing you a present because he doesn't have the dexterity to make one."

See why didn't I think of that? "But you guys are my presents." 

"Well you also deserve something special for feeding him your boobies all the time."

"I'm kinda glad for the day when he can eat regular food." 

"Well... another few months, but... you deserve a really good present."

I kiss him. "I think he's falling asleep, Spin." 

"Cause we're good parents," I smile.

"Mmm," I say as I sink back against the pillows. "Even though every time our parents come over they think they can parent better." 

"Because they're grandparents, ya know? That's what they do." I *love* how warm he feels in my arms as he settled in to sleep. I love holding him when he sleeps too- on the days when I pick him up from her parents or from daycare and I come home, me and him take naps together. ALL the time. And on the weekends too. I love knowing he's safe and right here with me- it's amazing. I always want him to know and feel safe.
LATER THAT NIGHT
Jimmy and Ash are on their way over and I'm excited. It's always great to have company. 

We just got back from church not too long ago and I don't see any reason to change my clothes. 

"I'm gonna leave him in his little suit but he's probably gonna spit up on it or something," I laugh as I sit beside Spin. 

"So maybe you should change him," I laugh.

"But he's cute this way." 

"I know. But I don't want him getting it all messed up, ya know? We still need it nice for the Christmas services."
"True. I'll go change him into something else." 

"I'll get the snacks out for us, okay?"

"Thanks, Baby."
I go to the kitchen and get everything we bought out- the chips and dip, veggies and crackers and cheese too. I can't wait to see Jimmy! It's been too long, but we haven't been able to travel because of the baby and her pregnancy and my school. Last time I saw him was like four months ago.
"Hello?" I call out as Ash pushes open the door. "Spinner!?" 

I have my walker but Spin doesn't know about me being able to walk yet. 

"Yeah, hold on! I'll help you get up!" I say as I place the food down on the table.
"No need," I grin as I follow Ash inside. "How are you, Man?" 

"No need?" I ask as I walk into the living room and "OH MY GOD!" I scream. "OH MY GOD!  YOU'RE WALKING!"
"Yeah, isn't it great?" 

"I can't believe this! This is amazing. Since when?!" I say, racing over to him to hug him.

"For a few weeks now. I'm working on just using a cane." 

"Ashley," I smile and hug her too. "So good to see you!"

"You too, Spin. The place is so cute!"

"Thanks. I can't believe you're walking!"
"I know." I glance at Ash and smile. "It's all thanks to Ash for supporting me all the time." 

"Oh stop," I laugh. "I do it because I love you so much."
"Someone has to. So where's the kid, Spin?"

I'm just so happy about how astonished he looks. Makes me feel accomplished. 

"He's... Darcy is changing him."

"Not anymore," I smile as I come downstairs carrying Jared. He is clutching his blanket and he looks SO adorable in his little blue outfit. "Jimmy... it's so amazing." 

"Oh my god!" I squeal and jump up. I *really* don't want kids right now and neither does Jimmy- not for a few years. But damn he is cute and perfect for Spin and Darcy.
I giggle, shifting Jared to my other arm. "He comes awake this time of night so he might pull your hair or something but do you want to hold him?" I hand him over.
"Oh my god, yes!" I grin happily and pull him into my arms. "God, he's *so* adorable!" I smell him a little and he smells *so* good as he grabs my hair and shoves it in his mouth. "Oh my god!!! I could just eat him up!"
I glance at Spin. "Me and Spin think he's adorable, anyway." 

"Oh my god, he's so sweet," I grin and hug him and kiss his cheeks. "Aren't you? Just the sweetest little baby. Your pictures don't do you justice, huh?"

Oh crap. Ash is way too into this baby thing. "I wanna see him too, Ash." 
"No *way*! He's *mine*, isn't he?" I smile and kiss his little baby cheeks. "Huh, Jared?" I giggle and nuzzle his neck a little and he laughs a bit.
I giggle as he laughs. "He sounds like a duck. We think it's sooo fun."
"It really is. Oh my god, he's so adorable. I love him so much! Doe he like to play a little too?" I ask as I dance him around the table a bit and he sort of lets his legs flop around.

"He loves to play but he's so calm too. He is great for the nursery people at church. He takes after me like that." I pinch Spinner. 

"Yeah, yeah," Spinner laughs and kisses her softly.

I sit and hold his hand as they coo over the baby. "We're really glad you guys could come. It's been forever since we've hung out with people." 

"Yeah, I'm all copped out now," I grin. "I get to carry guns and handcuffs."

"Oh that must be fun, Darcy!" Ashley giggles. "Huh, Jimmy, Baby? We've had fun with handcuffs."
I just smile a little, embarrassed. I don't like talking about my sex life in front of other people that much. "Yeah." 

"Stop it," I say and shove Ashley gently. Me and Darcy don't do that kind of stuff. "You're such a rat, Ashley Kerwin."

"Hey, it's Ashley *Brooks*."

He's never even brought up handcuffs but is there any reason? We have great sex without them. 

"Yeah, I feel sorry for you that you're stuck with her now, Jimmy," I smirk. "I can't believe you're walking!"
"It's so great. I mean... I honestly thought I would never walk again." 
"I can't fuckin' believe that, Jimmy. I... I mean... that is so amazing."

It's like... after I was responsible for most of *it*... I feel... I mean... a little better about it.
I pinch Spinner's side. I do that every time he swears now. It's effective somewhat. 

"I think it's so great." 

"It's truly amazing," I nod. "I'm so happy for you. Are you guys hungry? We got food."
"I'm starving," I smile and hold the baby close to me. God he's so adorable. Me and Jimmy will make beautiful children one day.
"Then come in the kitchen," I say as they sit with the baby. 
He is perfect though- Jared. Everyone think so and we are SO blessed to have him.
"Relax, Jimmy," I laugh at him as he stares at me with Jared. "I'm still not ready. I still wanna finish school, but playing with other people's babies is fun."

He looked like he was starting to panic.
"Thank God."
"But I love you," I smile and lean over to kiss him softly. "So much, Jimmy."
"I love you too, Baby."
I kiss him again and then turn my attention back to the baby.
We get all the food out and I smile. "I hope you guys are hungry, because we have so much food. Our Christmas gift from the church this year was everyone cooked us a dish and we have TOO much." 

"Oh that was so nice!"

"Yeah, they know how busy I am at work and how crazy it is with the new house and stuff..." Spin explains.

"God, Spin, I can't believe I'm seeing you married with a job and a baby and a house... and you're all fixing the place up- it's really cool."

"Thanks," he grins. "It's pretty awesome."
"We're happy," I explain as I pour drinks. 
"We're *very* happy!" I smile and drape my arm over her shoulder. Even if we aren't having sex right now because of the baby and stuff... I don't know if she feels like it now or not but I know she's also not sleeping much- *we* are not sleeping through the night yet either.
I take Jared back so Ash can eat. "Even if we are up half the night with a screaming baby." 

"Yeah, he really doesn't give us a lot of rest yet, huh?" I say and kiss his cheek. "You really need to work on that, Baby."
"He does." I laugh as I bow my head to pray. 

I think we're so blessed- all of us. Jimmy is starting to walk again, Ash is happy with him, me and Spin are married and we have Jared. 

I pray with her and then we all eat. "We should go out later, Jimmy."

"Where?" 
"I don't know," I shrug. "Strip club!"

"I don't think so," I scowl. 
"Oh c'mon! I haven't been to one since the bachelor party!"

"Because you're MARRIED!" I shriek. 

"So?" I ask. "I mean... c'mon, Ashy, you'd let Jimmy go to a strip club, right?"

"No, I'd be doing the stripping," she smirks.
"I don't care what she lets him do. I don't... why do you want to see other women when you have me?"

It's like he thinks I'm not good enough- not pretty enough.  

"So I can see all the losers who spend all their time oogling those women because they're lonely individuals and realize how lucky I am that I have way more than just a gorgeous body at home- I have a gorgeous woman, both inside and out."
I shrug, not entirely convinced. "Maybe we could all go do something later." 

"Who's gonna watch the baby? You can come to the strip club too!"

"I'm not going to a strip club, Idiot. We could go to a bar or something though," Ashley says. "Or a movie."
"True... that could be fun." 
"I could call my dad and his girlfriend or your parents or Clare?"

"Ok. My parents are probably at their church tonight but maybe Clare will come." 
"She loves sleeping over at our place!"
"I know. It's better than being at home I guess." 

"Cool. Me and Jimmy could go back to my parents for a bit and get our stuff together, come back and we'll just sleep over here?"

"Sure."
LATE THAT NIGHT
Well Darcy's parents ended up taking Jared to church *with* them tonight and we actually get a night alone to sleep now! And we had a great time at a bar with Jimmy and Ash. We sat around and had a couple drinks, danced a little bit too- it was really fun.
"Man, I wish you guys lived close. I had a really good time tonight," I tell them as we get back to our house.
"Then we could hang out a lot." 

It feels so WEIRD being without the baby. I'm so used to him being with us at all times. 

"You should come to New York some time." 
"When he's sleeping through the night- maybe over the summer?"
"Then we could have him in our house without driving you crazy," I laugh. 

"Sounds great. We never have people stay over." 

"Yeah, it'll be fun," I smile even as I yawn. I'm not used to being up this much!

"I'm exhausted," I sigh as we step inside. "Tonight was fun but I'm sooo tired." 

"Yeah, me too," Ashley sighs.

"Well, you've got the guest bedroom. It's not much right now, just a bed basically, but..."

"It'll be fine," she smiles.
"Okay." We all stand for a minute and it's kinda cool that we were friends in high school and we're still friends now. 

"Night," I say softly as we start up the stairs. 

I help Ashley with the bags into the room and then head upstairs.

"That was a lot of fun, huh?"
"Yes." I smile as I collapse on the bed. "But I'm ready for some serious sleep." 

"And I'm ready for serious cuddly wife," I smile.

"Then come here." I open my arms and he slides up right next to me. 

I wrap my arms around her and kiss her softly. "I love you so much."
"I love you too, Spin. Are you gonna pray with me?" 

"You always ask me that, as if I'm not going to," I laugh and kiss her neck.

"Habit."
"I guess," I smirk and hug her tightly. "I love you so much, Darcy. I just... I'm so grateful for everything we have."

"Me, too. Even though I miss Jared." 

"Do you want me to go get him?"

"No, NO." 

"I will if you want, Darcy," I tell her. I've got done that a few times.
"Nah, it's ok." 

"Good, cause like I said, I could use me some cuddly wife time."
I press my mouth to his and then pull away, just laying against him. 

"This is just perfect," I smile and press my lips to her forehead before getting comfortable beside her.
"Ash, this bed is tiny," I laugh as she lays down beside me. 
"I say it's *cozy*," I giggle as I lay beside him.
"Small, cozy..." I laugh, kissing her. 
"I like it a lot," I say and kiss him back. "And you know what *else* I liked?"

"What?" 

"Dancing with you," I whisper as I kiss him more.

"I liked that too. It's... haven't done that in a long time." 
"I know," I grin. I mean it wasn't very long before he was tired, but.... it was awesome.
"But I'm tired as hell." I rub her arm. "I love you, Ash." 

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

"Night, Mrs. Brooks." 

"Night," I smile and curl up next to him. This is just... this whole life is perfection.






