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93 Days


By Eve Morton


Ethan never liked to push for much of anything, but he had a feeling that Angie wanted to have sex again. She was dropping hints, but it was less like seduction and more like compromise and negotiation. She would ask him, in the middle of the night after feeding Amy, their first child together who had been born three months earlier, if he was awake.


“Yeah. You okay?”


“Just checking,” she’d whisper, and then slid up to him. He usually only wore boxers to bed, but he’d started to wear a shirt when Amy was born. Just in case he needed to dart out for something, start and warm the car (she was a winter baby, born in the beginning of January a few weeks too soon) and take her to the hospital. After the first three times that had happened, it just seemed easier to always be dressed in some way.


Amy was fine now. Three months had passed since her birth, and though her adjusted age was still something strange that he felt as if he needed a math equation to figure out, there was no need for hospital fears any longer. She was home now. She was gaining weight and thriving now. Even Angie, who had exhibited all the classic symptoms—save for outright murder and suicidal urges—of postpartum depression had been doing better. On nights like this one, where Amy had just wanted a brief snack and comfort from her mother, and Angie was feeling okay—no more mastitis, either—and crept up to Ethan to snuggle, he still didn’t push.


“I miss you,” Angie added. “You’re wearing a shirt.”


“I know.”


“You can take it off.”


“I know.”


Angie sighed. The baby slept in another room now, with a white noise machine running, so he shouldn’t have been concerned about waking her. Even long moans and cries of sex would probably not wake this kid, who slept through every single fire drill and code the hospital had for her three-week ordeal. She was a tank now. Healthy and thriving, he repeated to himself. Nothing was wrong.


There was absolutely zero need to no longer avoid sex.


And yet, and yet…


“Come here,” Ethan said, and took his shirt off. Angie snuggled under his chest, her breasts so much larger than he’d ever remembered, even more than when she was first pregnant. She couldn’t get comfortable because of them; her fingers and arms kept falling asleep.


“I should take my shirt off, too,” she joked and laughed uneasily. “Then again, my tits may smother me if I’m not careful.”


Ethan said nothing. He held her close, eyes wide awake in the dark.


“Do you want me to take off my shirt?” she asked. It was the closest to sex they’d been since Amy was born 93 days ago.


“I want to sleep,” Ethan said. “I have to go to work in an hour.”
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