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      Mom Blog Entry:

      Saw my OBGYN this morning. Told her that my sex life was in need of resuscitation. She wrote me a prescription for a bottle of wine and a copy of Indiana Bones and the Temple of Poon.

      That’s porn, by the way. In case that wasn’t clear.
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      “Sibby? Sibby, are you awake?” Aidan whispered.

      I moaned into the pillow. “No.”

      “Sibby, I need your breasts.”

      “Not tonight, honey, I have a headache.”

      “Not for me. For your spawn. They’re hungry.”

      “I just fed them,” I grumbled, finally sitting up. The lamp on my bedside lit the room and I grabbed my cellphone to check the time. I’d gone to bed not even an hour ago. Annie had left after a night of girl-talk, I’d let Jasper out for a quick pee break and took the baby monitor with me, and then I’d climbed into bed to get some much-needed sleep. The nights of waiting up for Aidan to get home from work were long gone.

      Bleary-eyed, I rolled over onto my back. I grabbed the monstrous nursing pillow designed to hold two babies at once and took off my T-shirt.

      Aidan handed me Oliver first and then went back to the nursery to fetch Sophie. Oliver was three minutes into sucking one of my boobs dry before Aidan returned with a freshly changed Sophie, whom he placed at my other breast.

      “Do you mind if I take a quick shower?” Aidan asked. “I’ll be back before you need to burp the babies.”

      “Yeah. Go ahead.”

      Jasper hadn’t moved from Aidan’s side of the bed. I shook my head. “You know, dog, if you could figure out how to pitch in, that would be great.”

      His response was to close his eyes and go back to sleep.

      Rotten, ungrateful mutt.

      I went into a nursing trance and only came out of it when Aidan strolled into the bedroom with a towel around his waist, hair damp. I somehow managed to forget that I had two entities attached to my body and took a moment to admire the long clean lines of my husband.

      “What?” Aidan asked with a wry grin. He removed the towel and used it to dry his hair.

      “I’m just thinking about how pretty you are.” My gaze dipped even lower and I frowned.

      “Please never make that face again when you stare at my junk. It makes me nervous.”

      “You’re flaccid.”

      “Uh. Yeah. So?”

      I arched an eyebrow, but he turned and walked to the dresser to grab a pair of boxers, giving me an unhindered view of his gorgeous back and muscular butt.

      “So? I know what you did in there.”

      “What did I do in there?”

      “You touched yourself. A lot!”

      He looked at me over my shoulder and grinned. “I might’ve touched myself, but I was thinking of you.”

      “You didn’t ask me if I wanted to service you…”

      “Okay, first of all, do you really want to call it ‘servicing’ me? And second of all, you told me you had a headache when you thought I was trying to get some.”

      “Yeah, but now I’m awake. Well, my version of awake, I guess.”

      “Are we about to fight? I feel like we’re about to fight,” Aidan said. He pulled on his boxers and then came over to take Sophie.

      “Not fight. More like a discussion.”

      “So no yelling is about to occur?”

      I glared at him. “You have the energy and hormonal arousal to masturbate, but you don’t have the wherewithal to touch me? It’s my fault. And what I did last time we got busy. It was a turn off, wasn’t it?”

      He grinned. “Being sprayed in the face by your breast milk wasn’t a turn off. It was falling off the bed because I was laughing so hard—thus stubbing my toe—which was the actual turn off.”

      “And now you won’t even try to grope me.”

      “Let me get this straight. I try and have sex with you, and you get upset. So I stop trying to have sex with you, and you get upset. Do I have that correct?”

      “Well, when you put it that way…”

      “You know, there are a lot of species of insects that eat their mates after doing the nasty. I used to think that the males got the short end of the stick, but now I realize it’s better that way. They don’t have to experience all the ups and downs of their wives’ mercurial moods.”

      I stuck out my tongue at him.

      He grinned.

      “Insect sex,” I said slowly. “Is that what you call insectcoital?”

      Sophie burped, but because it was Aidan, she didn’t have the nerve to spit up all over him like she did to me at least two or three times during the day.

      “You didn’t even laugh at my joke. I’m not sexy or funny anymore,” I said, hysteria bubbling up in my throat.

      “You are the mother of my children,” he said. “You are beautiful and I love you.”

      I sniffed, trying to hold in the tears. “Don’t think that I didn’t notice that you didn’t disagree with me.”

      “What I wouldn’t give to be a Praying Mantis right now,” he muttered.

      “Don’t. Just don’t.”

      We were two months post-spawn, and I was exhausted and emotional. Aidan was beat and at the end of his rope. We weren’t having regular sex, and it was wearing on both of us.

      “I know I’m crazy. But I look in the mirror and my post-baby body looks nothing like my pre-baby body. My emotions are being held hostage by my empty womb.”

      “What do I even say to that?”

      “Please don’t leave me,” I blubbered.

      “Where would I go?” he asked gently. “Seriously, Sibby. I’m not going anywhere.”

      “Even though I’m hormonal and insane? And I spray you with breast milk when we get busy?”

      “Can I show you something?” he asked.

      I sniffled but went for it, “Your erection?”

      He laughed. “No.” Aidan went to his bedside drawer and opened it and then took out a pair of chemistry goggles.

      “You’re not serious.”

      “Completely. The next time you want to have sex, I’m ready. Spray me all you want. I’m prepared.”
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      The next morning, Aidan was at the park with Jasper when there was a knock on the door, followed by the sound of the key in the lock. Mrs. Nowacki filled the doorframe, carrying a white pastry box with a thin pink thread tied around it.

      “Is that what I think it is?” I asked in excitement.

      Mrs. Nowacki smiled and set the bakery box onto the kitchen table. She removed her coat—yes, the woman wore a coat in August—and hung it on the back of a chair.

      “It is exactly what you think,” she said with a grin as she headed to the coffee maker.

      I ripped into the box of donuts from Peter Pan Bakery. I leaned over and sniffed. “They’re still warm,” I breathed. “Oh, man.” I picked up a fresh blueberry buttermilk donut and dunked it into my coffee.

      “You shouldn’t have done this,” I told her through a mouthful of decadent crumbs.

      She set her mug down at the place setting next to me before heading to the corner of the room where the babies were sleeping in their bassinet. She cooed at them, said something in Polish, and then came back to the box of donuts and grabbed a toasted coconut.

      “You say this every morning,” she reminded me.

      “Every morning you bring me some sort of baked good. This is not helping me diet.”

      “Diet? What diet?” Her eyes narrowed at me. “American women too obsessed with weight. You just have the bubelas. Sugar help skin heal. Sugar help womb go back to original shape. Trust me.”

      Though I trusted Mrs. Nowacki with the life of my children, I definitely didn’t trust her when it came to dietary habits. Her people served lard with bread.

      “I want to look reasonably attractive the night of Aidan’s opening next week. Pictures will be taken. Social media posts will be made. The last thing I need is for people to call me a heifer.”

      Mrs. Nowacki shrugged and then polished off her donut. “When you get to my age, you will look back on your life and think ‘I wish I had enjoyed myself a little more.’”

      “Well,” I sighed. “When you put it that way…” I reached for another donut and instantly felt like I needed to hire someone to follow me around just to smack baked goods out of my hands.

      The front door opened and Jasper loped inside, tongue hanging out of the side of his mouth. He went immediately to his water bowl and slurped up half the liquid and then with dripping jowls, trotted over to Mrs. Nowacki and placed his head in her lap.

      She gave him a sliver of toasted coconut that had fallen onto the table. Jasper licked his lips, including his nose, and silently begged for more.

      “What did you do?” Aidan asked with a smile. He leaned over and brushed a kiss against Mrs. Nowacki’s cheek, all the while his hand dove into the box and came out with a sour cream donut.

      “I bring the happiness,” she teased, her cheeks blushing like a schoolgirl.

      Aidan had that effect on women of all ages.

      Aidan pecked me on the lips. “Blueberry?”

      I nodded.

      “Damn, I was too late for it.” He took a seat at the table and ate his donut. “A package came for you. I set it on the counter.”

      “Really?” I asked, getting up from the table and heading toward the cardboard box.

      “What is it?” Aidan asked, intrigued.

      “Um. There’s something I have to tell you.”

      He raised his eyebrows and mouthed sex toys.

      I rolled my eyes. “No.”

      “Too bad.” He grinned. “One of those DNA dog testing kits? Are we going to finally find out what type of mutt Jasper is?”

      “It’s not a test kit…” I picked up the box and brought it to the kitchen counter.

      “You’re killing me here,” he said. “Tell me.”

      “So, I might’ve been keeping a journal.”

      He frowned in confusion. “Okay?”

      Mrs. Nowacki shot me a look and then got up from her seat. “Come, dog. Let’s go see the babies.” They didn’t go very far—only to the other end of the room. Living in a loft with an open floor plan didn’t allow for much privacy, and considering our home seemed to get more visitors than an 1800s whorehouse, we learned to make do.

      I waved Aidan to me. He got up and brought my coffee, taking a sip as he walked to the counter.

      “So, I’ve been keeping a journal. Online,” I said, trying to explain again.

      “An online journal,” he repeated, his brows furrowed. All of a sudden his expression cleared. “You mean a blog?”

      “Ah, yeah, a blog,” I said. “Publicly, but anonymous—about pregnancy at first, and now about being a new mom. It’s gotten a lot of traffic and positive comments. I’ve built a really nice community.”

      “That’s pretty cool,” he said. “That’s great that you’ve found people to talk to.” He scratched the back of his neck. “Sometimes I feel like I don’t say the right things or give you what you need. I’m glad you’ve found people you can share with.”

      My insides melted. “You’re the best guy in the world.”

      He flashed a grin. “Glad you think so. Is that all you wanted to tell me?”

      “Ah, no.” I touched the box. “I told you the blog is anonymous, right?”

      “Right.”

      “Well, some companies have started emailing me, asking me if I’ll use their products and endorse them so the other women can read about them.”

      “No way! That’s so cool!” He reached for the box. “What’s in here?”

      “Aidan, wait,” I said. “I have to take the blog public. I mean, I can’t hide behind an avatar anymore.”

      “I fail to see why this is a problem.”

      I lowered my gaze to stare at the box. “I’ve mentioned you.”

      “Okay…”

      “And our sex life both before the babies and our sex life after the babies…”

      “What sex life post-babies?”

      “Exactly. I know you don’t like it that I’m all over Instagram and that you kind of got dragged along for the ride. I didn’t mean to air our dirty laundry, and I never thought this would happen, you know? I didn’t know women would relate to me or that companies would want me to test their products.”

      Oliver started to cry, and Mrs. Nowacki scooped him up to soothe him—good timing, kid, seriously.

      “I’m a private person,” he began slowly. “But I get that you’re not. I’m okay with that. If this is something you want to do, if you really want to take this blog and run with it and test products, be a face that really offers the truth behind motherhood and what parenting looks like, then have at it.”

      I brightened. “Really?” I looked over his shoulder to see Mrs. Nowacki walking around with Oliver who’d calmed immediately once he’d been picked up.

      “Yeah, really,” Aidan said with a soft grin. “I love you. I want you to be happy. If this blog and your community of mothers can help you, then I’m all for it. I just have one favor to ask.”

      “Anything.”

      “If you mention my penis, then I’d really appreciate if you could talk it up. You know, give it a few more inches.”

      I pressed myself against him. “You don’t need any more inches.”

      He kissed the top of my hair. “That’s what I was hoping you’d say. Now open this box, I want to see what’s inside.”

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      I was dozing on the couch with the sugared remains of donuts in the corners of my mouth, when my cell phone woke me with a soft buzz.

      Jasper shot up from the couch and woofed.

      “It’s just my phone,” I told him. “Don’t be so weird.” I answered my cell when I saw Em’s name. “Bob’s Roadkill Diner. You kill ’em, we grill ’em.”

      Em’s vivacious laughter graced my ear. “You’re ridiculous.”

      “Thank you. What’s up?”

      “What does your tomorrow look like?”

      “Oh, let’s see. Sleepy with a one hundred percent chance of spit up and baby poop. Why?”

      She chuckled. “I won a couple’s massage from that new spa that opened up in Williamsburg. When I asked Caleb if he wanted to go, he said no stranger was going to touch him. Though truth be told, he’s so tightly wound right now that he could use a massage.”

      “Caleb? Tightly wound? That seems so out of character—even with this expansion, he’s been remarkably even keeled.”

      “Has Aidan mentioned anything to you?” she asked.

      “In passing last week. He did say Caleb was acting weird.”

      “Oh, God, I really hope…”

      “What? Oh shit, you don’t think he’s going to break up with you do you?” I paused. “Insensitive, sleep deprived asshole, party of one! Sorry, Em. That was a little too blunt even for me. God these hormones…”

      She sighed. “I appreciate the candor actually. It doesn’t feel like a breakup is coming though. Usually I can tell.”

      “You guys are still getting frisky then, eh?”

      “Yeah, like twice a day.”

      “Bitch. Sorry. Only, not really. I’ve been out of my groove with Aidan and it’s getting to us both.”

      “Sorry,” she muttered. “I didn’t mean to make it sound like I was rubbing it in your face.”

      “You know you just set me up for a really good penis joke, right?”

      “You’re such a frat guy.” She chuckled, but then sobered when she said, “Something’s off and I can’t put my finger on it. It’s so bizarre. I’ve asked him what’s wrong and he shrugs it off, tells me it’s nothing or that I’m imagining stuff.”

      “You don’t think, well, he might ask you to move in with him?”

      She paused. “I didn’t even think about that.”

      “That’s probably what’s going to happen.”

      “You don’t think it’s too soon?”

      “Who cares what I think—which by the way I don’t think is too soon. Aidan and I moved fast. Way faster than I was ready for, but he was ready, and he made sure I knew it. We actually got engaged before we lived together. I don’t recommend that, by the way. Then again, I did live with a boyfriend before Aidan who turned out to be gay. So, who can say what’s right or wrong? Sorry, what were we talking about?”

      “Caleb acting funny. But I think you’re probably right. I think he’s gonna ask me to move in with him.” She sounded excited and I knew what her answer would be. “Oh, and I actually called about the couple’s massage, remember?”

      “And Caleb won’t go.”

      “Right, so do you want to go with me tomorrow afternoon?”

      “Only if it’s a Swedish man named Sven giving me the massage.”

      I heard the ruffle of a paper and a slight pause and then, “Helga and Janice are our masseurs.”

      “Dibs on Helga. I can pretend she’s named Sven.”

      “Whatever floats your boat. I’ll come by at two. Sound good?”

      “Sounds perfect.”

      We hung up just as I heard the front door of the foyer and I went to open the apartment door. A moment later, Mrs. Nowacki appeared, pushing the stroller.

      “They are hungry,” she said in way of greeting.

      I sighed. “When are they not hungry?”

      “Little Sophella needs new diaper.”

      I reached into the stroller and lifted Sophie into my arms. “Ew. Gross. What the hell have you been eating, kid?” I took her into the nursery and set her down on the changing table, gently sliding her clenched fists through the arms of her onesie which I tossed in the hamper that was already overflowing. It was nearly impossible to keep up with the laundry of a new baby.

      Twins? Forget about it.

      “Ah, man,” I moaned. Sophie had poop all up and down her back thanks to a diaper blowout. I ditched the diaper and cleaned her up as best I could with baby wipes, but she needed a bath.

      Mrs. Nowacki was cradling Oliver in her arms and sitting on the couch. “You have poop all over your shirt.”

      “Yeah.” I sighed. “Sophie’s bowels exploded. There’s enough breast milk in the refrigerator for Oliver to have a bottle. Do you mind? I need to get her into a bath.”

      “I take care of it,” Mrs. Nowacki stated with a hand wave.

      I took Sophie into the bathroom, cradling her while I drew a bath. She was screaming at the top of her lungs, her face angry and red.

      I stared tiredly at the faucet, waiting for the tub to fill. When I felt something wet at the front of my shirt, I looked down to find that Sophie had used her naked time to urinate on me and was now hiccoughing. I attempted to calm her.

      “This is a thankless job,” I muttered.

      I shut off the faucet. The water was warm but not hot. We were both covered in Sophie’s pee and excrement, so I decided to kill two birds with one stone. I set her on the floor on a clean towel and got out of my soiled clothes.

      I climbed into the bath with Sophie and the water soothed her instantly. I placed her against my breast. She sounded like a greedy little beaver; her eyes were closed, her cheeks were fat, and all the annoyance I felt suddenly melted away as I looked down at her face.

      I let her have her fill, but when I tried to switch her to the other breast, she was no longer hungry. I gently washed her, hoping she would refrain from letting it rip all over again.

      When I was done bathing her I tried to stand, but immediately realized there was no safe way to do it without the risk of slipping, and there was no one to hand Sophie off to.

      I called out, “Help!”

      A moment later the bathroom door opened and Mrs. Nowacki stepped inside. She grabbed a clean towel from the linen closet and gently lifted Sophie from my arms.

      Without the hindrance of a baby, I was able to stand up. Water sluiced down my body. I tried not to look at myself in the mirror as I reached for the towel hanging on the rack on the wall, but it was inevitable. My lower stomach was loose, my body not having bounced back as fast as I would’ve liked. My breasts sagged, heavy with milk. My hair, which had grown thick and shiny with the pregnancy hormones now looked dull and lifeless.

      I looked like a shell of my former self and unfortunately—unlike husbands—mirrors didn’t lie.

      I wrapped the towel around my shoulders, using it as a shield to protect myself from having to see the truth. I tilted my head down, hair falling over my eyes as tears cascaded down my cheeks.

      A sob tore from my throat as I stepped out of the tub, mindful of not slipping. My toes curled into the blue bathmat and it felt like I was shaking from the inside out.

      “Ah, cukierku. You’re going to be fine. I promise,” Mrs. Nowacki said as she slowly swayed with Sophie.

      “People keep telling me that,” I sniffed. “But I don’t know if I believe them.”

      I looked at the sleeping face of my daughter and wished I didn’t feel like I was drowning in emotion. Even with the help of Mrs. Nowacki, even with the calls to Nat, my good friend in Houston who’d already had a kid, I wondered why it felt like I was on the journey of raising two children alone. Maybe it was because my husband was consumed with the bar expansion and hadn’t been home a lot.

      I felt lost and in the dark, completely terrified that I was doing it all wrong, screwing up whenever I let exhaustion get the best of me. I had the most resentful angry thoughts that were directed at two infants who needed me to live—and I loathed myself for blaming them for taking my time and patience, my solitude.

      Between the hormone dumps, lack of sleep, and the few and far between intimate moments with Aidan, I felt like I was in survival mode and I was barely hanging on.

      “You need to get outside the home,” Mrs. Nowacki said. “Take a nice long walk. Go to park. Stop at German beer hall at the end of block and have big pint.”

      I raised my eyebrows. “You’re recommending the German beer hall? You?”

      She shrugged. “They have better selection.”

      “I’m getting a massage with Em tomorrow,” I said. “That will get me out of the house.”

      “Good. Good. You also need to talk to your mąż.”

      “He knows how I’m feeling.”

      She shook her head. “No, you need to tell him he needs to be here more.”

      “But he’s working,” I explained.

      Mrs. Nowacki looked down at Sophie’s sleeping face and then back at me. “You are working too.”

      “He’ll be around more after next week,” I said.

      “You think this, but trust me. You have good man, but sometimes he does not know how you need help. You have to tell him. He will give it to you.”

      No one liked to admit they needed help, but I couldn’t go on this way. Something had to change and soon.

      “I come from time where woman raises children alone. She may have husband, but husband just provides money and falls asleep in chair after long day of work.” She shook her head. “Not the way of things anymore.”

      “Yeah.” I nodded.

      “He is missing things,” she said softly. “Not just baby things, but wife things.”

      I’d been missing Aidan’s presence before the babies were born. He was already preoccupied with the bar and trying to reach the next level of success. Recently, it felt like we were roommates more than husband and wife. I knew he was working hard to provide for our family, but at what cost? I needed him. Our family needed him.

      I’d have to try harder with Aidan. And not just emote all over him and hope he still spoke the language of crazy Sibby, but really try and explain to him what I’d been feeling. It wasn’t fair to him unless I gave him that chance. I had to try and make him understand.

      To do that, I needed time with my husband. Just the two of us. We needed to date each other again. We needed to sit across the table from one another and have a conversation that didn’t focus on the bar or the babies.

      It needed to just be us.

      “How does one go about dating their own husband again after babies?” I asked, following Mrs. Nowacki out of the bathroom.

      “You cook nice meal for him. And you wear black lace underneath the clothes.”

      “I can barely boil water. And black lace is itchy.” I went to my underwear drawer and tried not to be upset about the high-waisted granny panties that I slid up my legs.

      “You put Sophie to bed and then I need your help.”

      “My help?” I asked in confusion.

      She nodded. “Yes. I pick your ear about something.”

      “Do you mean pick my brain, or bend my ear?”

      “Yes.”

      “Okay.” I nodded. I pulled on a pair of yoga pants and then took Sophie from her arms. Fifteen minutes later, I left the door of the nursery cracked in case Jasper wanted to leave, but he slept on the floor of their room a lot, preferring the twins over anyone else.

      “What is it you want to talk about?” I asked as I took a seat on the couch next to Mrs. Nowacki.

      “I am ready.”

      I nodded, encouraging her to go on.

      “I am ready,” she said again, “to start the dating.”

      I blinked. “Er, that’s good. Dating is good. But—ah—how can I help you?”

      “Internet is good for many things, yes?” Her eyes gleamed.

      “Online dating? You want to try online dating?”

      She nodded. “I hear good things about Z-Harmony.”

      “E-Harmony,” I corrected.

      She waved her hand in a dismissive manner. “Will you help me?”

      I smiled, feeling my heart lift. “I’d love to help you.”
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      Mom Blog Entry:

      I’ve been impregnated by a Greek god. Now I look like a heffalump, and he looks like Apollo.

      Not fair.
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      Aidan winced. “Jeez. That looks painful.”

      I looked down at the breast pump. “Not so much anymore. I’m pretty sure I’ve lost all

      feeling in my nipples.”

      He sighed. “That’s so sad.”

      “This pump is the new one I got to test out,” I remarked. “So far I like it better than all the others, actually.”

      “Hmm. That’s good.”

      Mrs. Nowacki was long gone, and Aidan had gotten home a little after seven. He was sitting on the couch, looking at his phone and drinking a bottled microbrew. They all tasted like crap to me. Too hoppy.

      “Hey, can I talk to you for a second?” I asked.

      “Sure,” he said. “Hold on.” He typed out something on his phone and then set it aside. “What’s up?”

      Maybe it wasn’t such a grand idea to talk to my husband while I had a milk sucking apparatus attached to me, but the twins were still asleep, somehow, and I didn’t know how long we’d have.

      “Em won a couples’ massage and Caleb doesn’t want to go. She asked me instead.”

      “That’s great,” he said with a smile. “You deserve to be pampered.”

      “It’s tomorrow afternoon and she’s coming by at two to pick me up. Mrs. Nowacki will be here, but⁠—”

      His phone buzzed, pulling his attention away from me again. “Sorry. Last minute details. I need to make sure there’s an updated list for the doorman.”

      Anger bubbled up inside of me, but I held my tongue and took a deep breath. And then another.

      “I need you, Aidan.”

      “I know, honey, just give me a⁠—”

      “No,” I said, my voice emphatic. “I really need you.”

      Something about my tone made him look up from his phone. His expression was perplexed. “Okay, I’m listening.”

      “You’re not though. You’re focused on the bar expansion. When you’re here, you’re not really here. Your mind is somewhere else.”

      “I’m trying, Sibby,” he said, his face tight.

      “I need more from you,” I said, my voice cracking. “I broke down today, Aidan. I feel like… I’m alone in all of this.”

      “That’s not fair.”

      “Maybe it is, maybe it isn’t, but I feel the way I feel. You don’t know what it’s like. You’ve got chiseled abs and dimples and something to keep you busy. You might be tired, but your brain is clear and free of hormones. You don’t look like you’re being pulled under from sheer exhaustion, never to come up again. It’s not like that for me. Everything is different.”

      His gaze softened. “Tell me, then.”

      I swallowed. “I don’t look like me anymore. I don’t think like me. I’m exhausted all the time and it’s a miracle if my hair gets brushed or I leave the house not covered in baby fluids. I feel like…like I’m slipping away. Like we are slipping away.”

      He scooted closer to me, close enough that he could put his hand on my knee. “I love you. You know that, right?”

      “It’s not about love,” I said, searching for the right words. “I know you love me. I know you love the twins, but there’s something missing here. We don’t talk anymore. Not like we used to. We’ve forgotten how to be a couple. And I think it started before the twins were even born, you know? Everything changed so fast and now it feels even harder to get back to us. We need to try a little harder to—I don’t know—consider each other. I know I’m not at my most attractive. I know I’m not firing on all cylinders. Just know that I love you. I miss talking to you, and I need you.”

      He leaned over and kissed me on the lips. “God, Sibby. Do you know what a shit I feel like right now?”

      “I don’t want you to feel like a shit.”

      “But I do. I knew it was going to be hard,” he admitted. “The bar expansion with two newborns. I just didn’t know how hard. And maybe I was little arrogant in thinking because we’re Sibby and Aidan we could handle it.”

      “We are handling it,” I said. “Just not as well as I would like. You know?”

      He sighed. “Yeah.”

      “Listen, I know your time is really pressed from now until next week, but I’d really like to have a date night. We can do it here. I’ll cook.”

      “You’re going to cook?” he asked in amusement.

      “Yes, you dink, I’m gonna cook,” I said with a grin.

      “Only if you let me bring home a nice bottle of wine. Will you let me do that?”

      “Yeah, honey, I’ll let you do that.”

      It felt like a burden had been lifted off my shoulders. Mrs. Nowacki had been right; I’d needed to talk to Aidan. And maybe things wouldn’t magically fix themselves overnight, but we were both aware of what we needed.

      “I’m kind of jealous of those cultures where they actually had a village to help raise a kid,” I said, removing the breast pump from my nipples.

      Aidan helped screw the lids on the two bottles of milk I managed to pump.

      I kept talking. “You could just drop your infant off with an aunt or grandmother. Someone was always there to watch your baby.”

      “Well, to be fair, those villages needed everyone in it to roast the wild boar and all the women were stuck doing laundry by hand,” he pointed out. “Your parents live far away. My parents live far away. We have Mrs. Nowacki, but it’s not really enough, you know? Most people move closer to their parents and that way they have help. We made a choice by being Brooklynites.”

      He put the milk in the fridge and then we locked up the apartment and turned off the lights. We headed into the bathroom to get ready for bed.

      “Yeah, you make a valid point. Can’t have it both ways, I guess,” I murmured. I doused my toothbrush with toothpaste. “I have a theory on why Caleb has been acting weird. I think he’s going to ask Em to move in with him.”

      “Care to make a wager on that?”

      “Do you know something I don’t?”

      He shook his head. “I don’t think he’s gonna ask her to move in with him.”

      “You think they’re going to break up?”

      “Maybe. I don’t know.”

      “Then we can’t really bet, can we?”

      We finished brushing our teeth and just as I crawled beneath the covers, a cry sounded through the baby monitor. “Rock paper scissors?” I asked.

      “What if we both go?” he asked.

      I smiled up at him and leaned in to press a kiss to his lips. “I’d like that.”
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      Mom Blog Entry:

      I used be a super hot, day-drinking hipster with zero responsibilities. Now I’m lucky to leave the house without baby vomit on my shirt.

      What the hell happened to my life?
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      “Do you have anything less—I don’t know—turtle-necky? You know, for your online dating picture?” I asked, looking at the screen and then back at Mrs. Nowacki.

      She frowned and touched her collar. “I get the draft.”

      “I know,” I said, “I just think it might look nice if we updated your look. Less Warsaw 1940, more Brooklyn modern.”

      “I have sweater I bring tomorrow.”

      “Good. Okay.” I looked at my computer again. “It’s asking about hobbies and what you like to do in your spare time.”

      “I bring you donuts and take care of your babies in my spare time.”

      I wrinkled my nose. “Caregiver doesn’t have any sex appeal. Do you like to garden? Go for walks? Travel?”

      “Okay.”

      I blinked. “What does that mean?”

      “It means, you make up something for me. You the writer. I trust you. Oh, maybe you mention I have cat.”

      “Eh, I don’t think mentioning Aiko is a good idea. You don’t want to be labeled a crazy cat lady.”

      “What’s crazy cat lady? What is wrong with cat?”

      “Just trust me on this one. How is Aiko enjoying his new home, by the way? How are you, for that matter?”

      Mrs. Nowacki had moved in with her widowed friend across the street when our building had gotten bed bugs. Even though the building was now bed bug free, she’d decided to stay with Dorota. It turned out Mrs. Nowacki enjoyed living with a roommate.

      “It is nice,” she admitted. “I miss the sound of people in a home. We are good friends. We have a lot in common.”

      “Then why not have her introduce you to someone? You don’t need to do this.” I waved my hand at the browser window open on the webpage StillSchtupin.com, a matchmaking website catering to the octogenarian crowd.

      “I want someone adventurous. All the men Dorota knows have the dysfunction.”

      I got the idea that she wasn’t talking about mental dysfunction, but about dysfunction south of the border of the pantular region.

      “You still want it? At your age?” I blurted out.

      She stared me down. “If it weren’t for my left hip, I’d want it all the time.”

      Okay. Moving right along…

      “I’ll write your profile tonight and we’ll deal with your wardrobe later. Sound good?”

      “Yes.”

      I closed my laptop. “Em should be here any minute. Aidan will be home in about an hour. Are you good if I leave you for a bit?”

      She nodded. “Yes. You left enough milk in fridge?”

      “Yup. That new breast pump works like a champ.” I shook my head. “I wonder when there will be a day that I don’t have to talk about my milk supply.”

      The buzzer sounded.

      “That would be Em.” I briefly hugged Mrs. Nowacki and then looked in on the twins who were sleeping soundly. I smushed Jasper’s face between my hands in an affectionate goodbye.

      I met Em on the sidewalk outside the front of the apartment building. She wore a big smile and looked adorable in her black halter sundress and sunglasses perched on her nose. The woman was classy and elegant in an understated way.

      “You look great!” she said with a hug.

      I made a noise of disbelief. “Thanks.”

      “You clearly don’t believe me,” she said with a laugh. “Listen, I might’ve lied to you, just a little.”

      “What do you mean?” I dug around the bottom of my purse for my sunglasses. I found them, along with a yellow peanut M & M and a guitar pick. How a guitar pick found its way into the bottom of my bag, I’d never know.

      “I gave you the wrong appointment time.” She grinned. “I thought we could have a drink together first.”

      “You what? Okay, one tiny drink,” I said with a smile. “And what a stellar idea.”

      Fifteen minutes later we were at a bar around the corner from the spa. We grabbed two glasses of Prosecco and took them out to the back patio. It was quiet at this time of day, despite the fact that Brooklynites loved their day-drinking excursions.

      “How are you doing?” she asked.

      “I’m okay. How are you doing?” I diverted.

      She shook her head. “Nah, don’t do that.”

      “Do what?”

      “Not be a straight shooter with me. Aren’t we at that level yet? We’ve had how many dinners and girl hangouts? You can talk to me.”

      I sat back in my chair and stared at her behind my sunglasses. “Aidan confided to Caleb about what we were going through, and Caleb told you.”

      She admitted the truth with a nod. “Don’t be mad at him.”

      “I’m not. I’m just…well, feeling a bit raw about it all. And sort of embarrassed.”

      “Why?”

      “It’s dirty laundry,” I explained. “No one likes to admit when they’re struggling in their relationship.”

      “Okay, point blank? You and Aidan are total relationship goals. Like, so much so that it’s kind of disgusting,” she smiled, “but don’t you think sixty-year marriages have ups and downs? It’s inevitable. And the fact that you introduced two babies into the mix? Forget it. I think you’re amazing.”

      I wiped the spot underneath my eye. “You know I cry at the drop of a hat now, don’t you? Like, worse than I did when I was pregnant.”

      “Sibby? Can I ask you something? Seriously ask you something?”

      I nodded and then took a sip of Prosecco to steady my nerves.

      “Do you think you might have postpartum?”

      “I don’t know,” I answered truthfully. “I knew I’d feel overwhelmed and exhausted, but I love my babies. I just feel kinda…disconnected. Like everything is sort of hazy and everyone is on the other side of a curtain and I’m trying to reach them, but I can’t.”

      “My best friend from when we were kids went through it; that’s the only reason I’m asking. It’s not a big deal if you are, you know? It’s just that it can become a big deal if you feel like you can’t talk about it.”

      I frowned and tapped the stem of the flute glass in front of me while I thought. “What did your friend do? How did she get through it?”

      “She went on medication for a little while. It helped.” She shrugged. “I’m not saying that’s your course of action, but I’m not a doctor, you know?” She took a long draught of her drink. “I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable when I brought it up, I just wanted you to know that you can talk to me.”

      “I really appreciate that,” I said. “I wonder why Aidan talked to Caleb, though, I guess I shouldn’t be surprised that Caleb told you. Nothing is a secret in a relationship.”

      “I imagine Aidan told Caleb because he’s worried about you and he’s not sure who else he can talk to. They’re best friends. Even guys need people to talk to sometimes, and talking to family can be challenging—and from what I’ve heard of your mother…”

      “Yeah, no way would I want her to know how I’m feeling. Her anxiety would become my anxiety and I have enough on my plate.”

      “But she is your mom,” she pointed out. “She might have some insight.”

      “My mother and I have a unique relationship. She’s an over-reactor. I don’t want to send her into a tizzy.”

      “Huh,” Em said. “An over-reactor, you say? I wondered where you got that from.”

      “Oh, shut up,” I said with a laugh. “Plus, she’d tell everyone in my family about my personal battle. So if I’m a little embarrassed that Caleb knows, think how I’d feel if my mom’s entire family knew.” I shook my head. “Thanks, Em. I really do appreciate your candor. Please don’t think I’m ungrateful.”

      She waved away my apology. “I just wanted to mention it. Now we can move on and talk about other things.”

      I blew out a puff of air and nodded. “Yes, please, let’s talk about something that doesn’t include my hormones or breasts.”

      “Which, if I do say so, look fantastic.”

      I stuck my chest forward. “Thank you.”

      “How’s the book?” she asked.

      “Let’s not talk about that either.” My tone was dry. “Tell me how things are going with you.”

      “I’m about to get promoted,” she said shyly. “My boss is thinking of stepping back just a bit to have more time with her family and she wants me to manage our accounts in Greenpoint and Williamsburg.”

      “That’s awesome!”

      “Yeah, it is.” She bit her lip. “There’s just one issue.”

      “What’s that?”

      “My promotion is contingent on locking down Mother Shucker as a client…”

      “Annie’s restaurant?” My eyes widened. “No way.”

      She nodded. “Annie’s already been written about in a few foodie magazines, and Mother Shucker is one of the most anticipated restaurant openings of the year. Aria doesn’t want our competition to be on Annie’s wine menu.”

      “You sneaky wench,” I said with a laugh. “You want me to talk to Annie for you, don’t you?”

      “God, Sibby, I hate asking you this. I really do, but I don’t know how I’m supposed to go in there, put a smile on my face, and pitch myself and our wines to my boyfriend’s ex.”

      I lifted my glasses so I could rub my tired eyes. “All right. I’ll ask.”

      “Oh my God, really?”

      I nodded. “Yeah. I’ll do it. But you owe me another drink.” I stared at her. “This massage… was it really a couples’ massage?”

      Em nodded. “I swear. This wasn’t a setup, just a coincidence.”

      “Does Caleb know about this? About Annie’s restaurant, I mean?”

      She looked uncomfortable. “Not yet. I don’t want to tell him until after I secure the deal.”

      “Who needs enemies with friends like these,” I muttered. Her face fell and I reached across the table to grab her hand. “I’m kidding. I told you I’d talk to her, but we know Aidan and Caleb can’t keep secrets, so please tell Caleb before he finds out from Aidan by way of me. If you do that, I’ll talk to her.”

      “I’ll tell him after the expansion,” she promised. “I didn’t want to give him something else to worry about, you know?”

      “Yeah, timing with this is a big deal. I’ll keep my yap shut until after the party. I promise.”
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      “You know this is cheating, right?” Annie asked in amusement as she snapped the end off a green bean and set it in the bowl.

      I poured a glass of Chianti and set it down on the counter.

      “I’m doing the heavy lifting,” I told her. I slid the cutting board set with two filet steaks in front of me.

      “How do you figure? I’m basically giving you a private cooking lesson and then you’re going to use the spoils to feed your husband.”

      “You don’t think Aidan deserves filet mignon?”

      “I think your best friend in the entire world who is working her nuts off deserves a filet mignon.” She let out a laugh. “Why did you promise him you’d cook, anyway?”

      “I wanted him to know how much I love and adore him and miss him.”

      My muscles and mood still felt soft like melted butter from the massage yesterday. “Do you know he actually bought chemistry goggles to wear during our next sexy time? Which I anticipate will be later tonight, because hello filet mignon.”

      “Why chemistry goggles?”

      “So if I spray him with milk, he’s protected.”

      “Some things, Sibby. Some things I don’t need to know.”

      “The goggles are a joke. He’s not actually going to use them.”

      “You guys have a weird collective sense of humor.” She shook her head. “You should spice things up a bit one night. You know, get a babysitter, check into a hotel and then pretend to be strangers who meet at a bar and have a hot one-night stand.”

      “Maybe one day we’ll try that. Right now, it takes enough effort just to get naked in front of him.”

      She rinsed the beans in the colander and set them aside. “Do you need help with those steaks?”

      “I’ve got it.” I began to massage the meat, letting my fingers get all up in the olive oil and meat juice.

      “What are you doing?” Annie asked.

      “Tenderizing the meat.”

      “They have this thing called a meat tenderizer.”

      “Yeah, but I don’t own one of those, and even if I did, I still think this is a better way to cook steaks.”

      “I beg to differ.”

      “I did it before,” I commented. “And Aidan said they were the best steaks he’d ever had.”

      “Was that before or after you went down on him?”

      I paused. “After.”

      “Uh huh. Okay, those look tender enough to me. The crème brûlée needs about another hour to fully set, but the sugar is already sprinkled on top. When you’re ready for dessert, you use this thing.” She lifted a kitchen torch. “Let me show you how to use it.”

      After a few demonstrations, I had it down.

      “What do you plan on wearing?” she asked.

      “A post maternity dress with an empire waist. Stops at the knee.”

      She nodded. “Shoes? Heels?”

      I sighed. “My feet are still swollen, and I can’t fit them into heels.”

      “Sibby…”

      “I’m not lying, I swear,” I said.

      She peered at me and then took her glass of water to the couch. I followed at a much slower pace.

      “Okay, out with it,” she said.

      “Out with what?”

      “Don’t do the big-eyed innocent thing. You don’t pull it off well.”

      “Rats. I don’t?”

      “Nope.”

      “Okay.” I paused again.

      “Sibby? I’m not getting any younger.”

      “Sorry,” I muttered. “It’s about the wine menu for Mother Shucker.”

      “I’m listening.”

      “Em asked me if I’d ask you if you’d let her bring you some samples.”

      She blinked. “I’m gonna need you to repeat that.”

      I did, and then I went on to explain, “Her boss is stepping back. If Em can get wines into your restaurant, she’ll get a promotion.”

      “And she asked you to talk to me,” Annie said slowly, “because of my past with Caleb.”

      “She just thought it would be easier coming from me. You know, instead of her cold-calling and pitching you.”

      Annie thought for a long moment.  “All right,” she said finally.

      I blinked. “Seriously? You’re saying yes?”

      “I’m saying yes…with one condition.”

      “You guys and your conditions,” I muttered under my breath.

      Annie heard, and her eyes narrowed. “You taste the wine samples, and then you tell me what to buy. I’ll do business with her because the company she works for happens to actually have stellar wines, but I don’t drink anymore, and I need someone to vet the wines for me.”

      “You’re not over Caleb,” I accused.

      “This has nothing to do with Caleb. If it did then I wouldn’t let his new girlfriend anywhere near my restaurant. But she’s good at what she does, her company is good, and the wines at Veritas are some of the best I’ve ever had. I’m not going to cut my nose off to spite my face.”

      “You trust me enough with your restaurant’s wine menu? Why not entrust this to Mills? You said he was going to help with the drink menu.”

      “He’s a mixologist.”

      I sniggered at that word.

      “He’s a mixologist,” she repeated. “He’s not a wine drinker, much less a sommelier.”

      “I’m not a sommelier either,” I said, gesturing to the Chianti. “That was a ten-buck wine.”

      “You have a habit of choosing really good things based on the packaging and taste combo and ignoring the price. You’ve done it for years. I trust your gut.”

      “You’re a class above the rest,” I told her.  “Will you finish the beans? I want to feed the beasts before Aidan comes home.”

      “You do know if I put the beans in now, you’ll be eating at five o’clock. The sun won’t even be set yet.”

      “Knowing how I am these days, I’ll be asleep by seven.”
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      I stood at the counter, wearing some sort of frilly apron I’d once found in a vintage shop and had thought was too cute to pass up.

      All traces of Annie were gone, and I had even lit a scented candle to hide the aroma of her perfume. Aidan would never know that I’d called my best friend to aid in the seduction of my own husband.

      “What smells so good?” Aidan asked the moment he walked through the front door. Jasper got up from the couch to greet Aidan who bent down to give the dog a hearty scratch.

      “Those would be the steaks that I sautéed in butter for you.” I grinned. “Along with warm French bread and blanched green beans with a lemon garlic aioli.”

      “You did all that?”

      “I did,” I lied easily.

      He looked me up and down like I looked at steak. “You look really good, Sib. No, you look great.”

      I was wearing the dress I’d told Annie about and had paired it with my pearl necklace and matching earrings, feeling very June Cleaver.

      “You look really good too,” I said, appreciating the way the gray trousers fit his butt and the white button down rolled up to show off his forearms.

      “Nothing fancy.”

      “Reminds me of when you used to manage Antonio’s and I was just the waitress who wanted to get it on with you in the wine room.”

      “Wine room. Wine. Crap. I was supposed to supply the wine, wasn’t I?” He ran a hand through his hair, looking harried and harassed. “I’ll go back out and grab a bottle.”

      “Don’t. The food will get cold,” I said. I served the two steaks onto the plates using a pair of tongs and then brought them to the table that I’d set with legit place mats and cloth napkins. I’d even pulled out the candlestick holders my great aunt Lily had given us for our wedding.

      “Why don’t you light those candles,” I said. “I already opened a bottle of Chianti.”

      “Hey,” he said, reaching out to grasp me by the waist to pull me close.

      “I’m really sorry I forgot the wine,” he said. His blue eyes peered into mine. “You did a really nice thing for us tonight and like an idiot, my mind wasn’t on it. And I failed.”

      “Can I tell you something?”

      “Yeah, of course.” His brow furrowed as he waited.

      “Annie cooked all this. She came over this afternoon and prepped with me. I did the steaks, that was it.”

      “You mean it?”

      “Yup. You’re off the hook.”

      His shoulders slumped. “Thank God. Is it wrong that I like you barefoot and wearing an apron and pearls?”

      “Your children are asleep in the nursery. They won’t be up for a while,” I said as I batted my eyelashes.

      He hoisted me up against him. His lips covered mine and when he stepped back, I stared at him, feeling just a little bit wistful and very much in love with my gorgeous husband.

      “That will get you out of a lot of trouble, you know that, right?” I asked, my cheeks heating.

      “Maybe next time I should try that when I get pulled over. You think a cop will let me go with just a warning?”

      I laughed. “Maybe if you slip him some tongue.”

      “What? No! In my scenario, the cop is a woman.”

      “You didn’t specify.” I shrugged and grinned. “Sit down. I’ll get the wine. Eat before it gets cold.”

      “Let me wash my hands and check on the babies first.” After a quick peck to my lips, he left the room.

      I poured two glasses of wine and brought them to the table. Mine was considerably smaller than Aidan’s, for obvious reasons.

      Aidan returned to the kitchen. “They’re sleeping like two angels, but we know the truth…”

      “They’re demon-spawn, I’m sure of it.”

      “Sometimes I swear they’re changelings. One minute they’re perfect, the next it’s like they’re holding us hostage at scream-point.”

      After taking our seats, Aidan reached for his glass, lifting it in the air. “To the mother of my children, the most amazing woman in the world, who took pity on me and married me.”

      “Cheers,” I said with a grin and then took a sip of wine.

      We spent a few minutes carving into our steaks. After we’d enjoyed a few bites, I said, “Your toast is just a toast, right? Like you’re not trying to butter me up and ask me for something else. Like you don’t want to open another bar?”

      He laughed. “No. The toast was just a toast. Though I do have something for you.” Aidan reached under the table and pulled out a black velvet jewelry box.

      “What is this?” I asked in excitement.

      “Something you’ve been wanting for a very long time.”

      “You didn’t.”

      “I did.”

      “Are you sure you want to play this card now? You don’t want to hold onto these until you screw up royally and this is the only way to claw your way out?”

      “I’ve already screwed up,” he said. “I’ve made you feel alone and lost, and I’m ashamed of it, Sibby. I thought I could handle the expansion of the bar and the growth of our family. But it turns out I don’t multitask well.” He gave me a wry grin. “Will you forgive me?”

      “Yes.” I kissed him to let him know I meant it. Now was not the time to bring up what Em and I had discussed about postpartum—and frankly, ever since I’d spoken to Aidan, my feelings had lightened. Maybe it had just been a dark spell and we were back to being us.

      I flipped open the jewelry box and my breath caught in the back of my throat when I saw the diamond earrings. They were about the same size as my engagement ring and similar in style.

      “You’re unbelievable,” I breathed, my eyes misting. “Thank you. These are gorgeous.”

      “Will you wear them to the party?” he asked, gaze hopeful.

      “I’d love to.” I cleared my throat. “So…do you want to put dinner on pause and go into the bedroom?”

      Aidan jumped up so fast he knocked over his chair.

      “Guess that answers that.”

      Aidan grasped my hand, hauled me up, and dragged me toward the bedroom. The moment we got to our room he was on me.

      “Are you in the mood?” he asked between kisses and getting naked. “What can I do to get you in the mood?”

      “Can we role play?”

      “Just when I think I know everything about you, you surprise me.” He grinned. “Yeah, we can role play. I really love that idea. Tell me your fantasy.”

      “I don’t have a fantasy. What’s your fantasy?”

      “No, this is the Sibby show. Come on, you just said you wanted to role play. Tell me what you want.”

      “Well, I do have this one idea…”

      “I’m listening.”

      “I want you to pretend to be an alien overlord and fantasize that I’m your human sex slave.”

      He paused like he wasn’t sure what to say and then, “This is a testament to how much I love you. I’m sincerely entertaining this scenario.”

      “Testament to loving me? Please. I feel your erection on my leg. You’re into this. Go on,” I prodded. “Say something in your alien war language.”

      Aidan blinked and then made a noise like a yak.

      “I don’t have yeti fantasies, Aidan. Try again.”

      “I’m Shrau. From Planet Meaton.”

      …

      “You know what? Silence is golden. Why don’t you just climb on top of me?”

      “I thought you’d never ask.”
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
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FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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