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Prologue

 

 

 

November 2006

 

Calleigh Wells was so glad the sun came out from behind the clouds as she walked down the street. Boston had been in a dreadfully rainy pattern over the past week. It had been cold but not enough to turn to snow. She lifted her head to the sky to soak up the burgeoning rays. Now, the temperature was low, but at least, the sun was shining. 

She opened the door to Bean Town, her favourite coffee place, and stepped inside. The warm air from the heat flowed over her cheeks that tingled from the crisp air. There were four people ahead of her in line as she tried to decide if she wanted her standby hazelnut latte or if she wanted to be adventurous and try the caramel macchiato. 

She felt a vibration against her side and opened her purse to see an incoming call on her iPhone. She didn’t recognise the number, but it was a long distance area code.

“Hello?”

“Is this Mrs. Wells?”

 “May I ask who’s calling?” She moved forward a step, glancing to the board and decided to be adventurous on another day. The hazelnut sounded good right then.

“This is Sergeant Cooper. I’m trying to locate Calleigh Wells, wife of Sergeant Kevin Wells.”

“Oh God. No.” Her heart stuttered, and she couldn’t breathe. There was only one reason someone from the Armed Forces would be calling her.

 “Mrs. Wells, I regret to inform you that your husband had been injured in the line of duty. He is being transferred to Ramstein Air Force base in Germany.”

She blindly reached out to keep herself from falling down. When she looked up, she had hold of the man’s shirt in front of her. He turned around with a questioning look, but it immediately changed to concern. 

“What happened? Is Kevin okay? What—”

“I’m not at liberty to discuss the event. If you wish, I’ll put you in contact with his unit liaison. They will be able to make arrangements for you to fly to Germany. Do you have a pen and paper handy?”

“No…wait…please.” She looked at the two men standing side by side in front of her. “Do you have a pen and paper I can borrow?”

The man with black hair held out a pen while the man with auburn hair grabbed a napkin off the counter beside them. Taking the items, she put the phone back up to her ear. “Okay, I’m ready.” She wrote down the information and ended the call. 

She couldn’t seem to move. Her feet were cemented to the floor. She looked around aimlessly, but nothing was in focus. The colours blurred, and her vision swam. She felt herself being guided over to the side and found herself sitting in one of the chairs scattered around the room.

The dark haired man knelt down in front of her. “Are you okay?” He looked up at his auburn-haired friend who had pulled the chair out and was resting his hands on her shoulders. Taking her cold hands between his, the first man rubbed. “Miss? Do we need to get you help?”

His deep voice cut through the haze in her mind. She looked down into a pair of bright sapphire blue eyes. “I need to go home.”

“Okay. Did you drive here?”

She shook her head no. She tried to dial the number to her house, but her hands shook too badly. She held out her phone to the man in front of her. “Can you call? I can’t get it to work. My mom can come get me. She has my babies.”

He took the phone from her shaking hands, and handed it to his friend. “Tell you what? Why don’t we make things easier on your mom? Conor and I will take you home. I’m Rick.” He stopped the woman’s head from shaking back and forth by putting a hand to her cheek. “We are completely safe. I promise you. You can talk to your mom the entire way there if you want.” He helped her to stand and turned her around so she could see Conor behind her.

“Miss. I think I got the number ye wanted,” Conor said, holding out the phone.

She took the phone from the tall man. Her vision was still blurring and all she could decipher were images of red hair and blue-green eyes. She noticed that he had some kind of soft lyrical accent. “Thank you.” 

Putting the phone up to her ear she heard her mom’s voice. 

“Mom?” she interrupted. “They called. Kevin’s hurt.” Tears started slipping down her cheeks. “I’m at Bean Town… No, I walked…These two men said they’ll drive me home.” She listened for another minute then held out the phone to the man with the black hair and blue eyes. “She wants to talk to you.”

Rick took the phone from her hand. “Hello? Yes, ma’am. My name is Richard Connor. My friend and I were here at the shop when your daughter got the call. We’ll be happy to bring her home. She’s in no condition to be out on the streets by herself right now. I assure you we mean her no harm. Can you give me an address?” He listened then continued, “Okay we should have her there in about twenty-five minutes.” He ended the call and gave back the phone.

Conor walked around to stand next to Rick. “Can ye tell us yer name, miss?”

“It’s Calleigh. Calleigh Wells.”

“Calleigh, I’m Rick Connor and this is Conor McGuire. Let’s get you home to your family.” He escorted her to the door Conor held open for them. 

They walked half a block down and stopped in front of a dark sedan of some kind. The auburn-haired man opened the front passenger and assisted her into the seat. She sat in silence as the door was secured, habitually reaching for the seatbelt. She thought they seemed nice, and she was desperate enough to trust two strangers.

Rick looked over the top of the car at his best friend. “What in the hell just happened?”

Conor shrugged. “It doesn’t sound good. I think somethin’ might have happened te her husband or brah’der or somebody. Feck man, she said she had babies at home. I hope to hell ‘tis not her husband.”

“Yeah, me, too. Let’s get out of here. The mother said she lives in Mission Hill.”

The two men climbed into the car. She sat silently for several minutes before realising it was pretty rude not to talk to her two rescuers. She could worry in a little bit. The sergeant on the phone said injured not dead. Kevin wasn’t dead. It would all be okay. She figured her mom must have given the men directions to the house because they seemed to know where to go.

What are their names again? Rich? Rick? And the other one is Connor? Wait I heard the name Connor twice I’m sure of it. So who’s who?

She turned to face the man driving, the one with black hair. “Excuse me, but maybe I didn’t hear you right. You’re both named Connor?” She swivelled around as the auburn haired one in the backseat laughed.

“That is going to plague us ‘til our deaths, man. His last name is Connor. With two ‘n’s, my first name is Conor with one. It’s how we met. We were on the soccer team at B.C. First day of practice, coach called out ‘Connor’, and we both answered at the same time. We’ve been friends ever since.”

“I went to B.C. too. Class of 2003.”

“We graduated in 2000,” Rick said. “So you said you have children at home?”

She smiled at the thought of her precious little babies. “Yes, I have twin boys. They’re two months old.” She figured she owed these two some explanation of her erratic behaviour. “Their father, my husband, is in Iraq. Army Reserves. The phone call was from a sergeant informing me that my husband’s been injured, but that was all he could tell me. I sure he’s fine…right? I mean if it was serious they would tell me or send someone or something wouldn’t they?”

 

Rick watched the beautiful woman next to him. She was looking at him like he had all the answers, and damn, if he wished he didn’t. Her honey-blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail and fringe fell over her forehead to end right above her eyebrows. She had bright brown eyes that looked like gemstones under black sooty lashes. She was a tiny thing, too, probably just over five feet. The pain and uncertainty in her eyes made all his protective instincts kick in. 

“I don’t know what military protocol is, but it stands to reason that if things were dire they would do something other than call you on a cell phone.”

He looked at Conor in the rear-view mirror to see if he knew but saw the man shrug. Conor’s dad had been Air Force, stationed in England, before retiring. He wanted to keep Calleigh’s hopes alive and distract her mind for right now. “What are your little boys’ names?”

“Michael and Brandon. I guess the good thing is that if Kevin is coming home he’ll be able to meet the boys. He was deployed eight months ago, so he’s only seen them in pictures and over the internet.” She smiled “They look so much like him. Both have his green eyes and his mouth, but so far they have my blonde hair.”

“They sound like dathuil ógánach. I love little kids. Always wanted brothers an’ sisters, but not te be.”

“Conor, those words, they were beautiful sounding, but I don’t understand. What did you say?”

“I said they sound like handsome youth. ‘Tis Irish Gaelic. I grew up in Ireland.”

“I noticed your accent earlier but couldn’t quite place it.”

Rick laughed. “That‘s because Con’s a real mutt. Born in Ireland and lived with his Mom then spent summers in England with his Dad. He transferred to the States when he started college, so he’s picked up a little American in the past few years. Most people only understand half of what he’s talking about. If you get lost, just smile and nod. I do it all the time.”

Conor kicked the back of his seat. He laid on the Irish brogue nice and thick, “Ye bloody arse. Stop acting de maggot. Total ballsch ye donna understan’ me.”

Rick looked over at Calleigh and saw her first genuine smile. It lit up her entire face. He rolled his eyes. “See told you.”

Seconds later, they pulled up in front of a quintessential Boston brick rowhouse. The stone base had wrought iron rails leading up the steps, and flower boxes graced the bow windows. 

“Wow. Very Nice.”

“Yeah, we rent the first and second floors. I have a neighbour in the basement apartment. We got a deal on the place because the owners are army friends of Kevin, stationed overseas.” She turned so she could see both men. “Please come in. I’ll introduce you to my mom, and you can meet the boys if they’re awake.”

Rick opened the door and walked around to get Calleigh’s, but Conor beat him to it. He looked up, and a woman in her early fifties was standing on the front steps. He guessed she was Calleigh’s mom, since they looked like carbon copies of each other. He tensed when he took a closer look at the woman’s face. There were tear tracks down her face. When they walked up the steps, the older woman pulled Calleigh into her arms and held tight.

They all walked inside, but Calleigh stopped dead when a man in uniform stood from the sofa and turned to face her. His face was grim as he held his hat under his arm.

“I’m very sorry, Mrs. Wells. I regret to inform you that your husband Sergeant Kevin Wells—”

“I already received the call of his injury, Captain. What do I do now?”

“Ma’am, there was a miscommunication. Your husband was not injured. He was killed in action.”

Rick and Conor both caught Calleigh as she fell into a heap. Sobs echoed through the room. Her cries of denial ripped into Rick’s soul. His arm wrapped around her, holding her head to his chest. Conor’s wrapped around her waist as the heaving shudders racked her small body. They’d only known her for a short hour, but she’d already wormed her way into his heart. Her clear love of her husband and little boys was a testament to her character. He vowed then and there to protect this woman and her children from that day forward. Looking into Conor’s eyes, he knew the man felt the same.

 


Chapter One

 

 

 

September 2009

 

Conor walked into Rick’s office and saw that he was on the phone. He settled himself into one of the padded leather chairs, turning the small box in his hand over and over. Inside was their present to Calleigh. Tonight, they would celebrate her twenty-seventh birthday. More importantly though, tonight they would begin their quest to make her theirs. It had been three years since the death of her husband. For the first two, they had lived up to their silent vows of that horrible day. They’d become good friends to Calleigh and her family. 

Helping her through the grief had been difficult, but they’d made a little family of their own with small traditions that helped move the days forward. His favourite was movie night. Every week, one of them would choose a movie, and after the boys were put to bed, they would pile on the living room sofa and watch with all the lights out and a huge bowl of buttery popcorn in their laps. Usually, Calleigh ended up with her head in one of their laps, sound asleep. He loved to stroke her silky hair or give her foot massages to soothe her after spending all day at her job at the hospital. 

Last week, they celebrated Mikey and Bran’s third birthday. The boys had gotten to choose the movie, and Finding Nemo had swum into the living room in full colour. They had been so excited when he and Rick had carried out a giant cake with all the characters from the movie printed on it. 

His head jerked up as Rick hung up the phone and he watched him walk over to sit in the chair opposite him.

“Did you get it?” Rick asked.

He held up the small box. Opening the lid, he showed him the necklace they had designed for Calleigh. It was a three-stoned pendant, a bastnäsite with blue sapphire and aquamarine gems on either side. 

Rick picked up the box and turned it from side to side, watching the light reflect off the coloured gemstones. “Think she’ll see the significance?”

“If she doesn’t, I’ll be happy te point it out te her.” Conor smiled.

He looked at Rick and could tell the man was nervous about the taking this next step. Conor had initially questioned the decision but could no longer deny his feelings for Calleigh. Over the past year, the dependable friendship had turned into something much deeper. He wanted the woman, like no other. Every time he and Rick brought someone home, he saw the resemblance to the sexy siren who filled their thoughts and made their bodies burn. 

Whether they shared a woman or he picked up one on his own, she always had blonde hair and brown eyes but they never sparkled like Calleigh. At the end of the evening, he generally felt hollow, physically satisfied for the moment but never complete.  

 “I know yer nervous about changing things between us, but I canny fight it any longer. She’s been casually talking about getting back out there more and more. I willna do this without ye, but I love her. Ye love her. We both adore those little boys, like they’re our own. It’s time we stop bringing home substitutes. It’s time we made her ours.”

“I know, I know. I want her as bad as you do.” Rick ran his hand through his hair. “Fuck, every time in the last year we’ve had some nameless pickup between us, I’ve pictured her in our bed. I’ve even had to hold back crying out her name when I came a time or two.”

Conor knew exactly what his best friend was talking about. He’d almost done the same, and more than once when their eyes had locked in that crucial moment, he’d known they’d both been thinking the same thing. He looked over at Rick’s desk as his phone rang again. Jumping up, the man went to answer the summons.

“Rick Connor… Hey, Calleigh. Happy birthday, angel.” He spun around in his chair catching Conor’s eye. “Of course, we’ll be there for dinner tonight. Six o’clock right?” He laughed. “The boys did what? I can just imagine… Sure we can talk about it… Okay, see you then.” He hung up the phone. “Calleigh said the boys, with grandma’s help, made her a huge birthday sign with their handprints painted on it. Unfortunately, the paint didn’t get put away, and they decided it needed just a few more decorations. Only it happened to be lying on the sofa at the time.”

Conor was laughing so hard he had to clutch his stomach. “Go on otta that!”

“I’m not kidding. You know you have to watch them twenty-four-seven.” Rick was laughing, too. After several minutes, he stood and walked over to look out the window of his office. “She said something about wanting our advice at the very end. It sounded serious.”

That instantly sobered Conor’s mirth. “Feck. I hope nathin’ is wrong with the boys.”

“No. I don’t think so. It sounded more like a personal problem. I hope to hell nobody is haranguing her. If they are, I’ll put a stop to that real damn quick.” He looked over his shoulder and saw Conor stand then come over next to him. He held out the box in his hand with the lid still open then put his hand on Rick’s shoulder. 

“I willna let anything happen to Ár Ghrá.”

 

* * * *

 

When Rick opened the front door to Calleigh’s house, he saw the big sign the boys had made for her. The little blue handprints were accessorised with swipes of green. 

“Hello?” he called out.

Two little voices yelled out then, it sounded as if a herd of buffalo were running down the hallway. He turned to towards the commotion and was tackled by a pair of leg-latching spider monkeys. “Why if it isn’t the deadly duo.”

He scooped up a boy in each arm. He looked at Brandon and said, “Mikey, did you tell your mommy happy birthday?” Peals of laughter rang over his ears, and Brandon pointed at his brother, shaking his head.

“I not Mikey.”

“Are you sure you’re not Mikey? I think you two are trying to trick us again.”

Conor came over and took the real Mikey from Rick. “I know how te tell them apart.” He lifted his hand high in the air in the shape of a claw. Wiggling his fingers on the way down, he made like he was going to tickle the little boy.

Mikey started laughing and squirming in Conor’s arms. Brandon kept pointing at his brother and merriment danced in his dark green eyes. 

“See works every time. Mikey is ticklish,” Conor said.

Rick looked at Brandon. “I’m still not convinced. We may have a couple of doppelgangers on our hands. Let me try.” He swooped in and started tickling his stomach. Brandon began squirming and laughing the same as his brother. “Well, it looks like we have two Mikeys on our hands.” 

Calleigh walked into the room. “What’s going on in here? It sounds like a bunch of monkeys live in my house.”

Rick put Brandon down at the same time Conor put down Mike. The two boys ran back down the hall to their playroom. 

“No running,” all three adults yelled.

Rick walked over to Calleigh. Gathering her close, he kissed her the on the temple. “Happy birthday, angel.”

He still had Calleigh in his arms when Conor came up behind her. 

Conor placed his hands on Calleigh’s waist above Rick’s arms and leaned down to her ear, “Breithlá shona duit, muirnín.” Then he kissed her temple on the opposite side Rick had.

Rick watched Calleigh’s eyes close and felt a shiver travel down her body. It appeared to be from arousal not nerves. This was the first time they had purposefully put her between them. He smiled inwardly at her reaction. When she opened her eyes, he nearly gasped at the desire he saw for a split second before they changed back to their normal glow.

She turned from Rick’s arms and faced Conor. “I love it when you speak Gaelic. Of course, for all I know, you’re insulting me, but it sounds so pretty.”

He effectively switched holds with Rick. “Never. I said ‘Happy Birthday, sweetheart’. We have a gift for ye. Would ye like it now or after dinner?”

She peered down the hall. “I don’t hear any crashes or yelling. I put on a cartoon for them shortly before you arrived so they’re probably content for the moment. We’d better do it now, while they’re distracted. Come with me into the kitchen, I have to stir the sauce.”

As they walked down the hall, Rick peeked into the playroom. Both boys’ heads turned, and they smiled but remained seated on the floor. He winked at them, and like little mirrors, they blinked both eyes back, obviously trying to imitate him. He chuckled then followed Calleigh and Conor into the kitchen. After Calleigh stirred the spaghetti sauce, he lifted her to sit on the counter.

“Rick! What if the boys come in? This is hardly setting a good example.”

“They’re fine, but if you insist.” He lifted her back into his arms and sat down in a chair at the table, keeping her on his lap. “How’s this?”

“Ye just wanted te carry her around.” Conor said, pulling out the necklace box they’d tied a white ribbon to. 

He shrugged unapologetically and pulled Calleigh a little closer. She took the box from Conor and gently pulled the bow loose. The hinge on the box snapped when she opened it, and he held his breath until he heard her gasp of delight.

“Oh wow! You guys, this is so beautiful.” She looked down at the three coloured stones then back up into the smiling faces of her best friends. “It’s us, right? The blue, brown and aqua?”

“See I told ye she would figure it out,” Conor said. He undid the clasp and attached it behind Calleigh’s neck. “There. Looks perfect against ye skin.”

 

Calleigh was going nuts being held by Rick, while Conor attached their gift. His fingers caressed her skin as he traced the chain down to the pendant. He was so close she could feel his breath puff against her neck. Rick’s arm was around her waist, and every once in a while, his fingers would caress her side. This was new behaviour. Never before had the two men surrounded her like tonight. Their body heat and scent wrapped around her like a cocoon. She so wanted to close her eyes and swim in the forgotten sensations but knew the boys would soon be chanting for dinner. She linked her fingers with Rick’s and moved his arm so she could stand.

Stepping away, she caught a look between her two best friends. They both had little smiles on their faces and each slightly nodded his head. She bent down to grab a large bowl in the cabinet by her feet and could have sworn she heard one of the men groan. She flipped off the switch on the stove and lifted the heavy pot of boiling water to drain the noodles. 

She’d told Rick on the phone earlier that she wanted to talk to them about something. She had intended to tell them she’d accepted her first date since Kevin’s death and wanted some advice on getting back into the dating scene. 

The first year after Kevin had been killed, she had pretty much been in a daze. She’d been able to function and take care of the boys, but it seemed as if the only emotion she could express outside of being a mother in love with her rapidly growing and developing babies was pain. 

The day Brandon and Mikey had taken their first steps, Rick and Conor had been there. All three of them had cheered and encouraged the tentative steps towards independence. That was day she’d woken up and found that the two men who had rescued her on the blackest of days were still there. Not only were they there, but she’d become dependant on their support. So many nights she’d cried in their arms only to find peace once the tears passed. Now, she found herself wanting more. She wanted to feel the pleasure of being a woman again. She wanted to feel a man’s desire, and on the darkest of nights in the silence of her bedroom, she’d dreamed of the tangled limbs and sweat-slicked bodies of three.

Ménage wasn’t foreign to her. When she and Kevin were in college, they had invited a third to their bed on a number of occasions. They had a circle of friends who were trustworthy and treated the experience with respect and honour. Everyone in the circle knew that the third was only a participant in the sex. It was understood that they would not interfere in the relationship of whomever they slept with. 

Looking over her shoulder, she saw Rick and Conor speaking softly to each other. She couldn’t hear what they were saying though. Their behaviours suggested a familiarity with having a woman between them, but she’d never heard anything about them sharing before. She knew they dated, hell they were both stunning specimens. Both men had kept the athletic bodies of their college soccer days. Neither bulged with muscle, but their bodies were hard, trim and defined. 

It was a few months ago when she realised she was attracted to her two best friends bodies that she’d decided it was time to start dating again. She figured she would start out slow and see what happened. As much as she’d recognised her desire for Rick and Conor, she didn’t want to risk losing them over her awakening hormones. Also, there was no way she would want to choose one over the other. 

They were fixtures in the house on a weekly basis. The boys looked upon them as father figures, even if they didn’t quite understand that yet. They always obeyed Rick and Conor as much as they did her. As much as three year olds obeyed anyone. Brandon and Mikey were always eager to show the men a prize drawing they had done that day, told them stories of their adventures together, recently they even started asking for an occasional bedtime story. Rick and Conor had been there for every milestone. They were even helping out with the potty training, as much as they could. They were parents in all ways except having an intimate relationship with her.

Now, she’d accepted the date with Miles from the hospital, where she was a nurse anaesthetist, because Rick and Conor were out of her league and off-limits in her mind. But what if they weren’t? What if they wanted to take their relationship to the next level, and what if they wanted to do it together? Her pulse raced at the possibility, and she felt dampness between her legs that hadn’t been there since before the boys were born.

 

* * * *

 

After dinner, Rick and Conor took the boys upstairs for baths and bed while she cleaned the kitchen. It was so nice on the nights they came over. The four extra hands made things run a lot smoother. She saw them come down the stairs about forty-five minutes later. 

“They tucked in?” she asked.

Rick nodded. “Yeah, go on up and give them a kiss goodnight.”

She did, and when she came back down, they were both sprawled on the sofa watching news. Taking her customary place between them she sighed and relaxed into the deep cushions. There was still a little damp spot from cleaning the paint earlier, but she didn’t let it bother her. She was absently playing with her new necklace when Conor put his arm around her shoulder and Rick placed his large hand on her thigh. She absorbed the heat from their touch, and her muscles relaxed even further.

“So, is either of you working on any cool new games?” 

They both worked in the sports division for a major video game company. Rick was a game designer, and Conor a software engineer. Frequently, they told her about new games they were working on, and she’d even gotten pre-releases for the Xbox they’d bought last year. She had laughed so hard when they said it was for the boys with such innocent expressions on their faces. At the time, Mike and Bran were only two. They had promptly set up the system and played for hours that night.

Rick turned to look at Calleigh. “I just got the proposal for a new game. It’s going to feature famous Olympic athletes and their sports. It’ll be released at the same time the Vancouver games begin.” He picked up the remote and turned off the television. “Calleigh, you said you needed to talk to us about something tonight. What’s going on?”

She worried her bottom lip between her teeth for a moment. She figured she couldn’t blow off this conversation, but it might be interesting to see their reaction to her announcement after the chemistry she’d sensed earlier. She stood and turned so both men were in her line of vision then sat on the large ottoman in front of the sofa.

“Well, the thing is, I have a date.” She waited to see their reactions. Both men’s eyes darkened, but their outward expression didn’t change. 

Conor’s hands fisted into the sofa but he said, “I’m glad yer getting back out there. Is it someone we know?”

She shook her head. “His name is Miles, and he works at the hospital with me. He’s a radiology technician. I met him in the cafeteria a few weeks back. We’ve eaten together a few times. He’s a nice enough guy.”

Rick sat up straight and rested his elbows on his knees as he leant in closer to Calleigh. “Angel, I’m glad you feel you’re ready to start seeing people again, but what do you know about this guy? Have you talked to any other staff who know him? What if he’s a complete jerk? What if he only wants to get in your pants?”

“Muirnín. I donna want ye doin’ a line with some paddy who just wants te shag ye.”

Calleigh could tell despite their calm faces that they were upset. Conor’s accent always got a little thicker and his colloquialisms more frequent when he was riled up. Rick generally got stoic, and right now his face appeared as if it were a wooden mask.

She knelt on the floor and took hold of a hand from each man. “I appreciate your concern. I even love you for it. But it’s time for me to try this again. Don’t worry so much. The two of you have spoiled me so rotten over the past three years that I have impossibly high standards. I’m sure we’ll just go to dinner, and I’ll be home before eleven o’clock.”

She leant in and kissed each one of them on the cheek, letting the little caress linger a tad longer than usual. “I know this is a lot to ask, especially given your misgivings, but would you be willing to watch Mike and Brandon that night?”

“Of course, we will. I plan on being here when he drops you off to make sure he behaves like a gentleman,” Rick said, looking over to see Conor nodding in agreement.


Chapter Two

 

 

 

Rick paced the living room waiting for Calleigh to get home from her date. He was too keyed up to watch the late night news. Thinking about that other man touching her, holding her hand, or God forbid, kissing her was driving him nuts. He heard Conor come down the stairs after checking on the boys, again. He could tell the man was just as much of a wreck. As Rick turned to face the front windows, he saw a car pull into the open spot in front of the house. Conor must have caught the direction of his gaze because he sprinted past him to peer out the curtain. 

“Conor get away from there!” Rick said, walking that same direction.

“Go an’ shoite.” He pulled the curtain back just enough to peak around the corner. “Damnú ort Bualadh craicinn Bastún!”

Rick stomped over to the window to stand behind Conor. “I have no idea what you just said, but it didn’t sound pleasant. Let me see.”

“The fecking gobshite is practically ridin’ her!”

“Move, Con!” he hissed, looking out the window. “Goddamn fucking bastard is practically giving her a tonsillectomy!”

“That’s what I said,” Conor murmured.

“Yeah but nobody can ever understand you when you get riled up.” 

He pulled Conor away from the window before Calleigh caught sight of them. Moments later, he heard the key turn in the lock at the front door. He hoped like hell she wasn’t going to bring what’s his name inside. He might have a hard time restraining himself from punching the man. 

“Conor, get your ass over here.” 

He flipped on the news and pretended to watch. Conor flopped down on the sofa just before the latched opened. Rick heard Calleigh say goodnight and released the breath he’d been holding. A few seconds later, she was sitting between then where she belonged, but she definitely did not have the look of a woman who’d been blissfully kissed. He did a little happy dance inside.

“How was the date?” Conor asked.

Calleigh heaved out a breath. “It was okay. He was polite. Made all the right conversation. Even kissed me, but it felt like his tongue was a tentacle. No spark. Nothing. Maybe, I’m not ready after all.”

She looked disillusioned. Rick knew there was fire in her. It just needed the right kind of spark to ignite. He looked at Conor and saw him nod. He turned Calleigh’s head towards him. His hand tunnelled in the silky mass of her honey-blonde hair. Her amber-brown eyes darkened as he leaned his head forward. He touched their lips together for the first time. She tasted vaguely of cherry as he flicked his tongue out to taste. Her mouth opened, and he slipped inside, moaning at his first real taste of Calleigh. 

Her mouth was sweet and welcoming. He turned his head to get a better angle and sealed them together tighter. His mouth moved on hers in a slow rhythm. Her tongue came out to play with his, and slipped into his mouth as his retreated from hers. He was instantly hard and aching. His hand moved lower to caress her breast only to find Conor’s already there. He pulled back and looked into her passion-dazed eyes. Conor’s hand cupped her cheek and turned her head towards him. 

Rick watched their lips meet and fuse. Their mouths moved together in perfect synchronicity. Rick cupped her breast in his hand and moulded the full mound. Her nipple was erect and stabbing his palm. He slid his other hand up underneath the hem of her dress, touching and caressing the soft skin of her inner thigh. Her legs opened a little, and he angled his fingers up to touch the edge of her panties. He skimmed the fabric, but didn’t reach underneath. Little moans and cries were swallowed by Conor’s mouth as he continued to lick and devour Calleigh’s plush lips.

 It always made him hot to see Conor pleasuring the woman they’d chosen to bring home, but knowing that this was Calleigh, their Calleigh, made the experience ten times more erotic. Conor loved to kiss. It was one of his favourite things to do to a woman. He would kiss them all over for hours, while Rick was more of a touch person. He loved the feel of a woman between them, touching her skin and slipping his fingers inside her body. His cock inside the snug, wet heat of a pussy or hot, velvet clasp of an ass could melt his brains with pleasure. Add Conor into the mix, filling the woman’s mouth or other available opening, and the melt actually exploded. Hearing the screams of her pleasure echo in the room, feeling the rake of her nails down his back was the best feeling in the world. They would have that with Calleigh, and they would have that soon.

 

Calleigh pulled back from Conor and looked over at Rick on the other side of her. “Holy shit,” she whispered. “Umm, guys? What was that all about?”

“Did ye get yer fireworks, Ár Ghra?” Conor asked

“More like a nuclear explosion. But I don’t understand. Since when…”

“Since when have we wanted you, angel, or since when have we shared our women?”

Calleigh couldn’t decide which question she wanted answered more. She was still in shock that not only did she now have proof they wanted her, but that they did in fact intend to share her. The lust coursing through her system made thinking clearly difficult. She had sensed they could be powerfully addictive as individuals, but when they combined their powers of seduction, there was no equation in her past. 

“Why don’t we start with since when have you wanted me?”

Rick looked at Conor. “You want to take this one?”

Conor took Calleigh’s hand between his. “The desire te make ye mine began a little over a year ago. ‘Til then I was happy being yer friend, yer confidant, yer shoulder te cry on. I canny mind a specific day it changed. I started lookin’ forward te yer smiles. The little touches ye gave made me shiver. I started dreaming of ye at night. Since Rick and I live together, he called me on it. When I admitted the truth, he told me he felt the same.” He looked over at Rick, “Yer turn.”

“We started sharing women back in college. We were roommates for four years. The first time was junior year. I had a girl over and Conor came back to the room after studying at the library. He didn’t realise I had company and walked in on us. The girl at the time was rather…we’ll say…free with her affections. She invited Conor to join us. It was then that we recognised the power of giving a woman pleasure together. Working together to provide a woman with pleasure unequalled to her previous experience not only enhances her satisfaction but ours as well.”

“Do you always share?” Calleigh wanted to know if they were convenient thirds for the other or if this was a lifestyle they intended to adopt permanently.

“Not every time. We do date on our own, but more often than not, we’re together. Five years ago, we decided that ultimately we are happier this way. There is something about giving a woman such incredible pleasure that she screams with need. Watching her eyes wild and desperate for the release only the two of us can give. I enjoy watching Conor fuck with his drive and determination to bring a woman the most intense orgasm possible. I enjoy sinking myself deep inside a tight pussy or ass, knowing that he is there stimulating her body in ways I couldn’t do in that moment of time.” Rick laced his fingers together with Calleigh’s. “We want to live as a triad with one special woman permanently. We want a marriage of three. As friends, Conor and I balance each other out. I can’t imagine living my life without his presence surrounding me every day. I need him. I love him. The only problem is we’re both men and not gay or even bisexual. We need to complete the triangle. We need a woman to love, to cherish, to protect.” He cupped her cheek and placed a soft kiss on her lips. “We need you, angel. You and the boys have become our world. We want to marry you, be fathers to Mike and Brandon and have future children with you. We also want to see you fly from passion, see you burn from our touch, feel your soft skin between us and know the ecstasy of being inside your body.” 

Rick’s dark description of their passion for ménages had her lightheaded. She wanted to feel them surround her as he’d described. The two men she thought she knew inside and out had hidden depths. She knew they each had a tremendous capacity to love, and they worked seamlessly as a team, but seeing them in this new light was a revelation. They wanted to build a life with one woman as their wife. As the mother of their children. While she had experience of three in the bedroom, she didn’t know how a marriage of three would work. How would they interact on a daily basis? How would relationships between the individuals grow? When they fought would sides be drawn?

“I can see that we’ve thrown lashing of information at ye the-nite, muirnín. The necklace we gave ye was our way of telling ye our desires te build a new relationship between the three of us. We want ye te take the next few days te think about it. We know ye have te think of the boys, not only yer wants an’ needs. I think ye know that we already love Mike an’ Brandon as our own. We don’t want to replace their owl lad, but we do want te fill the hole his death left in all ye lives.”

Calleigh stood and walked them to the front door. She stopped before opening it and leaned into Conor. Reaching up on her toes, she wrapped her arms around his neck and lifted her head for another kiss. His hands dropped to her waist to steady her as his mouth descended. His lips were warm and firm, his tongue soft as it entered her mouth. Instantly, her skin heated and her blood rushed through her veins. The man certainly knew how to kiss. Little flicks kept her searching for deeper contact. His lips pulled away only to tease and torment before capturing hers again. His hands practically spanned her waist. She imagined being lifted by his strong arms and wrapping her legs around his lean waist as he thrust inside her. His hard body against hers felt so good. It felt right. His erection pushed against her stomach. The hard column of flesh was long and thick. He wrapped his arms around her back and pulled her into his body so no space separated them. 

Another pair of hands lifted her hair away from her neck and lips touched her neck. The delicate caress countered Conor’s now deeply thrusting tongue. Rick’s tongue traced her pulse and nipped behind her ear. 

They surrounded her with their heat. The intensity of their touches was overpowering. Rick’s deep voice whispered seductive words in her ear and planted images of the three of them entwined on her bed, arms and legs touching, lips meeting, bodies sliding and thrusting together until they were consumed by their passions. His hands came around and cupped her breasts, his thumbs and fingers pulled on her elongated nipples. The stiff peaks were aching and needy. She tilted her head away from Conor’s and leant back on Rick’s chest. 

His head descended and their lips met in a backwards kiss, softly melting together. Conor kissed her bare shoulders and down the neckline of her dress. His tongue flicked out to catch the inner swell of her breasts, and she moaned into Rick’s mouth. Conor’s deep voice now seductively murmured in her ear. His lyrical accent thick with passion. She didn’t understand the Gaelic, but if his reverent tone was any indication, the words were filled with desire and longing. Finally, the three separated, each of them breathing hard. The two men couldn’t hide the arousal that matched hers. She wanted them to finish what they started, but her brain knew there were things to consider before that irrevocable step was taken.

She turned and placed her hand on Rick’s cheek stretching up for one last chaste kiss. “Goodnight, Rick.” 

He pulled her into a tight hug. “Goodnight, angel.” 

She did the same to Conor. “Goodnight, Conor.”

He pulled Calleigh into his arms, “Oíche mhaith, muirnín. Goodnight, sweetheart.”

As she closed the door, she thought if they did continue in this relationship, she was definitely going to have to learn some Gaelic. She walked up the stairs and peeked in on the boys. She smiled at the way their limbs were flayed out all over their twin-sized beds. She, Rick and Conor had made a big production of going to the ‘big boy’ bed store on the boys’ third birthday. Mike and Brandon had picked out their own bedding. They were going through a space phase right now, so their room was filled with glow in the dark stars and the bed set they picked out had stitched rockets, comets, planets and stars. They’d also picked out their own potty seats, and so far things seemed to be working out well for the most part. She leaned over and gave each of her sons a kiss on the forehead and smelled the baby shampoo from their baths Rick and Conor had given them earlier.

Closing the door, she made her way into her bedroom. Stripping off her dress, she decided a warm bath would soothe her before going to bed. She padded her way next door to the bathroom in her robe. Drawing the bath, she added salts and oil beads. The hot water surrounding her was luxuriant. The moisture washed away the stress of the day. Her muscles went lax, and she closed her eyes. 

Immediately, images of aroused Rick and Conor floated behind her eyelids. Rick’s eyes darkened from their normal bright sapphire blue to navy. With his lighter colouring, slashes of colour popped up on Conor’s cheekbones. She had felt the press of both men’s erections against her body, the pressure of the thick bulges against her stomach melting her core. She still felt their hands on her breasts and their fingers pulling at her nipples. 

Lifting her hands out of the water, she cupped her swollen mounds and milked the turgid peaks. Spikes of pleasure streamed down her body to her clit, and she moaned. Reaching down, she slipped the fingers of one hand between the plump folds of her pussy. Using her first finger, she circled her clit. She rolled the little bundle of nerves a few times before flicking it with her nail. Sliding down, she gathered some moisture from her channel to bring it back up. The water lapping around her body made her feel as if she were suspended in a bubble of pleasure. Her finger continued to circle her clit, while her other hand started to pinch the nipple she been previously playing with. The slight sting quickly morphed from pain to pleasure. She dipped her fingers inside her cunt. Wetness coated her fingers and the soft plush tissues gripped tight around her. It had been a long time since she had anything more than a couple of fingers inside her. 

How would it feel to be stretched around Rick’s or Conor’s thick cocks? The burn as they entered her unused muscles, the long columns of flesh reaching deep inside her? Her fingers pumped but were too small to reach the depths she really needed. Pulling out she concentrated on her clit. It was Rick’s head between her legs. His tongue lashing at the protrusion, sucking it between his lips and occasionally scraping his teeth across it. Her fingers tried to mimic the sensations by circling around and pushing down, flicking her nail on the underside. She felt her orgasm closing in. 

Sticking the first finger of her other hand back inside her pussy, she coated it with moisture then reached below to circle the small rosette of her back opening. She imagined it was Conor stimulating the tight opening and moaned his name. She slipped it inside up to the second knuckle then placed a thumb at the dripping centre of her core. Any second now she was going to come. She pushed both fingers as deep as they would go and pinched them together to rub on the thin membrane separating the two spaces. 

Her body erupted as she cried out their names.


Chapter Three

 

 

 

It had been three days since they informed Calleigh of their desires. Rick was anxious to get to the house after work to see how she was processing things. He was sure she would have some questions for them. After shutting down his laptop, he locked up his office to meet Conor in the lobby of their building. When he got there, the man was already pacing.

“What took ye so long?”

“Con, it’s only five after. Settle down, okay. I’m sure things are fine. You saw how she responded to us the other night. If she has any misgiving, I’m sure it’ll be about the boys, and I don’t see that as insurmountable.”

“You’re right. I’m sorry. Let’s just go.” He walked out the lobby doors and turned towards the T station nearby. 

Twenty minutes later, they were at Calleigh’s front door. Rick opened the portal and stuck his head inside. “Hello?”

He heard Calleigh’s voice from the kitchen, telling them to come back. He and Conor walked through the living room and into the bright, friendly space. Calleigh was lifting freshly baked chocolate chip cookies off a baking sheet. They were his favourites, and he was determined to steal one.

“Angel, you didn’t have to bake me cookies.” He reached over and tried to snag one but got his hand slapped with the spatula. 

“Hands off, cookie monster.” She looked over her shoulder with a smile.

He looked over his shoulder to see Conor snickering. “What are you laughing at, you mick?”

“Ye, pouting like a babby because ye canny have a cookie. Fer bleedin’ sake the boys are better behaved than ye.”

With a saucy smile, Calleigh picked up an oatmeal raisin, Conor’s favourite, and sauntered over, holding it out to him. 

“Are you hungry, Conor?”

He smiled. “I’ve a mouth on me.” He accepted the treat and moaned at the first bite.

“Hey! Why does he get one, and I don’t?”

“Because you get this…”

Calleigh wrapped her hand around his neck. She lifted up on her toes, and he met her head halfway. Their lips met, and his insides soared. 

She was theirs! 

Cupping his hands underneath her ass, he lifted her and swung around the kitchen in circles. Calleigh’s legs wrapped around his waist, and he held her close to him, not wanting to break their connection. She felt so good. Her small body held in his arms, her soft curves pressed against his chest. 

He opened his eyes to see Conor’s riveted on the sight of them. Their blue-green colour was bright and the telltale slashes of colour across his cheeks gave away his desire. Rick set her down on Conor’s lap at the kitchen table, so he could get his acceptance kiss. Their mouths met, Conor’s hand holding the back of Calleigh’s neck to keep her close. Calleigh’s arms coiled around Conor’s neck, holding him tight. Watching them kiss, Rick’s cock hardened even more. Their heads finally lifted.

“Does this mean what I hope it does?” Rick asked.

“Yes, I want to be yours. I know there are some logistical things to work out, and I don’t know exactly how a marriage of three works. My only experience with ménage was when Kevin would invite a third to our bed on occasion, but I’ve never tried to have a full relationship with more than two.”

Rick swallowed at Calleigh’s confession. He had no idea that she’d experienced ménage before. “You and Kevin used to…”

She adjusted her position on Conor’s lap, turning so she could lean against his chest and face Rick. “Sometimes. Back when we were in college. For the most part, I know what I’m getting into, and I can honestly say, I can’t think of two men I want more.”

Rick looked over Calleigh’s head at Conor who seemed just as shocked as he was, but then a huge smile lit up his face and Rick found himself mirroring it. Their woman was full of wonderful surprises. He had to admit a slight disappointment at not being the ones to introduce her to the intensity of a ménage, but on the other hand, having experience meant that she would know whatever explosive feelings occurred were a product of the three of them, not the newness of the situation.

He stalked her from across the room. Her words setting him on fire. He was harder than a spike and wanted nothing more than sink inside her hot body. “God almighty, Calleigh. I need you. I want to feel you between us. I want to hear your screams of pleasure. I want to sink so deep inside we can’t tell where I stop and you begin. When are the boys being dropped off?”

She was breathing rapidly and wiggled against Conor’s crotch. “Not enough time tonight for the full five courses, but I think we can do an appetiser.”

“Muirnín, yer gonna kill me with that sweet mouth.” Conor held her tight and kissed her deeply.

Rick knelt in front of Calleigh and Conor. He undid the drawstring of her scrubs from the hospital. Conor lifted her by the waist while Rick pulled down the pants and her underwear, revealing the smooth silky skin of her mound. She had a small strip of hair, but most of the area was bare. He saw moisture slick and dewy coating the lips, and his mouth watered for a taste. Conor lifted her shirt to bare her breasts. His fingers rasped and pulled at her nipples. Rick leant in and flicked his tongue around and across the peaks. They were large and plush, the areolas encompassing several inches of her full breasts. Calleigh’s head leant back against Conor’s chest, but her eyes opened to watch Rick. Her eyes were dazed. Rick knew they were limited on time but had every intention of Calleigh experiencing the full amount of pleasure due.

He separated her legs, and Conor reached down to hold them open. Rick circled her navel with his tongue several times. His teeth nipped at the sensitive flesh then soothed with slow licks. He put his nose to her belly and breathed warm moist air on the skin as he dragged it down to the top of her pussy. He placed little kisses all along the outer edges. His hands glided up from her knees until they reached the top. 

“You’re wet, Calleigh. I’m going to taste this lovely cream.”

He used his thumbs to spread open her swollen lips. He stroked through the moist folds, and her taste exploded over his tongue. The sweet musky flavour was nectar in his mouth. He alternated long and firm upward strokes with dips inside the clasping heat of her core. 

“Oh God, Rick. It’s been so long. Please don’t stop.” She started to pant.

He felt the muscles clench around his tongue and knew she was close. He looked up to see Conor’s eyes burning at the sight of Rick’s mouth fastened to Calleigh. His hands had released her legs and were pinching and rolling her nipples again, stimulating the sensitive peaks. Calleigh’s sweet little cries for more echoed in the kitchen. She bucked her hips up, searching for greater connection. 

“Don’t worry, angel. I won’t stop until you’re screaming for us.”

Rick slid two fingers inside her in one smooth thrust. The fiery heat scorched his skin, and the tight muscles clenched around the digits. She spasmed around his fingers, every ripple of her cunt embracing him. She was overwhelming tight. He wondered if she’s had anything inside her since before her husband had passed. 

Gasping cries poured from her throat as she arched, legs tightening, back bowing against Conor’s chest. The cream of her response soaked Rick’s fingers. He leant down, closed his lips over her clit and sucked hard while thrusting deep inside and massaging the hypersensitive nerves. He heard her gasp, felt her muscles lock down and a surge of warmth spilled into his hand as she climaxed. 

 

Calleigh’s eyes slowly opened as Conor eased her down from the explosive orgasm. She wanted to be fucked. She needed it now. Rick and Conor had awakened her body, and now, it demanded the feel of a hard cock pushing deep. The orgasm Rick had given her had been fantastic, best in a long time, but she wanted to be filled. Rick, on his knees at her feet, had opened his trousers and was slowly stroking his cock. The long thick stalk was red and dripping with desire. She wanted a taste. She wanted to feel the thickness slide deep down her throat.

She slid out of Conor’s lap and landed on her hands and knees in front of him. Her head hung limp poised over the crown of his cock, her long hair falling around to create a curtain. She panted over the top as Rick continued drag his fist up and down. One of his hands came up to rest on top of her head, and he guided her down in obvious invitation. Her tongue came out and licked across the top, catching the drop of pre-cum oozing from his wide slit. 

“Oh angel. I’ll give you one hundred years to stop that.”

She opened her mouth to take the first several inches inside. Her tongue swirled around the crown as she pulled up, working the head with her lips. Rick’s hands threaded through her hair and pulled gently at the strands. She heard the sound of a chair being forcibly pushed across the hardwood floor and the heat of Conor’s body was behind her. 

Seconds later, she felt a pressure at her opening. He seemed huge and hot. Conor slowly pushed his way inside her channel. The head of his cock stretching the narrow space. It burned a little but felt so damn good. Exciting. 

She pushed back, demanding more. She wanted all of him. He was hot and hard, and she could barely stand the teasing. He stopped when the first couple of inches were inside her, and they both paused. 

Her head was imprisoned in Rick’s hands. What were they waiting for? She needed them. She needed to be taken. She was desperate feel both their bodies fill hers. She tried to look up, but Rick kept her head imprisoned between his large hands. She couldn’t use her hands on him because they were holding her up. Trying to incite them to move she whipped her tongue all around the head of his cock. It filled her mouth completely. She didn’t know if she would be able to take the whole thing but would damn well try her best. 

Suddenly, as if on a timer, they both moved forward and filled her body at the same time. Her scream and their moans of pleasure mingled together. Rick’s cock was deep and thick in her mouth, and Conor’s length was deep inside her.  

“Naofa damnú air! Go mboga mé!”

“English, Conor. You want us to understand you, speak English. That’s it, baby. Take me deep. All the way to your throat.” He hissed as she moved further down and swallowed.

”Holy shite! I have te move!” Conor pulled back and thrust inside in one long smooth stroke. “Goddamn Rick, you’ve never felt anythin’ like this. Her cream is so hot an’ wet, it feels like movin’ through liquid silk.”

They moved in practiced rhythm. At first, one would pull out of her as the other pushed in. Then they both filled her at the same time. Over and over. She shook with arousal. Rick was driving his cock deep into her mouth. She tried to swallow whenever it reached the back, wanting to give him the most stimulation possible. Conor was fucking her in long, deep thrusts. A smooth slide into her body, followed by the rough retreat. The pace increased. Her brain shut down, and she was along for the mind-bending ride on a wave a pleasure. She vaguely remembered similar sensations from a time long ago, but nothing compared to the feel of Rick and Conor inside her. 

Her body countered their rhythm, moving down on Rick’s cock as Conor pulled back and pushing into Conor’s thrusts as she sucked up Rick’s length.  She heard moans and cries and realised they came from her. 

Her body was on the brink of combustion. Her blood was on fire as it raced through her veins. She clenched around Conor and heard him cry out behind her. Rick was thrusting fast and deep into her throat. They were taking her. Her men were claiming their mate, and it was the most incredible thing she had ever experienced. God help her when one of them filled her ass and the other her pussy. She might not survive.

“Chan fhad’thuige! I’m gonna come. Tá mé chomh mór sin i ngrá leat. Ye burn me alive ye feel so perfect surroundin’ me.”  

“I’m almost there, angel. I’m going to come deep in your throat. Conor’s going to shoot, too. I can tell he’s close. He only starts speaking Gaelic when his brain has been melted.”

Her orgasm was building deep in her womb. The contractions spread outward to consume her entire body. Both men thrust faster, and a few moments later, she felt the first shots of Rick’s cum hit her tongue. She let the salty taste linger before swallowing everything he had. The feel of him releasing inside her triggered a second more explosive climax in her. She screamed around him as her body convulsed. Conor thrust hard then held still deep inside her. She felt him swell even thicker, and his cock pulsed. His fingers gripped her hips as he yelled out her name. 

Rick pulled out of her mouth, and her arms collapsed. She ended up in a heap on the floor with Conor still buried deep inside, his arms braced out so he didn’t crush her. He rolled to his side and slowly pulled free from her body. Rick promptly scooped her up into his arms and Conor scooted into her back and held her tight between them.

“I think that was the single best moment of my life,” Rick whispered.

Her body still trembled with aftershocks. As much as she wanted to curl up with her men, she knew the boys would be home soon. 

“We have to get up.” 

Twin groans echoed above her head. 

“I know I don’t want to either, but Bran and Mikey will be home soon.”

They helped her to stand and slip her scrub bottoms back on. Both men righted their trousers.

 She went upstairs to change into jeans and a soft sweater. The material sliding over her still sensitive skin caused goose bumps to rise on her arms. As she left her bedroom, she heard the front door open and twin exclamations of excitement. She smiled at the joyful sound of her boys. They really did love Rick and Conor.

 

* * * *

 

Two days later, the three of them went out on their first official date. Conor and Rick took Calleigh to dinner at nice restaurant then they wanted to take her somewhere exciting and fun. It had been a long time since the three of them had gone out to play. A popular piano bar in Back Bay seemed like the perfect idea. They were seated at the table, and immediately, the duelling pianos kicked up. Playing classic rock songs as the whole place sang along. An electric fiddle player even got on stage and played an amazing rendition of Devil Went Down to Georgia. Strobe lights flashed as he stood on top of the pianos and wailed on the strings. After an hour or so, Conor brought drinks back from the bar for all three of them. He leaned over to Rick and spoke directly into his ear the noise was so loud. “I have gotta little surprise for our girl.”

Rick looked over and saw a very self-satisfied look on Conor’s face. “What did you do?”

“Don’t worry ye will love it. Ye mind senior year when we went te that place in Allston?”

“Yeah…oh shit…you didn’t!” He started laughing so hard Calleigh looked over at them.

A few minutes later, they had finished their drinks, and the players announced into the microphone for Calleigh Wells to come up on stage. She looked over at Conor with wide shocked eyes. He stood and taking her hand in his led her up to the dais. He lifted her by the waist so she stood front and centre. Her cheeks were bright pink, and she kept looking around at the audience who were cheering and clapping. She looked over to the man at the piano. 

The piano player winked at Calleigh. “Ladies and gentlemen. We have a very special request this evening. Normally, we would not allow this, but Conor here was very persuasive.” He held up the fan of cash in his hand. “It seems that Calleigh here is on a date with these two men.” He pointed to Rick and Conor.

Conor took a bow as the crowd yelled and wolf whistles floated through the air.

“They would like to serenade their sweetheart.” 

He accepted a microphone for both him and Rick as they got up on stage. The pianos began to play Stay the Night by Benjamin Orr. He had the better voice of the two so he sang most of the lyrics and Rick joined in during the chorus. They circled Calleigh and took turns dancing with her. At the end of the song, they were all flushed from excitement. The entire crowd was on their feet and cheering and yelling for Calleigh to kiss them. Conor saw her eyes flash the moment she decided to go for it. He handed his microphone to Rick and swooped Calleigh into a dip then kissing her deeply. The place erupted in thunderous applause. After only a few moments, he lifted her up and Rick swung her around to plant one firmly. Calleigh gave him no quarter and speared her fingers though his hair to deepen the lip lock. Whistles and cheers rang in Conor’s ears. Figuring they’d given everyone enough of a show, he swung Calleigh into his arms and headed for the exit.

They raced out into the street, and he led them between two buildings. He leant back against the brick and pulled Calleigh into his arms, kissing her with everything in him. Their tongues duelled, and his hands grasped her ass to pull their hips together. Rick lifted his hands and pressed against her back, adding more pressure as their bodies rubbed together. Ricks hands were at Calleigh’s hips, and every time, he ground against her ass, Calleigh was pushed into his erection. The sensation set Conor on fire. 

 

Calleigh burned with excitement. Conor’s lips devoured hers. One hand massaged her breast while the other tunnelled in her hair, pulling on the strands just enough to create extra stimulation. Conor separated their mouths and dropped little kisses down one side of her neck. Rick’s hands were at her hips, and his mouth latched onto the other side her neck. His teeth lightly scraped down the column and his tongue soothed the sting away. He nibbled on her ear. 

“When we get home, we’re going to fuck you all night long. I can’t wait to drive my cock deep inside you. Conor has felt the sweet clasp of your pussy, but now it’s my turn. I bet you’re dripping for us, aren’t you, angel? You can’t wait to feel both of us filling you front and back, can you? Conor deep inside your ass, while I fill that creamy tight cunt.”

She panted as she tried to clench her legs together to ease some of the tension radiating through her. 

“I canny wait te feel yer delectable little arse grip me, muirnín. You’re gonna feel like hot velvet as I fill ye.”

She was desperate to get her men inside her as soon as possible. “Home… Now, before I take you both right here,” she growled.

Conor pushed away from the wall. Both men took one of her hands, and they raced to Rick’s car. 

Twenty minutes later, they pulled in front of her house. They walked upstairs into her bedroom. Rick lit the candles she kept scattered around to give a little light without turning on the bright overhead. They stripped her slowly, each of them removing an article of clothing, one after the other. Conor picked her up and placed her in the centre of the bed then stepped back. He and Rick began to strip. Each unbuttoned their shirts, chests and firm stomachs showing through the separated edges of fabric. When they removed the material, their muscles flexed, and she caught herself licking her lips. They flicked off their shoes and removed their socks. Hands reached for belts and the closures of their trousers. They were teasing her with the slow strip show. Buttons flicked open, and zippers slowly lowered. They stood there without moving. Her eyes were locked on their groins, wanting to see those bulges that pressed against the fabric. Her chest heaved, and her eyes burned, but she refused to look away. Finally, they dropped their pants and boxer-briefs and stood in all their nude glory. She moaned. Both were amazingly hard. She raised her eyes to theirs and saw the mirroring burn in bright sapphire and aquamarine. 

Rick sat on the bed and slid over to lie on his side in front of her. When their naked bodies touched for the first time twin groans left their throats. Rick lifted one of her legs over his hip. Conor walked to the other side of the bed and reclined behind her. His hand trailed down her back, and his fingers slide inside her pussy. His lips landed on her shoulder. His long fingers reached up inside her with devastating effects. She felt moisture seeping onto her thighs, and her clit pulsed. His fingers rasped through her folds and rubbed on the swollen tissues. They separated to loosen her for Rick’s invasion. The stretch sent fiery impulses through her entire body. 

“Conor, yes.” She closed her eyes and leaned her head back against him.  

“Open your eyes, angel. I want to see that pretty amber darken.” 

Rick leant forward and captured her lips, intensely thrusting his tongue into the depths, claiming her. He worked his way down her neck. Sucking and licking across her collar bone. He reached the well of her throat and took a tiny nip. Moving further down, he finally reached her breasts. They were swollen and heavy, aching for his touch or his mouth. He placed little kisses around the edges, moving closer to the tight tips. She kept trying to guide his mouth to her nipples, but Conor wrapped an arm around her middle and held her still.

She cried out in complaint when his fingers left her body. A second later, she felt the thick coolness of lubrication touch the skin on her backside. Conor’s fingers massaged it into the skin around her hole. He pushed at the opening, and she felt the tip of one finger enter. Rick had finally reached the centre of her breast, and as though they timed the event, he pulled her nipple into his hot mouth at the same time Conor pushed his finger deep into her ass. She cried out and pushed back against Conor. His other hand reached around her and pinched the nipple not being worked over by his friend. Rick had moved his hand down and thrust two fingers inside her pussy. Their hands and lips were everywhere. There wasn’t a part of her untouched, and it sent her soaring for the skies.

Rick’s fingers were working in and out of her pussy, as Conor added a second finger behind her. She felt a pinch and burn but revelled in the both the pressure and fullness. Rick raised his head to once again latch their lips together. His tongue thrust deep, mimicking his fingers below. She felt an orgasm closing in, the edge of the cliff only moments away. 

“’Tis gran’ muirnín. Let go. We’ll catch ye.”

Suddenly, she jumped, tumbling head over heels into rapturous oblivion. When she landed, Rick had rolled onto his back and lifted her over on top of him. He had her poised over the head of his cock and slowly lowered her down the length. He was a bit wider than Conor, and the pressure was incredible. Even with the foreplay, she felt stretched tight around him.

“Oh God, wait. Too much. I don’t—”

“It’s okay, angel. We’re going to do this slow. I know you can do this. Just breathe for a few seconds. You are so damn tight. Conor was right. I’ve never felt anything like you surrounding me.” He didn’t move any further until her channel softened around him. “There you go, baby. I can feel you loosening up, good girl.”

He started to thrust in and out. His hands were on her hips moving her up and down his cock. He filled her to overflowing, but it felt so damn good. He felt different inside her than Conor had. Wider, fuller. His crown was fatter, and it pushed through her burning muscles with tenderness but determination. She felt herself getting slicker, and Rick was moving easier inside her. She cried out. 

 

Conor pressed a hand to Calleigh’s back to lower her down against Rick’s chest. Rick reached back and held her lush round cheeks open for him. Conor placed little kisses along her neck and back. Holding on the base of his erection he fit the head of his cock against her back entrance. He slowly worked his way in. He could tell she was trying to relax her muscles.

“Tá sin ar fheabhas.”  

Was that his voice so deep and throaty? The only words he could use to express how exquisite Calleigh felt were from his homeland. He finally made it all the way in, and the welcoming heat surrounded him. They paused for a moment to let her get used to the sensation. His brain had officially left the building as he was reduced to a being of pure sensation, demanding more of the incredible pressure and heat of Calleigh’s body. He gave a little nod of his head, and Rick pulled back. Conor groaned at the feel of Rick’s cock rubbing against his, separated only by the thin barrier. After a few strokes, he began to move, he and Rick counterthrusting into Calleigh’s body. Her cries echoed around them as they loved her together. He loved this woman so much. He cherished her. He burned for her.

 

Calleigh felt so full. She was bombarded by sensations. Rick and Conor slid in and out of her body in perfect rhythm. Nothing in her prior experiences prepared her for this. Rick kissed her for long minutes as Conor leant forward to suck on her neck. All three of them panted. Their breathing was laboured and various moans filled the room as they sped towards completion. The intensity of the emotions being thrown around the room was overwhelming. Both Rick and Conor gasped and whispered love words in her ear. Rick was the first to cry out. His hips bucked up in rapid fire, his hands clenching her hips, and his head thrown back. Conor sped up immediately, fucking her deeper and harder. All of a sudden, all three of them stiffened. Multiple screams rent the air.  She felt their cocks pulse as they filled her with their release, and pure mind-blowing pleasure washed over her. Lights exploded behind her eyes, and she felt as if she were floating.

Calleigh was awakened by the feel of a wash cloth wiping between her legs and across her bottom. She was lying on her side between the two men. Rick threw the cloth on the floor and lay back down on the bed. Conor rubbed his hands up and down her arms and across her back. He kept placing little kisses on her neck and shoulders. Rick searched her face. 

“Are you okay, angel?”

She nodded her head. “It’s never been like that before. Thank you.”

“For us either, Ár Ghrá. Let us rest now, an’ we can love some more later.”


Chapter Four

 

 

 

Calleigh rolled over in bed as the sun slanted through the sheers on the windows. As she stretched she felt a wonderful ache in muscles that hadn’t been used in a long time. Her arms encountered a large hard body, and she turned her head to see Conor still asleep next to her. Rolling to her side she watched him in slumber. His auburn hair looked more red in the sunlight. His fair skin showed traces of morning beard, and she wondered what it would feel like rubbing against her skin. She reached up to trace the slash of his eyebrows and ran a fingertip across his lips. She gasped as he opened his mouth and sucked her finger inside. The pull made her womb flutter, and she looked up to see those blue-green eyes twinkling in amusement. Pulling her finger out of his mouth, she leant forward to kiss him. 

“Good morning.”

“Mornin’ muirnín.” He reached out and pulled Calleigh into his body.

Since Kevin had died, waking up with a man in her bed had become unfamiliar, but with Conor it felt right. The only person missing was Rick. She had missed the closeness and lethargy of waking with a lover after a night of passion. She burrowed deeper in the blankets and snuggled in closer to the warmth of Conor’s body, tangling their legs beneath the sheets. His eyes had closed again, and he caressed her hair as she laid her head on his chest. 

“Conor?”

“Hmm?”

“What are you saying when you speak Gaelic? Not everything, but I’d like to know a couple of the words.”

He rolled to his back and took Calleigh with him to lie on top of him. She propped her chin on her hands and looked up at him. “Muirnín means sweetheart or beloved.” He kissed her forehead. “Mo ghrá means my love.” He tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “Ár ghrá means our love.” He frowned. “Does it bother you when I speak the language of Shannon? That ye canny understand? I’ll stop. Sometimes ‘tis not something I do on purpose, it just comes out.”

“No. It doesn’t bother me. It’s a beautiful language and sounds so damn sexy when your deep voice whispers in my ear. I was just curious.”

“Usually the unconscious stuff only happens if I’m troilled, really full aff, or when you’ve melted me brain with pleasure.” He reached under her arms and lifted her up so he could kiss her.

Conor’s lips were soft with morning sleepiness. His tongue slipped inside and lazily rubbed against hers. The soft licks were just as devastating as the more demanding intense kisses. Her insides were turning to liquid as she floated in dreamy desire. Suddenly, her world spun as Conor rolled. She landed on her back, and he levered himself over her. Her legs automatically separated to cradle his hips. The kiss deepened. Conor’s hands threaded through her hair and held their lips together. His pelvis thrust against her centre, and she tilted her hips. She felt the moisture gathering between her legs and raised her legs to wrap around his back. One push and Conor was inside her. The invasion was heavenly. She cried out into his mouth. There was no pausing this time. He plunged deep in rhythmic strokes, hips canting forward and back as she lifted into the thrusts.

 

Conor separated from Calleigh’s sweet lips. The feel of her warm wet channel gripping him so snugly was heaven. She was laid out for him like a feast, and he wanted to gorge himself on every delectable inch of her skin. He braced himself on his forearms and dipped his head to her round full, soft breasts. He traced his tongue over the thin line of a blue vein. He circled the areola and slipped the turgid plush nipple between his lips and suckled. 

The boys had nursed here. Someday, his child would nurse here. He wanted to see that. A small head nestled to her chest, the scent of baby powder in the air. A child created in love by the three of them. It wouldn’t matter if he or Rick were the biological father. They had known and fully accepted that when they’d decided they wanted to embrace this lifestyle permanently.

He slowly increased the pace of his thrusts. Calleigh’s muscles were rippling down the length of his cock. He was so damn hard he knew this wouldn’t last long but was determined to give her the best orgasm possible. Her legs were gripped tight around his back and her heels dug into his arse. Her hips lifted into each one of his thrusts. He reached up and snatched a pillow from the top of the bed and rising to his knees, lifted her to place it beneath her. The change in angle allowed him to reach the deepest parts of her. Calleigh’s high cry signalled that she enjoyed the new feeling. 

“I love being inside ye, muirnín. Yer made fer Rick and I te love. Yer body an’ heart belong te us now.” He groaned above her. “I have held back fer the past year, but no more. I canny keep me hands aff ye any longer.”

“I want you, Conor. I want to feel you touch me. I want to feel Rick touch me. I need you both so much. I’d forgotten how it feels to be loved, but I’ve never been loved as I have by the two of you… Harder Conor… Please… Please… I need all of you. Don’t hold back.”

He looked down to see Calleigh’s eyes wide open. The black of her pupils nearly occluding the bright amber colour. Her words sent fire screaming through his body. Lust and love were boiling inside him, totally uncontrollable. He lifted her legs over his shoulders and braced one arm beside her head. He fucked her unmercifully as she asked. Stroking faster, harder and deeper into her welcoming body. She panted, little cries and moans escaping from her throat in time to his thrusts. Their eyes locked, her entire body trembled and her cry echoed around the room. Sharp contractions squeezed around him—oh God! He came and came and came from the very depths of his soul as she milked him dry. 

 

Conor rolled to his side. They were both breathing hard and her pulse was racing. This was the first time she had been with just one of her men. They were a devastating pair, but this morning felt special between her and Conor. As if they’d cemented their bond as a couple outside what the three of them had shared the night before. She heard footsteps at the door and looked up to see Rick enter the room. He stepped up to the side of the bed and bent over to kiss her.

“Good morning, angel. Conor gives good wake up calls, doesn’t he?”

It occurred to her that Rick might be jealous about her having sex with Conor while he wasn’t there. She frowned. ”Are you upset we did that without you?”

“No, baby. I’m incredibly turned on, but never upset. You’ll have private time with Conor, just as the two of us will have time together.” He sat down next to her and smoothed back her hair that had flown all over the place with their exertions. “We love sharing you, but more importantly we love you individually. It’s only natural for you to want to spend time with Conor apart from me and spend time with me apart from him. That’s one of the things that will naturally develop between the three of us. Now, how about we all go downstairs and get some breakfast. You lazy bones have slept the morning away.” 

She smiled, feeling much better. Rick stood and reached a hand down to help her out of bed. When she placed her hand in his, he pulled hard and, dipping his shoulder into her stomach, lifted her over his shoulder. She squealed, and he slapped her on the ass. She heard Conor laughing behind them.

“Put me down, you Neanderthal,” she said, laughing.

“Never. I’ve hunted and gathered all morning to provide food for my woman. Now, I will carry you to my cave.”

“But I’m naked!” she yelled as Rick walked out the door and headed for the stairs.

 

Conor heard Rick ask why that was a problem as his footsteps descended the staircase. He looked over to the seat by the window and saw that Rick had brought up his jeans from the car. They had packed a change of clothes anticipating a sleepover. He slipped them on, foregoing a shirt for the moment. He picked up Calleigh’s robe from the same chair and followed the pair down into the kitchen.

 

* * * *

 

Rick carried Calleigh into the kitchen and perched her on the counter top. She wrapped her legs around his hips and locked her arms around his back. He couldn’t look away from the bright amber of her eyes. He’d never been privileged to see her all flushed and rumpled in the morning and wanted to enjoy the view. Her hair was a cloud of honey blonde around her shoulders, her lips swollen and moist from Conor’s kisses. Her nipples, already tight, begged for his touch, and he saw evidence of her and Conor’s loving on her pussy lips and thighs. 

“You are so beautiful,” he said reverently.

He craved another taste of her and reached around the back of her neck to pull her into a kiss. The first touch of their lips was soft, but not hesitant. He opened his lips and flicked his tongue out, a fleeting touch to her upper lip. The edges of their lips barely touched for several counts, breathing softly into each other’s mouths. He prolonged the anticipation letting it build inside them. Waiting for that moment when they felt as if they’d explode if they didn’t get the touch they craved. Finally, he couldn’t take it any longer, and he bent to her and locked their lips together. His tongue plunged into her mouth, no longer soft and teasing. He wanted to consume Calleigh’s essence. Her kiss grabbed something inside him, and he dragged her closer, his hands threaded through that soft halo of hair holding her in place. He groaned as her tongue twisted with his. When they finally lifted their heads, he looked over to the doorway and saw Conor watching them. He was holding out Calleigh’s robe. Rick lifted her off the countertop so she could walk over, and Conor assisted her into the thin, silky covering, which to his satisfaction conformed to each of her lush curves.

They were sitting down to the table when the front door opened, and the thundering of little feet echoed through the house and two little voices called out for mommy in stereo. Rick looked up at Conor and Calleigh. He hadn’t been expecting the boys to see them in morning dishevel. Conor had a slight deer in headlight look about him, but Calleigh seemed calm as a cucumber. He decided to go with the flow.

A little body was barrelling towards him when he snaked out an arm, caught the energised bundle and lifted it onto his lap. He looked and figured out that he had Brandon.

“What’s up, speedy?”

“Hi Wick. Why you hewa?”

“We stayed with your mommy last night. Did you munchkins have breakfast at grandma’s?”

“Uh-huh. We have teareos.”

Brandon was playing with his bare chest. The little boy had probably never seen a grown man without his shirt. His little fingers twisted in Rick’s chest hair. Granted he didn’t have much, but it still stung. He lifted the little hands, blew a raspberry on the palms and was rewarded with childish giggles.

“Where you shoot? Why you have hair?” Brandon was pointing at his chest. 

“My shirt is upstairs, and I have hair because I’m an adult. When you grow up you’ll look like me.”

He looked up to see Mikey in Conor’s arms, having a similar conversation. Calleigh was eating her breakfast with a smile on her face. Brandon wiggled wanting off his lap, so Rick set him down and he ran over to Calleigh to give her a hug. Mikey did the same then came over to him.

He lifted Mikey up onto his lap. “Did you have fun at grandma’s last night?”

“Uh-huh. We play game.”

“You did? What game did you play?”

“Hide and seek. We win.”

Mikey had a huge smile on his face and bounced on his lap in excitement. Rick raised his hand to give Mikey a high-five. They had taught the boys that little game not too long ago, and they got a kick out of it. 

“They most certainly did. Mikey and Brandon are very good hiders. You better watch out, Calleigh. They might be better than you were at their age.” 

Rick turned his head when Calleigh’s mom entered the kitchen. “Good morning, Lilly.”

She raised an eyebrow at the state of undress present in the kitchen. “Good morning Rick, Conor. Did the three of you have fun last night?”

“Yes, thank you for watching the boys. We wanted to treat Calleigh to a night out on the town.”

“Then I’m glad you all had fun. Calleigh, dear, can I speak to you for a moment.” She turned and walked out to the living room.

 

Calleigh knew that look from her mother. She asked Rick and Conor to entertain the boys for a few minutes then stood to follow her mother. When she entered the living room, her mom was sitting in the large chair by the bow windows. 

“Yes?”

“Calleigh, is there something you want to tell me?” 

She saw her mom’s eyes twinkle and a little smug smile on her lips. Calleigh huffed and rolled her eyes back at her. “Don’t act so obtuse. I think it’s fairly obvious. Are you going to give us any trouble?”

She frowned. “Honey, don’t get defensive. I just want you and the boys to be happy and healthy. The three of you have had enough heartache for this lifetime. If this is what you all want then your father and I will support you. Plus, I’ve seen the sparks flying around this house for the past year from all sides. Yours may have been a little more subtle, but still there. I know those men love you, and God knows, they adore Michael and Brandon. I’m glad you’re ready for a new relationship. Should I bother asking if it’s only one of them or both?” She smiled.

Calleigh threw her hands up in the air. “Oh for Pete’s sake, mom. Fine.” She started pacing around the living room. “Conor, Rick and I have decided to take our relationship to the next level. You can call us a unit or triad or whatever. We want to eventually have a marriage of three.” She stopped and looked over at her mother who sat calmly in the chair. “Their words, not mine.” 

“Are you sure you know what you’re getting yourself into?”

“Does anyone when they start a new relationship? If you’re asking whether or not I’m comfortable being with both of them, the answer is yes. I love them. They have been my best friends, and now, they’re my lovers. And since you are being so nosy, you may as well know that not all aspects of this relationship are foreign to me.” She let that sink in and saw the moment her mom comprehended her meaning. “I can see you understand.”

Lilly leant forward in the chair. “You and Kevin?”

Calleigh sat on the sofa, making sure her robe stayed closed. “Yes, on occasion. Back in college. So you see, I know this type of situation would not shock or disgust him were he still here.”

Lilly stood and joined her daughter on the sofa. She turned her body to face Calleigh. “Have you thought about how Kevin’s mom will react when she finds out? It may be more of a shock to her than to me and your father. We’re neither naïve nor averse to alternative lifestyles, but she is much more conservative.”

“I know that, but she really only sees the boys once or twice a year. It may take some getting used to, but I don’t think she would let it affect her relationship with Kevin’s children.” She reached over and gave her mom a hug. “Thanks, mom. I love you.”

“I love you, too, sweetie. Now why don’t I go gather up the boys and get some toys out, and you and your men can go upstairs and finishing dressing. Although I must say, I greatly appreciated the view when I walked into the kitchen earlier.”

“Mother!”

She patted Calleigh’s cheek. “I’m happily married dear, not dead.”


Chapter Five

 

 

 

Calleigh was bone tired. She’d taken a double shift at the hospital because one of the other nurses had called in sick. One of the major advantages of having Rick and Conor at home now was having them available for the boys should a situation like this come up. Before she’d have had to call her mom, and she hated disrupting her parents’ evenings together even though they claimed they never minded. 

She reached into her locker to grab her purse and coat. A nor’easter had arrived yesterday, and the temperatures were near record lows and predicted to stay that way for the next several days. It was November again. Hard to believe but true. She sat on the bench beside the lockers as tears pooled in her eyes. The anniversary of Kevin’s death was coming up, and it was always a tough day for her. Kevin’s mom was coming up once again. They always went and visited Kevin as a family. He was laid to rest in Massachusetts National Cemetery. She would like it if Rick and Conor came with them this year but had yet to ask them. 

Rick and Conor were subletting their condo and had moved in a month ago. The boys loved having them around and so far didn’t even seem to question their presence in the house every day. They questioned everything else around them but seem to accept Rick and Conor’s presence with no problem. All her men had formed a boys’ only club, which she found hilarious. Every night, Rick or Conor would take them upstairs for baths then both men would go in to read a story before bedtime. When club time was over, she would come in and say goodnight. Rick and Conor’s willingness to immerse themselves in fatherhood was amazing. Not to mention a perk on her end.

She and Kevin had been married for three years, and he had been sent on his first deployment to Iraq after only six months. He was gone a year. When he’d returned she got pregnant with the boys, and he was recalled when she was five months pregnant. She fully supported her husband’s choice to join the service, but she would be lying if she said she hadn’t been lonely while he was gone. Having Rick and Conor come home every night was a new and still exciting experience. Sleeping in their arms was heavenly, and the sex was beyond anything she could have imagined. Whether the three of them were together or she was spending time with them individually, it was always intense, always hot, and always better than the time before.

“Calleigh? You okay, hon?”

She jumped at the voice. “Jeez Carla, you scared me. Sorry, I was drifting. Just finished a double, and my mind started to wander.”

Carla smiled. “I know that feeling. Do you need a lift home? You usually take the T, don’t you?”

“Normally, yes, but Rick is going to pick me up this morning.”

“Good, I’m glad you won’t be by yourself, walking around half asleep. Well, I’m off. Gotta get the kids off to school.”

 Calleigh waved goodbye as Carla ran out of the locker room. She had introduced Conor and Rick to Carla and her husband a couple of weeks ago. They both had been surprised but had accepted their relationship with little trouble. This so far seemed to be the consensus of all their friends. Carla was her only close friend, and all of Rick and Conor’s had known of their lifestyle beforehand. They had gotten a few looks when they’d gone out, but for the most part, people didn’t say much. 

She looked at the clock and saw that it was 7:15 a.m. Rick would be there soon, so she closed up her locker and headed for the entry doors.

She groaned as she stood inside the doors and saw Miles walking towards her from the parking lot. The man had been making a nuisance of himself since that one date they’d had almost two months ago. It seemed as if he were always the person she had to talk to in radiology no matter what time of day, and he always tried to drag out their conversation. Every time they passed in the hall he would touch her. Nothing threatening but always annoying. A hand on a shoulder or he would even grab her hand and hold it tightly when she tried to pull back. He left little notes on her locker, and he frequently would be standing at the employee’s entrance and walk with her to the T, even though he lived on the other side of town. She’d started eating lunch at a different time so they wouldn’t cross paths any longer.

She hadn’t said anything to Conor or Rick because she knew how protective they were, and they really, really hated Miles. It was almost funny. If his name was ever mentioned, they would get scowls on their faces, and she would hear the words ‘wanker’ and ‘gobshite’ under their breaths. 

He was almost to the doors now, and Calleigh turned her back trying to be less noticeable. Unfortunately, it didn’t work.

“Hey Cal! I thought you were off today.”

She reluctantly turned around to face him. “I am. I just came off a double.”

“Oh wow, you must be beat. Can I give you a lift? I’m a little early. I don’t start for another half hour. I was just planning on getting a cup of coffee. Do you want to grab one with me?”

She saw Rick’s car pull into the parking lot and breathed a sigh of relief. “No, thank you, Miles. My boyfriend just pulled in. He’s taking me home.”

She wasn’t prepared when Miles moved so quickly. Grabbing her upper arm and squeezing, he pushed her back against the wall. 

“What the hell do you think you’re doing? Let go of me!”

“What do you mean ‘boyfriend’? What about us?”

“Let go, you’re hurting me, Miles.” She tried to wrench her arm away from his grasp, but he held tighter, and she winced. “There is no us, Miles. We went on one date two months ago.”

“We had chemistry, Cal. You can’t deny it. I know you felt it when I kissed you.” He loosened his grip on her arm and reached up to caress the side of her face.

Calleigh turned her head away from his touch, but his fingers clasped her chin, and he turned it back. 

“All I remember feeling was apathy.”

“Apathy, huh? Well, maybe, I ought to remind how good it was between us.”

Miles was holding her head in a tight grip, and she watched him angle for another kiss, but when his lips were about to touch, a large arm wrapped around his neck. 

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you. Let go of her. Now!”

She looked up to see Rick. He was furious, the sapphires of his eyes practically glowing. Miles’ hand released her head and she angled away from the wall to stand beside Rick. 

Rick let go of Miles and gave him a little push so his back was to the wall. “Just what in the hell did you think you were doing? Is that the way you treat women?”

“Who the hell are you? This is none of your business. I was trying to have a private moment with my girl here.”

Rick snorted. “I know for a fact that she is in no way, shape or form your girl. In fact, I can guarantee that she’s my girl. I know this because I live with her.”

Miles looked over at Calleigh. “You slut! You go from being the ice queen of the hospital to shacking up with some guy in two months?”

Calleigh was pissed. How dare this little twerp first accost her and then turn belligerent when she turned him down? She was so glad in retrospect that she hadn’t continued to date Miles. She had no need for a Jekyll and Hyde character in her or the boys’ lives. 

“Actually I’m living with two men. Rick here and Conor whom I’m sure would love the honour of meeting you. The two of them are worth more to me than any number of you. Stay away from me, Miles. Stop calling my department, stop leaving notes on my locker and stop hanging around the doors when I leave. I have no problem alerting the administration if you harass me any further after today.” 

“You try it and I’ll call Social Services. I bet they would love to know that a single woman is fucking two different men in the same house as her young impressionable sons. You never know, if they’re both fucking you maybe they’re even fucking each other. I’m a conscientious citizen. It would only be right for me to alert them that young children are living with sexual deviants.”

A couple of people, either coming on shift or leaving, were standing there watching the scene. She didn’t want to perpetuate anything further so she turned her back and walked out to Rick’s waiting car.

They sat in silence as Rick drove down Commonwealth Avenue. Calleigh saw that his knuckles were white, he was gripping the steering wheel so hard. She couldn’t tell if he was mad at her or the situation, so she figured it would be best to wait until he started the inevitable conversation. Nothing had been said as they pulled up to the house. Rick turned off the ignition but remained in the driver’s seat.

He took a deep breath and let it out. “Let’s go inside. Conor called Lilly and she’s coming to pick up Mike and Brandon so you can get some sleep. Before you argue, she volunteered to pick them up last night, but we told her the boys would stay with us overnight and she could have them today. Then you, me and Conor can sit down and talk. I didn’t want to start any discussion of this nature without him.”

She nodded her head and climbed out of the car. She reached the front door and was surprised to see that her hand shook a little when she reached for the handle. Rick must have seen it too because he put his hand on top of hers and gave it a little squeeze. The trembling stopped. It was amazing what one of their little touches could do. 

She opened the door and walked inside.

 

* * * *

 

Rick was beyond incensed. He’d seen red when he’d spotted that Miles character holding Calleigh to the wall and trying to force himself on her. The sliding glass doors almost hadn’t open fast enough as he’d raced towards them. When his arm had locked around that son-of-a-bitch’s throat, he’d wanted to squeeze the life out of him. These intense reactions were not normal for him, and it made him feel very off balanced. 

From what Calleigh had mentioned, it sounded as if this guy had been bothering her since their date months ago. Rick didn’t understand why she would keep something like that from him and Conor. It was their job to protect her. He had taken a vow. And those things Miles had said at the end just made it worse. But to threaten Calleigh like that was inexcusable.

Rick had used the drive home to try to calm his emotions a little so he wouldn’t fly off the handle when they sat down as a family to talk about it. Seeing Calleigh’s hand shake as she’d reached for the knob had sent a knife through his heart. He was mad, wanted to be mad but he did not want Calleigh to fear that he would take his anger out on her. After they had their talk, he would feed her some breakfast then put her to bed. He knew she had to be exhausted, and having to deal with this crap after working a double shift was not good for her.

He stepped into the kitchen and picked up the phone to call work. He told them that both he and Conor would not be in today, citing a family emergency. His boss knew their living situation and didn’t question why both he and Conor would be absent. When he walked back into the living room, Conor was walking down the hallway tying his necktie. He looked up and stopped in the middle of the treads.

“What’s wrong?”

“I called the office. We’re not going in today. We need to have a family discussion.”

He stopped in front of Rick. “Where’s Calleigh? What happened?”

“That SOB Miles has been hassling her at the hospital. When I pulled up, he had her fucking pinned to the wall and was trying to kiss her.” He spun around and started pacing in the living room. “The little fucker even threatened to call Social Services on her for living with us.”

“I’m gonna kill that feckin΄ little gobshite!” He ripped off his tie and threw it over the back of the sofa. “Where’s Ár ghrá? Is she gran’?”

“She’s fine. She’s saying good morning to the boys before Lilly comes to pick them up.” He smiled when he remembered how Calleigh had stood up to the little fucker before they’d left.

“What are ye smilin’ fer?”

“Calleigh gave no quarter. Once I got her free of his clutches, she lit into him. Our sweetheart has gumption if not the physical strength to defend herself.”

“Bleedin’ mess. If he had hurt her…”

“I know… I know.”

Rick heard footsteps on the stairs and saw Calleigh come down with Mike and Brandon in tow. Both boys had rather hangdog expressions on their faces. He schooled his features so the boys wouldn’t see any distress. Conor walked over and squatted at eye level.

“Are ye gasurs ready for a day with mamó?”

They both shook their heads.

“We want mommy,” Brandon said.

“I know, mo greine. Your ma had te work all night, and she’s real knackered. She’s goin’ te take a nap, and when ye get home later, ye can play.”

“Will you be here, Conna?” Mike asked

“Yes, mo gealachí. Rick and I will be here when you get home.” 

The boys still didn’t quite understand that the men lived there now, even though they saw them all the time. They’d yet to come into their bedroom at night or see either Rick or Conor kissing their mom. He heard the doorbell ring and went to let in Lilly.

She scooped up the boys and gave Calleigh a kiss on the cheek. “Good morning.” She saw that neither man was fully dressed for work. “Aren’t you two going in to the office?”

“Not just yet, Lilly. We need te have a family discussion first,” Conor said.

“Is that what they call it these days?” She looked at her daughter and saw the dark circles under her eyes. “Calleigh, as your mother, I’m ordering you after your family discussion to go to bed, for sleeping purposes only.”

Calleigh laughed. “I promise, mom. I don’t think anything else is even possible at this point.” She gave each boy one last kiss and saw them out the door. She turned to face Rick and Conor. “Okay. Let’s get this done. Then you can go to work, and I can go to bed.” She walked over and flopped down on the sofa.

Rick and Conor walked over and sat on the large ottoman in front of the sofa. Calleigh looked so tired. Her normally bright complexion was dull, her hair was tied up in a messy knot and her limbs looked disjointed. Rick hated to cause her further stress, but this was important.

“Calleigh, why didn’t you tell us that Miles has been hassling you?” Rick asked.

“He wasn’t doing anything threatening. He was being an annoyance, but nothing I couldn’t handle. He’d never done anything aggressive like this morning. If he had, I promise I would have told you.”

“Well thank God for that, but I still wish you would have said something. I know you’re used to doing things for yourself, but you’re not alone anymore. We’re here for you, angel. We were your best friends long before we became your lovers. I don’t want you to think that part of our relationship has changed.”

Conor moved over to the sofa and placed his hand on Calleigh’s cheek. “Murinín, if he’s been blaggardin’ ye in any way I want ye to tell me. I want te stop it before ye get hurt. The thought of that fecking gobshite’s hands on ye is twisting me up inside. We love ye.”

“I love you both, too. I’m sorry. I really didn’t consciously keep it from you. Miles is all bluster. It’s become widely known in the last month that he has a severe inferiority complex. I had no idea what he was really like when I accepted that date.”

Rick joined them on the sofa on Calleigh’s other side. “Angel, what about the threats he made before we left. Do you have any concerns?”

“No. I know I’m in the right at work, and the Social Services stuff is just ridiculous. We all know that there is nothing detrimental to the boys occurring in this house. Worst case scenario, he calls and someone comes out for an interview. We explain the situation and let them see with their own eyes.”

He stood and held out his hand. When Calleigh placed hers on his palm, he lifted her up and gave her a soft chaste kiss. He rested his forehead against hers for a moment. “I love you, angel. Let’s not do this again. My nerves can’t take it.” He smiled down at her.

Conor stood and pulled Calleigh into the circle of his arms. He gave her soft kiss. “Let’s get ye upstairs and in bed. How does a nice warm bath sound?”

“Heavenly. I’ll draw one after you leave.”

“No, murinín. We’re on the hop today.” He took her hand and led her upstairs.


Chapter Six

 

 

 

While Conor was drawing Calleigh a bath, Rick went into the bedroom and pulled the blankets back. He found some scented oil in the nightstand and drew the curtains over the windows to dampen the light in the room. They had a small stereo tucked onto a bookshelf in the corner, and he put on one of Conor’s Moya Brennan CDs. The soothing instrumentals and harmonies of Celtic music always relaxed Rick. It was funny that he’d never really appreciated his Irish heritage until Conor had come along. Now, he embraced it more than anyone else in the family. He looked up as Conor stepped into the room.

“Very nice. Yer thinking massage?” He stepped over and turned the volume down a little on the stereo.

Rick arranged the pillows on the bed to suit their needs. “Yeah. Thought it would be nice after the bath you drew. She’s so exhausted she might fall asleep, but that’s okay.” 

“I’ll go see if she’s ready te get out of the bath.”

While Conor went to get Calleigh, Rick changed from work clothes into some comfortable lounging pants. He sat on the bed and waited for them to return. Conor carried Calleigh into the room and set her next to him. She was wrapped in a towel.

She looked around the room. “What’s all this?”

Rick lifted the edge of the towel away. “We’re going to give you a massage then let you get some sleep.” He slid her down so she was lying flat and rolled her onto her stomach. “Close your eyes, and let us take care of you.”

He put some oil on his hands and rubbed them together. He handed the bottle over to Conor, who’d also changed. He started on the upper part of her back, while Conor focused on her feet. It must have felt good because she let out a low groan.

 

Rick’s and Conor’s hands were magic. They smoothed the oil into her skin, and the scent of vanilla filled the air. Fingers dug into tense muscles, and the last of the tension from her double shift and encounter with Miles floated away. Rick slowly moved down her back while Conor stayed on her feet, his thumbs digging into her arches. 

“That feels so good.”

Rick’s lips brushed against the back of her neck. The soft caress caused a tingle between her legs. She always went nuts when they kissed her neck. Conor’s hands had moved up her calves and now massaged the top of her legs. His thumbs slid between her thighs. She spread her legs to give him more room. Time after time, his fingers grazed over her folds but did not advance. He placed kisses all over her bottom and dipped his tongue into her crease. 

“Oh please.”

“Please what, muirnín?”

Calleigh squirmed trying to get Conor’s fingers to enter her. “Please touch me.”

“We are touching you, angel,” Rick whispered into her ear. One of his hands slid down her back and joined Conor’s between her legs. He parted the folds, allowing only the very tip of his finger between them.

“I need more. I need all of you.”

She wanted her men inside her. Their heat surrounding her, their hard bodies securing her between them. She cried out when two fingers entered her and realised that both men had a finger inside her. Together, they pushed forward and rubbed against her inner walls. Soon, it wasn’t enough. She was pushing back against them. A hand landed on her back, stilling her movements. Then she was turned onto her side. 

Conor was in front of her, his aquamarine eyes bright and his cheeks slashed with colour. He lifted one of her legs over his hip and pushed his cock in deep. It felt so good, and she tilted her hips forward to allow better penetration. His slow rhythmic thrusts filled her body and grasped his shoulders for balance. She wanted his kiss and leant forward to connect their mouths. His tongue slid inside her mouth. Hers wrapped around it and played. She heard him groan, and he drove his hips in with a hard thrust.

Warmth pressed against her back, and she felt Rick’s fingers, slick with lubrication, brush over her anus. He placed warm soft kisses on her neck, and she sighed into Conor’s mouth. One of Rick’s large fingers entered her and was quickly followed by a second. They turned and pressed against the membrane separating them from Conor’s cock, still slowly moving in and out of her, causing both her and Conor to cry out. Conor drove deep inside her and stilled.

Rick’s fingers pulled out, and the slicked head of his cock pushed against her asshole. The brief sting was followed by pressure as he slid deep inside her. Low moans from all three of them echoed in the darkened room. Calleigh turned her head to look over her shoulder at Rick and received his kiss. 

“So perfect,” he whispered hoarsely. “So beautiful the way you open yourself for our love, angel.”

Calleigh moaned and leaned into Conor’s chest. Rick took a few slow plunges, and she started to pant. 

“God, Calleigh,” Rick gasped, His hands tightened on her hips as he slowly filled her over and over. “So tight. So hot.”

His thickness sliding all the way inside her and adding to the fullness of Conor filling her in front brought unspeakable pleasure. Rick reached around her and stroked her open pussy gently, teasing her enflamed clit until she moaned and her inner muscles trembled.

“Ghawd all feckin’ mighty!” Conor cried.

Conor’s cock retreated almost all the way out, so that only the head remained inside her then shoved inwards again hard. She cried out as his shaft hit the top of her wet channel. She closed her eyes as four arms enclosed her. She felt such a deep connection to them both when they were like this. Rick withdrew, and both men paused at her entrances. She gasped and bit her lower lip as both thick cocks, in identical tempos, moved upward in a slow, smooth slide.

No space could be seen between their hips as both men claimed the deepest parts of her body she had to offer. Breathy little pants escaped as she lay between them. She heard soft words but couldn’t understand their meanings. All her brain could process was the feel of two thick cocks pulling out and pushing into her body at the same time. Shocks of pleasure shot through her.

“Oh God… Oh please…” Calleigh moaned. 

Rick’s hands gripped her hips as he ground into her ass, and Conor’s fingers played with her nipples as he thrust hard and deep. The slow wave built inside her. Pushing her higher and higher. She made soft, helpless sounds and couldn’t stop them. At last, Calleigh felt their rhythm speeding up. 

“Muirnín,” Conor murmured in her ear, thrusting inside her. “Tá ar chroís istigh ionat.”

“God, Calleigh,” Rick whispered, slamming into her back passage. “Conor is right. Our hearts are within you.”

Calleigh nearly sobbed. She reached up to cup Conor’s cheek then back to stroke Rick’s. “Love you both so much.”

She felt Rick’s hot breath on the back of her neck as they moved in rapid accord, driving deep inside her. The wave reached a crest, and she tumbled over the edge, crying out as her orgasm rolled over her and tumbled her within its intensity. She felt both men push deep one last time, and their cocks pulsed as they released inside her. 

Both men stayed buried deep for a minute. Her eyes were getting heavy. She felt soft lips touch hers and the sheet being pulled over her before sleep finally claimed her.

 

* * * *

 

Calleigh ran the vacuum across the area rug in the living room. It was the last thing she had to do before Susan, Kevin’s mom, arrived. A set of arms wrapped around her, and she identified the scent belonging to Rick.

“You doing okay, angel?”

She leant back into his embrace. The last few days leading up to the anniversary of Kevin’s death had been difficult. She’d been seeking comfort from Rick and Conor more, holding them tightly at night. She was sure if her motives were examined, it would indicate that she subconsciously was afraid of them dying so she clung to them more.

“I’m okay. Thank you for agreeing to visit Kevin with us. I plan on telling Susan tonight at dinner.”

“You asked. Of course, we’d go.” He placed a kiss on her temple and turned her around to give her another one on her lips.

“I hope you and Conor have fun at the game tonight.”

“I’ll have a good soccer game, a pint of Guinness and my best friend. The only thing missing is my girl. ”

Conor walked in at that moment and wrapped his arms around Calleigh’s back, “Our girl.” He kissed the back of her neck. “It’s cold enough to freeze the balls off a brass monkey, but we promise not te come home all gee-eyed.” He looked at Rick. “We’d better be goin’.”

They bundled up in coats and scarves. Calleigh gave them one last kiss and sent her big boys out to play. 

 

* * * *

 

Calleigh, Susan, Mikey and Brandon were sitting in the restaurant. Conversation had consisted of Susan’s trip and the boys filling her in on their most recent adventures.

Susan looked over at her daughter-in-law. “Calleigh, I can’t believe how much they’ve grown. And they’re talking so much.”

Calleigh was sitting between her sons and ruffled their blond heads. “I know. It seems like their vocabulary has tripled in the last six months. For the most part, you can have simple conversations with them and understand most of what they say. Their daycare is fantastic. They really nurture social skills.”

Susan set her glass of wine down on the table and twirled the stem. “So tell me. How are you doing?”

Calleigh finished cutting Mikey’s chicken tenders so they could cool. “I’m doing really well actually. These few days are always going to be tough, but for the most part, we’re just living our lives the best way we can.”

They continued to discuss the boys and other national and world matters until their plates were taken away. Calleigh enjoyed herself but knew she had to broach the subject of Rick and Conor accompanying them to the cemetery tomorrow. Maybe if she ducked out to the ladies room for a moment, she could gather her courage. She took Mikey and Brandon’s colouring books and crayons out of her ever-present bag and placed them in front of each boy.

“Susan, would you mind watching the boys for a moment. I need to step out to the ladies room.”

“Of course. I was wondering, Calleigh, are you dating again?” 

She stopped as she was about to leave the table and took a deep breath. “Actually yes. I started dating a couple of months ago and have something I wish speak to you about, but first, I really do need to use the ladies room. Will you excuse me?”

“Of course. Take your time.”

 

Susan watched as Calleigh practically ran from the table. Turning, she saw the boys were both watching her.

“Hi mamó.”

“Mikey, what did you call me?”

“Mamó,” Brandon responded

“But sweeties, I’m grandma.” She looked at both boys as they nodded. “Have you met your mommy’s new friend?” More nods. “Is he nice to you?”

Brandon looked back down at the picture he was colouring. “Ah-huh. Conna read stories good.”

Mike picked up a new crayon. “Wick plays cars with us.”

Susan was confused. Michael had said one name and Brandon another, but maybe, they were just confused.

“What would you boys like for breakfast before we go visit your father tomorrow?”

“Wick make smiley takes,” they said simultaneously.

Susan saw Calleigh heading back to the table and told the boys to gather their pictures. She was putting their coats on when Calleigh reached the table.

“Did the boys want to go?” She looked at Susan with confusion.

“I think it’s time we got them home. We can have that discussion there.”

“Well, okay.” Calleigh knelt in front of her sons. “Do either of you need to use the potty?” Twin heads shook. “Are you sure?” They nodded. “Okay, we’ll go when we get home.”

“They’re potty training already?”

Calleigh stood and faced Susan. “We started just after they turned three. It’s still a little hit or miss, but they’re getting better at telling me. I always ask before we leave anywhere so they get the idea.”

 

When they arrived at the house, Calleigh got both boys out of the car seats and hurried them inside. The night air was frigid. She hoped Rick and Conor were okay. She was sure if they thought it was too cold, they would head to a pub close to campus. 

“Okay, boys. Coats in the closet and go upstairs for PJ time. Meet me in the bathroom to go potty and brush your teeth.” She looked over at her mother-in-law. “Susan, make yourself comfortable. I’ll be down in a few minutes.” 

She was very proud of her boys when they went to the bathroom. Both of them were dry, and they each got a gold star on the potty chart. They were saving their stars for a Hot Wheels race track. Mike and Brandon tugged on their Spiderman pyjamas, and they all went back downstairs. She settled them in their playroom off the kitchen, and she started some coffee. Once finished, she carried the two cups into the living room. The first sip made Calleigh wince, and she decided to set the cup down to cool for a moment. 

“So Susan, is there anything in particular you‘d like to do tomorrow after we visit Kevin?”

“Actually, I wanted to talk to you about something else first. I was talking with Michael and Brandon at the restaurant, and they said two different names for your new friend. What is his name?”

Calleigh was a little shocked that Susan would discuss something like that with her three-year-old sons. “You asked Mikey and Brandon about my boyfriends?”

“All I asked was if they had met him and was he nice to them. What do you mean ‘boyfriends’? Are you dating more than one? Wouldn’t that be confusing to the boys to introduce a new man all the time?”

“Susan, I appreciate your concern, but I think I understand the boys and their limitations better than you. I know you love them, but they are extremely bright and generally ahead of the curve when it comes to age-appropriate behaviour. I’m glad you brought this up because I wanted to speak to you about tomorrow. I’ve invited both Conor and Rick to go with us to the cemetery. Both men are invaluable friends and have been there for both the boys and me over the past three years.”

“I’m glad you had friends to help you through this. So this Conor and Rick, they’re the ones Michael and Brandon were speaking of?”

“Yes. They’re my best friends, and the boys look to them as father figures.” She took a deep breath because this was going to be the hardest part. “They are also my lovers.”

For several heartbeats, the room was silent. Susan’s face was a stone mask. Calleigh tried to put herself in that position. Here she had come to visit on the anniversary of her son’s death and her former daughter-in-law had told her she not only had moved on and was dating again, but was part of a ménage á trois. 

“I don’t understand, Calleigh.”

“Conor, Rick and I are a unit. The three of us have a special relationship where we are all equal partners. I am not dating only Rick or only Conor. I am dating them both, and they are both dating me. In fact, they live here. Our intention is to blend the three of us, Michael, Brandon, and any future children into a complete family.”

More silence filled the space. Calleigh heard the sounds of the boys playing in the other room. Plastic trucks were crashing against each other, and they were making screeching and crashing noises.

“I know this must seem like a shock, but please understand, we are happy. The boys have two surrogate fathers who love them as their own. I’m happy in this relationship. It’s not better than what Kevin and I shared. It’s just different. Rick and Conor will be a part of this family from now on, and I hope you can accept their roles in the boys’ lives. They are not going to wipe Kevin’s memory from this house. They are enriching our lives in the space he left behind.”

Calleigh watched as Susan’s face turned red, her fists clenched and her eyes took on a shockingly bright fever. 

“You filthy whore! You Satan’s mistress. You disgust me! I will not allow your deviant behaviour to taint my son’s children.”

Her ears rang from Susan’s high-pitched voice, screaming in the small room. “Stop right there, Susan! I understand this being a shock to you, but do not for one single second think you have any say in how I raise my children. My behaviour is not deviant or immoral in any way. It’s a lifestyle choice—one you may not understand or agree with. Regardless, I make the decisions when it comes to how my children are raised, and I choose to raise them in a loving and nurturing home with three adults.” 

By now, she was raising her voice and made an effort to restrain from getting any louder. She did not want to alarm the boys. “Another thing. Kevin would accept this relationship and be grateful that our children have the love and support they need and deserve. I know this because a marriage of three was not a foreign concept to him…or us.”

Calleigh’s head snapped around at the force of the slap from Susan’s open palm. Her ears rang, and little lights danced in front of her eyes for a moment.

“Don’t you ever speak such filth about my son! He was a God-fearing man. A national hero. He died for this country in a squalid desert, and you repay him by whoring yourself and exposing his children to disgusting perverts!”

The front door slammed open. Conor and Rick came running in and stopped in the entryway to the living room. Their eyes locked, and Calleigh was thankful for the low light. They wouldn’t be able to see her face, but she was sure a bright red handprint glowed on her cheek.

“I will not stand for this. I am going to collect my grandchildren and take them away from you people. You’ve made a huge mistake, Calleigh. I’ll have you declared an unfit mother by the courts and gain custody so fast it’ll make your head spin.” She turned around and spied two men standing in doorway. “And you perverts…keep your filthy hands off my grandchildren. God only knows what horrors you’ve already made them witness or even participate in.”

Susan started walking towards the back playroom. Calleigh moved to stop her, but Rick beat her to it. He reached out and grasped Susan by the upper arm and spun her around.

“You will leave this house immediately. I will not stand for you treating Calleigh in such a manner. You have no idea what our relationship is like. Not one of us would ever do anything to hurt those precious little boys. They are the light of our world. It’s bigoted spiteful bitches like you who propagate such lies. There are thousands of loving and committed alternate lifestyle relationships raising families in this country. Hell, most of those children end up being more stable than ones who are raised in what you would consider a normal home.”

Susan jerked her arm out of the man’s grip. “You’ll be hearing from my lawyer.” As she walked by the other man she heard him muttering in some foreign language.

Calleigh watched the woman she had, if not loved, always respected as Kevin’s mother. She had no idea the woman was so narrow minded. Calleigh couldn’t believe Susan actually thought they would hurt the boys or molest them. Just the thought made Calleigh sick. Then she realised she really was going to be sick. She sprinted past Conor and Rick for the powder room off the kitchen. Opening the door, she stumbled to her knees and barely got the toilet seat up before heaving the contents of her supper into the porcelain bowl. Her stomach continued to cramp even after nothing more came up as dry heaves racked her body. 

 

Conor dampened a soft cloth and knelt behind Calleigh. His hand rubbed in slow circles as he placed the cloth on the back of her neck. “Muirnín. Please donna do this te yerself. We willna let anything happen te our family. I swear te ye.”

When Calleigh’s body stopped jerking, he wiped her mouth with the damp cloth. He handed her a glass of water so she could wash out her mouth. Sitting back on his heels, he gathered her into his arms.

He felt the coolness of her skin and wrapped his arms around her tighter to transfer as much heat as possible. Trembles took over her body, and she clutched his shirt as he rubbed her back and whispered soothing words in her ear. 

Finally, she pulled back, and he got a good look at her face in the light of the sconces on the bathroom wall. A livid mark in the shape of a hand ran across her left cheek. Seeing evidence of violence on Calleigh made him see red. That vile woman had hurt his sweetheart. He reached up and touched the mark softly, and his heart twisted when he saw Calleigh wince. Leaning down, he placed a soft kiss on her cheek.

“I’m sorry she hurt ye, mo ghrá. Let’s get ye some ice for that and check on the rest of our family. Rick went to check on Mikey and Bran. I’m sure they want a nice hug from ye.”

They stood and walked into the living room. Rick sat in the club chair and had both boys in his lap, encased in his arms. Their heads rested on his chest, and Conor saw tear tracks on their cheeks.

“Come give yer ma a hug, little ones.”

They looked up simultaneously and scampered off Rick’s lap to run into their mother’s arms. Calleigh gathered both boys to her and held them tight. She smoothed their hair and kissed their foreheads. His little lights were distraught, and it was all that cailleach’s fault. The witch poisoned this house of love with her evil brew.

He didn’t think either boy wanted to be put to bed away from their ma right now, but he could tell the little ones were about to fall asleep in her arms. “I don’t know about ye, but I’m knackered. Why don’t we have a camp out here in the livin’ room the-night. The whole family.”

“That’s a great idea, Conor.” Calleigh smiled up at him. “We can get the air mattresses and have a slumber party.”

“She’s right. Just what our family needs tonight. Mikey and Bran, why don’t you come with me to get the blankets and pillows.” Rick gave Conor’s shoulder a squeeze as they left the room.

Not long after that, they were all lying on the pillows of air. He and Rick were on the outside edges, next came the boys, and Calleigh was in the middle of everyone. The boys were sound asleep, and Conor opened his eyes one last time to see Calleigh looking at him.

Thank you, she mouthed.

I love ye, muirnín, he mouthed back.


Chapter Seven

 

 

 

Mike opened his eyes as the sun came through the window. He looked around the room and saw Brandon next to him on the mattress. They often ended up sleeping together when scared. Last night had been scary. Grandma and mommy were yelling, and Rick and Conor didn’t look happy, but he didn’t understand what had happened. At first, he’d thought Grandma had been mad at him. She kept yelling his and Brandon’s names. When the yelling had stopped he went to find mommy, but she was gone. He was scared she had left. Rick had gathered up him and Brandon and sat in the chair. He told them the grown-ups were having a disagreement, but they weren’t mad at them. Mike liked it when Rick held him in his lap. He was so big and always warm to cuddle with. 

He looked next to him and saw Brandon’s eyes open and watching him. He knew Brandon had been scared last night, too. They didn’t need to talk to understand what the other was thinking or feeling. Somehow, they always knew. He sat up and crawled to the edge of the mattress carefully. He didn’t want to wake up mommy, Rick or Conor. Brandon was right behind him. They walked into the playroom. He picked up their trucks and held them out to his brother.

“You want to play?”

Brandon shook his head no. Mike looked around and pointed to the box of blocks. Again Brandon wasn’t interested. Mike saw him grab the front of his pants and pull. He knew what that meant. Taking his brother’s hand, he led him to the bathroom. He stared at the potty. They didn’t have their step stools or seats down here. Brandon was dancing around. Mike was trying to figure out how to make this work when Brandon pushed him. He watched as his brother pushed his pants off, climbed up to his knees on the seat, put his hands on the back of the potty and started peeing. He didn’t know you could do that. When Brandon was done, he did the same and felt much better afterwards.

“Where you ‘earn that?”

“Conna show me. I see him do it. He was on his feet.”

“I hungy. Let’s get mommy.”

They walked into the living room, and he giggled at all the grown-ups. They were in a pile on the floor. Conor and Rick had mommy squished between them. He pointed and Brandon giggled, too. Rick started to move and gave mommy a hug. He turned his head and kissed her. Mike had never seen Rick kiss mommy before. He looked over at Brandon and saw that he was watching, too. When he looked back, he saw Conor talking softly to mommy then he kissed her, too.

“Why you kiss mommy?”

 

Rick froze. He’d forgotten they weren’t in their bedroom. He’d woken up to feel Calleigh’s soft body next to him and reacted as he did every morning. Hearing one of the boys’ voices catapulted him into wakefulness. He sat up on the mattress to see them standing next to each other at the archway between the kitchen and living room. Calleigh and Conor were sitting up as well, and they all looked at each other with questions on how to handle this one on their faces. He thought maybe it was time to explain everything to the boys. 

“Come here, boys.” He patted the mattress next to him.

They walked over and crawled across the mattress. Mike sat next to him and Brandon sat on the other side of Calleigh between her and Conor.

“I kissed your mommy because I love her and so does Conor.” He saw the confusion on the boys’ faces. “Do you know what it means for a man and woman to be married?” Both boys nodded their heads. “Well Conor and I want to marry your mom. You know we’ve been around a lot more lately, but what Conor and I both really want is to be a family. The two of you, your mom, me and Conor.”

The boys didn’t say anything, but he could see they were processing what he’d said. Especially Mike. He was the thinker of the two, always plotting out what he wanted to do before acting. Brandon tended to act first and deal with effects afterward. But they surprised him this time.

“Will you be our daddy?” Brandon asked.

Rick’s heart flipped around in his chest at such a simple question. He and Conor already loved the boys as their own, but to hear them call him ‘daddy’ stirred him deep inside.

“Would you like that? Do you want to call us daddy?” His voice sounded hoarse to his ears.

The two boys looked at each other for a minute, doing that silent twin communication thing they did so often. He held his breath but refused to rush them. Then they both turned to look at him and nodded their heads in unison. Tears gathered in his eyes and he held out his arms. “Come here, sons. Can you give your new daddy a hug?”

He gathered their small bodies in his arms and pulled them onto his lap. Little hearts were beating in their chests and small fingers dug into his shirt. He looked up to see Calleigh smiling with bright happy eyes. Tears ran down her cheeks. He looked at Conor and saw the man’s desire to hold his sons as well.

“Why don’t you go over and give your other dad a hug, too. I’m sure he would love that.”

They jumped and bounced across the mattress to launch themselves into Conor’s arms. After a hard hug, Conor leant back. Mike and Brandon were each straddling one of his legs, and he was supporting them behind their backs.

Conor looked at both boys. “Ye gasurs are the lights of me life. I love ye so much. Brandon ye are like sunlight. Always bright and happy, filling our days with your energy. That’s why I call you mo grian, which means my sun and Michael you are like moonlight. Reflective and beautiful, ever changing and guiding our lives. That’s why I call you mo gealachí, which means my moon. I would love for ye te call me Da. That ‘tis how we say dad in Ireland. Can ye do that for me?”

Both boys nodded and started jumping up and down on the mattress and cheering. Calleigh’s face turned grey, and she put a hand up to her mouth. She leapt over Rick and raced towards the bathroom. He followed and found her bent over the toilet. After cleaning her up, he lifted her in his arms and carried her into the kitchen, where Conor was making the boys breakfast. He caught their gazes with the question plain in his eyes.

Rick set her down on one of the chairs at the table and pulled up another beside her. “That’s the second time in two days, Calleigh.” He put a hand to her forehead but didn’t feel anything except cool clammy skin.

“I’m fine, Rick. Last night was just from anxiety and stress. I’m sure this morning was just lingering effects.”

“Is there any chance it could be something else? We never did ask you about protection. From Conor’s and my perspective, it wasn’t important, but I realise that was selfish of us. So I apologise.”

He leaned over and kissed her softly then heard giggles from the other side of the table and realised it would take the boys a little while before they got used to seeing displays of affection between them. 

She placed her hand on his cheek. “I would love to have another child. I can’t think of anything better than to know we created a life out of the love I share with you and Conor, but I know that’s not the case. I take the Depo-Provera shot to regulate my cycles. Have since Mike and Brandon were born. The last one was administered a week before we got together, so I know I’m protected for another month.”

“Okay, angel, I guess a small part of me was hoping that could be it. Promise me if you feel any worse you’ll see one of the doctors at the hospital. I couldn’t bear it if this was something more, and we didn’t do anything to help you. This family needs you.”

“I promise. Now, let’s have a nice family breakfast because I’m sure this is only the calm before the storm.”

 

* * * *

 

A beam of moonlight shone through the bow windows in their bedroom. Calleigh watched the sheer curtain flutter as the heat kicked on. She couldn’t sleep. In fact, she felt smothered lying between Conor and Rick. She moved to climb over Conor. She was poised above him when he snaked his arms around her and pulled down so their bodies were flush. She could tell he was still asleep by the deep, even breaths softly escaping his mouth. She was stuck straddling his hips as he thrust them against her. He mumbled something incoherent, and she dropped a small kiss to his lips. A moment later, his arms fell back to his sides, and she climbed off the side of the bed.

Picking up her robe, she slipped her arms through the soft material and tiptoed out the bedroom door. She checked on the boys then crept downstairs. Sitting in the club chair by the bow windows in living room, she stared out into the night. The cars shimmered with a layer of frost in the streetlamps.

She was exhausted but couldn’t seem to get her mind to shut down. For the past week, she’d felt like someone with bipolar disorder. She had floated the entire day the first morning Mike and Brandon had spontaneously called Rick and Conor dad. The next day, she got a call from her supervisor at the hospital saying Miles had filed a complaint of sexual harassment against her. Rick and Conor had nearly blown a gasket over that one. The boys were making real progress in the potty training. The other day she had gone to get them out of bed and found them already in the bathroom pulling down their pyjama pants. 

Rick and Conor had lectured her at dinner tonight because she hadn’t had much of an appetite. It didn’t help that she was still randomly throwing up. Sometimes, she just ended up dry heaving because of the lack of food in her system. She hadn’t told Rick and Conor because she knew they would worry. She knew it was from the stress. When she looked in the mirror before getting to bed, she saw dark circles under her puffy eyes and her hair looked limp. No wonder they hadn’t wanted to make love to her all week. Daily harassing calls from Susan put a pall over the household. They’d stopped picking up the phone for the most part. 

The last message she’d left said that she’d gotten a lawyer and going to sue for custody. She’d even mentioned making contact with a representative from the Department of Children and Families to file a report of abuse. Calleigh prayed every day that they couldn’t take her precious babies away. She knew there was no evidence of physical or emotional neglect, but one never knew how government services could twist things to suit their needs. Could Susan really take her children? Didn’t the courts always side with mother, except in extreme cases? Not for one second did Calleigh question her choice of staying with Rick and Conor. She needed them like air and was determined to find a way to make this work. She heard a creak and looked up to see Conor descending the stairs.

“Muirnín? Why are ye down here instead of in bed with us?”

“Couldn’t sleep. Didn’t want to wake either of you.”

He picked up a throw blanket on the back of the sofa and walked over to the chair. Lifting Calleigh up, he sat then settled her on his lap and tucked the blanket around them. “Ye wanna talk?”

She shook her head. “Too much jumbled in there to sort out right now. Will you just hold me for a little while?”

“I’ll always hold ye, mo ghrá. Put yer head down and try te get some sleep.”

 

As Calleigh’s eyes started to drift, he softly hummed one of his favourite Irish lullabies. He frequently did so for the boys when they had trouble going down, and it seemed to work on their mom as well. Calleigh had thought he was asleep when he’d tried to keep her in bed earlier, but he knew the moment she started to crawl over him that she was trying to escape. She hadn’t slept through a night this week and it showed. He knew she was still getting sick, too. She had tried to keep it from them, but her friend Carla had called one evening to ask if Calleigh was feeling better since she’d gotten sick earlier at work. Once or twice, he could understand from stress, but this had moved beyond that.

He looked down and realised she was finally out. Her breathing was even, and her head was limp against his chest. Slowly standing, he carried her back upstairs. When he reached the side of the bed, Rick was awake.

“She get sick again?” Rick whispered

“No, just sitting down by the windy staring out into the night,” he whispered back.

Rick helped him get her robe off, and he carefully laid her down on the bed. He climbed in next to her and rolled to his back. Pulling up the covers, he tucked them around her. He put his arms behind his head and he stared up at the decorative ceiling medallion. “We need te do something. She canny keep goin’ like this. The boys are startin’ te notice, too.”

“I know. Let me think on it some. Try and get some sleep. It’ll be another long day tomorrow.”


Chapter Eight

 

 

 

Rick picked up the phone in his office and dialled the number he’d found online. He hoped a call to one of their good friends from B.C would provide some answers. As he waited for the line to connect, he fiddled with the screen shot suggestions for that new Olympic game they were working on. The art department was currently working on background effects before adding in the code for play. This one was a half-pipe competition, and he noticed that one of the spectators held up an Irish flag, but the colours were in the wrong order. He smiled because he knew Conor would have a fit if he saw that. He was about to give up when the line connected.

“United States Attorney’s office. How can I help you?”

“This is Richard Connor. May I please speak with Ethan Harrison?” He leant back in his chair as the assistant connected him. A few moments later, the cheerful voice of his friend transmitted through the line.

“Rick? How the hell are you?”

“I’m good. How’ve you been? I know we haven’t talked in a couple of months, sorry. What’s new?”

“Same old, same old. How’s my favourite gingernut?”

“He’d kick your scrawny ass if he heard you call him that,” Rick said, smiling.

“I know, I know, ‘’Tis not red, ye arse’.”

He laughed at Ethan’s spot-on imitation. “As much as I wish this were a purely social call, we have a situation I wanted to get your take on.”

“That never sounds good. Shoot. Then we can get back to the fun stuff.”

“Well it’s like this. Conor and I have finally found our third. She’s a military widow, who has two little boys. I know I’ve told you about her. Her name is Calleigh Wells. Anyway, her mother-in-law flipped when she found out about our relationship and is threatening to sue for custody and get DFC involved. It’s turned Calleigh into a wreck. What I was wondering is can the mother-in-law succeed based solely on our relationship?”

“It’s about time you and Conor finally got your acts together. It’s been so obvious for the past year that you’re both in goo-goo love with the woman. She and her boys were all the two of you talked about.” Ethan chuckled. “On a more serious note, no judge would take away children from a parent based solely on a moral objection from the third party. As long as you can prove the children are being provided for and living in a healthy home, you shouldn’t have any problems.”

“Thank God. I really didn’t think it was possible, but you never know. So how’s your love life? Seeing anyone?”

“Unfortunately my quest for love has hit a dead end. The last couple dates I went on were disastrous. I swear you’d think I could find one good man in the city of Boston. Is tall, hot, built, smart and desperately in love with me really too much to ask for?”

Rick laughed. “No, my friend. I’m sure you’ll find him. I’ll keep my eye out for you. You know it’s been way too long since we really hung out. Why don’t I give you call when this all calms down, and you can meet the family?”

“Sounds good, buddy. My assistant just poked her head in and told me my next client is waiting so I got to run. Give my best to Conor. Tell that crazy mick he still owes me a margarita since I drank that nasty brew he calls beer on St. Paddy’s.”

“Will do. See ya, Ethan.”

After he hung up, he felt much better. In fact, he felt as if a huge weight had been lifted off his shoulders. He picked up the phone to call Conor and share the news, but then looked at the clock. It was almost five o’clock. He could tell him on the way home.

He caught the elevator down to the lobby, and Conor was waiting in their usual spot.

“You ready to head home?”

“Actually I need te run a few errands. Phil called and said he finished the setting today. So I thought I’d stop by on the way ‘ome and pick it up. I’ll snag dinner so we don’t have te worry about cookin’.”

“Excellent. Then I’ll meet Calleigh at the hospital when she gets off shift. I have some good news to share with the family tonight also, so don’t be too late. Lilly should have the boys home by seven o’clock.”

 

* * * * 

 

Rick stood outside the door to the hospital when Calleigh walked through. When she saw him, a huge smile lit up her face, and she ran into his arms. Gathering her close, he buried his head in her neck and inhaled her scent. It was still detectible beneath the hospital smells covering her scrubs. Pulling back, he leaned in for a kiss.

He’d intended for it to be brief, but once his lips touched hers, he couldn’t hold back. They were soft and felt so perfect against him. His tongue licked across the seam, and she opened to let him inside. He loved the sweet taste of his angel. His tongue slipped between her lips again and again. His arms slid around her waist, pulling her in tight. Calleigh’s arms were latched around his neck, holding him to her.  

He pressed his erection against her soft belly. It had been days since he’d been inside her warmth, and the fires that had been banked due to the stress surround them erupted. He needed her. Now. Spirals of heat streaked through his bloodstream. Calleigh’s tongue dipped into his mouth and flicked over his teeth. The tangling of their flesh stoked the molten desire racing through him. He loosened his grip on her, and she moaned.

Separating their lips, he breathed heavily, “I need you angel. It’s been too long. Where can we go?”

She looked around for a moment then grabbed his hand. Pulling him inside the hospital, they walked through an ‘employees only’ door and slipped inside a private bathroom. He flipped the lock on the door and pushed Calleigh against the painted wall across from the sink.

“I’m sorry angel, but this won’t be wine and romance.”

She pushed down her scrubs as he ripped open his belt and dress pants. They fell to his ankles. Their mouths latched together once again, and he reached around to grab her ass. Lifting her up her legs wrapped around his waist, he balanced her against the wall and reached down to see if she was wet enough to accept him. The evidence of her desire coated his fingers, and he groaned into her mouth. Slipping two digits inside her snug heat made her gasp.

“Please, Rick. I need.”

“I know what you need, angel. Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you.”

He held his cock and fit it to her entrance. In a single thrust, he slid home and captured Calleigh’s cry with his lips. The hot, tight, wet channel gripping him was too much, and he started fucking her immediately. Calleigh’s nails dug into his shoulders. His eyes bored into hers. Her hot breath panted against his lips. He started hammering into her, driving himself deeper into the heaven of her body. Whimpers escaped even though she tried to hold them back. His hips jack-knifed, and the pull of her muscles against his cock sent unspeakable pleasure racing down his spine. Suddenly, her body tensed and the ripples of her orgasm locked him deep inside. He cried out as his climax was ripped from the marrow of his bones. Pulsing, shaking, shuddering, the explosion went on forever. 

When he regained his faculties, he realised he still had her pinned to the wall. He heard her hiss as he separated their flesh. His lingering pleasure was immediately replaced with concern. 

“Angel, are you all right? Was I too rough?”

“No, love. That was exactly what I needed.”

He leant in and kissed her again. He never got enough of her sweet lips. After several lingering soft kisses, he pulled back. Bending down, he helped her get back into her scrubs and tided himself.

“Let’s go home.”

 

* * * *

 

They just beat Conor back to the house, and Lilly dropped off the boys. Citing the need to get to her book club meeting, she left quickly. Conor’s hello kiss lasted a bit longer than normal. When he and Calleigh finally separated, their gazes locked, and Rick knew the other man had caught the scent of their lovemaking on Calleigh’s body. 

“Did ye two just get home?”

“Yes, we had a bit of a delay at the hospital.”

Conor chuckled. “I’ll bet.” He looked back down at his love. “Muirnín, you look much better tonight. Your eyes have their glow back and your cheeks have colour in them again.” He leaned over to whisper in her ear. “I can smell Rick on ye, mo ghrá. Knowing the two of ye made love is gonna leave me gummin’. I canny wait to get ye in bed the-night. I’m goin’ te lick every inch of this beautiful body then slide deep inside ye until ye shudder all around me.”

Rick smiled when he saw Calleigh blush at Conor’s whispered promise. He inhaled deeply as he opened the bags Conor had brought home. The scents of chicken modiga from their favourite restaurant wafted up, and his mouth watered. He set the table and managed to get the boys corralled into their booster chairs. He set their sippy cups filled with milk in front of them while Calleigh cut up their chicken fingers to cool.

“I even brought home some afters for us te enjoy lay-ra.”

Calleigh leaned over and gave Conor a kiss on the cheek. “I love dessert, thank you. What did you bring home?”

“It’s a surprise, mo ghrá. After Mike an’ Bran are asleep the three of us can relax an’ enjoy the treat.”

Rick figured this was a good time to tell Conor and Calleigh about his conversation with Ethan earlier. He took a sip of his wine and looked up to get their attention.

“I placed a call today to an old friend of Conor’s and mine from B.C. He specialises in securities law, but is familiar enough with family law that I trust what he says.”

Conor rolled his eyes. “Why dinna I think of callin’ grapenuts?”

“Who?” Calleigh asked.

“Never mind him, angel. Our buddy’s name is Ethan Harrison. He’s an assistant attorney for the U.S. Attorney’s office here in Boston. Anyway, he said we really should have nothing to worry about from Susan. He assured me that a judge would in all probability not remove a child from a home strictly based on a moral disagreement between parties. There would have to be evidence of neglect.”

He looked at Calleigh and saw the relief on her face at his announcement. He had been worried she would be upset he’d gone behind her back, but it appeared she appreciated his initiative.

She stood and went over to hug Rick, holding him tight for a moment. “Thank you. I can’t tell you how much better I feel. It’s nice to have someone with actual legal experience confirm my suspicions.”  

“Good on ye. I haven’t talked to Ethan in donkey’s years! How is the rossie?”

“He says you still owe him a frozen margarita for making him drink that pint of Arthur’s last Paddy’s.”

He laughed at the memory of Ethan’s face when he’d downed the Guinness. “The man never could stand the black stuff.”

They finished their dinner, and he and Conor took Mike and Brandon upstairs for baths and story time. When all was settled for the night, Rick stopped Conor in the upstairs hallway. “Did you get it?”

Conor held out the small box and lifted the lid. The light from the hallway reflected off the diamond engagement ring they had picked out for Calleigh. Conor had explained to the jeweller what design he wanted for the setting and he had chosen the stone. The platinum band had a series of trinity knots, a classic Celtic design, along the shoulders and at the centre, a princess cut diamond. It had a matching wedding band with trinity knots inset into the band.

“It’s perfect, Con.”

“Are ye sure? It’s not too Irish for ye? I dinna want ye te feel like—”

“Conor, stop. You may have thicker Irish blood running through your veins, but I come from Shannon, too. Those trinity knots are three interlaced triangles that represent unending love. I can’t think of a better symbol for our lives with Calleigh than what you have in your hand.”

He hugged his best friend. Their lives were united not only through their friendship, but through their mutual love for Calleigh and commitment to their chosen lifestyle. When he pulled back, he saw a glimmer of moisture in Conor’s eyes and felt some in his own. He might not feel desire for Conor, but he always had and always would love the man.

 

* * * *

 

Calleigh put the last dish away in the cabinet and turned on the coffeemaker. The rich aromatic scent of hazelnut shortly filled the kitchen. Walking into the living room she knelt beside the hearth and lit the kindling in the fireplace. The crackle of the dried wood and the warmth of the flame were soothing. She turned her head as she heard footsteps on the stairs and saw Rick and Conor enter the room.

“Are they ready for me?”

“Yes, angel, go say goodnight then come back down so we can enjoy that dessert Conor brought home.”

She rose from her knees and gave each man a soft kiss before heading upstairs to give her babies a final tuck in. Opening the door to their bedroom, she sound they were both already asleep. She leaned over and tucked the blankets tighter around Brandon—he tended to thrash around at night—and placed a kiss on his forehead. Slipping over to the other side of the room, she picked up Mikey’s stuffed dog and slipped it under his arm, giving him a kiss. Stepping back to the door, she took one last look and whispered, “Goodnight, my little loves.”

She stepped into her bedroom and stripped off her scrubs. Feeling the need for something special, she slipped a green silk negligee over her head and let the short skirt float around her thighs. The matching bikini panties rode low on her hips. She fluffed her hair as best she could, pinched her cheeks to add some colour and dabbed on a little lip gloss.

She stopped at the top of the stairs and listened a moment to detect any sounds from the living room. Not hearing anything, she slowly walked down and turned into the living room. She gasped at the sight of the champagne, strawberries and cannoli laid out picnic style. Strong arms surrounded her waist, and she was pulled back into Conor’s hard chest.

“Ye look stunning, ár ghrá. The green of Shannon suits you. Come sit, and let us ply ye with sweets.”

She turned around and looked up into Conor’s beautiful aquamarine eyes. The flickering light from the fireplace created highlights and shadows on his cheekbones. She reached up on her tiptoes and wrapped her arms around his neck to kiss him. Flicking her tongue across the seam of his lips, he opened and she slipped inside. She found he’d already had nibbled on at least one of the strawberries. A large warmth moulded to her back, and Rick’s lips caressed her shoulder. He slid the thin strap of her nightgown to the side, and his lips travelled up her shoulder and neck as he moved her hair aside. Separating from Conor’s lips, she let them lead her over to the pillows they had set up in front of the fire.

“This is beautiful. I can’t believe you two went to the trouble.”

Conor propped against the sofa, and she nestled between his legs, leaning back against him. He lifted a flute of champagne and handed it to her. She took a small sip, and fruity bubbles danced across her taste buds. She’d never had such good tasting champagne before. The light taste was delicious. She could easily see herself imbibing too much and losing her head. 

“It’s never trouble to make you feel special, angel. We know things have been stressful lately, and we wanted to pamper you. Close your eyes.” He reached down and picked up a strawberry. “Open those luscious lips for us.”

Calleigh opened, and the tip of a strawberry rolled against her lower lip. She took a bite out of the succulent fruit. The combination of flavours made her moan. Conor’s hands were around her waist and slowly rubbing circles on her belly. His lips occasionally landed on her neck. She started to open her eyes when his deep voice spoke softly in her ear.

“Keep them closed, muirnín.”

She felt the edge of the flute at her lips and let them slip more of the cool drink in her mouth, letting the bubbles linger on her tongue before swallowing. Next, she felt something else at her lips. It wasn’t a strawberry, so it must be one of the cannolis. Slipping her tongue out, she took a little lick at the end of the roll and heard twin groans. Opening her mouth, she let Rick feed her a bite of the dessert. The crisp dough and sweet filling filled her mouth. She leaned her head back on Conor’s chest and enjoyed the delicacy. 

Moments later, another strawberry was placed at her lips, and after she took a bite, she felt Conor’s tongue flick across her lips to taste the lingering juice. Her eyes were still closed when his hand slid up from her belly to hold her chest against him. Rick must have scooted closer because her legs were spread and wrapped around a lean waist and hips. Hands slowly slid up her legs to rest on her thighs. Expecting him to go higher, she let out a little whimper when they stopped their travels.

Her hands were lifted and her fingers linked on one side with Conor and on the other with Rick. She felt Conor’s lips next to her ear, his warm breath caressing her cheek. Her heart beat faster as Conor spoke softly in Gaelic while Rick translated for her. 

“Ár teaghlach churthaigh sibh.”

“We created our family.”

“Luchtaíonn sibh grá, bríoghas, agus greann ár laethanta.”

“Love, passion, and humour fill our days.”

“Coinníonn tú i gcónaí ár croi.”

“You hold our hearts forever.” 

“Slánaigh tú ár anam.”

“You complete our souls.”

“An mbeidh tú mar chéile agam?”

“Will you be our wife?”

Her eyes flew open with the last phrase, and she looked down. Conor slid a ring on her left ring finger. Tears gathered in her eyes as she stared at the artistry of the jewellery, the symbol of their love a solid weight on her hand. She turned her hand back and forth and side to side, watching the firelight dance across the silver band and clear stone.

“Angel?”

She realised she hadn’t answered them. “Of course, I’ll marry you. But how…”

“We took the liberty of discussing logistics. If you’re agreeable, we decided you would legally marry Conor. He’s both an American and Irish citizen so any future children we have would be eligible for dual status. The boys are a little trickier, but it wouldn’t be any hardship to get them passports and such for when we want to visit Conor’s mom and dad. We were thinking we’d have a private ceremony on Cape Cod with close friends and family shortly after, uniting the three of us.”

She held her arms out for Rick. He moved in, braced his hands on the sofa and leaned to kiss her. Their lips met to seal their intentions. When Rick pulled away, she tilted her head back and raised her chin to accept Conor’s kiss. His erection pushed into her lower back, and she wanted to feel him inside her again. 

She pulled back from his lips and managed to wiggle out of the sandwich. Standing with the fire to her back she reached down and pulled the nightgown over her head, baring her body to her loves. Rick came forward and slid the silky underwear down her hips. She lifted her feet to step out of the material and accepted Rick’s hand to help her kneel back on the nest they’d built on the floor. Rick knelt in front of her and slid a hand down the centre of her body to between her legs. Conor moved behind her and reached a hand around to caress one of her nipples. Her breasts swelled in response. She closed her eyes and revelled in the sensations of their hands moving across her body. It no longer matter which hand belonged to whom.

Lips nuzzled her neck and breasts. Conor gathered her into his chest when Rick leant back to undress. When his magnificent body was on display, he knelt back down in front of her and captured her so Conor could do the same. He kissed her deeply as his hands travelled down the length of her spine to cup her ass. His erection was hot and hard against her skin. They guided her back so she was lying amongst the pillows. They lowered their heads and both mouths latched onto a nipple, tugging and licking in different rhythms. Rick drew hard as Conor gave a soft lick. The dichotomy sent spirals of pleasure racing through her body. Her clit was swollen and begging for a touch.

“Oh my God…” she whimpered into the fire-lit room. Her hips surged upwards to let them know what she needed.

Rick and Conor slid a hand down her torso. One stopped at her clit and rubbed on the pulsing nerves, while the other dipped his broad finger inside. Calleigh spread her legs to give them more room as she pushed against their hands. Their long fingers alternated. One sliding deep, while the other tormented her bud. She felt her orgasm climbing. Writhing on the blankets, she reached for her climax but became frustrated as it seemed elusive.

“Don’t fight for it, angel. Trust us to take care of you.”

She tried to clear her mind of all but the feel of them inside her body. Their lips at her breasts, their fingers probing deep inside to massage her swollen damp tissues. Their tongues flicking across her skin and their teeth nibbling on tender flesh. The wave started to crest again, and this time she allowed them to carry her over. The pulsing climax rolled through her body. When she surfaced, Conor was between her legs. He gently spread her open and licked across her wet folds.

“Hmmm…it’s been too long since I tasted ye. Yer a drug te me senses.”

His nimble tongue was good for more than just whispered wicked words and lyrical seductions. Long licks up and down the folds had her arching her hips to get closer. The tip of his tongue tormented the opening of her pussy but never entered. He swirled around her clit, before his lips latched on and sucked. She cried out and surged forward, desperately needing something inside her. 

She opened her eyes to see Rick holding his cock like an offering. Angling her head, she licked at the weeping head and relished his hiss. Trying to take him inside her mouth, she couldn’t get around him at her current angle. He must have sensed her frustration because he quickly moved to kneel over her head and slowly fed his length down her throat as Conor simultaneously pushed two fingers inside her. Her cries vibrated around Rick’s flesh. Rick was bent over her body and leaned down to flatten his tongue on her clit, while Conor thrust deep inside her pussy. Their heads were so close they could have kissed each other. It would only take a slip of someone’s tongue. She redoubled her efforts on Rick’s cock, reaching her hands up to pull on his ass and trying to signal for him to let go and fuck her. His hips surged, and he drove inside over and over. She felt him get harder and his cock pulsed, but just before she was sure he was going to climax, he pulled away and swung around on the side of her.

 

Rick laid down on his back. “We’re going to do this a little differently, angel. I want you to lay on me but face up to Conor.”

Calleigh settled over the top of his body. Her soft skin rubbed against him from head to toe. Her honey coloured hair draped over his shoulder. Conor helped spread her legs. 

“Now stay here and relax while Conor gets you ready, love.”

 He looked over her shoulder and saw Conor pick up the tube of lube, click open the cap and squeeze out a liberal amount onto his fingers. Rick held Calleigh still while Conor put his fingers to the closed rosette and pushed his way through the ring to stretch her opening. 

Rick was so damn hard he hurt. It had taken everything within his power to not come down her throat a few minutes ago. Conor held up the bottle of lube with a question in his eyes. Rick nodded, signalling that it was okay. When Conor’s large hand surrounded his cock to slick it up for Calleigh, Rick’s eyes rolled back inside his head. He and Conor had never touched each other sexually before, and he was able to admit the strong grip on his cock felt damn good. 

When he opened his eyes, Conor nodded his head that they were ready. Rick lifted Calleigh’s hips and guided his cock inside the clasping heat of her ass. He groaned as he slowly entered her welcoming body, mesmerised by the way her body flared open to accept him. Calleigh’s moans guided him as he nudged deep inside.

Holding her in position, he signalled to Conor that he could begin his entry. Conor leaned over their bodies and slowly fit his cock to Calleigh’s pussy. Her channel surrounding Rick got tighter as Conor filled her.

 

Being filled by both her men was a feeling she could never eloquently describe. Their bodies joined, their breaths mingling, their skin sealed together as they moved as one. Conor thrust up, the head of his cock nudging her cervix, as Rick pulled back. Their countering thrusts made sure her body was never empty. Conor grabbed the back of her head and slammed their lips together. His tongue drove into her mouth in the same tempo of his cock. Ricks hands separated her cheeks as he drove forcefully deep inside her body. Groans and cries echoes through the room. 

Their strokes became less rhythmic as they neared orgasm, their hips jerking, her straining into every thrust, milking out each sensation. Calleigh screamed into Conor’s mouth as a tremendous orgasm ripped through her body. She felt every tissue in her pussy and ass contract around the thick shafts buried deep inside her. She ripped away from Conor desperate to fill her lungs with air. Rick and Conor both slammed into her one last time and held deep. Their cocks pulsed as they released their seed deep inside her body.


Chapter Nine

 

 

 

Calleigh opened the door to the ladies room and ran smack into Carla. It took a moment for her eyes to focus on the swimming letters of her friend’s scrub shirt.

“That’s it. I’m taking you to see someone.” Carla grabbed Calleigh’s hand and pulled her down the hall.

“Carla, stop! What are you doing?” She pulled her hand from her friend’s firm grip.

“I heard you throwing up again. You swear up and down that you’re not pregnant, but this is not going away. So we’re going to find out exactly what is going on.” Carla picked up Calleigh’s hand again and tugged.

Carla dragged her to the doctors’ lounge door and knocked before walking in. Several doctors looked up, and a couple of questioned their presence, but once Carla gave them the evil eye, they shut up. Her friend was so good at that. Calleigh let out a little giggle.

“Davie, I need you to examine Calleigh,” Carla said to her brother.

“Umm, why?”

“Because she’s been throwing up and has a loss of appetite. She swears up and down she’s not pregnant. Oh, and she’s not been sleeping through the night for the past three weeks.”

Calleigh turned to Carla in shock. “How do you know that?”

Carla faced her best friend and took hold of her hand. “I called Rick and Conor a week or so ago, and they told me.”

Calleigh yanked her hand out of Carla’s grasp. “Why are you calling them behind my back!”

“Because I’m worried about you! Now stop changing the subject.” She faced her brother again. “Please, Davie?” 

David walked over and looked closely at his sister’s best friend. “What makes you think you’re not pregnant? I see the ring on your finger, congratulations by the way. So I assume you’re having sex.”

“For multiple reasons. Number one, I take the Depo shot and have for years. My last shot was administered approximately two and half months ago. Two, I had a period approximately a month ago. Granted, it was light, but that’s not unusual for me since starting the shot after my sons were born. Finally, three, I’m not throwing up every morning or after I eat. It’s just random. I’ve been under a lot of stress. Miles has been stirring up trouble with the administration, although I think that’s settled now, and my mother-in-law is threatening to sue for custody of my children because she doesn’t approve of my fiancés.”

“Okay, I agree there’s some stress there. Any number of things can cause those symptoms. Come down to an exam room, and let’s run some tests.”

They left the lounge and walked down the hall. Calleigh heard her name called over the speaker asking her to come to the nurses’ station. She told Carla she would be right back. Walking up to the desk, she saw a delivery man with a bunch of flowers. Her heart flipped over at the idea that maybe Conor and Rick had sent her some. In the two weeks since their proposal, they’d left little love notes all over the house for her to find. Her favourite was when she stepped into the shower the other morning. There had been a large piece of paper taped to the tile that said Wish we were here. 

“You paged me Melissa?” She saw the young woman point to the delivery man as she wrote a chart note. “Can I help you?”

“Are you Calleigh Wells?”

She looked at the pretty flowers and inhaled trying to catch their scent. “Yes. Are those for me?”

“Yes.” He handed her a clipboard. “I just need you to sign please.”

She accepted the pen and signed on the line next to her printed name. When she looked up, the man had taken off his delivery hat and held out a piece of paper.

“You’ve been served. Have a nice day.”

Calleigh stared at his back as he walked out the sliding doors of the department. The whole desk area was silent. She heard several comments about what an asshole the guy was. When she looked down, she saw the word subpoena in big bold letters. Her hands shook as she opened the document, and as she read the first few lines, a raw animalistic sound escaped her throat and her world went black.

Her senses were muddled as she slowly opened her eyes. After she blinked several times, the room came into focus. Her brain tried to remember what had happened, and suddenly awareness snapped. She sat up quickly and grabbed the railing on the side of the bed as her head swam for a few seconds. Looking around, she found herself lying on a gurney in one of the curtained-off prep areas for surgery patients. Carla and her brother stood next to her.

She fell back onto the bed and flung an arm up to cover her eyes from the bright, fluorescent lights overhead. “What happened?”

“You passed out,” David responded. “Apparently after being served a subpoena. When you came to a moment later, you started crying hysterically and yelling for Rick and Conor, so I gave you a sedative.”

“Oh my God,” she moaned.

How embarrassing that she acted that way in her place of work, but she couldn’t stop the tears from filling her eyes as she looked over at her best friend. “She’s trying to take my babies away. Rick swears it won’t happen, but what if he’s wrong? What if his lawyer friend didn’t get it right? If I lost Rick and Conor, my heart would shatter all over again, but if I lose my babies I just might die.”

“Calleigh, calm down. It won’t happen. She’s trying to stir up trouble. Besides you shouldn’t get overly upset. It’s not good for the baby.” Carla’s lips twitched, making every effort to keep a straight face.

“How do you know it won’t happen? You can’t guarantee… What do you mean ‘baby’?” Did I hear that right? It’s not possible.

David picked up Calleigh’s hand. “You are pregnant, Calleigh. I ran a blood test while you were unconscious. I did an ultrasound to confirm because of the bleeding you reported. I suspect the bleeding occurred at the time of implantation.”

She couldn’t wrap her mind around it. She’d taken the shot. Granted, she and her lovers had never used any form of protection, but what were the odds that the Depo shot would fail? One and half percent…maybe? “But what about the shot?”

“Well, I looked up your electronic records, and they showed you receiving a flu shot back in September but nothing about your Depo.”

She shook her head. “That can’t be right. I declined the flu shot. They asked me that same day, but I said no. Told them to just do the other.”

“Regardless of how it happened, you are pregnant. Judging from the ultrasound, I would estimate around eight weeks.”

“Oh my God,” she whispered right when Rick and Conor came running into the curtained area.

 

Rick rushed the bed where Calleigh lay. She looked so pale. When he’d gotten the call at work that she had passed out then started screaming for them, his heart had nearly stopped. He’d run through the building to Conor’s office and told him what happened. They’d raced to the hospital as fast as possible. He even gave the cab driver a huge tip to make it as fast as he could.

“Angel? What happened?” He cupped her cheek and placed a soft kiss on her cool lips.

“Muirnín? Are ye sick again?”

She held Conor’s hand on one side of the bed and Rick’s on the other. “I don’t remember what happened after I woke up. They told me I went into some kind of hysterics. Loves, she served me papers. Susan actually filed a dispute of custody.”

Rick couldn’t believe it. He’d never thought the woman would actually go so far. He was furious. How dare she disrupt their home? How dare she hurt Calleigh this way? He knew no better mother than his angel. Her love for those boys was stamped into every action of every day.

“Go n-ithe an cat thú, is go n-ithe an diabhal an cat,” Conor spat under his breath.

“Um, Con? Did you just put a hex on the woman? Can you teach me one?” Rick tried to lighten the tension.

“Sorry. I said ‘may the cat eat ye and the devil eat the cat’. ‘Tis an auld family curse.”

Calleigh smiled. “I like that one. One thing about you Irish is that you’re very creative with your cursing. Give me a kiss, and whisper sweet nothings in my ear.”

Rick watched Conor lean over and thoroughly kiss their love. He did whisper something in her ear, and it made Calleigh giggle. It warmed Rick’s heart to see a smile back on her face. 

“Calleigh, I think we need to face this head on. Why don’t we contact Susan? Tell her to come over to the house to discuss this idiocy. If we drag lawyers into this, it’s going to turn into a nightmare. Why don’t we try talking it out with her first?”

“I’ll try, but you saw her that night. There was no talking to her rationally. For now, I have to get back to work. I’ll meet you at home later.”

“Oh no, you are not, missy,” Carla scolded.

“Carla! Have you been listening this whole time?”

She poked her head through the curtain. “Sue me. You are going home. You are going to bed. And you will call me and tell me everything.” She gave Calleigh a pointed look.

Rick looked over at Conor and sensed there was something else going on. What was Carla talking about? Was there something Calleigh wasn’t telling them? “Angel?”

Calleigh twisted the sheets on the bed between her fingers. “Um…well…the thing is…”

“’Tis okay, mo ghrá. Ye can tell us. This is about ye still gettin’ sick, isn’t it?” He saw the shocked look on Calleigh’s face. “Aye love, we knew. We didn’t say anythin’ cos we wanted ye te come te us. Please tell us. What’s wrong?”

She took a deep breath. “Apparently, I’m pregnant. Somebody screwed up. I never got my shot, and David thinks I’m about eight weeks along.” She rushed it all out in one breath.

Rick sat heavily on the bed next to Calleigh’s legs. She was pregnant. She wasn’t sick. She was pregnant! He scooped his arms around her back and pulled her up into his embrace. She latched onto him, and he felt tears wet his shirt. Conor was moulded to her back, and his arms were around her waist. Their heads lifted and gazes caught. Rick saw joy and love radiating from Conor’s blue-green depths.

“Angel, those had better be happy tears. This is the best thing we’ve ever heard—next to you agreeing to marry us anyway.”

She pulled her head up off Rick’s shoulder. “Really? You’re not upset? I didn’t know if you were ready for something like this. I know it’s shocked the hell out of me.”

“We’re havin’ a babby. ‘Tis a blessin’ to celebrate.” Conor held Calleigh’s face between his hands and kissed her. Their lips welded together as he wiped the tears from her cheeks.

“Let’s go home. We have to plan how to tell the boys to expect a little brother or sister. I think we should make it a game.” Rick rubbed his hands together as plots started forming in his mind. Scooping Calleigh up off the bed, he carried her out of the hospital to her embarrassment and the cheers of her co-workers.

 

* * * *

 

Conor paced around the living room. He looked up at the clock on the mantel and grimaced. It couldn’t possibly be two minutes since he last looked. He turned his back to the clock and walked to the bow windows to peek between the curtains.

“Con, stop pacing. She’ll get here when she gets here. No matter how fast you turn in circles, time doesn’t actually speed up.”

“Ask me bollocks. I just wanna get this over with. I’m afraid the bitseach is goin’ te make this as difficult as possible. Calleigh disna need any more stress.”

It had taken them a week since Calleigh had been served the papers to get Susan to agree to see them. He and Rick had repeatedly called and left messages. At first, she had refused to talk to them at all, telling them to contact her lawyer. When Calleigh tried, she spent twenty minutes on the phone, half the time holding the receiver away from her ear as Susan harangued her. She’d finally gotten fed up and yelled for Susan to shut her mouth. She’d told Susan unless she wanted the tape recording of the conversation to make its way into her lawyer’s hands she would agree to meet with them.

The doorbell rang, and Conor jumped forward to open the door. Rick’s hand landed on his shoulder to stop him.

“Make her wait. Don’t appear too anxious or aggressive.”

Conor took a deep breath and attempted to calm his racing heart. He knew Rick was right. This was not an occasion to let his Irish temper get the best of him. Turning his head, he looked at the stairway. Calleigh had paused on the middle step. Her face was pale and her eyes filled with anxiety. He forgot the door and walked up the few steps separating them.

“It ‘ill be gran’, muirnín. We’ll sit down an’ talk this out like rational adults.” He placed his hand on her flat belly where their child nested. “How is ár caragan? The little darling is not giving you any trouble today?”

She placed her hand over his. “We’re good.” She looked over Conor’s shoulder at Rick standing by the front door. “Go ahead and let her in. Once you’re in the living room, I’ll bring the boys down to the playroom and get them settled.”

 

Rick opened the door and saw Susan on the front stoop, but she wasn’t alone. He held the door wider to allow them to enter. One by one, they filed through, and he accepted their coats.

“This is my lawyer, Mr. Nielson, and Ms. Waterman from the Department of Children and Families. I brought them so they can see for themselves what is occurring in this house.”

He couldn’t believe Susan’s audacity. “We invited you here to discuss your concerns as a family. We did not authorise you to bring anyone else into our home.”

He saw the surprised looks on the faces of the lawyer and social worker. It appeared Susan had given them some misinformation.

She pointed her finger at the man before her. “That’s precisely why I wanted them here. So they could see just what this place is like when you haven’t coached Kevin’s children on what to say.” She looked around. “Where are my grandchildren? I demand to see them.”

Calleigh stepped forward so she was face-to-face with her mother-in-law. “Our sons are just getting up from their nap. They will be given their snack then they will go to the playroom while we speak. If after getting to know Ms. Waterman, we are agreeable, she will be allowed to speak with them, but you will not until I am assured you can control the venomous words from spewing out of your mouth.”

Rick guided the three interlopers into the living room. “Can I offer you something to drink?”

“I would love a coffee if you have it ready, and please call me John,” Nielson responded, settling into the club chair near the windows.

“Make that two please, and you may call me Jamie,” Ms. Waterman answered.

Rick nodded his head in acknowledgement. “Susan?” 

All he got in return was a haughty stare as she sat primly on the sofa. 

“In that case, Calleigh and Conor will be down in a moment after they’ve gotten the boys settled. I’ll have your coffees shortly.” 

He walked through the archway into the kitchen. Grabbing two mugs from the cabinet, he attempted to release some of the rage boiling though him. The addition of the officials put an entirely different tone on this meeting than they were intending. He knew he shouldn’t act defensive, but it was hard not to when his family was being threatened. He placed the mugs, sweetener and milk on a tray then carried it back into the living room.

He handed the two officials their coffee. “As I said earlier, we invited Susan here to discuss her concerns. We respect her as Mikey and Brandon’s grandmother,” he looked at her, “but we want to make sure you understand that we are their parents and as such will be making decisions regarding their upbringing.”

“That is exactly why I’ve filed the suit. People like you have no business raising children. You perverts will poison their minds and give them no moral code.”

Calleigh entered the room, catching that last statement. “And I suppose you believe being raised in a house where you preach hate and bigotry is a more nurturing environment?”

“It is not wrong to teach a child morality based on Christian values. I did so with Kevin, and he grew into an upstanding man who became a national hero.”

Calleigh nodded her head. “Yes, he did. He also understood and accepted alternative lifestyles. Our relationship was a direct reflection of that.”

Rick stood next to the mantel and addressed the room. “Our argument with you has nothing to do with Kevin’s character. It’s truly a tragedy that he never had the opportunity to raise his sons. I’m sure he would have made a great father, but that is neither here nor now.”

Conor held up his hand to halt the conversation. “’Tis obvious we dinna agree on certain aspect of our lives. Ye may not approve of our lifestyle, but what I don’t understan’ is why that entitles ye te involve the legal system in a custody dispute.”

“Let me take this,” Jamie responded. “It was explained to us at DCF—and from speaking with John he was given the same information—that Mrs. Wells feared for the safety of her grandchildren. She reported possible abuse of a sexual nature.”

Rick was shocked. He knew Susan disapproved, but he’d had no idea she would tell blatant lies to get her way.

“That is the most preposterous accusation I’ve ever heard! I would never put my children in jeopardy!” Calleigh yelled.

Susan stood up and got in Calleigh’s face. “How do we know you’re not forcing my grandchildren to watch or even participate in the sexual orgies that no doubt occur in this den of depravity?”

“Susan, sit down. Now,” John said from the corner of the room.

Rick was impressed by the steel hardness in the attorney’s voice despite its quite nature. Obviously, he was fed up with the whole proceeding, and that eased one of the knots in Rick’s gut. 

Conor went to stand next to Rick at the fireplace. “Again, that supposition goes back to your opinion of our lifestyle. There is no evidence of physical, sexual or emotional abuse in our home.”

Rick glanced over as Jamie set her coffee cup down on the tray and stood. “Mr. Connor, Mr. McGuire, Calleigh, I believe I’ve heard enough of this conversation. Would you be agreeable to me speaking with Michael and Brandon so I can make a complete report?”

Rick thought the idea had merit. If she spoke with the boys, he was certain any lingering questions would be put to rest. He looked at Conor and Calleigh to determine how they responded to the request and saw them give a slight nod. “I believe that would be acceptable, provided one of us supervises the visit.” He again looked to Conor and Calleigh. “I believe I would like to volunteer.”

 

Calleigh watched the social worker and Rick walk back to the playroom. She was ready for this evening to be over. The sleepless nights and stress were catching up to her. Most likely the pregnancy contributed to her lack of energy as well. Conor must have noticed her wilting because he came to sit next to her on the sofa, and she leaned against him. He slipped his arm around her shoulder and placed a soft kiss on her temple, pulling her in closer to his side. 

Susan gave her a dirty look from the chair across the room.

“Calleigh, I notice the ring on your finger. Are you planning to remarry?” Susan asked.

Calleigh looked down at the beautiful ring that still took her breath away. Her first smile of the night appeared. “Yes, we are planning a spring wedding on the Cape.”

Susan leant forward. “I notice you have quite an accent, Mr. McGuire. May I ask if you have a current visa?”

Conor rolled his eyes. “Naw, I don’ require one.”

“Why ever not? Did you manage to complete the naturalisation process?”

“Actually, I’m a natural-born citizen. Me da is a retired colonel in the United States Air Force. Me ma is Irish, and I lived in Ireland most of my life with the exceptions of summers in England where Da was stationed. I moved here te attend university an’ decided te stay.”

“Oh I see.”

Calleigh heard a slight chuckle from the corner. For the most part, the man sitting there had been silent throughout the exchange. There was a knock at the door, and Conor stood to answer the summons. Looking over her shoulder, Calleigh saw her mom enter the room with Conor.

She stood and walked around the edge of the sofa. “Mom. So glad to see you.” She gave her a big hug. When she let go, she turned and introduced her mom to John. “And I’m sure you remember Susan, Kevin’s mother.”

Lilly nodded her head in acknowledgement. “Susan. Can’t say it’s nice to see you under these circumstances.”

Calleigh sensed her mother’s anger at the other woman. She backed away, and Conor pulled her into a backwards hug as he propped himself on the wall.

“Lilly, I don’t understand how you can condone this situation. Michael and Brandon are your grandchildren, too. What happens in this house is—”

“Stop right there. I have no problem with Calleigh’s relationship with Conor and Rick because I’ve seen them interact with each other on nearly a daily basis for the last three years. Did you know they were the ones who brought her home the day she found out about Kevin? It was their arms that held her as her heart tore in two. They were the ones who stood beside her, helped her with the boys when they were still infants, made her smile again. They healed her heart, and she stole theirs. I know how much they love Calleigh and Michael and Brandon. They would give their lives for them, and that is all I need to know. I don’t care what occurs in their bedroom. Frankly, it’s none of our business.”

Calleigh heard footsteps and saw Rick and Jamie enter the living room at that moment. Rick held the boys’ hands, and they stopped in front of Susan.

Susan sat down and tried to pull her grandchildren into her arms, but they stepped away. “Michael? Brandon? Why don’t you give grandma a hug?”

“Why you take us away?” Mikey asked.

She saw tears in their eyes and scowled at Rick. “Sweeties. I just want to make sure that you grow up to be like your daddy. Big, strong, happy, good men.”

“Wick is our daddy. Conna is our da. They are big,” Brandon replied.

Susan shook her head. “They may be big, but I’m afraid of what they are teaching you. They may be bad men.”

Mikey scratched his head. “Conna teach us to bike.”

“They just got tricycles. They’re learning how to pedal on their own,” Rick explained. 

Brandon nodded his head in agreement. “Wick make smiley takes. Bad man no make smiley takes.”

“The boys’ favourite Sunday breakfast is smiley pancakes,” Calleigh clarified.

“They kiss our boo-boos.” Mikey pointed out the band-aid on his knee.

“They read stories.” Brandon held out a book to show his grandma then walked over and gave it to Conor. “This one.”

Conor lifted Brandon in his arms and accepted the book. “Ye bet, mo grian.” He kissed him on the forehead then put him down. “Go give mamó a hug.”

Calleigh had tears in her eyes as Brandon ran over and hugged her mom. Hearing the boys defend their daddies in the simplest terms pulled at her heart strings. She put a hand to her stomach and rubbed their unborn child. She may have been afraid of how Rick and Conor were going to react, but it was clear from the very mouths of babes what good, loving fathers they were. She felt bad for second guessing their desire to raise more children.

She went over and stood beside Rick. He pulled her into an embrace as she looked down at Susan sitting in the chair with a stunned look on her face as Mike turned around and joined his brother at her mom’s side. 

“Susan. I will fight you to the death to keep my family intact, but I ask you to drop this ridiculous suit. It will only lead to heartache on both sides. I think we’ve shown you here tonight that, although we may be a unique family, we have all the love and nurturing abilities of a traditional home. If anything, there is more to go around.”

Susan stood and walked to the closet to retrieve her coat. “I will never approve of what you’ve turned into, Calleigh Wells. In fact, I’m ashamed to call you my daughter-in-law, but I will not hurt my grandchildren, and it appears that they have the misguided notion that these men are their dads. I dearly hope you don’t come to regret your actions as they grow into adults and learn just what you are. When they start asking questions about their real father, please send me notice.” She walked out the door.

Calleigh couldn’t believe after all Susan’s pontificating on family values that she’d turn her back on Michael and Brandon without even saying goodbye. Calleigh shook her head in regret. 

Nielson stood from the chair where he’d taken residence and addressed the room. “Calleigh, Rick, Conor, I wish to apologise to you. Had I know this was a witch hunt, I never would have agreed to represent Mrs. Wells. It’s obvious to me this is the perfect home for your sons. In fact, I hope this is not too presumptuous, but I was hoping that I could call you sometime. You see my partner and I recently adopted a little boy a year younger than Michael and Brandon. We may need some advice from time to time.” He smiled.

She laughed at the blush on his face. “I think that would be fine, but I hope you remember that we’re learning as we go as well.”

“I, too, will be filing my report and officially closing this file. You have my respect for the way you handled this situation,” Jamie said.

Calleigh showed both of them to the door and leaned her head against it for a moment after it closed. Strong arms wrapped around her, and a kiss was placed on the back of her neck.

“Ye see, mo ghrá, everything has worked out. I’m sorry the boys willna have their other grandma in their lives, but I think there’s enough of us te make up for the loss.”

“That’s just it, Conor. I feel that not having her in their lives is no loss, and that makes me sad because Kevin was a good man. He would have been a good father. With her reactions, she’s denying them the relationship with that half of their family.”

She stepped away from the door and turned to face everyone in the room. Rick came over and held her between him and Conor. She raised her head and received a kiss. 

“That’s her choice, angel. You aren’t denying them, she is. Kevin would understand that. I don’t think he would find fault with you.”

She leaned her head on Rick’s chest for another minute then stepped away. Kneeling down, she held out her arms and both boys ran to her. “My little loves, mommy is so proud of you. You said very nice things about your daddies.” She wiped away the errant tear that slid down her cheek. “Now how about we get some dinner then we all have movie night?” She looked up at her mom. “Are you going to join us?”

“I would love to, but I promised your father I’d bring him home dinner from Mirabelle’s.”

Calleigh stood and gave her mom another hug. “Thank you for coming. For saying what you did.”

“I only speak the truth. Now, have a good night with your family. I’ll see you all this weekend. How about we all go to the aquarium? You want to go see the big fish and turtles, boys?”

Calleigh smiled as their eyes lit up and twin heads nodded in unison. They loved the aquarium. They all said goodbye, and the group headed into the living room.

“Mikey and Brandon, you pick the movie tonight. Daddy can help you with the names. Da and I will get dinner started.”


Epilogue

 

 

 

Conor leaned his head back against the sofa. He absently ran his thumb over the wedding band on his finger as he and Calleigh watched the most recent blockbuster to come out on DVD. Calleigh’s head was in his lap, as was customary, and his other hand stroked through the thick, honey tresses falling over her shoulder.

His lowered his hand to smooth it up and down her back, lifting the tail end of her shirt as he caressed the soft skin. Calleigh turned her head and nuzzled his crotch, rubbing her face against him like a cat. The touch caused all the synapses in his body to spark. He craved her touch like the most addicting drug—her nimble fingers on his skin, her soft lips and wet little tongue meeting his as her taste invaded his senses. And there were no words to express how it felt to sink deep inside her body. 

Her fingers came out to play with his rapidly thickening shaft. She put enough pressure behind the movement to drive fire bolts racing through him. He groaned.

“Muirnín, yer playin’ with fire.”

The material of his jeans dampened as her pink tongue traced the ridges of his erection. He was about to unzip and beg her to swallow his cock when Rick came into the room.

“Sorry, Con. Someone else needs Calleigh’s special skills right now.”

Baby Alannah Nicole was transferred into Calleigh’s arms. Conor pulled her between his legs to support her back. He loved sitting behind her and looking down when his child nursed from his wife’s breast. The tiny, rose coloured lips latched onto Calleigh’s nipple for nourishment and tugged deep on his soul.

 

Rick sat next to Calleigh and Conor. He felt bad about interrupting their play, especially since opportunity for such interludes had been limited lately, but his daughter wanted food. He stroked Calleigh’s legs and watch as her fingers smoothed the static flies of black hair on Alannah’s tiny head. Conor hummed as he wrapped his arms around their wife and daughter.

Calleigh looked up at Rick. “Were the boys still asleep?”

He nodded. “Out like lights. I think I actually managed to wear them out today.”

They’d been out in the backyard of their new home, building the boys’ first tree house. The family had chosen to relocate to Roslindale and had found a wonderful home in a neighbourhood surrounded by old growth trees in the Metropolitan Hill area. The place had beautiful hardwood floors, French doors, and custom built-ins. But Rick, Conor, and Calleigh’s favourite spot was sitting out on the deck, late at night, listening to the crickets. For now, Calleigh was staying home with the kids, and he and Conor were able to catch the commuter train on a daily basis. This was a quiet neighbourhood with all the advantages of being near the city they loved so much.

Calleigh lifted Alannah to her shoulder and burped her. When she handed her back to him, he looked down into the sapphire-blue eyes that were wide open and staring at him. “I’ll go put her back to bed. Why don’t the two of you head upstairs, and I’ll meet you in our room shortly.”

 

Calleigh proceeded Conor up the steps. His hands were on her hips the whole way. She had a surprise for her men tonight. She’d finally gotten the all clear from her doctor to make love again and was ready to experience the mind melting pleasure Rick and Conor always provided.

“You go ahead, and get in bed, love. I’m going to slip into the bathroom and wash up first.” She gave him a hungry kiss and groped his reawakening crotch. “I’ll take care of this when I get back.”

He speared his hand through Calleigh’s hair and captured her lips in a bruising kiss. “Dear God, I want ye Calleigh. I’m beggin’ fer ye touch.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you get what you need. Both of you.”

She turned her back and sauntered into the master bath they’d renovated when they’d bought the house. She stripped from her clothes and, after pinning her hair up on top of her head, jumped in a quick shower. When she got out, she lathered her skin in lotion and slipped a sheer, baby-doll nightie over her head. She left off the matching panties. When she peeked out the bathroom door, she saw Rick and Conor both in bed with their eyes glued to the doorway. She opened the door and struck what she hoped looked like a sexy pose.

 

She guessed she achieved her purpose with the negligee because Rick and Conor were staring at her as if she were a feast and they were starving men. She knew the sheer fabric didn’t conceal any of her attributes, and she gave them a sultry little smile.

“Heaven preserve us,” Conor whispered.

“Uh-huh,” Rick agreed.

Calleigh stepped onto the padded bench they had at the end of the bed. She stood looking down on her men. Slowly, she started to sway her hips. Her arms rose above her, lifting the ribbon edged hem. She tilted her head and let her long hair drape down her back. Spreading her legs a little, she undulated to silent music. She heard the raspy breaths of Rick and Conor. Occasionally, a soft moan could be heard. She turned her back to them and bent at the knees, slowly straightening. Her right arm slid up her entire body as she arched her back to once again raise her hand over her head. She circled her hips like doing a rumba. 

“Sweet God, have mercy on us,” Rick agonisingly whispered.

Turning to face them again, she stepped over the footboard and stood with one foot between each man’s spread legs. The darkness of the room was broken by the light of the moon, streaming through the skylight and large French doors leading to their small private deck overlooking the backyard. In the muted light, she saw the fires blazing in her husbands’ eyes.

Each man sat up and latched onto the leg in front of him. Conor’s hand caressed up the front and Rick’s up the back. Their lips and tongues played with the skin of her thighs. She reached down to grasp the hem of her nightie and slowly pulled it up and over her head. When she looked down, both men stared up at her as if paying homage to their empress. She rested a hand on each of their cheeks, and they nuzzled into her palms.

“Muirnín?”

“I got the okay from my obstetrician this morning.”

She stepped out from between their legs and knelt on the bed. Rick’s hand clasped hers and jerked her forward only to catch her in his arms and slowly lower her onto her back. Her vision filled with his large, hard body leaning over her.

“Are there any restrictions, angel?”

“Well, yes. You can’t…umm…you know…go down there just yet. The doctor said we’d have to wait a couple of months for that, but anything else is fair game. She also said we may need a little assistance in the moisture department.” Calleigh knew she was blushing but hoped the dark room covered her embarrassment.

“I think we can work well within those limitations, don’t you, Con?”

“Absolutely.”

Conor’s hand rested on her waist and slid up to cup her breast. Lifting the heavier mound, he manipulated the tips softly. Calleigh closed her eyes and let out a sigh. Her breasts were more sensitive since she was nursing. Rick’s finger dipped between her folds to play with her clit, rubbing back and forth, stimulating the bundle of nerves. Conor’s head lowered and his lips claimed hers. She opened readily, and his tongue flicked against hers.

One of Rick’s fingers slowly circled in the opening of her pussy, dipping in partially only to pull back and circle hungry flesh some more.

“Please, Rick,” she begged. She wanted to feel him inside her again.

The finger pushed through once again, but this time didn’t stop until it was fully embedded inside her. She cried out in pleasure. Rick added a second finger. Slowly, he stretched her. Conor licked at her breasts, occasionally flicking over the tips. She had already warned them about leakage, but neither one of them expressed concern over it. Rick removed his fingers, and she whimpered. He rolled her on top of him. She straddled his legs down by his knees.

“I think we should do it like this. So you can go at your own pace for now, angel.”

“Put your hand out, ár ghrá.” Conor put a dollop of lubrication in Calleigh’s hand. “Now slick up his cock so it slides in real nice and easy.” 

Her hand wrapped around Rick’s length and smoothed the cool gel up and down. He hissed, and his fingers dug into her hips. She pulled up and gave a little twist over the plum shaped head. Fluid freely flowed from the slit at the top.

“Angel, you’d better stop, or this will be over before we begin.”

She scooted up so she could straddle his hips. Rick’s hands were at her waist, and Conor’s supported her hips. She slowly sank down onto the long, thick cock waiting for her. It took her several minutes before he was fully embedded, but once their groins were flush, she let out a sigh.

“Okay, muirnín, when you’re ready, rise up and take a few strokes. Let us know if you have any problems or if we need to change positions.”

She rose on her knees, and when just the tip of Rick’s cock remained inside her, she slowly lowered herself down. She was pleased there was no pain or discomfort. Doing so again, she let her weight carry her down harder. This time she cried out but only because it felt so exquisite. Her fingertips dug into Rick’s chest as she moved up and down. Closing her eyes, she concentrated on sensations. With each downward movement, his cock rubbed against her g-spot. She started moving up and down in shallow little strokes so the head kept sliding over it again and again.

 

Conor stilled Calleigh’s strokes and leaned her forward to lie against Rick. He picked up the bottle of lube and released some on his fingers. He smoothed it onto the skin surrounding her back entrance then dipped a finger inside. Adding a second a few moments later, he stretched her as best he could. When he thought she was sufficiently ready, he guided the head of his cock to her opening and slowly pushed forward. When the head popped through the ring of muscle, he cried out at the intense heat and tightness clenching around him. He slowly worked his entire length in. Calleigh panted against Rick’s neck the entire time.

He and Rick began to move. He felt Rick’s cock through the thin membrane separating them inside Calleigh’s body. It had been so long since he’d been inside her that he knew he wouldn’t last long. His climax boiled low in his spine, and he thrust through the tight, hot, velvet lined channel.

“Gu sealladh saelbh oirnn!”

Conor cried for heavens to preserve his sanity for his wife owned his soul. Calleigh’s moans echoed in the high ceiling of their bedroom. Rick’s groans rumbled beneath their bodies.

 

She was going to explode. The intense pleasure rippling through her body, combined with the teeming love for her husbands, overwhelmed her entire being. Her orgasm was only seconds away. She was riding that elusive crest and just needed something to send her tumbling over.

 

Rick slipped his fingers between his and Calleigh’s bodies. His fingertip found her clit and rubbed it tiny circles. He and Conor thrust hard inside her. He felt Conor plunge deep and hold. Looking over Calleigh’s shoulder, he saw his best friend’s neck strain as he found release inside their wife. Calleigh’s pussy clamped down as she exploded around their cocks, sending Rick over the edge into oblivion.

Long minutes later, when their breathing even out, they separated their bodies and tucked Calleigh between them. Hands and lips crisscrossed and soothed their sensitised skin. Reaching over he picked up the damp cloth by their bed and tidied Calleigh then himself before handing it to Conor.

Rick turned on his side and gathered Calleigh to his front. Her head rested on the pillow beside him, and their noses rubbed. “Angel, I love you.”

Conor scooted forward so he spooned behind Calleigh. He slid the hair from the side of her neck and whispered softly in her ear, “Is tú, mo ghrá.”

 

Calleigh lay between her husbands filled with peace and joy, her love for them beyond anything she’d ever experienced. Their journey together might have started with a tragedy, but in her best friends, she became whole again. She was their love, and they were her salvation, their hearts and souls blending to form a more perfect union.
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