Summary: The final installment of the Raising Naomi series. 

Author’s Note and Farewell: Thanks to everyone who made it this far in the reading of this fanfic endurance marathon, Soap Trek, or whatever you want to call the past five years and 3000 or so pages. I’ve enjoyed writing it, and I’m glad to be done. Everyone take care. Special thanks to the beta readers over the years, you know who you are, and to all the fans who wrote to tell me they like the series, or wanted to cuss me out for what I was writing, or whatever the feedback may have been. Thanks for the laughs. Now, let the curtain fall on the Wildwomen. 

Love Multiplies Part Five: Happy Endings

By Ensign Mika

Emily Kahn sat down at the Wildman’s table, wondering why Kieran and Naomi had invited her to dinner when Kit was home. They had told her it was important, and so she had agreed to come, but now, sitting across from her ex-lover, she was patently uncomfortable, especially since Kit was sporting a diamond ring that Jenny Calvert had undoubtedly given her. Jenny wore an identical band, inlaid with four identical channel cut diamonds.

Emily gazed across the table at the couple, feeling like an odd wheel, with everyone paired off but her. Kieran had made dinner, which was also unusual, because Naomi ordinarily did the cooking. However, Emily recognized the dishes on the table as Trill staples, and figured they were recipes Kieran learned in that other dimension from Lenara Thompson.

No one was speaking. The silence hung in the air, until Kieran had everything on the table, and then everyone exchanged meaningful glances.

“So what was so important?” Emily asked faintly. 

More silence, and more meaningful looks. Finally, Kieran said, “Your mothers, and Naomi and I wanted to talk to the three of you, privately, about our plans.”

“What plans?” Emily asked suspiciously, eyes darting from Lenara and Robin to Naomi and Kieran. 

“Ems,” Kieran had deliberately sat beside the willowy young woman with the dark hair and dark eyes, “you know that in the dimension I was lost in, I was there over six years, right?”

Emily nodded. “Yes. And you had children, and two wives, and grandchildren. So?”

Kieran took a deep breath and plunged in. “Your mothers and Naomi and I are going to have the same sort of relationship. We’re all getting married to each other,” she explained.

Emily grinned. “Funny, KT. Honestly, you four would do anything to pull off a practical joke,” she tasted her dinner. “This is very good,” she nodded at Kieran. “So I suppose the real reason you wanted me here was to tell me Kit and Jenny are getting married?” she asked, sipping her iced tea. “By the way, nice rings, Sam,” she tried to keep her tone cordial, though the lancing pain in her chest nearly forced her to show her upset.

Kieran lay her hand over Emily’s. “Honey, this is not a practical joke. The four of us love each other. We’re making a genuine commitment to each other. We’re getting married in December, and honeymooning over Christmas break,” she stated earnestly, watching Emily’s reaction.

Emily set her fork down, fixing Kieran with a stern glare. “You’re each taking three spouses,” she stated more than asked. She looked at Robin. “After all the shit you’ve given me about monogamy, now you tell me you’re all sleeping together?”

Robin frowned. “I never said a word about monogamy. I’ve been talking to you about promiscuity, Emily. There’s a big difference between sleeping with a different person every two or three days, and making commitments to people you love,” she argued.

“Oh, so if I just pick three, or six, or twenty people, it’s okay if I sleep with them all, as long as there’s a commitment there?” she asked tersely. “I don’t see the distinction between your having three lovers and my dating different people. Sounds to me like you’re being promiscuous, too, only within some narrower parameters than me,” she accused. She looked at Kit. “I tried to tell you they were fooling around with each other, Kit, but you wouldn’t listen. I knew something wasn’t right, only I thought Mom and Naomi were just in love, or having an affair, or something. I didn’t realize it was all of them,” she scowled. 

“I’m sorry I didn’t want to hear it, Ems, but you know, I’m really fine with this. They do everything together, anyway, and I really think they love each other. I don’t have a problem with it,” she asserted, golden eyes pleading with Emily for leniency.

Emily looked at Jenny. “And you? You’re about to be part of this family—shit, you’re going to be my sister-in-law, I imagine, if they all get married. I guess they were waiting to make sure Kit and I weren’t going to get back together and make some incestuous relationship,” Emily bit her words off. 

Jenny returned Emily’s level gaze, frosty grey eyes cooling. “I think it’s very progressive of them. And I have no issues with group marriage, because so many Federation cultures accept it, it’s not all that alien a concept. You should know, after all the research you’ve done on Trill customs, that multiple relationships are not uncommon for Lenara’s people.”

Emily looked at Kieran. “No wonder you’ve been trying to get closer to me. You were hoping to win me over on this,” she said, disgusted.

Kieran shook her head. “That’s not true Ems. I’ve been trying to get closer to you because I love you, and because I’ve been worried about you. I wish you would approve of this marriage, of course, but if you don’t, it doesn’t change how I feel about you, and it doesn’t change how Lenara, Robbie, Naomi and I feel about each other.”

“In other words, whether or not I approve, you’re going to do what you damn well please,” Emily said resolutely. “So why did you bother to ask me here?”

Lenara leaned closer to her. “Would you have preferred to get a wedding invitation, without any advanced notice?” she asked sardonically. 

Emily shot her mother a dirty look. “You know, Kieran,” she wadded up her napkin and tossed it onto the table. “I would have given anything two years ago if you and Naomi would have adopted me. I wanted to be your daughter more than anything. But your house and your heart weren’t big enough for two daughters, only one.  But then I found someone who really wanted me, not conditioned upon being your daughter’s lover. And now you want to take her from me. I just don’t get that,” she started to stand.

“Ems, wait,” Kieran grabbed her arm. “I don’t want to take Lenara away from you. This is about including you, making you part of our bigger family. I always wanted to adopt you, Ems, but you were Kit’s lover. That seemed too awkward to me.”

Emily snorted. “It’s awkward to adopt me because I loved your daughter, but it’s not awkward for you and Naomi to marry my parents? You have a warped sense of propriety,” she jerked her arm free and stepped away from the table. “Next, I suppose you’re going to tell me we should all move in together, like a normal family would live together, except there’s nothing normal about this,” she tossed the remark over her shoulder. 

“Actually,” Naomi stopped her from leaving the dining room, hoping to persuade her, “we do want to live together. We put an addition on the house to the guest room. It’s for you. Would you like to see it?”

“You think I’m moving in here? To orgy central?” Emily asked hotly. “Think again. This is just embarrassing,” she waved her arms at all of them. “How do I explain this to my friends? To the cadets who will be staring at me? To the faculty? I can hear it now, ‘there goes Lenara Kahn’s daughter. I hear Doctor Kahn has three wives. Isn’t that scandalous?’ And ‘you know, that girl isn’t sure which one of them to call her mother, I hear they pass her around from time to time.’ Mother,” she snapped at Lenara, “if you’re planning to move in here, let me know. I’ll get my things out of the house and move them to campus. You don’t seriously expect me to live here with all of you, I know you don’t. But don’t sweat it, Lenara. I’m sure with four of you, you can have a dozen babies by the time I graduate. You won’t even miss me,” she spat, turning on her heel to go. 

Everyone sat in stunned silence, and Naomi stood stock still, watching her go. Kit started to push away from the table. “I’ll go after her,” she offered.

Lenara touched her arm. “No, I should. Thanks, though. Stay here, finish dinner. I’ll be back.” She ran after Emily. 

Emily Kahn pounded down the concrete sidewalk, furious with her family.

“Emily, wait,” Lenara jogged along the street to catch up to her.

Emily stopped, turned to face her adoptive mother, and crossed her arms. “What?” she demanded. Lenara hesitated, uncertain of what to say. “Come on, Doctor Kahn. You’re the articulate genius of that bunch. Go ahead and heap me in your hypocrisy, tell me how you all love and respect each other, and how you’re not really just whoring around, because that’s my niche,” she hissed. “I’ve heard so much bullshit from you and Robin about my sex life, and all the while you’ve been sleeping with them?”

“There’s a big difference, Emily, and you know it,” Lenara contended.

“Is there really?” she sneered. “It all looks the same to me—you can’t commit truly to Robin, because you want Naomi too much. And Kieran wants you. But damn, it’s too good with Naomi for those two to walk away from each other, and hell, Robin will go along with it because she’s afraid she’ll lose you if she doesn’t. This is the example you’re going to set for me?” she huffed.

Lenara was slow to anger, but she was well on the way. “You listen to me, young lady. The example we’ve all set for you is love. Period. None of us ever taught you to be judgmental, this way, or to disrespect your parents. Kieran and Naomi were so thrilled to be able to parent you, when we make this permanent, and they’ve talked endlessly about having you under the same roof with them again. The example we’ve tried to set for you is one of inclusion,” she insisted.

“Inclusion? Love? I’ll tell you about love. The only person I’ve every truly loved, and that ever truly loved me is marrying someone else. And on top of it, now, I’m going to be her sister. Love is cruel and vindictive, nothing more. You think I’ll just open my arms and live happily ever after with you, and my new sister and her wife? Three of my mothers are psychologists, and not one of them ever stopped to think that if you marry each other, I’ll be in love with my sister? How Freudian is that?”

“You’re still in love with Kit?” Lenara asked softly.

“Well, newsflash, Lenara. I wasn’t the one who broke it off, and I wasn’t the one who refused to have children, and I wasn’t the one who moved on.”

“But,” Lenara protested, “you could have had her back, Emily, that Christmas—she wanted to be back with you. You went to Nebraska with Beckett Sinclair, instead,” she insisted, her stormy eyes anguished.

“I fucked up, I admit that. But by the time I figured out what a huge mistake I had made, she was with Jenny. It doesn’t change how I feel about her for an instant. And I will never live under the same roof with them. I cannot watch them fawn all over each other, and touch each other, and plan their future together. But then your oh-so-perceptive wives might have figured out some of that if you all weren’t so busy fucking each other,” she concluded.

Lenara had to force herself not to slap Emily. “You will not talk to me like this,” she ordered her daughter. “I do not deserve your abuse, and I will not tolerate you talking about the people I love that way. You lost Kit all by yourself, Emily, and you can’t try to blame anyone else for it but yourself. You’re a grown woman. If you don’t want to live with us, that’s your choice. And if you choose to alienate yourself from all of us, because you can’t accept our relationship, that’s up to you. Like it or not, I’m marrying them all. And yes, we are going to have children together. I would think that would make you happy, since you want a family of your own so much.”

“I wanted it with Kit, Mother. That’s the part of the equation that’s missing. Without her, who really cares about children, or my first posting, or hell, who really cares about any of it? We were supposed to be the ones getting engaged—not Kit and Jenny, not you and Naomi and Kieran and Robin. Kit and me. Do you think I want to raise your kids for you? I don’t want to be a babysitter. I want to be Kit Wildman’s wife, and have my own children with her. I will not let you make her my sister, because the courts may not care if you marry a whole harem, but they won’t let me marry my sister, and Kit would never overlook that sort of taboo.”

“Ems,” Lenara tried to take her hand, “Kit is engaged to someone else. The taboo is irrelevant.”

“She and Jenny will never last,” Emily predicted. “And when Kit figures out I’m still the one she wants, I do not intend to be related to her. You figure out a way to emancipate me, get me legally separated from you and the harem, before you make yourself legally Kit’s mother in any way, or I will never forgive you. I don’t want to be Kieran and Naomi’s daughter. I wasn’t good enough when it mattered to me, it’s too late for that now,” she ground her back teeth. “I’ll take my name back.”

“You don’t have to do that. We’re changing our name to Wildman,” Lenara offered.

“Oh, and I’m going to want your name, after you make a spectacle of yourself publicly? I’ll stick to Frazier. At least the Fraziers can’t disappoint my expectations—you can’t go lower than nothing,” she bit her lip. “Goodbye, Lenara,” she added, turning to go.

Lenara Kahn watched her beautiful daughter disappear in the darkness of the summer evening, listening to her boot heels echoing in the air. It was getting to be a consistent theme in her life: great love always meant great loss, from Kieran Thompson being trapped in the Delta Quadrant, to Jadzia Dax, whose love would have caused her to be exiled from Trill, to Robin Lefler, whose love had meant the loss of Naomi’s for so long. And now finally, she had the love she wanted from the three women she loved most in the world, but it was costing her her daughter. 

________________

The fall semester had begun, and the campus was crowded with cadets again. Emily Kahn came home from her first day of classes, burned out and exhausted. The dinner at the Wildman’s had been two nights before, and she was still furious about their decision to marry the Kahns.

Emily retrieved her comm mail, perusing the messages there, searching for the New World Publishing return address. “Finally,” she muttered. She read through the missive, stunned. After editing her manuscript, they had decided against publishing her work. Lenara Kahn had a longstanding relationship with this publishing house, and Emily could not believe they would not want to publish Lenara’s biography. Changes in the marketing direction of the company, the letter said. Moving away from biographical material.

Emily was flabbergasted. This editor she had been working with had sung her praises, right up until he had slashed and burned her manuscript, and she had patiently made every change they wanted, reworking the chapters, cutting down the work to the bare bones. By the time she was done the book read like a magazine, no longer the resounding tribute to her mother that Lenara clearly deserved, no longer the glowing assessment of her career, her accomplishments. Emily hated what the book had become, and rebelled at

every change, but she had wanted to please the editor. And now this stinging rejection rankled in her.

Jenny Calvert had proposed to Kit, and Kit had accepted. Emily wanted to talk to someone about her disappointment, but the four women she would be most inclined to seek out were now estranged from her, by her own volition.

She continued through her mail, foisted deeper into her depression by a reprimanding note from her Astrophysics chairman, chastising her for a missed deadline, a falling grade, questioning her dedication and her devotion to the pursuit of her academic goals. Emily had promised to finish the work by June, and the professor had granted her the time extension past the end of the semester, and still, she hadn’t finished the project. 

Kit was getting married. To someone else.

Emily had thrown away that relationship all for the thrilling experience of dating Beckett Sinclair, and a parade of people thereafter, not a single one of which compared to Kit Wildman's wit, intellect, looks, or humor. And now it was too late.

Emily needed to talk to someone, desperately. The past was threatening at the periphery of her thought processes, lurking in the shadows, reminding her how worthless, how unlovable she was. Disposable. A portable punching bag. Unwanted. Unworthy. No one had given her a single thought when the decisions were made, and clearly her opinion didn’t matter. The Kahns and the Wildmans hadn’t thought her input was relevant, before they selected a path, despite the impact it would have on her.

She shook her head to clear her gloomy thoughts, accessed her comm system and hailed her mother.

Lenara Kahn's automated reply came on, asking that she leave a message.

Robin Kahn's automated message had a similar request.

She couldn't think of a single friend to talk to. Everyone had been alienated by the break up with Kit, or by Emily's proclivity to dating everyone that wasn't married already. She had overstepped so many boundaries with her friends that most no longer spoke to her, after she dated a boyfriend or had dinner with a girlfriend, or worse, slept with someone that was already involved.

By the time Emily got through to anyone, she was on the verge of a break down.

Kit Wildman's face appeared, looking startled that Emily was hailing her.

“Hey Samurai,” she said, forcing a smile. “I guess congratulations are in order.”

Kit's eyebrows lofted skyward. “You're happy for me, Ems?” she asked, disbelieving.

“So it's true? You told Jenny you'd marry her?”

Kit nodded. “Yes. Ems, are you okay? You look pretty down, sweetie. Do you want to meet somewhere?”

“No,” Emily refused her. “I just wanted to hear the news from you, instead of Lenara. So the rings you were wearing at dinner, those are your engagement rings?”

Kit held up her hand to display it. “Nice, huh?”

“She's lucky, Sam.”

“Hey, how's the book coming? I heard it's in final edits,” Kit asked enthusiastically.

“Actually, I got a rejection letter today. The company has decided not to publish biographies any more. I'm back to square one.”

“Oh, Ems, that's a suckfest. I'm sorry. No wonder you look upset.” Kit’s golden eyes were sympathetic and sincere as she studied her former lover, wishing she could think of the right words to lend solace. 

“Yeah, and that's not the worst of it, either. Professor Callas reamed me out via comm-mail today. He carbon copied Admiral Brand, too, so I'm sure there'll be a conference with her coming up. In fact, there's her hail, now. Damn. I have to go Samurai. Congratulations to you and Jenny. You deserve to be happy. I—wish things had turned out differently for us, but I guess you're happier this way. Bye, Samurai.”

She severed the link and took Admiral Brand's hail.

Brand looked very, very displeased. “Cadet Kahn,” she said coldly. “I got a very disturbing report from Commander Callas today. Have you seen it?”

“Yes, Ma'am, I have. I'll try to do better.”

“That's it? You'll try? Emily, you're better than this,” she waved the printed document in the air. “I know you've had a lot on your plate, but that's Starfleet. I expect great things from you. Especially considering your mother's background on the subject you're purported to be most interested in pursuing. Perhaps less pursuit of dinner dates and social gatherings might aid your progress toward your more salient goals,” she bit her words off. “I don't want to see another negative report on you this year, young lady. Do I make myself clear? Snap out of it, Emily. This is your career on the line.”

“Yes, Ma'am, Admiral. I'll shape up, I promise,” she agreed, fighting humiliated tears.

“All right, then. As you were,” she severed the link.

Emily's shoulders slouched. She was Lenara Kahn's daughter, and was on the brink of washing out of her Astrometrics major. Her book would never see publication, despite the incredible opportunity she'd been given by Lenara Kahn to write her life story. The woman she loved was marrying someone else. And she had not a friend in the world.

Worthless. Unlovable. Unsalvageable. Unworthy. Disposable. Disposable. Disposable. Irrelevant to everyone, outliving your usefulness. Incapable. Lost. Kit is with Jenny, now. You'll never get the book published, Lenara will turn the project over to someone else, the deadlines are set, the tests are all there, and you're not cutting it. Give up. You were a long shot, doing any of this. Only now there are people to disappoint.

You can get out of this. It's your choice. Just go do it and get it over with. You've been on borrowed time so long, what difference does it make?

Emily sat with her face in her hands, agonizing over her choices. Go on and get it over with. Everyone’s lives will be easier, if they can stop being distracted by my shit. Kit didn’t think I was worth enough to agree to have even one child with me. Robbie couldn’t wait to marry Lenara, so she didn’t have to counsel me anymore. Naomi never cared about me, unless I was Kit’s lover. Kieran even told me Kit came first. Jesus, even Shane Bilbrey didn’t want to give me the time of day. Kit and Jenny are getting married. So much for fate, for destiny. I don’t give a damn about Starfleet, about this life. What’s the point of getting on a ship now, if Kit’s not part of that plan? Kathryn will be looking to help Kit and Jenny, once they’re married, not me.  

Emily Kahn tried once again to reach Lenara Kahn and Robin Kahn on the comm system. Neither was available. She contemplated hailing them via communicator, but that was only for an emergency, and she didn’t deserve that sort of consideration. It was no emergency if she wanted to end her life. It was simply a choice, one decision of millions she had to make every single day.

She recorded a brief message for Lenara, sending it to her comm account.

I lost the book contract, Mom. I guess you’d better give the project to someone who can write well enough to get the manuscript past the editors. I’m sorry I let you down. I’m sorry I wrecked your relationship with New World, with my incompetent handling of the whole fiasco. Thanks for trying to give me something of my own, something I could be proud of. All the way around though, the fact is, I’m a miserable failure as a writer, as a cadet, as a daughter. And I can’t live with disappointing everyone anymore. I hope this group marriage thing turns out to be what you really want, though it makes no sense to me. If Kit were mine, I wouldn’t share her with anyone. 

 Emily Kahn

Emily punched the send button, and shut down her workstation. She left her quad, checking the campus as she walked. There wasn’t much traffic, as everyone was at dinner, and the libraries would be full to the rafters with cadets studying the first assignments of the term. A perfect time to slip away unnoticed by anyone.

__________________ 

Kieran Wildman was on her way to her office on campus when she glanced up at the Admin Building, and saw a lone figure suspended on the top floor, atop the barrier wall, perched to jump. 

“Jesus Christ.” She slapped her comm badge. “Commander Wildman to Campus Security, we’ve got a jumper on the Admin Building,” she barked, “I repeat, a jumper on the Admin Building. Get a squad over here. Commander Wildman to Commander Kahn,” she hailed again, sprinting toward the Admin entrance.

“Go ahead, Kieran,” Robin came back.

“Robbie, there’s a cadet on the roof of the Admin Building. Are you the crisis counselor on call?” She ran for the turbo lift inside the building.

“I’m on my way,” Robin advised. “Are you headed up there?”

“I’m on the turbo lift right now,” Kieran panted, more from fear than exertion. “Jesus, Robbie, tell security to get the crash bags out and to hurry.”

Kieran exited the turbo lift, and hit the emergency door to the roof. She skidded to a halt on the gravel covered concrete, stomach in her shoes as she spotted Emily Kahn, contemplating the ground.

“Ems?” she called out over the breeze. “Honey, don’t move,” she urged.

Emily turned slightly, a dull expression on her face. “Don’t come any closer, or I’ll do it,” she demanded.

Kieran was close enough to lean over the barrier wall. “Emily, please—God, think about what you’re about to do,” she pleaded. “Tell me how to help you, honey, I’ll do anything. Just don’t do this to yourself.” She was trembling head to toe, heart pounding.

“You can’t help me. No one can. Kit is marrying Jenny,” she stated flatly. “And nothing else matters. I’m bombing in my Astrometrics classes. Admiral Brand just reprimanded me over it. Oh, and the book contract fell through. And my mother cares more about marrying you than she does about my being her daughter. Now, you tell me one good reason why I shouldn’t swan dive off this fucking berm?”

“Because it will kill Lenara, Emily, and all of us. Please, believe me, this is not a solution. It seems like it, but it’s not,” Kieran promised.

“I don’t care about solutions. I care about stopping this pain. My life is in ruins, KT. I can’t pull it out again, because I’ve lost everything that ever mattered to me. You’re the one always yammering about the afterlife, and Cassidy, and how we don’t really die. I’m ready for a new start, a clean PADD, a life that doesn’t begin by being fucked up—by parents who don’t want me. I’m ready for this to be over. I can’t stand it anymore.” She flexed her legs, bending to propel herself off the wall and over the two-foot ledge of the roof.

“EMILY!” Kieran screamed, “Please, don’t,” she shouted. “Tell me what to do, who can I call, who do you want to talk to?”

Emily straightened her posture again. “I want to talk to Kit. I want to say good bye to her.”

“Then you have to wait,” Kieran insisted. “I’ll hail her. Promise me, you won’t jump until you’ve talked to her?”

Emily shrugged. “Okay.” Her affect was completely flat.

Robin Kahn burst through the doorway at the other end of the roof, moaning “God, no,” as she realized the jumper was Emily. “Ems, you have to get down from there,” she begged. “Your mother will never get over this, and things are never too bad to get back on track, I promise,” she assured her. “Tell me why you want to do this, honey,” she urged, tone soft and low. She was almost close enough to grab Emily’s legs.

“Step back, Robin,” she commanded. “Two steps.”

“Emily,” Kieran put in, “Kit’s on her way. You have to hang on, sweetie. She’s coming as fast as she can. She was in Lenara’s lab, so it will take awhile. You promised me you wouldn’t do anything until she gets here.”

Emily nodded woodenly. “Both of you stay away from me, or the deal is off.”

Robin tried to reason with her, but Emily was having none of it. After many attempts at rationality, Emily turned tiredly to her adoptive mother. “Robbie, shut up. I don’t give a shit about your psycho babble,” she snarled. “Not one fucking shit.”

Kit Wildman came onto the roof moments later, looking terrified. “Ems, Jesus, God, don’t do this,” she pleaded the second she saw her ex-lover. “Why would you want to hurt yourself, baby?” she asked, throat closing.

Emily looked at her and smiled faintly. “You used to call me that all the time,” she recalled, voice faraway. “You used to love me.”

“I still love you,” Kit assured her, “as much as ever. You’re the one that chose Beckett Sinclair, Ems. I was willing to try again, but you walked away. Honey, I still love you. Please, please get down from there,” she begged, reaching up to her.

Emily almost seemed tempted to take her hand.

“Emily,” Robin interjected, “I told you—you know this won’t solve anything. It didn’t for me. I lived, Emily. All it meant was three long years of rehab and surgeries and misery,” she reminded her. “Jumping won’t fix what hurts,” she said urgently.

“You told me you jumped, but you never told me the real reason why,” Emily said softly. “I think I figured it out, though. You jumped because Kieran agreed to marry Lenara, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” Robin agreed. “That was the reason,” she laid it on the line. 

Kit was staring at Robin, mouth agape. “You jumped off this building?” she murmured.

“Yeah,” Emily said to Kit. “She and I aren’t so different, after all. Her lover got engaged to someone else, and so did mine.”

Kieran was keeping an eye on the security crew on the ground. The crash bags were deployed, and Emily’s chances of survival had just doubled. 

“Ems,” Kit started to cry, “Is that what this is about? Jenny and me?”

“What else?” Emily shrugged. “Certainly not losing the book contract, or having Admiral Brand up my ass, or even my mother wanting to marry your mothers. Though none of that helped any. Did you know even Shane Bilbrey thinks she’s too good for me, now, Sam? That’s how bad my reputation is. The queen of sexual harassment won’t date me. And you’re marrying someone else. If I go with my mothers when we get assigned, I’ll automatically end up with you and Jenny, and I’ll have to watch you together, your wedding, your anniversaries, all the stuff you and I should have shared. I won’t ever belong again. I’m just the odd one out, the one that is expendable. So I’m expending myself for you. Save you the trouble.”

She bent her legs to thrust herself off the ledge. Kieran had been creeping closer, had calculated the athletic maneuver she would need to make to stop Emily’s forward motion, and as Emily left the wall, Kieran jumped at her. In a moment that seemed suspended, Kieran heard Kit and Robin screaming, saw Emily close her eyes and hurl herself off the building, felt Emily’s body in her arms as she leapt across the concrete barrier wall. Somehow, Emily was there, and Kieran shoved her back over the wall and onto the roof, but the momentum carried her own body over the ledge. She tried to grab the barrier wall, and for the briefest interval, her hands found purchase. Kit was on top of her in a second, clinging to one arm, and Robin had her wrist on the other side. Kieran’s long legs dangled over the ledge, swinging precariously. 

“Emily!” Kit shouted. “Help us, she’s going to fall,” she screamed.

Emily’s eyes went wide, and she realized Kit, the one person she loved more than anything or anyone, would never get over losing her mother. She scrambled to help them drag Kieran to safety. Kieran swung one leg over the ledge, still grabbing the barrier wall, and from there, it was easy enough to pull her onto the roof. As she was ushered to safety, she collapsed on Emily, to make sure the girl didn’t try to repeat her leap. Kieran wrapped Emily in her arms, clinging to her, kissing her hair, crushing the frail young woman to her. 

“Ems,” she started to cry, “God, Ems,” she sobbed, rocking herself and Emily with her. 

Kit was holding them both, and Robin wrapped herself around all of them. Security had monitored their transmissions, and had notified Lenara Kahn that her daughter was on the roof. Naomi had gotten the call from Lenara, and the security squad notified Admiral Brand. The three women were given the go ahead to approach the roof, and security escorted them. With the roof secured, Lenara and Naomi joined the huddled mass of women on the roof, crying and clinging. 

Amanda Brand had been so frightened, she had almost lost her lunch. She knelt beside them all. “Is everyone all right?”

Kieran nodded. “We need to get Emily into the psych ward, Admiral. Kate Pulaski has to concur. Could you get her on this?”

Amanda nodded. “Certainly. Kieran, you’re bleeding,” she touched her face.

“Just a scratch,” she assured her.

A medical team came shortly, and Emily was given a sedative to tranquilize her. Kate Pulaski was with them, shaking her head. “I thought this kid was out of the woods,” she muttered to Robin.

“Not quite,” Robin said beneath her breath. “Is she sleeping yet?”

Kieran was holding her closest, and whispered “Emily?” to her. No response. “She’s out, Robbie. I’ll carry her. She hardly weighs anything.” Kieran tried to shoulder Emily, but couldn’t get her arm to cooperate.

“Your cybernetic arm?” Naomi asked.

“No, my good arm. It’s not working right,” Kieran complained.

Pulaski scanned her. “That’s because you’ve torn half the soft tissue in it, swinging around from the ledge, Tarzan,” she scolded. “And you’ve got an avulsion fracture. Let the medics take Emily, and you come let me patch you up, Commander, that’s an order,” she snapped. 

Kit took Kieran’s right hand, unwilling to relinquish her hold on her mother. She was not taking any chances.

_________________

Jenny Calvert had watched the newsfeed a dozen times, at least, and every time the footage of Kieran hanging off the Admin building ran, she had to wipe her palms on her pants to dry them. She sat in the waiting room at the campus hospital, holding Kit Wildman’s hand, despite the fact that Kit was glued to her adoptive mother, practically sitting in her lap. 

“She said it’s because of us,” Kit advised her fiancée. “She was trying to kill herself over me.” She looked at Kieran, shaking her head. “What am I supposed to do with that kind of information, Mom? How did you deal with Robbie jumping off the Admin building over you?”

“I didn’t find out until a couple of months ago, Kit. If I had known at the time?” Kieran shrugged. “I have no idea.”

Kate Pulaski emerged from the double doors separating the lobby from the treatment areas. She approached Kieran. “She’s admitted, and she’s resting comfortably. Lenara and Robin are going to stay with her for now. How’s your arm?”

Naomi piped up. “She wouldn’t let them look at it until she heard about Emily,” she tattled.

“Come on, Commander,” Kate scowled at her. “Let me fix you up. Aren’t you in excruciating pain?”

Kieran shrugged. “Honestly, Kate, this scared me so bad I don’t feel anything at all, except worried about Emily.”

“You’re damned lucky, Kieran. Those crash bags are only about 70% effective, and if you had fallen, you’d have been injured much worse. What in God’s name possessed you to try to rescue her?” Pulaski griped, helping Kieran to her feet.

“Instinct, I suppose. I just kept thinking about Lenara, and how much she loves Emily, and how devastated she would be. She’d have never forgiven herself. I couldn’t let that happen, Kate,” she explained as they walked into the emergency room.

“Emily is very, very lucky. I don’t know how you psychology types handle this sort of thing. How do you put her back together, emotionally, when she was willing to die?” Kate wondered. She scanned Kieran with a tricorder, shaking her head. “First things first,” she slapped together a hypospray. “Pain medication.”

“I don’t have a clue on this one, Kate, other than that we all have to love her more, and listen more, and be there more. And Kit especially has to be gentle with her. I hope Jenny understands that.”

Kate nodded grimly. “Jenny’s a wonderful girl, and she’ll do whatever Kit asks her to do,” she put in. “Jenny took one of my courses last fall. Bright girl, sweet—and devoted to your daughter. Kit did well for herself,” she noted. 

“I know,” Kieran agreed. “Do you know, when Jenny decided to propose to Kit, she actually asked Naomi’s and my permission, first? She asked Lenara and Robbie, too,” Kieran smiled.

Kate worked Kieran’s arm through the range of motion, scanning. “You screwed this up bad, KT,” she scolded. “In fact, I can’t knit the fracture. You’re going to have to have surgery on this, so I can get to everything properly. Let me get a team put together. Do you want to see Naomi or Kit before I put you under?”

Kieran nodded. “Both, please.”

Naomi and Kit came in to see her, looking worried. “Honey,” Naomi touched her thigh as she sat on the biobed. “Another surgery?”

“Yeah, but it’s a minor one. Don’t worry. Just—if Ems wakes up and asks for me, tell her I’ll be there as soon as they let me out of here,” she worried. “Kit, here’s what I think about your situation with her. I think for now, you assure her that you love her, and that you’re here for her, and you get Jenny on board with that. Jenny has to understand, you might have to help Robbie and Lenara get Emily stabilized. Be as gentle with Emily as you can,” she counseled.

“But Mom, Emily wants to be with me, and I’m engaged to someone else. Am I supposed to ignore that? Pretend it’s not true?” Kit asked frantically. 

“No, honey, but downplay it as much as you can for now. Like Lenara and Robbie handled me, when I was so demented—do you remember? Lenara especially,” Kieran recalled.

“She pretty much agreed with whatever you said, Mom,” Kit nodded. “You thought she was your wife, and she never disillusioned you. But I can’t let Emily think we have a future, because we don’t.” Her golden eyes filled with tears, and she bit her lip.

Kieran hugged her with her good arm, kissing her spiked hair. “Sweetheart, I know this is hard,” she whispered.

“I do love her, Mom, and I never stopped. If I weren’t in love with Jenny, I’d still be with Emily,” her words were muffled by Kieran’s tattered uniform. “Should I tell her that?”

“Tell her you love her, absolutely. And make her understand you’re her friend, at the very least. Otherwise, talk to Robbie, follow her advice.”

“Commander,” the attending nurse approached with a hypospray, “you need to lie down. We’re taking you into the OR, now.”

Kieran lifted her chin for the anesthesia. “I love you both,” she said softly as she fell asleep.

Jenny Calvert held her lover while she cried. “Sweetie, it’s okay now,” she assured her. “Emily is safe, and your Mom’s surgery was a success, and it’s going to feel better soon. We have our engagement party, and your mothers’ wedding coming up, and all sorts of things to look forward to,” she tried to accentuate the positive.

“No it’s not going to feel better soon,” Kit contended. “Jen, Emily is suicidal because of me. Because of us. We can’t have our engagement party, not now. It would be cruel.”

Jenny nodded. “Yeah, you’re right. So, we postpone it until Emily is better. The important thing is making sure she doesn’t try this again.”

Robin Kahn entered the waiting area, making a beeline for Kit. “Emily is awake and asking for you, kiddo.”

“Shit, Robbie, what am I supposed to say? Gee, Ems, I’m real sorry you love me, but I’m engaged and too bad?” Kit demanded. 

Robin shook her head. “I know you’ll say the right thing, Kit. Just come from your heart. That’s all any of us can do, now. Will you see her?” She held out her hands to the cadet.

“Of course I will.” She got up and kissed Jenny’s cheek. “I’ll be back, Corey. Keep Na company, okay?”

Jenny smiled up at her. “Of course I will.”

Emily Kahn peered listlessly out the window of her room, not speaking to her mother, who held her hand gingerly. 

“Sweetie,” Lenara said gently, “Kit’s here.”

Emily turned to look at the blonde, golden-eyed cadet, who forced a smile and came to hug her. “Mom, could you leave us alone?” she asked hollowly, clearly under the influence of medication.

“I’ll be right outside,” Lenara assured them both. She kissed Kit’s cheek. “Be careful with her, honey,” she pleaded in Kit’s ear. 

Kit waited for Lenara to leave, then held out her arms to Emily. “Can I hug you?” she asked, needing to feel it as much as give it.

Emily nodded, tears gathering in her eyes. “I’m sorry, Sam,” she whispered against Kit’s throat as they clung to each other. 

“Don’t,” Kit cut off her apology. She eased onto the bed beside Emily, taking her fully into her embrace. “Ems,” she said through a lump in her throat, “I love you. I always have. Nothing can change that.”

Emily rested against Kit’s chest, head on her shoulder. “We used to lay together like this after we made love,” she murmured. “I could stay like that for hours, with you.”

“Sometimes, we did,” Kit smiled. “Remember how Orson used to try to get on the bed with us?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Emily laughed. “He was jealous of me. I guess that’s how I must seem to you, with Jenny, like some dumb, jealous dog who doesn’t know when it’s not wanted,” she added sadly.

“No,” Kit insisted. “How you seem to me is that you’re this incredibly smart and beautiful woman, who doesn’t have any idea how rare you are, how special, and you let people treat you like you’re so much less worthy than you are.”

“You always said the sweetest things to me, Samurai,” she snuggled into Kit’s arms further, breathing in her scent. “God, I’ve missed you,” she admitted. “I don’t know why I did it, Kit. Christmas day, why I went to Beckett’s. I think I felt like I didn’t deserve you, didn’t deserve a second chance. It was like I needed to punish myself.”

“But Ems, you only ended up punishing me,” Kit said softly. “I was so hurt when you didn’t show up that day. I was so sure we were back together, I was going to go back for your engagement ring as soon as the jewelers was open again. I was willing, and you weren’t undeserving.” Kit kissed her hair. “I couldn’t even talk to you for the longest time after that. Every time I turned around, I would see you with Beckett, or somebody else—never me. I had to get over you, or I would’ve been the one on the Admin building.” 

“And Jenny came along right about then,” Emily added. “And that made it easy to forget me.”

“No, it didn’t, Ems,” Kit argued gently. “It’s never been easy. I was angry and hurt, and that helped more than anything. Not Jenny. It wasn’t a matter of replacing you, if that’s what you think. It was just letting myself love someone else. I need that, Ems, and I wasn’t going to deprive myself of a relationship in hopes you’d come around someday.”

“I need it, too,” Emily admitted. “You used to worry that you couldn’t let anyone else be close to you but me, that your abuse issues would keep you from opening up to anyone else. Turns out, I’m the one who can’t let anyone else get close to me, but you. So where does that leave me?”

Kit hugged her tighter. “It leaves you with me, still loving you, honey. And it just means you have to learn to let other people in. I can’t be the only person you ever love or trust. But the truth is, Ems, when it’s right, it will just happen. You won’t have to work at it. You’ll just—know,” she promised.  “I’m here for you, Ems, I’m right here. And so are the Moms. You have to believe how much we all love you, sweetie. Lean on us, trust us. Let us help you,” she urged.

Emily sighed. “Will you stay with me awhile? I’m so sleepy, but I don’t want to be alone,” she sounded so small.

“Of course I will.” Kit stroked the soft strands of her dark hair, soothing her. “Sleep, baby, I’ve got you. I love you so.” She kissed the crown of Emily’s head, fighting fresh tears. 

“I love you, too.” Emily settled into her, relaxing finally.

___________________

When Kieran Wildman awoke from the surgery to repair her avulsion fracture, Kit Wildman was lying on the biobed with her, wrapped tightly around her torso. Kieran was groggy, but she instantly knew it was Kit, and exactly why she was there. "Hey, kiddo," she said sleepily. "I'm fine. Please, Kit, don't worry."

Kit sighed, hugging her closer. "I watched you jump off a thirteen story building to save Emily's life. Remember how when I got stung by that jelly fish, you wouldn't let go of me all day?"

Kieran chuckled. "Yeah. You had to peel me off of you to go to bed that night."

"Well, I think this qualifies as a five jellyfish incident, so don't think I'm letting go anytime soon, Mom," she advised tersely.

"Sweetie, are you mad at me?" Kieran asked softly. "Because I swear to you, Kit, it wasn't conscious. I just--reacted. Emily is as much my daughter as you are, in my heart. When Naomi and I marry the Kahns, she'll legally be my daughter. I'd do the same if it were you, Kittner. It's instinct, honey."

"Like with Na, and the Maltanians?" Kit was actually trembling in Kieran's arms, remembering her mother's eyes as she hung from the ledge of the barrier wall.

"Just like that, baby, and when you're career Starfleet, that's just the kind of risks you take."

"But I don't want you taking risks like that, Mom. I need you."

Kieran kissed her hair, rocking her tenderly. Kit was still a child in so many ways, having had her childhood stolen from her. It was a delicate balance to strike between being her parent and her mentor, her friend and confidante. "I need you, too, Kit. In the worst way. I thank the Gods that brought you to me every day of my life, and I guard you jealously because I want you with me always. But you're a grown woman, now, a cadet 1st class, and you know from your command training that sometimes, one person has to sacrifice their life for the greater good. And a commanding officer protects his people."

"This isn't a command scenario," Kit argued. "And Emily is not your responsibility."

Kieran cupped her cheek in one hand. "How do I make you get this, honey? I am on this faculty, and every cadet that crosses my path is my responsibility. And I will admit to prejudice in this case. Kit, I love Lenara like there's no tomorrow, and if Emily died Lenara would suffer so deeply. I couldn't let that happen."

Lenara Kahn had entered the room with Naomi and Admiral Brand, and spoke up. "Do you

think for a second I would bear the loss of you any better?" she said gently. "I assure you, I would not."

Kieran held out her arms, and Lenara ran to them. "I have never been so scared in my life, except when you were missing in that wormhole. Did you have any reason to believe you could actually save Emily? Or was it a shot in the dark?" she snuggled into Kieran's other side, letting the Commander cuddle both of them.

"I'd like to hear the answer to that, myself," Amanda Brand nodded resolutely.

Kieran sighed. "It happened so fast. I was watching her body language, her posture, trying to decide if she really would jump. And I knew that there was a short ledge beyond the barrier wall, and I could probably knock her back onto the roof if I timed it right. As for my own fate, I doubted I could get a handhold quickly enough not to fall, but the crash bags were in place, and I could possibly direct my body to absorb the impact evenly."

Amanda marveled at her. "All that went through your head?"

"Yeah. In about a split second. I was thinking in terms of blocking an opponent's shot in basketball, in the most physical manner I could envision. Emily doesn't weigh much, and I knew I could heave her backwards, but that I'd probably fall myself."

"How did you ever work up the nerve?" Amanda demanded.

Kieran shook her head. "There was no working up anything. Only the resolve to stop her from hurting herself. Hell, I didn't have time to think about whether I'd survive. I just knew she had to, for Lenara's sake."

"Don't ever put yourself in harms' way for me, Kieran Wildman," Lenara scolded her. "I have lost you too many times in this life, and I do not want to ever lose you again. Promise me."

"Lenara, I can't make you a promise like that," she protested. "You know I can't."

"You are my fanua'thal, and I am prostrate before you. I may be unworthy, I may be ignorant, but you pledged yourself to me, to my symbiont, and I am not willing to let you sever our bond for some foolish heroics," Lenara admonished hotly.

"Le'sharon, shar Be'thal," Kieran urged her. "Sharumoy thala nieret skay’unaf, nifanu. Enfanua, ennifanua, sharumoy thala eret cha'fanu. Par're shar fanua'thal, shar onomwa, prem'de'ne. Par'de onum ne, human, nicha. Dar're sharut a sha ara Dar'de sharat a re. Nicha, fol sharu. Ne eret ema Par’de. Ne eret shar genay."

Naomi leaned over to Admiral Brand and whispered, “She said My Beautiful one, my sacred beloved, our love is not severed, never. In life, in death, our love is eternal perfection. You are my lifemate, my everything, I promise this. I am only this, human, imperfect. Give yourself to me as I give myself to you. Imperfect, but yours. This is who I am. This is my way.”

Lenara touched Kieran’s cheek, kissing her gently. “I am yours, Kieran, equally imperfect. And I knew when I fell in love with you exactly who you are.”

“Then will you ask me to be someone I’m not, Be’thal?”

“Epar’re jen nilura pregazza nilura paka?” she laughed. 

Kieran and Naomi both laughed, and Amanda quirked an eyebrow. Naomi winked at her. “She asked if Kieran couldn’t be a bit less crazy, a bit less wild.”

“Nifanu, shar cha’malar’on,” Kieran shook her head. “Sorry. Kit, I’m sorry for you, too, but I can’t be less than a Starfleet officer, kiddo. And neither will you.” She kissed her daughter’s spiky hair, hugging her close. “I love you both, with all my heart, and I didn’t mean to scare either of you. But Emily is too important to me to let her throw her life away.” She hugged them once more. “I’d like to see her, if she wouldn’t mind seeing me,” Kieran added.

“She’s been asking for you,” Kit assured her. “I promised her as soon as you woke up, you’d come. She’s so sorry for what she did, Mom. You’ll go easy on her, won’t you?” Kit asked, golden eyes pleading.

Kieran scowled at her. “What do you think, Kittner? Have I ever been hard on you when you fucked up?”

Kit looked immediately contrite. “No, Ma’am,” she replied. “You could have kicked my ass several times, and you never have,” she admitted. 

“Na,” she motioned her wife over to her bed, “thank God you missed the high wire act.” She drew her in for a kiss.

Naomi fixed her with a determined glare. “Missed it? I was on the ground, watching you dangle, Kieran Wildman. You are so on my shit list,” she scolded, leaning over to kiss her. “But I’ve been married to you long enough to know better than to tell you to stop being brave, so I’ll live with it. If you make me a widow, though, Lenara and Robbie will have me all to themselves,” she threatened.

“I can live with that,” Kieran assured her. “I know you’d be in good hands.” She glanced at the Admiral. “Okay, your Admiralness, let’s have it,” she waved her over. “It’s your turn to ream me.” 

Brand bit her lip, but came over and hugged her. “Of all the crazy assed stunts,” she bitched. “I ought to bust you down to Ensign.”

Kieran hugged the older woman back, cupping the back of her head. “You’re just pissed because you almost lost your easiest mark in poker,” she teased.

“I’m just pissed because I love you,” she fought the catch in her throat.

Kieran was moved by the stoic woman’s admission. “Amanda,” she kissed her cheek. “I love you, too, honey. Now if you’ll all excuse me, I need to go spend some time with the reason I’m in trouble with you all.” She eased Lenara off the bed so she could swing her legs over.

___________________

Emily Kahn’s expression was decidedly fearful as Kieran Wildman walked into her hospital room, but Kieran gathered her into a firm embrace, crawled onto the biobed beside her, and pulled her into warm, protective arms. Robin Kahn watched silently as the two women embraced.

“I love you, Ems,” Kieran said without hesitation. She hugged her tightly, throat so thick she could barely speak. “I know you’re mad at me for not adopting you when I should have, and I’m so sorry, honey. I swear to you, though, Naomi and I wanted you, as much as we wanted Kit. I didn’t offer because I thought you wouldn’t want us,” she said truthfully. “Because you were Kit’s lover.”

“I did want to be your daughter,” she admitted, starting to cry. “I thought you just didn’t love me as much as Kit, or I wasn’t good enough—because I’m not some star athlete.”

“Oh, Emily,” Kieran kissed her hair fiercely. “Can you ever forgive me? I should have asked, should have told you what I was thinking, instead of letting you think that. I know it’s way too late, but honey, I do want to be your mother. When Robbie and Lenara agreed to marry Naomi and I, at least half of my joy was because you’d be my daughter, finally, legally. I promise, that was one of the first things I told them all.”

“It was one of the first things she told us, Ems,” Robin put in, leaning down to kiss Kieran’s forehead. “She was just about to explode, she was so proud.”

Emily hid her face in Kieran’s hospital gown, clinging to her. “Aren’t you even mad at me, KT?” she asked quietly, sniffling loudly. “I almost got you killed. I said horrid things to you, especially the other night at dinner.”

Kieran hugged her closer. “I most definitely am not mad at you. But sweetie, you have to believe me when I tell you you have to trust me. You have to be able to come to me, and not let things build up inside you until you want to kill yourself. At least give me a chance to help, okay? And if I can’t, I’ll find someone who can.” She let her own tears flow. “Jesus, Emily, do you have any idea how much it would hurt me to lose you? How much it would hurt your mothers, and Naomi, and Kit? We all love you so much,” she bawled, unable to get any sense of composure back. 

“I love you, too,” she said softly. “I just didn’t think it mattered, what happens to me, I’m such a failure and a disappointment to everyone,” she confessed.

“It matters, Ems,” Kieran assured her. “And you are not a failure or a disappointment. You’re trying your best to grow up, that’s all. We all get that. Just—let us help you, okay? Will you do that for me?”

“I have to be able to give something back, Kieran,” she insisted. “That’s my whole problem—I take and take, and I don’t have anything worthwhile to give back.”

“I for one would settle for your love, sweetheart,” the lanky Commander assured her. 

“That’s not the same. You are always doing things for me, and I want to do something for you,” she persisted.

“Okay, how about this?” Kieran snuggled into her, breathing her scent. “I’ll think about it really hard, and as soon as I think of something, I’ll let you know. I promise. Okay?”

Emily wiped Kieran’s cheeks, kissing her sweetly. “Okay.”

___________________

Emily Kahn had multiple therapy sessions every day, and until her suicidal ideation was subdued, Starfleet Medical would not return her to duty. Kit brought her lessons every day, so that she could keep up with her class work.

Jenny Calvert breezed into Emily’s room, loaded with fresh flowers for her dresser. Jenny changed the flowers every day, hoping to get Emily to connect with her, even in some small way. It was important to Kit, and to her future in-laws, that Emily find a handhold somehow. As unlikely as it was that Emily would let that handhold be Jenny, Jenny wasn’t ruling it out, and she tried her best to make herself available.

“Hi, Emily,” Jenny greeted her as she came into the otherwise empty room. “I thought you might like a change of scenery.” She always kept her tone cheerful. “Let me just throw these into the recycler.” She lay down the fresh bunch and removed the day-old bouquet.

Emily studied the muscular cadet, the way that  her shoulder-length brown hair swayed as she moved, the arctic white of her eyes. She had to admit that Jenny was persistent, and that she must love Kit a great deal to keep reaching out to Kit’s ex-lover. “Jenny, there’s a cadet across the hall, a nice girl named Lori, who doesn’t ever have any visitors. Those flowers are still perfectly good—would you take those to her? She would really like it, I bet,” Emily said softly.

“Absolutely,” Jenny agreed. “I’ll be right back. Can I tell her these are from you?” she smiled.

“Sure. Lori is in my group session every morning. She has an eating disorder, so don’t be shocked at how thin she is, and don’t react, okay?” she asked.

“Thanks for the warning,” Jenny smiled. “Can I get you anything, Ems?”

“No, I’m good, thanks,” she replied sincerely. “Just bored.”

“I can come tell you all the latest gossip, if you want to be entertained,” she offered.

Emily nodded eagerly. “Thanks.”

For the better part of an hour, Jenny related to Emily all of the goings on from campus. Allison Carey had been replaced as leader of Nova Squadron after a disciplinary action, and her replacement was a girl Emily had been in survival class with. Shane Bilbrey was actually in command school, and had turned her life around. Rumor was, she was going to go to the Sato, to work under Harry Kim and Kathryn Janeway. Kieran had been given a commendation by Admiral Brand for saving Emily’s life, Jenny told her, and Kieran had just rolled her eyes and thrown the medal in a drawer, with her others, where they would certainly tarnish before Kieran would ever wear them. Emily laughed at that.

“I want to see her collection, sometime,” Emily decided. “Has she ever shown you?”

Jenny shook her head. “She refused. Only Kit and Naomi know what she’s got in that drawer. Kit says there’s enough metal in there to outfit a shuttlecraft, though,” Jenny grinned. 

“How are the wedding plans coming?” Emily asked faintly. “The Moms were supposed to be walking down the aisle in December, right?”

“Uh—they—canceled the wedding, Ems. This thing with you, it really threw them, and they all agreed that if their plans were so upsetting to you, they shouldn’t go through with them, not publicly or legally, anyway,” she explained.

“But—they shouldn’t change anything because of me,” she protested. “They haven’t—oh, no,” she hung her head. “They haven’t stopped—being together, have they?” Emily’s dark eyes were wounded at the thought.

“I can’t honestly say. Kit and I don’t stay at their house much,” she offered. “Naomi and Kieran are close as ever, and so are your mothers, but as far as any other pairings, I have no idea. Kit might know. You should ask her if you’re worried about it.”

Emily frowned, biting her lip. “Damn, I never meant to screw that up for them,” she was angry with herself. “I have to tell them. If I’ve learned anything from all of this, it’s that love is all that matters. If I hadn’t gotten myself all hung up over kids, and the future, I’d still be with Kit, and that’s a loss I can never get over, I don’t think,” she said more to herself than to Jenny. Then she looked up. “I’m sorry, you probably don’t need me telling you how I’m still in love with your fiancée.” She took Jenny’s hand. “I never meant to be disrespectful of that,” she apologized.

“It’s okay.” Jenny squeezed her hand. “Kit’s still in love with you, just as much. I don’t think that’s ever going to change, for her. I learned to live with that a long time ago. Kit is just like Kieran, that way—she learns to love other people, but she never stops loving anyone she’s ever loved.”

“You’re—a lot more understanding than I would be,” Emily breathed appreciatively. “You come here every day—I’m not always nice to you, either,” she said truthfully. “But you keep coming, keep reaching out to me. Why would you, Jenny? Doesn’t it bother you at all that your lover has feelings for me, and I have feelings for her?”

Jenny smiled warmly. “Naomi and I have talked about it a lot, because she went through this with Kieran and Lenara. And everything she said makes sense to me. I can’t change the fact that you and Kit love each other. I would never ask Kit to stop being friends with you, because it’s got to be her choice to be with me or not. If she decides to be with you, then she does. And if she loves you, shouldn’t I? You’re important to her, and I should open myself to you. That’s what Naomi did with your mother, and that’s how she found peace with the fact that Kieran and Lenara love each other.”

“But Naomi fell in love with my mother,” Emily pointed out. “She couldn’t very well be mad at Kieran for loving Mom after she fell for her, too. It’s totally different with us. Isn’t it?” she asked.

“Is it?” Jenny’s eyes sparkled with humor. “Maybe we’re supposed to be learning from the Moms. Maybe they have the right idea.”

Emily considered. “Well, Kieran told me that when she was in that other dimension, she was in love with Lenara, but not with Robin. And Robin wasn’t in love with her, either, not at first. But they both loved Lenara, and that’s what bonded them all. And eventually, she and Robin found that same emotion, fell in love with each other. She asked Robin to marry them both, before she was in love with her. She just had faith the love would follow. That’s gutsy, don’t you think?”

“I do. Kieran is a big-time risk taker, though,” she winked at Emily.

Emily laughed. “Yeah, she pretty much tackled me on the roof of the Admin building. I still can’t figure out how she didn’t fall.”

“Me either. She would have, if you hadn’t helped Robbie and Kit haul her back to safety,” Jenny praised Emily.

“Are you saying you want that sort of relationship, with me and Kit?” Emily finally worked up the courage to be direct. 

Jenny shrugged. “All I’m saying is, I love Kit. I’m not ruling anything out. I promised Kieran and Naomi, when I asked their permission to propose, that I would always put Kit’s happiness before my own. So I’m keeping an open mind, that’s all. Kit isn’t contemplating that sort of relationship, not right now. But I think it’s only a matter of time before she realizes that solves everything, for her. Whether she’ll ever suggest it remains to be seen.” Jenny’s frosty eyes reflected Emily’s darker ones, and they studied each other silently for a long while.

“Would you ever suggest it?” Emily wondered.

Jenny shook her head. “No. It can’t come from me, Ems. It took a lot of effort to convince Kit that what the Moms want to do is really okay, not some scandalous, reprehensible thing. I was the one with the open mind on that subject, and Kit has gained some comfort level with it, but she’s still not 100% there. She won’t be until it dawns on her that she wants that with you and me. I’m not completely sure she’ll ever admit that to herself. You know her, Ems, and you know she needs her boundaries. But as she matures, she’s going to be more aware of and comfortable with gray areas. It may be tomorrow, it may be ten years from now. Who knows.”

“And that’s why you’re trying to be my friend?” Emily pressed.

“Not really. It’s really just as simple as Kit loves you, and so do the Moms, and they are all intelligent women. I love all of them. I suspect if I get to know you better, loving you will come as easily as it has with them. I’m reaching out to you because I’m greedy—I want as many friends as I can have, and close companions. And I want this all to work, this family unit. If we all end up living together—and, I know you said you won’t, but if you change your mind—I want us to be trusting and respectful of each other, at the very least. And if you and I can be good friends, even better. The risk is that Kit might decide she’d rather be with you, and I’ll take that risk. She wanted to offer to go to Indiana for the winter break, so you can have the Moms to yourself, and live in Kieran’s house with them. But I told her we should stay, because you need her. Honestly, I think she liked the idea of running off to Indiana alone together, because then she doesn’t have to deal with her feelings for you. I’m not letting her off the hook that easily. She needs to confront those feelings and decide what she wants to do with them, not surround herself with me, where the choice becomes rote.” 

Emily regarded the older woman with a sense of awe. “You’re just as gutsy as Kieran,” she said quietly. “That summer I spent with them in Indiana, I watched KT pushing Naomi at my mother, making her confront her feelings. And for a while there, I really thought Mom and Naomi might run away together, they were so in love. Robbie was oblivious, back then, I think.”

“I doubt that,” Jenny offered. “In denial, maybe, but not oblivious. I don’t want to be either one.”

“You’re so—gracious about it,” Emily complimented her.

Jenny laughed. “Gracious? You have no idea how many times I’ve cried myself to sleep over it, Ems. Don’t sanctify me, yet. Sharing Kit with anyone is the next to last thing I want to do, but the last thing I ever want to do is make her unhappy. And I mean to tell you, your suicide attempt made her miserable,” she confided. “The only time I’ve seen her more upset was when Kieran disappeared. So you have to get better, because she is everything to me, and I can’t stand to see her hurting. Okay?” she held Emily’s hand in both of her own.

“I’m trying to get better, honest,” Emily agreed. “I know I need to talk about things more, and not bottle them up inside, but it’s not easy to trust people, especially when you’re thinking about jumping off buildings. I mean, think about how you would have reacted if I had confided that to you,” she pointed out.

“I would have listened,” she replied without pause. “And I still would. Any time. I’m a hail away, no more distant than that.”

Emily was surprised, and touched. “I don’t know what to say—I just never expected you to care one way or the other,” she said softly.

“Listen, if you’re really okay with the Moms getting married, I think you need to tell them that. I know they really wanted to, and I know they really do love each other. Talk to Kieran or Lenara about it, sweetie, will you?” she urged, penetrating gray eyes fervent as she drew Emily into a hug.

“I will. I’ve been such a selfish ass,” she said against Jenny’s shoulder, hugging her back. She held on longer than she intended to, but it felt so comforting, she let herself relax in Jenny’s hug. When she tried to pull away, Jenny held her there, and she relented.

“Sometimes, it’s okay to be selfish,” Jenny assured her. “But I know you want your parents to be happy, and this marriage is important to them. And I think, to be perfectly honest, Kit needs to see that it can not only happen, but it can work for them,” she cradled Emily’s head in her hand. “It’s the only way Kit will ever figure anything out for herself, Ems. If you want her back, the best thing you can do is support your moms’ decisions on this.”

Emily sighed, closing her eyes, arms around Jenny’s neck. She kissed her cheek delicately, hugging her again. “Thank you for being so kind to me. And for loving Kit so well,” she added, totally disarmed by Jenny’s demeanor.

“Don’t thank me. But do get better, soon. I think the future is going to be amazing, if we let it be.” She eased out of Emily’s arms. “Kit and Kieran are supposed to go to Cozumel at midterm break, right after exams, to go on a diving trip. Why don’t you and I go somewhere? I’ve been dying to go to Micronesia and dive there.”

Emily’s eyes lit up. “Palau? The Yap Islands? I’ve wanted to see them so much. I hear the manta rays there are just unbelievable,” she enthused. It was the most animated Jenny had ever seen her. “And the local culture is supposed to be fascinating. I’d love to go. Are you serious?”

Jenny grinned. “Of course I am. I’ll tell Kit we’re going to do it, and she’ll help us plan it. It will really jazz her up that we’re getting to know each other better, I imagine. Next time I come visit, I’ll bring PADDs with info on the islands, and accommodations, and all that. You can read through it while you’re busy being bored, how’s that?” she offered.

“That’d be great,” Emily smiled gratefully at her. “No wonder Kit is crazy about you. You’re just so sweet,” she added.

Jenny blushed. “You rest now, okay? Your mom should be here anytime, and you need to talk to her about the group marriage. She really needs your approval, Ems. Poor Lenara, she just blames all of this on herself, and she can’t stop berating herself over your troubles being all her fault,” she advised.

Emily nodded. “I’m glad you told me, Jen. Thanks. And thanks for the flowers.”

Jenny eased off the edge of the bed. “You’re welcome. Kit’s coming by later to bring your schoolwork. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She smiled at the dark-haired woman.

___________________

Lenara Kahn was just leaving Emily’s hospital room the next day when Jenny arrived with a stack of PADDs with information on Micronesia’s dive sites, hotels, tourist attractions, and culture. Lenara smiled broadly at her, wrapping her in a warm hug.

“I can’t tell you how much Emily has perked up since you offered to go diving with her,” she kissed Jenny’s cheek. “Thank you.”

Jenny grinned. “I’ve been dying to go to the Yap Islands,” she assured Lenara. “Did Ems talk to you about the wedding?”

“Yes, and thank you for that, too. I’m so relieved to know she can accept what we all want to do for each other,” she breathed. “Kieran was just sick over the cancellation, and frankly, so was I. I love them all so much.” Her eyes crinkled at the corners. “And Emily asked me to pack up her things at the house and move them to Kieran’s. I don’t know what you said to her, exactly, Jenny, but her state of mind is so much better since you visited yesterday, I can’t even begin to tell you.” She hugged Jenny again.

Jenny hugged her back. “I’m glad, Lenara. Emily is a wonderful woman, and I know she’s going to come out of this with flying colors. Kit is watching her like a hawk.”

“Honestly, I would’ve sworn the only thing that would have made Emily this happy is if she and Kit got back together. I thought that was the only thing she really wanted, the one thing she needed to snap her out of this funk. How did you get her out of the dumps?” Lenara asked, eyes twinkling.

“I—just made her believe that the future might be brighter than she thinks, that’s all,” Jenny hedged. 

“Okay, that’s about as vague as you can be, but I won’t push, if you don’t want to tell me anything specific. Whatever you’ve got in your bag of tricks, keep it up.” She squeezed Jenny’s arm gratefully.

“Just hope, that’s all,” Jenny supplied. “Everyone needs it, and sometimes, it takes someone outside looking in to show you where to find it,” she decided.

_________________

While Lenara Kahn was visiting her daughter, Robin Kahn was taking some much needed time alone with Kieran Wildman. The strain of Emily’s attempted suicide had taken its toll on everyone, but because Robin had been there to watch Kieran practically kill herself trying to save Emily, Robin’s trauma was nearly as great as Emily’s.

Robin came home in the early afternoon, and found Kieran working out in the pool, trying to get the residual stiffness from her arm. The fracture had healed, as had the soft tissues, but there was a certain inflexibility about regenerated tissue that was inexplicable, and inevitable. Up and down the lap length pool she swam, methodical, even, perfectly synchronized. Robin watched her gracefulness, realizing that it was that same athleticism that had allowed Kieran to balance her own forward motion while she had deflected Emily’s. Robin sat at the edge of the shallow end, removing her socks and shoes, rolling up her pant legs and dangling her feet in the cool water. Kieran sighted Robin’s toes as she approached and swam right up to tug on her feet before surfacing.

“Hi sweetheart,” she came up in front of the lovely counselor, hands on either side of Robin’s legs. She stretched up from the surface of the water to kiss her lover. 

“Hi,” Robin replied, kissing Kieran gently. “Mmmmm, chlorine,” she murmured, smiling.

Kieran eyed her speculatively. “You look troubled, Robbie. Out with it.” She hauled herself out of the pool to sit beside her companion, the water sheeting from her long body.

“You’re getting me wet,” Robin complained as the excess drainage soaked her thigh.

Kieran waggled her eyebrows. “Not in the manner I’d prefer,” she flirted. 

Robin gave her a feral grin. “The house is empty. Let’s go upstairs.” She jumped up and reached for Kieran’s hand. “Unless your swim wore you out.”

Kieran shook her head. “I’m never too tired for you,” she promised, following Robin to the first bedroom. Since the four women had united, they couldn’t quite break the habit of calling one bedroom Kieran and Naomi’s, and the other Robin and Lenara’s, though on any given night, anyone could be paired anywhere. Kieran figured once they were on board the Sato, or wherever they ended up, each woman could have her own bedroom, and invite whomever she pleased to share it.

Robin helped Kieran dry off, letting her hands wander at will as she ran the fluffy beach towel over Kieran’s moisture covered skin. “You still haven’t told me what’s on your mind,” Kieran reminded her.

Robin gazed up into brown, gentle eyes, her own piercing blue ones troubled. “I keep thinking about how you almost fell from the barrier wall. What you did, KT—it was really stupid,” she sighed, “but you probably saved Emily’s life. Those crash bags don’t always work, you know.”

Kieran nodded. “I do know, and that’s why I leapt for her. I swear, Robbie, I didn’t think, I didn’t weigh the decision, I just reacted. I couldn’t help myself. I didn’t mean to scare you, honey.” She smoothed her hands over the planes of Robin’s back, her voice low and sincere. “I love you so,” she kissed her forehead, “and the last thing I ever wanted to do was worry you.”

Robin closed her eyes, absorbing the sensation of Kieran’s kiss on her skin. “Worry doesn’t even half cover it. In the split second you were hanging there, a million things flashed through my head: Naomi, and how she would never recover if you died, Lenara, and how heartbroken she would be to lose you, Kit—God, Kieran, myself, and how deeply I need you. I just can’t begin to tell you how much you mean to me, and I know I tease and joke too much, but you have to know, you’re the love of my life,” she nearly choked on the words, her emotion was so strong.

“I do know,” Kieran held her close, not caring that her bathing suit was dampening Robin’s uniform. “Oh, my love, I’ve always known. And being up on that roof with you, it just dumbfounded me, how you could want me so much you’d actually thrown yourself over that barrier wall,” she cradled Robin’s head against her chest, stroking the silken tresses of light brown in her palm.

“There wasn’t a barrier wall, when I did it,” Robin corrected her. “I’m the reason they built the damned thing.”

Kieran lifted Robin’s chin with a careful finger, meeting her eyes. “It’s over now, honey, and we’re all fine. You’re not going to lose me, not again. There’s no wormhole, no Delta Quadrant—there’s nothing standing between us, I promise.” She kissed her soundly, mouth tender and loving against Robin’s.

“Get out of this cold, wet suit, please.” Robin tugged the straps over Kieran’s shoulders. “I need to be with you, I need to feel you.”

Kieran obediently peeled the suit off and finished drying herself, while Robin undressed. They slipped beneath the covers of the bed, lying together, kissing intermittently and touching each other’s faces, each intent upon touching the soul of the other. When desire won out over emotion, they moved together suggestively, bodies yearning for one another, the slow arousal growing between them. Kieran kissed Robin deeply, longingly, breaths lost in the tender interior of Robin’s mouth.

“Robbie,” she whispered, “I love you. I always have, and nothing will take me from you again. There’s something I want to offer you, because I think you’ll appreciate making love that way, more than anyone else in our union. Do you trust me, honey?”

Robin gave her a quirky smile, curious and desirous at the same time. “I trust you. What--?” she watched as Kieran rolled to the side of the bed and pulled open the drawer of the nightstand. 

She removed the SED from its carrying case, affixed it to herself, and gauged Robin’s reaction.

“You said you would never—when I asked you to, on Enterprise—” Robin was stunned.

“I’ve gotten over my prejudices, since then,” Kieran smiled seductively at her. “Do you want to try it?”

Robin’s eyes widened at the audacity of the device, standing proudly erect. She felt a rush of wetness between her legs, anticipating. “Can you—feel anything from making love that way?” she asked, eyes growing ever more heavily lidded as she contemplated the way it would feel for her.

“It’s very intense. There’s an internal sensor for me, and it transmits the sensations from the phallus to my body, as if I were really—endowed this way,” she explained. She held up the sensor, showing it to Robin. “It’s set on the lowest sensitivity, but believe me, it’s very potent. I’ve never been able to adjust to even the next setting, it’s so intense.”

“That fits inside you?” Robin asked, taking the sensor from her.

Kieran nodded. “Are you interested?”

“Definitely,” Robin nodded, trying to resist the urge to simply straddle Kieran and start thrusting. “Should I put this inside you?”

“Better let me, it helps me retain some modicum of control. It’s pretty easy to get carried away with this.”

Robin studied her thoughtfully. “You and Naomi?”

Kieran blushed. “She told me on our wedding night she wanted to try everything. So we did.”

“Has she ever used it on you?” Robin asked softly.

“Yes. On occasion. I enjoy it, though not as much as she seems to. But she does really enjoy doing that to me,” she admitted. 

“Will you let me, too?” Robin reached out with one finger to touch the device, intrigued by the texture of it.

“If you want,” Kieran agreed, though her face showed her embarrassment.

“You’re getting all shy on me,” Robin chuckled. “It’s cute as hell.”

Kieran kissed her forcefully, moving over her, positioned between her legs, taking her amusement away. “Another option,” she said huskily, “is that I leave the sensor in the drawer and then I can last as long as you want.”

Robin shuddered at Kieran’s tone. “If you wear it, how long can you last?”

Kieran grinned. “Not terribly long—maybe ten minutes. Without it, it’s just a matter of physical, as opposed to sexual exhaustion.”

“Let’s try it together, the first time,” she smiled up at her lover.

“Okay,” Kieran agreed. “If I leave you hanging, I promise, I’ll find another way to satisfy you.”

Robin touched her cheek. “You’ve never left me hanging, KT.”

Kieran inserted the oblong sensor, instantly aroused by it. She closed her eyes involuntarily.

“That intense?” Robin asked.

“It’s hard to explain. You’ll see for yourself,” Kieran’s voice had dropped an octave. She moved between Robin’s legs, balancing herself, not entering her. She kissed her tenderly, exploring her mouth, teasing with her tongue. Robin opened her mouth, tangling her fingers in Kieran’s hair, arching against the hand that had strayed between her legs to fondle her. “I was afraid you might not be ready,” Kieran smirked, “but obviously I was wrong,” she slipped her fingers into Robin, spreading them a bit.

Robin gasped at the intimate intrusion. “This is a major fantasy of mine,” she admitted. “I always wanted to do this with you, so don’t be surprised if I’m overly eager,” she lifted her hips to take Kieran’s fingers.

Kieran shifted her weight to her knees, the tip of the instrument poised at Robin’s opening, pressing gently. Robin moaned faintly, eyes closing. Kieran wiggled her hips to gain entrance, easing further inside, gradually filling the narrow passage. Robin raised her knees to bring them closer, hands grasping Kieran’s buttocks, groaning as Kieran pressed to her core. 

“Is that okay?” Kieran asked, breathless.

Robin kissed her fiercely in reply, wrapping her legs around Kieran’s back, moving in invitation, rocking subtly. “It’s good,” she breathed in Kieran’s ear. “God, KT, please,” she whispered, shuddering.

Kieran gritted her teeth, the plaintive words tearing through her. She began the slow thrusting motions that she knew would have Robin panting before long, the shaft filling her and retreating, Robin’s soft bottom spilling into her hands as she moved. 

“KT,” she arched her back, taking the full length into herself, “oh, God, yes,” she sighed, dropping her legs back to the mattress, feet planted on the surface to give her leverage. She moved in counter rhythm to Kieran’s hips, meeting her at the apex of every thrust, her walls burning from the tantalizing friction. She squeezed tightly with her muscles, and Kieran groaned in response, inadvertently increasing the tempo as her own arousal asserted itself. Robin matched the more insistent penetration, her breathing becoming labored as she forgot herself, lost in the sensations rippling in her abdomen, the heat building in her clitoris.

Kieran rested on her elbows, no longer holding Robin’s ass in her hands, trying to gain an edge on her own aching need as she rocked her hips, her own breathing betraying her desire. “Robbie,” she groaned, “oh, Robbie,” she thrust harder, making Robin grunt beneath the force of it.

Robin bit Kieran’s shoulder, whimpering against her skin, body slick with sweat now. “Kieran, oh, like that, like that,” she begged, “God, don’t stop,” she swallowed hard, muscles tensing, straining to keep pace with the rhythm Kieran had adopted, urgent, almost frantic. Robin’s legs twined around Kieran’s back, drawing her deeper inside, their bodies sliding intimately together, the penetration perfectly timed now. Robin cried out as Kieran’s cadence increased yet again, the mattress complaining beneath them, and Robin’s hands urging Kieran’s hips, moving their bodies together with demanding force. She was gasping for air, moaning, out of control, and Kieran was very close to her own climax.

“Robbie,” she pleaded, “now, Robbie, come for me,” she bit her lip, rocking their bodies together, her need fast upon her.

“Kieran!” Robin met her hips one last time, body taut and surging with her peak, fingernails raking over Kieran’s buttocks, chest heaving as she panted her release. “God, KT, yes,” she half shouted, coming in sharp relief, body going limp as Kieran came into her, rhythm lost to quick, spasmodic thrusts as she collapsed into Robin’s arms.

They lay together, gasping, bodies suffused with piercing pleasure, throbbing between their legs, leaving them spent and weak.

“I have to get it out,” Kieran reached to remove the sensor. “It’s too much afterward,” she lay it on the sheet, drawing Robin into her arms. 

“God, Kieran,” Robin curled into her, hanging on with all her might. “That was better than I ever pictured it,” she sighed, mind spent from the overpowering sensations. 

Kieran cuddled her close, feeling vulnerable and exposed. She had only trusted Naomi to see her so out of control, so single minded in her pursuit of her own release. There was something very primitive, something base about making love this way, and it took supreme effort to allow herself the indulgence of it, and to let another person share that. In those moments, when she was thrusting into her partner, mind completely irrational and focused only on her climax, she was terrified of being too rough, paralyzed by the fear that somehow, the aggressive instincts she had fostered with B'Elanna might surface in an entirely inappropriate way. Afterward, she was never certain how hard she had moved, how deep she had pushed, and whether she had injured her lover.

“Robbie?” she whispered, voice tremulous. “Did I hurt you?”

Robin’s chest swelled with love for the tenderness and protectiveness in Kieran’s tone. “Honey,” she kissed Kieran’s hand, which she held pressed against her chest, “you were perfect,” she said simply. “So—oh, God,” she groaned, “amazing. Can’t you tell by how I responded?”

Kieran kissed her hair, holding her possessively. “Love, when I’m inside you like that, I—lose awareness of you, when I’m coming, and I honestly don’t know what I do to you for those few seconds. It’s like my brain disconnects from my body, and all I know is I’m coming so hard and so good, that’s all I’m aware of. It’s utterly selfish. That’s why sometimes I won’t use the sensor, because then I’m not focused on myself, and I can just give for a change.”

Robin hugged her closer. “For a change? You say that as if you’re selfish, which you are definitely not. You’re an incredibly generous lover.” She kissed her tenderly, reassuring her.

Kieran didn’t believe her, but she didn’t argue. “My Robbie,” she sighed into their kiss, “I love making love to you. I hope you aren’t shocked by me.”

“I guess I am a little, but in a good way. I’m really impressed that you’re open to that experience, considering how adamant you were when we were engaged that you would never do that. That’s as huge as my opening to this whole situation with you and Naomi. What changed your attitude?”

Kieran kissed her softly. “Wanting more than anything to please my partner, and realizing that if I had only been open minded, with B'Elanna, I might not have had to lose her. I mean, I know on many levels she wanted someone more aggressive, but I should have tried this, at least,” she said regretfully. “When I married Naomi, I swore to myself I would do anything she wanted, before I would let myself lose her.”

“And has she made you stretch much?” Robin stroked Kieran’s chest gently, soothing her.

“Getting over my jealousy about her love for Lenara was a damned big stretch. Honestly, Robbie, when Na and I married, we didn’t expect her to live very long. When she was pronounced cured, I was immediately aware that our marriage was going to be restrictive for her, and that I would most likely not be able to hold her for long. She’s so young and so beautiful, and I knew that in all likelihood, she would leave me to explore her options. I thought, there was at least a remote chance she’d also come back, but I knew the impulse to experiment was going to come.”

“Only you never expected it would be with your ex-lover,” Robin supplied.

“I never thought I’d be that fortunate,” Kieran admitted. “This has turned out to be perfect for me. I didn’t lose Naomi, but I gained you and Lenara. And Naomi no longer has to feel like she was cheated out of dating or experimenting, because she can do that with all three of us. And hopefully, we’re diverse enough as partners to hold her interest collectively.”

Robin laughed softly. “I wonder how diverse we are, exactly, for her. She and I border on pure debauchery, at times, we can get so vulgar. Your wife loves to talk dirty,” she snickered. “But then, you always liked to be verbally seduced, too. Maybe she gets it from you.”

Kieran blushed. “I think she’s freed me, in many ways. I was reticent, sexually, before she and I became lovers. She has taught me a lot, Robbie.”

“As inexperienced as she was?” Robin was surprised.

“Even so,” Kieran nodded. “Naomi understands, instinctively, the power of words, and the provocation they can engender. She can almost make me come just by talking to me, by telling me what she’s going to do to me. Who knows why that works so well for me? I don’t understand it, in myself, but it’s part of me. She never made me feel embarrassed about it, never lorded it over me. She just knows how to use it to disarm and seduce me, and oh, my God, to give me incredible sexual release.”

“You’re certainly a lot more verbal, in your response, since you married her,” Robin agreed.

“That’s something else with her—she keeps me so raw, so exposed, I can’t mount any defenses. And that carries over, to some degree, when I’m with you or Lenara. She made me understand the real meaning of kadijir, of conqueror, because she definitely can bring me to the point of complete surrender, without much effort.”

“And you know how to do that for Lenara,” Robin said thoughtfully. “Naomi and I have been at a total loss to understand how you get Lenara to that state, where she’s sobbing your name and coming so loud the walls of the house vibrate.”

Kieran laughed. “Robbie, do you really want me to tell you? It’s no big mystery.”

Robin considered. “Part of me wants to know, and part of me wants to find out for myself.”

“Then I won’t tell you, except to give you a hint. It all comes down to patience. That’s all,” Kieran smiled. “And give yourself credit, because you make Naomi totally lose control, in ways I can’t.”

Robin laughed. “It’s all in what I said—I talk dirty to her, and she loves it. It makes her crazy.”

Kieran nodded. “Once, I told her I love to fuck her, and holy shit, Robs, she went nuts on me. It was like, that word just unleashed something in her. It almost scared me. I’ve never said it again.”

“I say it all the time. That’s what makes her go wild with me. And that’s all it is.”

“You underestimate yourself, Robin. It’s not just what you say, it’s how you say it, and it’s everything about you—your touch, your kiss, your tongue—you’re a passionate, delicious lover,” she shivered, thinking of it.

“You’re getting yourself worked up, aren’t you?” she accused, smiling. She reached for the phallus, grabbing it. “Take this off and put it on me. I want to see what the fuss is about.”

Kieran gave her a feral smile. “You asked for it.” She removed the device and showed Robin how to wear it. “Let me put the sensor in, and then you can see what I mean about the intensity of it.”

Robin yelped when the sensor was firmly lodged inside her walls. “Holy shit,” she closed her eyes.

Kieran grinned wickedly, dropping her face and taking the phallus in her mouth.

Robin gasped and cried out with the sensation. “Oh, shit, KT, how did you ever do that for so long?” 

Kieran laughed. “Lots and lots of practice, Robbie. It’s a hell of a skill to learn,” she waggled her eyebrows. “Want a lesson?”
 

Robin shivered at Kieran’s seductive tone. “I do, but I’m pretty sure I won’t be able to last longer than a couple of minutes,” she predicted. “Will you be patient with me, while I learn?”

“Of course I will,” she agreed. “Come here.” She gathered Robin into her arms, pulling them over on the mattress so that Robin was above her. “Go slow at first, and that helps,” she advised, grinning up at her lover.

Robin nodded, feeling the edge of performance anxiety. “I’m suddenly a whole lot more sympathetic about the guys I’ve been with, and how hard I was on them for having a hair trigger,” she smirked. She tested Kieran’s opening, slipping two fingers into her. “I love how you feel, KT,” she murmured, then guided the device to follow her fingers, easing inside her. “Good God,” she closed her eyes, “it’s unreal,” she admitted. “I can feel everything—how tight you are, how wet you are,” she breathed, looking into Kieran’s eyes.

Kieran gave her a knowing smile, flexing her vaginal muscles around the phallus. Robin moaned. “You can feel that too, huh?” she teased.

Robin gave her a scathing look, and thrust her hips abruptly, making Kieran gasp. “And you can feel that,” she shot back playfully.

Kieran kissed her forcefully, no longer in the mood to play, rocking her hips against Robin’s penetration. Robin balanced precariously on her knees, seeking a comfortable rhythm, an appropriate stroke length, concentrating on technique more than sensation in hopes of distracting herself enough to provide the duration Kieran would need. She tore her mouth from Kieran’s, studying her face, gauging her arousal from her expression. “Is it okay?”

Kieran quivered beneath her, nodding. “You’re—oh, God, Robs, you feel so good in me,” she gasped, arching upward to meet her hips. 

Robin knew her limits, and knew she had to push Kieran to a quick climax, or she would beat her to the finish line. Kieran had always responded to verbal cues, sexually, and Robin rested on her arms, face beside Kieran’s, where she could whisper in her ear. “Jesus, KT, you’re so hot inside,” she growled, “so ready,” she realized. “I loved what you did to me, Kieran. I came so hard,” she breathed against her ear, aware of the way Kieran’s body tensed, her immediate rise in body temperature. She groaned as Robin talked to her, walls clenching tighter. “I’ve thought about that for years, baby, for years, you making me come fucking me. I need it from you, I want it,” she panted in Kieran’s ear, thrusting harder without meaning to, her rhythm increasing in pace.

“God, Robbie,” she cried out, “take me, take me,” she wrapped her legs around Robin’s back, lengthening the penetration, “oh, I’m so close, honey, so close,” she clutched at Robin’s ass, drawing her in.

Robin knew what she herself liked, and she gave exactly that to Kieran, long, tantalizing strokes, almost to the point of losing contact, then plunging back in, fast and hard. “Come for me, Kieran,” she gritted her teeth against the pressure building in her own groin. “Oh, baby, please,” she felt her own climax threatening, “it’s too good,” she grunted, “God, I want you,” she started to lose the edge of control, her hips thundering now, frantic as her orgasm hit, and then she felt it, felt Kieran’s walls closing around her, then spasming as she came.

“Robbie, oh, my God,” Kieran rocked hard against her, body shaking as the sensation shattered, lips pressed against Robin’s ear, babbling incoherently, “fuck me, fuck me, Robbie, please.”  The words sent Robin over the same bright precipice, and she jerked spasmodically into Kieran’s body, all rhythm lost to the breaking sensation inside her.

No sooner had the frenzy abated than Robin was desperately trying to remove the sensor, and Kieran had to laugh at her urgency. “You weren’t kidding about this thing,” she complained, discarding it and rolling into Kieran’s arms.

“Robbie,” Kieran chuckled, “you’re a wonder. Your first time out, and you went longer than I ever have,” she stroked Robin’s soft brown hair in her palm, soothing her. “You made me totally lose myself, too,” she hugged her close.

“Lose yourself?” Robin didn’t understand.

“Sometimes, when I make love, if it’s really, really good for me, I lose my awareness of what’s happening when I come. Naomi says I say really explicit things, when that happens, but I never remember saying them. It’s like my focus is so totally on the pleasure, my brain does it’s own thing, I guess,” she laughed. “It embarrasses hell out of me, too, because some of the stuff she’s told me I’ve said is incredibly vulgar,” she admitted. 

Robin propped herself up on one arm, looking at her lover with utter acceptance. “You mean like begging me to fuck you?”

Kieran’s eyes widened with horror. “I didn’t,” she protested. “Robbie, don’t tease me about that,” she pleaded.

“KT,” Robin laughed at her, “honey, you did. And it’s fine. It’s just a word, like any other word. Don’t look so flipped out,” she touched Kieran’s face, kissing her softly. “I love you so much, Kieran. Your archaic sense of propriety just cracks me up.” She kissed her again.

Kieran got tears in her eyes. “I really did?” she asked, aghast.

“Sweetie, don’t cry,” Robin, took her chin between her thumb and forefinger. “Oh, Kieran, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have teased you. I didn’t mean to upset you,” she held her, rocking her. “We need to talk about this, KT. What is it about that word that upsets you? It seems to just be that one,” she noted, going into therapist mode.

“No, there are lots of them,” Kieran admitted. “I can’t stand words that degrade a woman’s body parts, either.”

“Like what?” Robin pressed.

“You know, Robbie,” Kieran flinched. “I can’t even say them out loud, they are so wrong,” she snuggled into Robin’s shoulder, feeling exposed.

“Ah,” Robin finally understood. “You hate words like fuck, and cunt, and tits?”

Kieran nodded, swallowing hard.

“You don’t know why?” Robin prompted her. “Because I do.”

“You do? Tell me, then, Robbie, because I almost get sick when I hear those words—it’s a totally visceral reaction, very negative,” she wanted to understand. “Except when I’m aroused, those words really work in a good way for me, which is confusing, and then when Naomi tells me I’ve said them, I feel so ashamed I could die.”

“Honey, don’t you remember? P’Arth used to say those things to you. You told me that, when we were engaged. You must have blocked it out, but I distinctly remember being in bed together, and I told you I wanted you to fuck me, and you just closed up on me. I finally got you to admit it was because P’Arth said horrible things to you.”

“I told you that?” Kieran had no recollection of the conversation. 

“Yes. She used to tell you—wait, do you want to remember this? Outside of a therapeutic setting?” she asked, concerned.

“You’ll hold me, and let me cry if I need to, won’t you Robs?” she asked meekly.

“Always, honey, you know I will.”

Kieran sighed. “Then tell me.”

“P’Arth used to tell you you’re a worthless cunt, a P’taQ. She raped you, once, and the whole time she was telling you how she knew you liked to be fucked. Honey, you don’t remember telling me any of that?” Robin was worried that Kieran’s mind had closed off that part of her life. “When that happened, that was when Kate Pulaski hid you from P’Arth at her house, because P’Arth beat you so badly, she shattered your jaw and broke your arm in three places.”

“P’Arth—raped me? I told you that?” Kieran did not recall it at all.

“You most certainly did, in graphic detail. Kieran, it was right before we got engaged. We were drinking blood wine, and got pretty loaded, and started fooling around, and after I said that to you, you totally weirded out and you told me the whole story. Wait—it was the night we went to the film festival on Enterprise, where they showed The Day the Earth Stood Still. Remember?”

Kieran thought hard. “I remember watching the movie, and thinking it was about the dumbest thing I’d ever seen. I remember holding your hand, and thinking you were so gorgeous, and wishing we were anywhere but in that silly movie screening. I vaguely remember drinking in your quarters, but the rest—I’m sorry, Robbie, I don’t.” She bit her lip, tears threatening. “Do you think I need to go through therapy, to get the memories back?”

Robin held her closer. “Baby, I can’t decide that for you. But Kieran, I know for sure the memories are in there, because when you were going through your neuroregenerative therapy, there was one day when you came back and you were crying about it. You just kept telling me ‘she hurt me, she hurt me’ and that’s all you could say, back then. Your speech was pretty limited. I guess you put up quick defenses against the memory,” she speculated. 

Kieran drew a shuddering breath. “I’m always pushing Kit, and making her face this stuff in her past, but when it comes to me, look at what a coward I am. She’d be so ashamed of me,” she hid her face, starting to cry.

“Kit loves you, Kieran, and she understands better than anyone how hard it is to dredge up this shit. She would never, ever be ashamed of you. Dear God, KT, you should have seen her after you disappeared in the wormhole. She was a complete mess. We couldn’t get her to eat, or sleep, or even take a shower half the time. She was at Lenara’s lab for days on end, reworking the equations, reliving the accident, running simulation after simulation. When Amanda went to commit her, she said Kit smelled so bad she almost couldn’t get near her.”

“My Kit? The one that showers twice a day?” Kieran couldn’t believe it.

“Yeah, your Kit. Honey, she loves you unconditionally. You’re her hero. And you know she would be your cheering section for anything you decide to do, whether you want to confront these issues or keep them buried.” 

“I’m not asking you to decide for me, but as a therapist, do you think I should be working on those things?”

She considered awhile longer. “I think you ought to confront them, because they are interfering with your sexual response. If your brain has to take a hiatus in the middle of an orgasm, that’s not right,” she concluded.

Kieran nodded. “Okay. Who do you recommend, at the Center?”

Robin hugged her. “I’m so proud of you, KT. I really am. I think Amy Scott is good with abuse. She’s as good as me, anyway,” she said honestly. “I’ll make you an appointment.”

“Okay. Thanks.”

Kieran settled into Robin’s embrace, wishing she could just sleep. But those ugly, hurtful words just screamed in her brain.

_________________

Kieran Wildman made her way to the psychiatric ward where Emily Kahn was a patient, bringing a box of white chocolate, a stuffed bear, and a festive bouquet of balloons for the depressed cadet.  Emily actually smiled when Kieran pushed through the doors.

“Damn, Ems, that’s the best thing I’ve seen all week,” she made her way over to her bedside.

“What is?” Emily kissed her cheek.

“Your smile, sweetheart. These are for you,” she handed her the gifts, hoisting herself up beside Emily on the bed. “Got room for me up here?”

“Mom, of course I do,” Emily immediately settled into her arms.

Kieran’s throat tightened. Emily had never called her Mom before. “I guess you’re working on this group marriage concept, if you’re finally going to accept me as your mother,” she kissed Emily’s hair. “I love how that sounds, sweetie.”

“It sounds good to me, too,” she agreed. “And I am working on it. I saw how happy you all were, and I don’t want to be a reason for you to miss out on that happiness.”

“Ems,” Kieran held her tenderly, “I just love you so much. We all do. We want you to come home, and live with us in the big house, where we can all help you and be with you and love you.” Kieran sighed happily, grateful that Emily was getting better. “And you said you wanted to do something for me. Well, there is something I need from you,” she opened.

“Okay. Tell me,” Emily replied eagerly.

“It’s—kind of hard, Ems. Remember when you and Kit first got together, I told you about that Klingon I dated that beat me?” Kieran’s face darkened with the words.

“I remember it perfectly. Her name was P’Arth and she was a royal PtaQ,” Emily defended her friend. “Why?”

“I don’t want to be too explicit, but, well, I figured out with Robbie’s help that I still have some buried memories about that, and some triggers that make me shut down because they bring those memories back. And I’m going to have to go into therapy for it, because I think, now that I have a huge support network, I can actually confront those memories.”

“How do I fit in with all of this?” Emily touched her face sympathetically.

“I need your support, sweetie. I need to have someone I can talk to about it, because you totally understand it—you and Kit. Can you handle it, if I need to vent a little?” she asked shyly. “I mean, only if you’re sure it won’t interfere with your own recovery.” Kieran knew full well that helping her would be the balm Emily needed to feel useful.

“Of course I’ll handle it, Mom. It’s fine. It won’t set me back, I promise. Can you tell me about your triggers?” she asked, immediately interested.

Kieran snuggled into her, and told her everything she could remember, and the parts Robin had filled in, and the speculation about what was hiding in her psyche. And then she trusted Emily with the words that set her off.

Emily breathed raggedly, stroking Kieran’s hair. “You have got to tell Kit this, too, because she has triggers with those same words, Mom. It’s uncanny. Kenny used to say those awful things to her, and she just cannot deal with explicit words, now.”

Kieran sighed, leaning her head on Emily’s shoulder. “You kids are so amazing. I’m such a coward, trembling in my boots just thinking about telling anyone about this.”

“Hey,” Emily hugged her, smiling. “Mom, you just did tell someone about it.”

Kieran lifted her head, meeting Emily’s dark eyes, smiling at her. “Hey, you’re right. I did.” 

_________________

Emily Kahn was released from the medical center the next day, though she was still in outpatient treatment three times a week. She moved into Kieran’s house, into her new room, and started studying for midterm exams. Kieran worked with her to get her caught up, as did Lenara, Naomi, Kit and Jenny.  In light of her state of mind, Emily was released from her quad responsibilities and obligation. After a conference with Admiral Brand, Jenny and Kit were released, as well, and they moved into Kieran’s house, where the entire clan could stick close to Emily, to help her with her recovery.

Emily was more surprised than anyone when she actually passed her exams, and though her grades weren’t as stellar as they had been before, no one criticized her or pushed, least of all her chair, Commander Callas, who was busy taking an emergency course in crisis detection and intervention. Robin Kahn was teaching the course, which was a four-week seminar that began after the midterm break.  The Kahns and Wildmans kicked into high gear to plan their wedding, while Kit, Jenny and Emily went diving in Micronesia together. The three young women were becoming very close-knit, and Kit was starting to see what Jenny had seen already—that the boundaries between them were not so absolute, after all. Kit had actually canceled her trip to Cozumel with Kieran to have the time with Jenny and Emily, which Kieran fully encouraged. 

Naomi and Jenny both worked on Kit, opening her eyes as subtly as they could to the possibilities, and after only a few weeks living with all four moms, it wasn’t a difficult revelation for Kit. She had seen the love between the four women, the compassion and the devotion they felt for one another, and although it took some adjusting to get used to seeing Kieran and Naomi kissing Lenara and Robin every morning, after a bit of desensitization, it seemed natural to Kit. She didn’t start, any longer, when she found Lenara and Naomi cuddling on the couch, talking about research, or when she saw Robin coaxing Kieran into one of the bedrooms after dinner. She and Jenny stopped trying to figure out who was making who moan in the middle of the night, and they stopped giggling with Emily whenever the three were hanging out in Kit’s room and overheard the lovers’ amorous sounds. 

The three younger women stayed up until all hours, studying, planning dive trips, talking about things. Emily was more at ease living in the Wildman home than she ever thought she would be, and was remarkably comfortable with Kit and Jenny, even when she had to return to her own room because the other two needed time alone. Somehow, it didn’t feel awkward, and Kit and Jenny never made her feel like an outsider. More than once, Emily fell asleep on Kit’s bed in the middle of a late study session, and the three women slept curled around each other.

One night, as Emily slept beside them, Kit turned to Jenny. “Do you think this is how it started with the Moms?” she asked.

Jenny grinned. “You mean one of them falling asleep in the other’s bed?”

Kit laughed. “No, Corrinne, don’t be a nimrod. I mean like the three of us are, so close?”

“Yes, I think that’s exactly what happened. They were close every way but sexually, and so they decided to explore that, too. After all, Kieran had already been lovers with all three of them. We all saw how attracted they were to each other—why wouldn’t they be? Kieran always did say attraction is the better part of friendship,” Jenny said softly, so as not to awaken Emily.

“I guess,” Kit murmured.

“And Kieran never stopped being in love with Robbie or Lenara, just because she married Naomi. Just like you’re still in love with Emily,” Jenny said pointedly, “even though you’re engaged to me.”

Kit studied her eyes, for once not denying the true extent of her feelings for Emily. “Does it hurt you, that I still love her?”

Jenny touched Kit’s face tenderly. “Not anymore. It did, at first,” she admitted. “But Naomi really helped me get over the jealousy, and she told me how things evolved with her and Kieran, with regard to Lenara. That helped a lot, hearing that from her. And I started to think, maybe, that’s what’s supposed to happen with us,” she ventured, gauging Kit’s reaction.

“You mean the three of us?” Kit asked quietly.

Jenny nodded. “You still love her, and she wants you, just as much, Kyle,” she said persuasively. “I figured out, when Ems was in the hospital, that I either had to open my heart to you both, or lose you to each other.”

“You wouldn’t have lost me, Jen,” Kit assured her. “I promised you forever, and nothing can change that,” she contended, kissing her intently.

Jenny kissed her back, her response immediate and aching. “I want you,” she breathed against Kit’s cheek, hugging her close.

“Then I’ll wake Ems up and ask her to leave,” she offered, kissing Jenny again.

“You could wake her up and ask her if she wants to stay,” Jenny said softly. “You don’t have to pretend you don’t want her, Kyle. I can see that you do,” she added.

“The question is, do you want her?” Kit swallowed hard. “Because if you don’t, there’s no way I’m opening that can of worms, Corey.”

Jenny nodded slowly. “I do. I want to be with her. I think it could save her life, Kit. She really needs you, and she loves you so much. But I’m too in love with you to just walk away, and let you be with her, even though that would be simpler.”

“It might be simpler, but I want you in my life, I want this relationship,” Kit asserted. “Damn, Corey, I love you so much. I can’t lose you.” She kissed her passionately. “Don’t leave me,” she whispered between kisses.

“I’m not going anywhere, honey,” Jenny promised her. “But I think we have to stretch, together, and make her part of this, because I don’t think you’re happy without her this close to us. Are you?”

Kit’s eyes filled with tears. “I love her,” she admitted. “And I want her, still. I’m so sorry,” she apologized. “I know I swore I’d never do this sort of thing, I professed to totally not understand how Mom could do this, but now I get it,” she started to cry. “And I’m so afraid you’re going to tell me this was some test that I failed, and you can’t really do this,” she buried her face in Jenny’s shoulder.

“Honey, don’t cry,” Jenny whispered tenderly. “It wasn’t a test. It was sincere. I know you love Emily, and so do I. We need each other, all three of us. I’m willing to try it, if you are,” she held her breath.

“And if I’m not? If I can’t?” Kit asked, frightened.

“Then we’ll forget I ever said anything at all,” she assured her, “chalk it up to a momentary lapse in sanity.”

Kit drew a shuddering breath, letting it out slowly. “I’m scared, Corey.”

Jenny laughed. “Like I’m not?”

“How do we—ask her?” Kit wondered.

“You’re sure this is what you want?” Jenny asked gently. Kit nodded. “Then do you trust me?” Again, Kit nodded. “Okay,” she affirmed. 

Emily was sleeping between Jenny and the wall of the queen-sized bed, and Jenny turned away from Kit, toward Emily. She watched the dark haired woman sleeping, her perfect lips parted slightly as she breathed, face peaceful. “God, Kit, look at her,” she murmured, awed. “Have you ever seen her look so contented, since the day she tried to kill herself?”

Kit scooted up behind Jenny, resting her head on Jenny’s body. “She looks so calm,” she agreed. 

Jenny smiled, leaning toward Emily, kissing her. Emily stirred momentarily, not awake, still dreaming. Jenny kissed her more insistently, cupping Emily’s face in her hand, parting her lips with the tip of her tongue. “Ems,” she whispered, kissing her again, “wake up,” she urged her. Jenny deepened their kiss, feeling Emily’s response and awareness.

“Jen?” she whispered. “What?”

“Do you have any idea how much I love you?” Jenny asked her, kissing her again. “How much Kit loves you? How much we both want to be with you?”

Emily tangled her fingers in Jenny’s hair, pulling the athletic woman on top of her. “No, tell me,” she breathed, arching into Jenny’s kiss, opening her lips to take Jenny’s tongue. “God, Jen,” she gasped as Jenny kissed her throat, nipping at the soft flesh. “Tell me,” she groaned.

Jenny pressed her forehead against Emily’s, eyes closed, pulse racing. “I love you, Emily. I want you so much I could scream,” she murmured, kissing her again, the heat raging between them instantly.

Emily deepened their kiss, tongue avid in Jenny’s mouth, searching, aching. “Jenny,” she whispered, “I love you, too. I want you just as much,” she promised, peering up into eyes so white, it made her think of snow.

“Kit,” Jenny urged, “tell her,” she moved off of Emily’s smaller frame, lying beside her, so that Emily was between them both.

“It’s true, Ems,” Kit drew Emily into powerful arms, kissing her in turn. “I love you. I always have. I need you. Will you?” she asked, heart thundering so hard she could barely breathe.

Jenny took Emily’s hand, drawing it to her lips, kissing her fingers. “Please, Ems,” she closed her eyes against the rush of emotion. 

Emily looked at them each in turn, bewildered. “You—love me?” she was fully awake now, eyes dark with her own feelings, afraid to believe. “Jenny,” she turned toward piercing arctic eyes, searching them. “you really do?” she touched Jenny’s face, thinking she had never felt anything so soft.

“Honey,” Jenny kissed her deeply, “I really do,” she assured her, voice hoarse.

“And you’re okay with that?” she asked Kit.

Kit smiled at her. “I’m so okay I could do back flips,” she laughed. “I’ve been wanting to say something for so long, but I was too terrified Jenny would leave me if I did.”

Emily swallowed hard. “Then I will,” she agreed. 

Jenny leaned over and kissed her tenderly. “Thank you,” she hugged Emily close.

Emily was even more puzzled. “Why are you thanking me?” she kissed Jenny sweetly, gazing intently into her eyes.

“Because you could have said no, and broken my heart, and Kit’s,” she admitted, eyes filling. 

Emily kissed her forehead. “Sweetie, don’t cry,” she whispered. “Oh, Jen, please,” she held her close. “How could I turn down the best backcourt the Academy has ever had?” she teased. 

Jenny smiled at that. “I guess you couldn’t, because you didn’t,” she curled into Emily’s side, arm draped over her torso. 

Kit reached out and entwined her fingers with Jenny’s, watching them slide together. “I love you both so much, I could just burst with it,” she breathed. “Now I understand why Mom was so happy, when Robbie and Lenara said they would be with Mom and Naomi,” she realized. 

“Me, too,” Emily agreed, pulling Kit closer for a kiss. “And I thought they were all crazy. What did I know?”

Kit kissed her passionately, remembering how they had discovered sex together, all the times they had made love, their first time in Florida. “Enough to make the right choice,” she replied, kissing her again. 

“Well, I guess it’s a good thing one of us is a progressive thinker,” she laughed. “Because when I was in the hospital, Jenny told me she thought this might be the best solution for you,” she said to Kit.

“Solution?” Kit asked faintly.

“To loving us both,” Jenny put in. “I told Emily I was going to do exactly what Naomi was telling me to do—open my heart to Emily, get closer to her, so that you might figure out you could actually be happy, honey,” she said to Kit. 

“Naomi knew about this?” Kit was stunned.

“I told her I knew how you feel about Emily, and how scared I was of it, that I might lose you to each other. And she told me the best way to prevent that was to learn to love Emily as much as you do, because that’s what she did with Lenara—learned to love her as much as Kieran did.”

Emily nodded. “Jenny told me she was going to make you confront your feelings for me,” she advised Kit. “She wanted you to have to decide what to do about them, even if she had to risk losing you, because your happiness was at stake,” she recalled. “And at the time, I thought she’d never really do it, if it meant she might lose you.”

“Well,” Kit touched Emily’s face, “how do you feel about it?”

Emily lifted Jenny’s chin and kissed Jenny passionately, exploring her mouth, inciting her arousal. She pulled away, leaving Jenny breathless. “I love you, Jenny,” she said sincerely. Then she turned back to Kit. “You, I never stopped loving,” she kissed her warmly.

“Good,” Kit kissed her lovingly. “Because Jenny and I are both inexperienced, compared to you. You’re going to have to walk us through this, I imagine,” she grinned.

“Now, wait,” Emily protested, laughing. “I’ve never done—this, before,” she indicated the three of them. “I’m as clueless as you are,” she contended. 

Jenny waggled her eyebrows. “You think it’s complex with three? Try to picture all four of them, at one time,” she started to laugh. “I bet body parts get mixed up all the time,” she was delighted when Kit and Emily started to laugh, too. “Robbie, is this your—oops, nope, that’s Naomi’s,” she mocked them.

Kit and Emily were howling. 

“I could’ve sworn that one was yours,” she went on. “Whose fingers are these?”

They sobered when Kit said “Is it even anatomically possible, without pairing into twos?”

Each of the young women pictured various scenarios, discarding them mentally one by one. Then at one time, they hit on the right combination, and chorused, “yep, it can be done.” 

“If four can work, surely three can,” Kit decided, grinning wickedly and reaching for Emily’s buttons.

Jenny reached across Emily’s body and untucked Kit’s t-shirt. “We’re creative, we’ll think of something,” she agreed. 

Jenny watched in utter fascination as Kit opened Emily’s blouse with one hand, all the while kissing her, teasing her, tongue darting over her lips. Emily gasped as gentle fingers worked at the front clasp of her bra, freeing her breasts, and Jenny’s mouth eagerly found one, then the other. Kit nipped at Emily’s earlobe, whispering, “you have no idea what you’re in for, Ems.”

Emily groaned as Jenny loved her nipples, more aroused that Kit was watching. “Sam,” she kissed her hard, “oh, God, she’s good,” she dug her fingers into Kit’s shoulder, fighting not to cry out.  “You have on way too much clothing,” she complained, “both of you,” she pushed Jenny’s face away, rolling onto one side to kiss her heatedly, nimble fingers opening closures for her pants and her blouse, urging her to remove them. “Jenny,” she ravished her throat and chest, “I want to feel you, I need to see you,” she begged. 

Within moments, the three women were naked together, kissing each other in turn, moving together, loving each other. Kit moved Emily onto her side, facing Jenny, while Kit contoured Emily’s backside, kissing her shoulders, her back, smoothing her hands over her silky buttocks. Jenny drew Emily’s leg over her hip, delicate fingers finding her wetness, stroking softly. Emily whimpered as Jenny touched her, muffling the sound of her arousal by kissing Jenny fiercely. Kit reached around Emily’s side, fondling her nipples, kissing her neck, breathing against her cheek. “Ems,” she whispered, “don’t fight yourself,” she urged. “Let go. Really let go, for once. Don’t Jenny’s fingers feel good? Isn’t her touch making you crazy?” she incited her need.

“God,” Emily cried out, “oh, Jenny, touch me,” she pleaded. “It’s so good,” she gasped.

Kit reached between her buttocks, finding her opening, sliding two fingers in deep. “Hold on to me, Emily,” she encouraged her. “Hold on tight.”

Jenny eased down Emily’s body, finding her nipples once again, suckling sweetly, fingers dancing over her labia, teasing her, glancing lightly over her clitoris, not lingering there. Kit’s fingers slipped out and pressed back in again, driving Emily to the edge of blinding need.

“Please,” she gasped, “Jenny, please, touch me,” she tangled her fingers in Jenny’s hair, holding her head against aching breasts. 

Jenny smiled around one hard nipple, fingers skating over her clitoris. “There, Ems?” she taunted.

“Yes, oh, God, don’t tease me,” she growled, body rigid and nearing its peak.

Jenny moved further down Emily’s body, turning headfirst, parting Emily’s legs to press her face there. Emily jolted sharply as Jenny’s mouth enveloped her, tongue insistent against her clitoris, fluttering wildly over the distended flesh. Emily cried out as she came, her body shuddering, Kit’s fingers providing the platform, then fragmenting yet again as Jenny sucked softly on her clit. She moaned Jenny’s name over and over, coming again, spent and sobbing. Jenny moved to kiss her, to hold her, and Kit spooned her from behind, letting her fingers slide free. The three women clung to each other, letting Emily recover herself, breaths evening out, body gone fluid between the sheltering embrace of both her lovers.

“Sweetie,” Kit murmured against the perfect pink flesh of Emily’s shoulders, “are you okay?”

Emily sighed. “I’m boneless,” she replied. “Gelatinous.”

Jenny kissed her forehead tenderly. “That’s good, right?”

“It’s ultra good,” she said tiredly. 

“You sleep, now,” Jenny whispered. 

“I love you both,” Emily was already dozing off.

Kit smiled over Emily’s body, making eye contact with Jenny. “I knew you’d put her under,” she grinned.

Jenny waggled her eyebrows. “You’re next,” she quirked her finger, motioning Kit to her side of the bed. 

“Promise?” Kit crawled off the bed, moved down to the foot, and crawled back up beside Jenny.

“Oh, no doubt,” Jenny kissed her hard. “I know that got you hot and bothered,” she reached between Kit’s legs, finding her extremely wet. “Yeah, very bothered,” she smiled at her lover.

“God, Jen,” Kit groaned, “it did. Watching you touch her, it just made me crazy, and listening to her want you,” she shuddered, “it was unreal.”

“The things you were saying to her made me react,” Jenny agreed. “I think that’s what got her really going, too.”

Kit kissed her deeply, the need immediate upon them. “It’s just that I know how good you are. And how good you would be for her,” she breathed, moving Jenny onto her back. “You’re an amazing lover, Jen,” she complimented her between kisses. “So amaze me, now,” she invited her, finding Jenny’s cleft with her fingers. Jenny slipped her hand between Kit’s legs, too, and they moved together, sliding over each other’s caress. “I love when we do this,” Kit breathed into Jenny’s kiss. 

“I love that you taught me this,” Jenny kissed her fiercely, groaning into Kit’s mouth. 

It took very little to push them over the edge, and they reached the pinnacle within seconds of one another, each startled at how ready they were, and how quickly. They held each other afterward, talking well into the night about their future.

“Does this mean we’re all getting married?” Kit asked Jenny, lying in her arms.

“Do you want to?” Jenny asked in reply. 

Kit considered momentarily. “I suppose the prudent thing is to see how this goes, before we make a big commitment, except I think Emily needs that from us. I think we’re like a life raft for her. I really think one of the reasons she went crazy with dating other people is because she was so insecure about everything. She wanted to get married when we went to Australia, and I wouldn’t, because I knew it would hurt Kieran if I did something that big without her there. Ems never really forgave me, and it started to eat away at our relationship. That’s when the issue over kids came up, too, and that was the second big blow for her. I think she saw kids as a way to hold us together, if anything ever went wrong, and as a security blanket. Given all that, I think we need to make a commitment to her, and soon.”

“Then we will,” Jenny agreed immediately. “But in a month, Kyle, she’s going to be your sister.”

“I’ll talk to Mom,” Kit asserted. “There has to be a legal way around that. Kieran will find it. I know she will.”

“How the hell are we going to tell them about this?” Jenny was suddenly afraid. “I mean, Na won’t be surprised, but I didn’t exactly ask Lenara and Robbie’s permission to get involved with Ems, or to marry her.”

Kit shook her head. “They won’t oppose us. They know how much Emily needs this from us. They’ll be happy for us, you wait and see.”

Jenny was thinking hard. “I know I promised Lenara I wouldn’t marry you until we graduate, but if we did it now, with Emily, that would solve the sister thing,” she opined. “Maybe they’d make an exception?”

“We should talk to them. I think if we do this now, it’s like a safety net for Emily. It’s insurance. Robbie will get it, if no one else does.”

“You’re sure Ems will say yes?” Jenny asked softly.

“Pretty sure. How could she say no to a gorgeous woman like you?” Kit flirted. “Especially after you melted her warp core?”

Jenny giggled. “That was fun. I can’t wait to try that again,” she hid her face in Kit’s shoulder. “Am I awful?”

Kit kissed her sweetly. “Not at all. I can’t wait either. Honey?” she whispered.

“Yeah, Kyle?” Jenny was drifting off.

“I love you, Corrinne. This is the most wonderful thing anyone’s ever done for me,” she hugged her.

“Baby, what else was there to do? Let you agonize over her the rest of our lives? This is a hundred times better.”

“I think as soon as Ems goes to school in the morning, we should go get her engagement ring. I’ll pay for it, since I have a surplus of money, and I’m the one that really caused this whole thing to be necessary.”

“Kit,” Jenny scolded, “I love her. I’ll go in halves with you. First thing. But let’s talk to Lenara and Robbie first, and your moms. I won’t feel right, otherwise.”

“Agreed. First thing.”

__________________

Kieran Wildman sat on the couch, reading through a journal article for her doctoral studies. Robin Kahn was lying in her arms, reading the same article from a separate PADD. Naomi Wildman sat at her piano, notating music, but not playing yet. Lenara Kahn was at the living room workstation, checking her comm mail. 

The sounds of lovemaking were prevalent in the house, and as Emily’s voice drifted down the stairwell, urging Jenny to touch her, Kieran smirked. “I win the bet,” she announced. “I told you it wouldn’t take until Christmas,” she laughed triumphantly. “Pay up, you losers,” she gloated.

Robin obediently laid the PADD she was reading aside. “You want your winnings right now?” she grinned.

“Hell yeah, right now,” Kieran agreed.

Lenara and Naomi helped Robin up from the couch, then Kieran. “Which bedroom?” they asked in unison.

“You pick, I don’t care,” Kieran laughed.

“You know, I really didn’t want all of us to be together until the honeymoon,” Naomi protested. “But I suppose a bet is a bet.” 

Kieran stopped them all. “Are you serious, Na?” she was concerned.

“Yes,” Naomi replied. “I thought it would be nice if the first time all four of us made love was on Trill. I don’t know why, I just did.”

Kieran smiled affectionately at her wife. “I think that’s sweet, honey. We’ll wait, then. I want it to be perfect for you, for all of us. I just couldn’t resist bragging about the trio upstairs,” she smiled.

Lenara pouted. “I’m still not sure about how good it is for Emily,” she voiced her misgivings. “She could get hurt so badly, if it doesn’t work out.”

Robin took Lenara in her arms. “Honey, it will work. This is Kit and Jenny we’re talking about. They are solid as bedrock, and they love Emily. Unless Emily finds a way to fuck this up, all by herself, I think this is exactly what she needs.”

“I’m with Robs, on this one,” Kieran chimed in. “Kit told me that the only reason she and Emily started having real problems is that she refused to marry Ems when they were in Australia. Ems couldn’t believe in the relationship, after that, no matter what Kit said or did. I think Kit knows she has to be Emily’s safe harbor, and that the only way to be that for Emily is to get married, fast. We have to be ready for that. We have to support it, if they want that,” she insisted.

“Absolutely,” Naomi agreed. “Emily needs that reassurance. Kit and Jenny will give it to her, I know they will. And we have to give them all our blessing,” she said pointedly to the Trill. “Don’t we, Nara?”

Lenara regarded them all, saw Robin nodding. “Okay. I trust the judgment of the three psychologists on this one. As long as Emily stays off the Admin building roof, I’m happy.”

Just then they heard Emily groan. Kieran grinned. “Sounds like Emily is the happy one,” she quipped.

Naomi giggled. “I know for sure Kit’s good,” she referred to her hallucinations. “And I bet Jenny is just as good, from the sound of things,” she winked at Robin, laughing softly as Emily said Jenny’s name repeatedly.

Kieran met Lenara’s gaze. “I think you need to be distracted, shar cha’malar’on,” she touched the Trill’s cheek. “Come let me give you the venath’mir,” she offered. “I’ll run a nice hot bath for you, open a good bottle of wine—how does that sound?”

Lenara smiled gratefully. “Like cha’mir,” she took Kieran’s hand. “Would you two like some wine, too?” she asked their companions.

“I’d like the hot bath, too,” Robin sighed. “But wine will do.”

“No, Robbie, I’ll run your bath,” Naomi volunteered. “And when you’re done, we can all sit together and share the bottle. How’s that?”

“Even better,” Lenara agreed. 

________________

Kit and Jenny saw Emily off to school, then made breakfast for the whole clan, even though none of their roommates were awake yet. Kit and Jenny had Fridays free, since most of their classes were command track, and Fridays were reserved for holodeck simulations. They decided to make up the simulations the following week, and take time to discuss their situation.

“Are you as scared as I am?” Jenny asked Kit.

Lenara Kahn had just entered the kitchen. “Scared about what?” she demanded, making both the young women jump. The Trill enjoyed the disconcerted looks they both wore. “Bad dreams?” she supplied, giving them a ready-made lie.

Jenny wasn’t about to lie. “No, Lenara. Kit and I need to talk to all of you, the whole mom contingent. I’ll explain once they’re all up. How do you like your eggs?”

“Scrambled, just like everyone upstairs. You might as well make them all that way. I’ll do the toast,” she offered. “Is there coffee?”

“Always,” Kit agreed. “I’ll pour you a cup,” she served her future mother-in-law.

When the entire house was up and seated in the dining room over breakfast, Kit and Jenny gave each other a meaningful look and Kit said “Jenny and I need to talk to you all.”

Kieran smiled at her lovers, a smug satisfaction playing on her lips. “Go ahead, honey,” she encouraged her daughter. “We’re all listening.”

“I promised Lenara and Robbie that Kit and I wouldn’t get married until we graduate,” Jenny began. “But I think we need to discuss that.”

“Okay,” Kieran nodded. “Do you want to get married sooner?”

“Yes,” Kit chimed in. “Because we want to ask Emily to marry us, too, and she needs that security, right now. Not when we graduate. I think it’s clearly in her best interest,” she reasoned.

“Kit and I are convinced Emily needs that stability, and we want to give it to her,” Jenny put in, thinking she needed to persuade them. “We love her, Lenara,” she addressed the Trill directly. “We want to take care of her. None of us want to risk another rooftop incident. And really, this just means we’d be getting married a few months before your deadline. I promise, we’ll still graduate—all of us.”

Kieran made eye contact with her adult companions. “We talked it over last night, and we agree, you should all get married, sooner than later,” she saw both girls sigh with relief. “You’re right, Ems needs that commitment, and that stability. We’re thrilled that you both understand that, and you’re willing to take such a leap of faith after one night with her,” she took Kit’s hand. “It’s very insightful of you both to see what Emily needs is this foundation with you.”

Robin nodded agreement. “You gave her back her will to live, both of you. With you two supporting her, and the four of us, she should finally be able to find her equilibrium, and look inside herself for her reason to live. But she needs you to be her grounding force, to be able to start to do that. We couldn’t be more willing to let you break your promise,” she said to Jenny. 

“The other thing,” Kit said thoughtfully, “is that if we get married before you guys do, Emily won’t ever be my sister,” she explained. 

Kieran laughed. “Adoptive children can marry each other, Kit. You never had to worry about that.”

Lenara’s eyes widened. “I wish someone had told me that,” she crossed her arms petulantly. “Emily was most angry with our engagement because she was afraid of being Kit’s sister, with their history.”

Kit smiled. “It would have alleviated some stress, Mom,” she scolded her. “Jenny, let’s go shopping. I want to get Emily’s ring before she comes home for lunch.”

Jenny nodded eagerly. “I’m ready,” she folded her napkin and pushed away from the table. “May we be excused?” she asked politely.

Kieran smirked. “You’re excused,” she said fondly. “Only come kiss me goodbye, both of you,” she insisted. She hugged them each in turn, kissing their cheeks. “Congratulations. Not just on your engagement, but on your open mindedness, and your willingness to rearrange your lives for Emily. I think you’ll both find out it was worth the effort.”

Kit hugged her mother. “Do you have any sage advice, having had two wives yourself?”

“Actually I do. The most important thing is to never stop having your individual relationships with each other. You need to establish those independencies early on, and maintain them. It takes supreme strength to get beyond the jealousy of that, but it’s necessary. Do it right away, Kit. That’s my sage advice,” she held Kit’s hand. “Damn, I hate that you’re leaving the nest, kiddo,” she started to tear up.

“Leaving? I’m not leaving, I’m just bringing my wives with me,” Kit grinned. “Unless you want us to leave?”

“Never,” Kieran assured her. “Though I expected you to tell us all the reasons why you wanted to,” she was surprised.

“Not at all,” Jenny put in. “Emily needs all of us. Don’t you think?”

“I do,” Lenara offered. “And I’d be grateful if you didn’t take her away so soon. I need to hover, awhile longer.”

“Good, then,” Kit smiled. “We have to go buy diamonds. See you later.” She took Jenny’s hand. “How are we going to propose to her?” she asked.

Jenny laughed. “I don’t know—take her to Bali, like I did with you?”

Kit grinned. “We could go tonight,” she giggled.

The four adults exchanged smiles as they overheard the young lovers scheming. “That went well,” Naomi said proudly. “I think we make a great parenting team.”

Robin nodded. “I agree. And I’m glad you brought it up, because I want to get pregnant.”

The women stared in stunned silence. 

“Where is my supportive harem?” she asked impatiently.

“I was sort of hoping we could settle into the marriage, before we had any kids,” Kieran replied. “When do you want to inseminate, Robbie?” 

“I was thinking the spring, so the baby comes a few months after we join the Sato,” Robin explained. “Lenara and I were going to have a child together in the next year—that was the game plan, until we went into this joint venture with you two. I don’t mean to push, but I’m going to be thirty-nine soon.”

“I think it’s wonderful,” Naomi patted Robin’s hand. “Only, do you want to go aboard our first ship together with a newborn?”

Robin frowned. “I hadn’t thought of that. Maybe I should wait, so the timing is a little after we’ve settled in.”

Lenara took Robin’s other hand. “Maybe you should consider waiting until we’re aboard ship. Nine months is long enough to get adjusted to space life, and then we’ll be ready to work a baby into the flow of things. But whatever you decide, honey, we’ll all support it, won’t we?” she asked Kieran and Naomi.

“Always,” Kieran agreed. “I admit, I’ve got cold feet, because three of my last four kids are being raised by someone else. I feel like my track records is pretty poor. But if you’re ready, Robbie, we’ll all be there. I need to point out, though, Naomi and I haven’t told Kathryn and Seven about our unorthodox relationship, and Kathryn may not want us aboard the Sato once she finds out. She never made a firm offer, anyway—she just said she’d try to find slots for all of us.”

“Kieran’s right,” Naomi put in. “Have you decided how to conceive?”

Robin nodded. “I thought Kate’s idea was a good one—take my DNA and all three of yours, and randomly select from your three. Then there’s an equal chance of the baby having any of you as biological parents. But I also realized that if you can’t carry a child, Naomi, then there’s always a chance your DNA won’t get into the mix, and that bothers me.”

“I had thought of that, too,” Lenara put in. “That’s why I thought the mix and match DNA plan was a good idea—the baby gets traits from all four of us. Though I have to admit, I’d love to have a child with Naomi, because I think our offspring would be incredibly gifted in the sciences.”

Kieran grinned. “Not to mention so gorgeous, she’d turn the galaxy on its ear.”

“Well, now, there’s a thought,” Robin smiled. “You and Na are so compatible, temperamentally and intellectually, and Kieran and I are, too. Maybe we should DNA pair that way.”

“Or,” Kieran opined, “we each reproduce with our soul mate—Me with Naomi, Naomi with Lenara, Lenara with you, Robbie, and you with me. Though that’s a lot of kids.”

“And with that method, we’re each represented twice, genetically speaking,” Lenara realized. “That might make sense, and it preserves Robin’s original suggestion—that the two compatible sets of DNA get expressed together.”

“Do we want any boys?” Kieran ventured. “Because if we do, I need to talk to my Dad, or Lenara needs to talk to Bejal. I’ve met Robin’s Dad, and I don’t think he’d ever consider it.”

“What about Noah?” Naomi speculated. “He’d volunteer, I bet.”

“I could approach him on it, I suppose, but if we use Dad or Bejal, it keeps the DNA unique to our respective families,” Kieran argued. “But if we do decide to DNA pair, does that mean, for example, Lenara and Robbie’s offspring is just theirs? Or does the baby belong to all of us?”

“I think any child from this union belongs to all of us,” Lenara put in. “That’s a given, in my mind.”

“Mine, too,” Naomi agreed. “But then, I have the least say, since my ability to carry children is questionable.”

“Honey,” Kieran insisted, “your say is as equal as any of ours. You are an equal part of this partnership, and just because you can’t risk physically carrying children doesn’t change that,” she asserted firmly. “This is a democracy, not a dictatorship of uteruses.”

Robin howled with laughter. “Oh, that’s rich—that’s what we should call ourselves. A dictatorship of uteri,” she guffawed. 

Lenara laughed with her. “It has a ring to it. Four Fallopia.”

Kieran laughed with them, wiping her eyes. “I sort of thought we’d just call ourselves the four Wildwomen.”

“Now that’s accurate,” Naomi nodded eagerly.

“I like that,” Lenara decided. “It’s perfect.”

“I don’t consider myself particularly wild,” Robin argued.

The catcalls came raining down on her. “Not wild? Who’s always going riding at the nasal rodeo?” Kieran quipped. 

“Yeah, Robbie, you’ve thought of more new positions than the kama sutra,” Naomi teased her. “You’re the wildest one of this bunch.”

Lenara tickled her ribs. “They’ve got your number, honey. You’re the only woman I’ve had sex with where I ended up having sand, saw grass, or seaweed up my ass. You are the epitome of wildness. You are the head Wildwoman, in fact,” she announced. 

Robin grinned evilly. “Okay, but only if I’m the head Wildwoman,” she acquiesced. “Now, ladies, we’d better get our butts to school. I have a session this morning.”

“Not me,” Naomi protested. “My day is wide open. I’m playing my piano all morning—if it won’t disturb anyone,” she added.

“I have work at the lab,” Lenara agreed. “I’ll walk with you, honey,” she smiled at Robin.

“Me, too. I have a recruit coming to visit campus today. I’ll be very late, so don’t wait up, unless someone wants to tell me all about Kit and Jenny’s big proposal to Ems. We need to start thinking about a wedding present—something spectacular, something they really will enjoy, and remember a long time.”

“Our house closes this week,” Robin announced, “so Lenara and I can pay you back for the addition to Emily’s room.”

“Half, Robs. That’s all I’m taking. And you know I’ll turn right around and put whatever you give me into the kids’ wedding present.”

“The dives in Puerto Rico are supposed to be spectacular,” Naomi suggested. “Maybe a dive honeymoon?”

“Maybe we should ask them what they want,” Lenara opined.

Robin crossed her arms. “Maybe we had better wait to see if Emily says yes?”

Everyone laughed. “Robbie, you’re so practical,” Kieran chided her. “You’re right. But everybody start thinking of ideas.”

____________________

Kit Wildman and Jenny Calvert returned to the Wildman home at eleven a.m., engagement ring secured, laughing and planning their future, imagining all the ways they could bring up the subject to Emily Kahn. They burst through the door, all smiles and hugs, and Naomi Wildman sat on her beloved piano bench, grinning at them.

“I knew you guys would figure it out, if I just kept talking to Jenny,” she said to Kit.

“Na,” Kit joined her, taking her hands. “Honey, why didn’t you ever say anything to me? I was the one that needed to have my eyes opened.”

Naomi kissed Kit’s cheek. “Because you needed your lover to convince you. You had to hear, from Jenny, that including Emily is okay, and that it wouldn’t make you lose Jenny. Admit it, Kit, you’ve wanted to suggest this to Jenny since even before Emily jumped off the Admin building. But you were afraid she’d run.”

Kit nodded. “I did want to, but I thought it was so impossible. I mean, Jenny is open minded, and she was impressed by your situation, but she had said, teasing to me, not to get any ideas, and so I was too afraid to even think about an alternative form of relationship.”

Jenny sat in the floor at their feet. “Oh, admit it Kyle. You just have to emulate every last thing Kieran does,” she teased. “If Kieran married a man, you’d be doing that, next,” she laughed.

“Sorry, I admire my mother, but I draw the line there. But then, so does Mom,” she laughed, shifting her weight on the bench.

Naomi grinned mischievously. “Show me the ring,” she demanded.

Kit fished the box from her jeans pocket. “It looks the same as Jenny’s and mine,” she stated the obvious.

“I still want to see it,” Naomi insisted. She took the box and opened it, smiling. “It’s gorgeous, you guys. Ems is going to be so surprised. How are you going to ask her?” she nudged Kit, her hopelessly romantic heart fluttering.

“We haven’t been able to decide. Jenny is in favor of duplicating our first big date—you know, the horse drawn carriage, dinner in Mikey’s back room, very romantic. But it seems like cheating to duplicate the same date, to me,” Kit said pensively.

Naomi nodded. “I think you should do something unique. In fact, I have the whole day to help you pull it together, if you need input,” she offered. “I just love this sort of thing.”

“Well, Ems will be home in less than an hour, so we have to figure it out fast. I want to make her some lunch, because she’s getting too thin. She needs to bulk a little before she subjects herself life aboard ship. You guys remember how skinny she got during EVA training,” Jenny said protectively.

Kit smiled tenderly at her lover. “You are the most considerate woman I’ve ever known, next to my mother,” she qualified the praise. “You really do love her, don’t you? You’re not just doing this for me?”

“I do love her, or I wouldn’t be contemplating marrying her. She’s kind and sweet, and funny, and so sharp. She makes me really think about things, because she questions everything—not in a belligerent way, but in a really thoughtful, thorough way.”

“It doesn’t bother you that you’re going to be marrying someone with a reputation for being loose and lazy, an underachiever?” Kit pressed her.

“I don’t see those things when I look at Emily, Kit. I see a fragile woman, whose questionable behaviors are a huge defense mechanism to insulate herself from her own vulnerability. As for underachieving, we’ll see about that. With you and I as her support system, you watch—honey, she’s going to blossom, I just know it. She loves us both, and she wants to make us proud. We have to help her by supporting those instincts, sweetie. Emily just needed unconditional love and respectful partners who encourage her to be her best. We have to keep building her up, until she believes in herself as much as we believe in her. Please, Kit, tell me you do believe in her, because if you don’t, this will never work,” Jenny urged her.

“I believe in her potential,” Kit agreed. “She just hasn’t been willing to live up to it, so far, not since we split up.”

Naomi put an arm around Kit. “Jenny is right, honey. This relationship will turn Emily around, if you show faith in her. And she’s right about Emily having defense mechanisms that manifest as bad behavior. Believe in her, shore up her self-esteem, and you’ll see abrupt and far-reaching changes in short order with her. Emily responds to love and encouragement as much as anyone. But she’s like Kieran in the sense that she’s her own worst critic, and she will kick herself for days over the smallest thing. You have to identify and short-circuit that tendency. Can you do that?” she pleaded with her daughter.

“I’ll do my best, Na. You know that,” Kit replied.

“The way I see it,” Jenny speculated, “Emily gains immediate prestige by this marriage, because of our basketball playing. Everyone on campus is going to sit up and take notice of her, including the faculty. You and I are well thought of, and our judgment will carry a lot of weight. That’s the first part of the puzzle. Second is that we all work to help her find another publisher for her book, and then the prestige will come from her own skills, not by association. And any damage your reputation might suffer, if you’re worried about that, Kit, will be overshadowed by the inevitable success she will have as soon as that book is published. I, for one, don’t give a damn about how people see me—if my loving Emily doesn’t suit them, fuck them,” she hissed. “But I know it matters to you, and I’m telling you, in the long run, we all benefit publicly, professionally, and personally.” 

Kit nodded slowly. “I have worried about it, and I know that’s superficial. I’m sorry. I have a lot to learn, myself,” she admitted.

“You do,” Jenny agreed. “But you’re also in the public eye, by virtue of being the national champ in Kenpo. You have to guard your reputation to a degree, I suppose, because you’re a role model for all kinds of kids. But I learned a few things from Kieran, and one of them is that people always deserve a second chance to prove themselves. Look at Shane, getting ready to serve with Will Riker, now. She got her shit together because Robbie and Kieran and Admiral Brand busted her chops. And Kieran put her back together, piece-by-piece, and bolstered her career, and encouraged her to grow. We can be that for Emily, honey. This is an amazing opportunity—simply loving her can effect all sorts of changes in her life.”

“Okay, I’ll stop worrying. She’s going to be home soon, and we still don’t have a plan.”

Naomi intervened. “I have an idea. Jenny, you and Emily need to do what Kieran said—establish yourselves individually, within the relationship. Why don’t you take the day to do that, and Kit and I will go out and plan your evening—I promise it will be fantastic,” she assured the young women. “Leave everything to us, and be showered and dressed to kill by six o’clock. Will you trust us to do this for you all?” 

Jenny smiled. “That’s generous of you, Na.” She dug into her pocket. “Here’s my credit chit. Whatever you come up with is fine. Just make it—really romantic, okay?” She thought for a moment. “Emily’s favorite color is orange, and her favorite flower is roses, and she likes white chocolate, more than milk or dark, and she likes slow dancing more than fast dancing—”

“Honey,” Kit touched Jenny’s face. “I know all that. I won’t screw this up, I promise. Now go get lunch started, and let Naomi and I leave you alone with Ems. The other Moms won’t be back ‘til late this afternoon. You should be able to spend four or five hours alone with her. My room is a lot more private than hers,” Kit suggested. 

Jenny nodded. “Okay. You guys have fun planning something spectacular. I love you both,” she stood and bent at the waist to kiss their cheeks. “Lunch. What should I make?” she muttered to herself, going into the kitchen.

Emily Kahn slipped in the front door, thinking the house was peculiarly silent. “Anyone home?” she called out, closing the door and letting the lock cycle. 

Jenny scurried into the living room, eyes bright and shining, wearing the sweetest smile Emily had ever seen. “Hi sweetheart,” she grabbed Emily into a hug, swinging her around, laughing. “I missed you all morning.”

Emily kissed her, dizzy from being lifted and spun, smiling up at the taller woman. “I thought about you, too. I was afraid last night was some dream I had. It wasn’t?”

Jenny held her tenderly, closing the distance between them, kissing her soundly. “Definitely not a dream, though you’re so beautiful, you should be a dream,” she said softly. “I love you, Emily Kahn. I’m so glad you’re home.”

“Are we alone?” Emily asked shyly.

“Until five or so, we are. I made lunch, if you’re hungry.” She leaned her forehead against Emily’s, peering into dark eyes.

“I am. Physical combat class always makes me ravenous. And something about weightlessness makes my food not stick with me. I dropped a lot of weight since when I took the EVA training and I can’t seem to get it back on.” She poked her own protruding ribs.

Jenny nodded. “I know. I’m going to remedy that. If we don’t get some meat on your bones, you’ll fail your physical before we join a ship. So with that in mind, I’m putting you on a high calorie regimen until you test, if that’s okay,” she added, tightening her arms around Emily’s slight waist.

Emily’s throat constricted. “You’re—trying to take care of me?” she asked, awed.

Jenny kissed her sweetly, lingering over the sensation of her velvet lips. “My love,” she whispered, “I can’t help it. I’ll try not to suffocate you, but I tend to be protective and vigilant with the people I love. If I get to be too much, tell me to back off, okay, Ems?”

Emily held Jenny’s face in both hands, kissing her back. “I like knowing you’re busy watching out for me. It isn’t suffocating. It’s—moving.”

Jenny let Emily explore her mouth for a long while, learning each other’s kiss, each other’s embrace. “So delicate,” Jenny marveled at it when they parted, “so perfect,” she exhaled softly, touching Emily’s lips with her fingertip. “I just want to hold you all day, and make love to you a dozen times, and kiss you until my face hurts from smiling.”

Emily’s eyes closed involuntarily. “That sounds like the best afternoon I can imagine.”

“Food first,” Jenny said firmly. “You’re as slight as a wisp of grass. Come on,” she tangled her fingers with Emily’s and led her into the kitchen, pulling out her chair and seating her. She took stasis lids off of the food containers. “Lots of carbs, for energy,” she revealed linguini with garlic cream sauce and shrimp, “protein powder for amino acids,” she presented Emily with a white chocolate malted, “and veggies for vitamins and minerals,” she uncovered a dark, leafy salad loaded with raw vegetables, feta cheese, oil, and vinegar.

“You got all my favorites,” Emily grinned, delighted. “Shrimp, garlic, white chocolate, and feta cheese,” she was surprised. “You either guessed really well, or you pay attention to everything I say,” she squeezed Jenny’s fingers.

Jenny joined her at the table. “I try to listen. It’s a basic means of validating people. I learned that from Kieran. You know, Kit and I don’t drink alcohol, but if you want something with your lunch, please tell me. Otherwise, it’s iced tea.” She poured the tumblers full of mango passion fruit tea.

“I think I should stop drinking alcohol, too,” Emily decided. “It gets me in trouble. Why don’t you and Kit drink?”

“Honestly? We both had bad experiences getting drunk, and now we can’t stand the taste,” she admitted.

“I know about Kit’s bad experience. What about yours?” Emily tasted her linguine. “Oh, Jen, this is magnificent. You didn’t replicate this,” she enthused.

“Nope, just the ingredients. I’ve learned from eating in the Wildman household that cooking from scratch is much better than replication. I’ve been watching Naomi. I figured in this trio of ours, one of us has to cook wholesome meals, and so I guess it’ll be me.”

“Well, this is as good as anything Naomi has ever concocted,” Emily dug into her entrée with gusto.

“As for my bad experience, Rick, my ex-fiancée, was trying to get me drunk enough that I would let him—uh—enter me, anally,” she floundered over the story. “I ended up throwing up all night, instead.”

Emily smiled sympathetically. “If he’d done that to you, you’d have thrown up, too. It really, really hurts.”

“Are you speaking from your own experience, or Kit’s?” Jenny asked gently, working on her own meal.

“Both,” Emily nodded. “Great salad, by the way,” she was devouring everything in sight. “I don’t know how women—or gay men—ever get used to that. But men always want to do that to us,” she shook her head. “You’re engaged to Kit, but do you think you’ll be okay not sleeping with men anymore?” she asked bluntly.

“I know I’ll never miss it. Rick was all wrong for me. Thank God I never married him. As soon as Kit and I became lovers, I knew I was a lesbian,” she smiled, remembering their first time together. “What about you? Have you dated many guys?”

“Enough to know I can live without them. I slept with a couple of men, just out of morbid curiosity, or something. It was the strangest thing,” she said thoughtfully. “I never got emotionally involved with them at all. With women, it’s all about the emotion, less about the sex. Does that make sense?” She gathered butter lettuce and carrot shavings onto her fork, gauging Jenny’s reaction.

“I do understand, completely. Women approach sex so much differently. There’s more touching, and caressing, and talking, and intimacy. With men, it’s more goal oriented, and everything is geared toward the achievement of the goal, which is his satisfaction. At least, that was what sex with Rick was like. I only have him and Kit to compare—and now, you,” she smiled warmly.

“Well, if technique is any indication, I think you should be a lesbian. Last night was—well, let’s just say I thought about you incessantly today. Just before you made love to me, Kit whispered in my ear, ‘you have no idea what you’re in for, Ems.’ And God, she wasn’t kidding,” Emily blushed. “I feel bad for falling asleep on you both,” she added. “It was rude of me. I was hoping,” she took Jenny’s hand across the table, “you might let me make it up to you,” she said softly, stroking the inside of Jenny’s palm suggestively.

Jenny’s eyes were locked with Emily’s, and her voice was suddenly missing. She nodded mutely, trying to speak, but no sound would come out. 

“Good,” Emily said quietly, “because I think if I don’t make love to you soon, I’m going to lose my mind. Do you have any idea how hard it is to breathe in a hand-to-hand battle when you’re aroused? I damn near hyperventilated,” she chuckled, drawing Jenny’s hand to her lips, brushing soft kisses over the knuckles. “Lunch was terrific. Thank you. It was very thoughtful of you,” she murmured.

“I should—clean up,” Jenny was finding it hard to think about anything but the fleeting touch of Emily’s lips on her skin.

“I’ll help. You didn’t eat much, Jen,” she smirked.

“I’ll—make up for it at dinner,” she stammered. “Ems,” she pulled her hand away, “I can’t even get a coherent sentence out, with you doing that,” she complained.

“That’s the idea,” Emily smiled, pulling Jenny from the table. “Do you want to save any of this?”

“No. Just—let’s recycle it and—”

Emily took Jenny in her arms. “And what?” She kissed Jenny’s throat, gentle, glancing kisses, like whispering silk over fragrant skin.

Jenny lifted her chin, sighing. “Emily,” she breathed. “We should recycle—those,” she tried to focus her attention. “But—I don’t care if we leave a mess, anymore,” she growled deep in her chest, grasping Emily’s shoulders and kissing her with bruising intensity.

Emily smiled against Jenny’s lips. “I’ll take care of it.” She broke their embrace and gathered the dishes, dumping everything into the recycler and putting the unit on the self-cleaning cycle. She returned to the dining room, took Jenny’s hand, and led her to the stairs.

“Kit offered to let us use her room,” Jenny whispered, as if someone might overhear.

“I think my room is more appropriate, since it’s just the two of us,” Emily tugged her along. 

Jenny had left pale orange roses in a white vase in Emily’s room, and Emily spotted them the instant they walked in. “Oh, look at these,” she forgot Jenny’s hand, fawning over the flowers.

“You said orange is your favorite color,” Jenny said quietly.

“You did this, too?” Emily was stunned. 

“I think romance is nice,” Jenny put in. “And seeing you smile is a much better gift than roses,” she added, voice barely a whisper. 

Emily took the card out of the envelope, reading Jenny’s note.

I knew, that day we talked at the hospital, that falling in love with you would be a short tumble, head first, into bliss. 

Emily lay the card on her dresser beside the vase, heart full and thrumming, throat tight. “Jenny,” she turned to her lover, kissing her softly. “Your words, your manner, everything about you—you just lay my heart bare, leave me exposed,” she hid her face in Jenny’s shoulder. 

Jenny lifted her face with gentle fingers, peering into dark, brooding eyes. “I’m just as exposed, and you have the power to crush me under your heel, like one of those blooms. I trust you, and I hope you won’t hurt me. I don’t think you will. But the decision is yours.”

Emily swallowed hard. “How could I ever, when you’ve offered me everything—your lover, your relationship with her, your own heart, your hand?” she said fiercely. “I love you, Jenny. I trust you. Will you let me show you how I feel?” She kissed Jenny’s hands, each in turn, holding them in her own, pressed together as if in prayer.

“Show me,” Jenny agreed, watching Emily’s lips dancing over her hands.

Emily kissed her then, gently, sweetly, parting Jenny’s lips with the faintest touch of tongue, tasting her breath, her heat, her surrender. Jenny was overwhelmed, legs weak and failing, Emily’s kiss was so perfect, so self-assured, so deliberate. Emily supported her with sturdy arms, deceptively frail looking, but strong, steadying Jenny as they kissed, as breaths became gasps, as touches became more immediate. Fingers glancing over muscle and bone, over exposed flesh, over cheek and throat and jaw line, Emily seduced her with experienced caresses, with calculated precision.

Jenny was awash in the power of it, in the certainty of it, and offered no resistance when Emily removed her shirt, her bra, her pants, leaving her barefoot and wearing only a pair of briefs. Emily drank her in with appreciative eyes, breathing raggedly. “Jenny,” she let her lips ghost over the slow curve of her shoulders, “you’re so lovely,” she whispered, hands smoothing over her chest, her arms, her collarbones. She kissed her throat, delicate at first, then more insistently, making Jenny gasp as teeth grazed her pulse point. “Let me love you, Jenny, let me touch you,” she said quietly against the shell of her ear.

Jenny let her head fall back, throat bared, an invitation. “I want you, Ems,” she sighed. “God, please, make love to me,” she begged, hands tugging at the closure of Emily’s uniform. 

Kisses that were tender became passionate, driving, urgent. Jenny had Emily’s uniform opened to the waist, hands brushing the tunic from her shoulders, then finding the clasp of her under garment to discard it. Emily helped her with the uniform pants and boots, then led her to bed, both women in their underpants, mouths tangled, never parting, tongues searching and exploring. They fell together, moving to cradle each other, kissing still, bodies pressed intimately together. Emily’s fingers were everywhere, dancing over Jenny’s breasts, her belly, her thighs, her buttocks. She touched Jenny through the cotton panties, light, teasing touches, more foreshadow than action. Jenny moaned beneath her, body trembling, anticipating.

Emily kissed her forcefully, biting her bottom lip, tugging at it, the contrast of her powerful kisses and her faint touches driving Jenny half mad with desire. Emily lay upon her, legs pushing Jenny’s apart, so that she was firmly between them, moving against her, teasing. Jenny groaned as the pressure started to build in her abdomen, the urgency mounting. She tangled her fingers in Emily’s dark hair, arching into warm hands as Emily cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing delicately over erect nipples.

And again they kissed, endless, fervent, heated exploration, tongues touching, tasting, teasing. Jenny panted into her mouth, nearing the verge of begging, body in agony from want. Emily gazed into her eyes, smiled reassurance, and whispered, “I love you. I can feel how much you need me, love, and I will meet your needs, I promise, very soon.”

Long, slow caresses over bare skin, her muscular abdomen, her belly, her breasts, made Jenny sigh with frustration. Emily kissed a path from her throat to her breasts, lips soft against the fullness of her body, against the warmth of her nipples, nothing more direct than the smoothing of a cheek against the taut flesh. Then suddenly, without warning, Emily ravished Jenny’s breasts, lips tugging at her, pulling, tongue fluttering over distended tips, Jenny writhing beneath her, moaning, surging, aching. Emily moved above her, straddling her thigh, giving herself a means to touch Jenny’s mons, hand cupping it. Jenny had soaked through the cloth of her underwear, a slick layer of her arousal thick beneath Emily’s palm.

Jenny raised her leg, pressing it between Emily’s thighs, the sudden pressure surprising Emily, distracting her momentarily as Jenny grabbed her hips, rocking her body to cause friction. Emily’s eyes closed involuntarily, her own need asserting itself in that moment, mouth falling open as she groaned hard. She fought herself for focus, dropping her face to reclaim Jenny’s breasts, her own desire forgotten again. The sound that came from Jenny’s throat was one of utter surrender, and Emily knew the struggle was over, and Jenny was hers, now. Careful teeth trapped a firm nipple, biting softly, tongue lavish and indulgent over the injured flesh.

“Ems,” Jenny gasped, “oh, God, I need—I need you—” she was near frustrated tears. “I burn, Emily, I hurt,” she cried softly.

Emily smiled against the nipple. “Take these off, then,” she ordered, tugging at Jenny’s underwear waistband.

Jenny obediently shucked her drawers, and was immediately rewarded with Emily’s fingers, pressing into her, cradling her sex. She whimpered as she realized Emily was still teasing her, still not ready to satisfy her. Emily descended her length gradually, kissing and licking her body, breathing softly over the flawless skin, occasionally nipping at her belly, then her thighs. She kissed Jenny’s labia, nuzzling them apart, and Jenny’s body tensed. “Relax, Jenny,” she touched her with one fingertip, tracing the curled edge of her lips. “You’re so wet,” Emily sighed, dabbling a finger in her opening, tasting her. “So slick,” she murmured. Long, thin fingers penetrated, easing in so slowly, Jenny lifted her hips to hasten the entry. Emily watched her fingers disappearing inside her lover, then slipped them back out, teasing at her opening. “Is that what you want?” she taunted her. “You want my fingers inside you?”

“Yes,” Jenny gasped, “God, Ems, yes,” she urged.

Emily entered her, only to the first knuckle, flexing her fingers inside, teasing still. She kissed Jenny’s labia, tongue flitting over the full fleshy lips, tasting her. Jenny cried out at the flick of her tongue, a fraction away from her clitoris. “Are you sure it’s not too soon?” she asked, gathering Jenny’s lips into her mouth, sucking softly.

“It’s—not too soon,” she gasped. “Emily, please, don’t stop,” she pleaded.

Emily spread her lips with the soft tip of an outstretched tongue, taking Jenny’s buttocks into one hand, lifting them slightly. With her other hand, she entered Jenny again, penetrating deeply, giving her a focal point. “I won’t stop until you tell me to,” she promised. 

Gentle flicks of her tongue, teasing, delicate, indirect, drove Jenny to delirium. “Emily,” she groaned loudly, “now,” she begged, “love me now,” she cried out, lifting her hips. 

Emily smiled against her sex, settling into her, tongue finding her clitoris, rubbing it softly. Jenny moaned rhythmically with each stroke, her voice pained and frantic, deepening as Emily’s fingers moved inside her in counter rhythm. “EMS,” she cried out, “oh, Jesus, Emily,” she gasped, her body rigid and peaking, hanging on the edge, waiting for blessed release. Emily kept her suspended there, the peak threatening to break or subside, for what felt like an eternity. Then taking mercy upon her lover, Emily loved her fiercely, passionately, devouring her body greedily, bringing her release in long, rolling waves that shook them both, tongue fluttering over her clitoris so quickly Jenny couldn’t think, couldn’t process the sensation, helpless as it burned into her consciousness, fractured between her legs, made her shriek as she came. She dug her fingers into the mattress, head tossed from side to side, sounds emanating from her chest in guttural clips, her body spent and shaking in Emily’s hands. True to her word, Emily would not stop, and Jenny had to push her away, gasping, “no more, Emily, stop, God, stop.” She pulled away, rolling over with her legs pressed closed, and Emily crawled up the bed and contoured her body against Jenny’s backside.

Jenny was trembling, tears pouring down her face, body covered with a fine sheen of perspiration. Emily blanketed her from behind, arms firmly around her. “Let me hold you, honey,” she pleaded, “I need you in my arms,” she urged.

Jenny rolled over again, curling into Emily, clinging to her, crying.

“Jenny,” she kissed her hair, “tell me I didn’t hurt you,” she was frightened.

“You—didn’t,” she was still gasping for breath. “Oh, Emily, that was so—” she started to sob. “So much better than anything I’ve ever felt before,” she admitted, thinking how much it would hurt Kit to know that.

Emily cuddled her protectively. “I love you, baby, I’ve got you.” She rocked her tenderly. “It’s okay, now, just let it go,” she offered. “Don’t fret, sweetie. You’re scared because it’s not that—good with Kit?”

Jenny nodded, crying harder. 

“I know, and I know why, too. We’ll teach her, honey, I promise. Kit—well, it’s part of her abuse. I can explain it to you, if you want.”

“I do want to understand,” Jenny agreed. “Why was that so amazing, so much better?” she needed to know.

Emily smiled. “Because I didn’t give you what you wanted just because you asked for it. I made you wait. I didn’t let your desire set the pace—I let your need set it. Do you understand the difference?”

“I think so. With Kit, as soon as she knows I’m aroused, she delivers. But you kept teasing me until I thought I would die. But you knew I wouldn’t, and you made me wait. Kit lets my desire set the pace, and you waited for my need to be greater than my desire, is that right?” Jenny asked, grasping to understand.

“Exactly. Anticipation is so important for great sex. But Kit’s uncle used to practically torture her making her wait for her own release, so to her, to deny you seems cruel. She doesn’t understand that teasing is part of normal, perfect sex, and there’s a big difference between making your lover wait for satisfaction and never delivering it at all, like her uncle. Kit’s a wonderful lover, but she could be even better, if she would only learn how intense anticipation can be. I wanted to talk to her about it, after we broke up, because I realized what was going on once I slept with other people. We’ll teach her, Jen. It should be easy, with both of us. Only I think we have to talk to Robbie, because teasing is a trigger for her. Do you know that term?”

“I do. I read everything in the database about sexual abuse. I agree, it would be a trigger for her, from what she’s told me about her uncle. She said he used to fondle her for hours, sometimes, and never let her come at all. And if she did, without his permission, he took her anally to punish her.”

“Holy shit,” Emily breathed. “She didn’t tell me that part. That bastard,” she hissed. “I hope he’s getting as good as he gave,” she squeezed Jenny so tight, Jenny yelped. “Sorry,” she apologized. “I didn’t mean to break you. I just get so angry when I think about him.”

“Me, too. But she’s so much better, now, Ems. Really, really better,” she asserted.

“How are you? Cried out?” Emily stroked her cheek with a gentle thumb.

“I am. Thanks for holding me and letting me vent,” she said sincerely. “Can you teach me—how to tease just enough, but not too much?” she asked shyly.

“I think you’ll figure it out, sweetie. It’s instinctual, more than anything,” Emily assured her. “And you definitely have a technique to die for, so it’s just a small thing for you to master, I’m sure. And you can practice with me all you want,” she waggled her eyebrows.

“I like the sound of that,” Jenny advised, moving over her. “I think a practice run is in order right now, in fact,” she grinned. “Ems?”

Emily peered up at her, dark eyes full of love and desire. “Yeah?”

“It means so much to me that you said yes to Kit and me. I love you so much,” she touched Emily’s face, her heart full and open. 

Emily smiled warmly up at her. “I love you too, Jen. And just like you, I knew that day in the hospital that I was going to fall in love with you. I wanted to kiss you so bad, that day.”

“Me, too,” Jenny nodded vigorously. “I almost did, but I stopped myself, because of Kit.”

“How did you guys decide to approach me?” Emily wondered.

“It was Kit’s idea—it had to be. Only I sort of dragged it out of her, and Naomi and I have been working on her a lot. It was what she really wanted, only she was afraid to say so. So last night, while you were sleeping, I got her to admit it.”

“And you were the one who moved in on me?” she smiled happily.

“Are you kidding? I wasn’t waiting another second to kiss you, once she agreed,” Jenny laughed. “And I’m not waiting another second, right now, to make love to you,” she kissed her passionately. 

_____________________

Kit Wildman checked herself in the mirror one last time, satisfied that she looked good enough to give a marriage proposal, from her black silk shirt and jacket to her black silk slacks. She wore a pale orange rose pinned to her lapel, in honor of Emily’s favorite flower and color. Jenny wore an identical outfit in navy blue, and they replicated the same chic for Emily, in burgundy. Naomi was helping Emily get dressed, and though Emily badgered her for the details of why she needed to get dressed up, Naomi was mum.

When six o’clock arrived, Kit and Jenny met Emily in her room, and asked her to come outside with them. A shuttlecraft was waiting on the street, piloted by one of Kit and Jenny’s teammates, Skye Parker. Skye was wearing her dress whites, her face as solemn as if she were escorting an Admiral.

The Mom Contingent came outside to wave goodbye to the three young women, and Kit helped Emily into the craft, then Jenny. Kieran brought out their bags, shoving them in the cargo hold. “Do you have everything you need, honey?” she asked Kit.

“I think so, Mom. It’s just a weekend. We’ll hail you tonight and tell you if she turns us down.” She winked at Kieran.

“Do you have the ring?” Kieran was more nervous than Kit.

“Yes, Ma’am. I promise, we won’t screw this up, now stop worrying. I love you, Mom.” She kissed Kieran’s cheek. “Na, thanks for putting this together. You’re a genius.”

She stepped into the shuttlecraft, tapping the controls to seal the pod.  She sat next to her lovers, grinning.

“So, Kyle,” Jenny leaned closer, “where are we going?”

“You’ll see,” Kit laughed happily. “No peeking out the portholes, you guys. You’ll spoil the surprise.”

The shuttlecraft door hissed open on a cliff overlooking the most gorgeous beach Jenny had ever seen. Emily breathed deeply as she spotted an active volcano in the distance. “Oh, Kit, you didn’t,” she said, awed. “I’ve been dying to see this place,” she wandered to the edge of the cliff they had landed on, overlooking a huge stretch of oceanfront.

Kit slipped her hand in Emily’s. “I wanted to show it to you, honey. Tomorrow, we can dive the tubes and canyons, and tour the volcano, and we can dive a volcano crater—Au Au Canyon, and lounge on the beach all afternoon. Jenny,” Kit reached out to her, “welcome to the Hawaii Island. That’s Kilauea,” she pointed.

“I figured that much out, Kyle,” Jenny laughed at her, taking her other hand. It’s spectacular.”

“Our table should be ready, by now,” Kit smiled. “Let me find out.” 

The hotel they had chosen boasted a splendid view of the ocean at sunset, and also the volcano, and in the distance, Jenny and Emily could see the blazing orange glow of lava, shimmering heat in the afternoon light. They had gained four hours by flying west, and it was easily two hours before sunset, here on the Island. Kit came back then, grinning. 

“Come with me,” she waved them along, taking their hands again. “Naomi and Mom are friends with the owner of this place. He also owns a share in the pro team Mom played for. So we’re going to get the deluxe treatment, this weekend. I hope you’re hungry,” she squeezed both hands in her own. “Wait 'til you see the view from our table,” she enthused.

The dining area was situated on the edge of the cliff, and directly below them, the ocean thundered against the volcanic rocks, waves breaking in glorious foam and mist, roaring the fury of the sea. It was breathtaking, and from where Kit seated her lovers, they could easily see the lava oozing along the cooling new shoreline, creating new land as it hardened and glowed. 

“It’s better than fireworks,” Emily murmured. “Kit,” she scolded, “you can’t see a thing if you sit facing us.”

Kit only smiled. “I have the best view, if you ask me,” she flirted. “You’re both stunning. Besides, at dinner tomorrow, I’ll sit on the other side. But tonight, you guys get the best perspective.”

Jenny tugged Kit out of her seat, pulling her down in Jenny’s lap. “There. Now we can all see the ocean and the volcano,” she laughed, hugging Kit close.

They sat in silence, watching two of the more remarkable wonders of nature, awed by the beauty and strength of it. They drank non-alcoholic fruit juice drinks, coconut, pineapple, mango, and melon, all mixed together, admiring the view. When the waiter came back for the third time, they finally took a moment to look over their menus, each settling on a different variety of fish. They tried the poi, though none of them cared for it, and shared a fruit dip with cheese bread for an appetizer. Cold boiled shrimp came next, and then their fish.

They were too captivated by the scenery to say much, until the sun finally set, and the view was limited to the glowing lava and the candle light illuminating their own faces. Kit looked at Jenny, silently asking if it was time to tell Emily what they had come to say, and Jenny nodded, hoping Kit had a speech prepared, because certainly, she had no idea herself what to say.

“Ems,” Kit began, sipping her water to calm herself, “Jenny and I had a long talk after you fell asleep last night, and an even longer talk with the Mom contingent this morning. The Moms are completely supportive, and happy for the three of us, and in fact, they saw this coming before I ever did,” Kit said softly.

Emily smiled. “Thanks for breaking it to them. After I reacted so badly to their relationship, I’d have been mortified to tell them about us—I’m such a hypocrite,” she laughed at herself.

Jenny waited for Kit to continue, but Emily had clearly interrupted her train of thought, and she’d lost whatever it was she was going to say. “Ems,” she continued, noting the look of utter relief on Kit’s face, “what Kit and I wanted to say is, not just that we love you, but that we want to make this situation safe for you, and stable for you. We don’t want you to have doubts, or fears, or wonder what it means for you that Kit and I are engaged, and you’re our lover, now. We want to marry you, Emily, if you’ll have us,” she said gently. 

Kit took that as her cue and slipped the ring out of her waist pocket, holding it out to Emily. “Will you, Ems?” she asked so quietly the ocean drown her voice out. “Will you marry us both?” Kit repeated, now that the tide was rushing back out.

Emily was taken completely off guard. “Just like that? You’re sure?” she looked to Jenny for confirmation.

“Ultra sure,” Jenny supplied. “Please say yes, Emily. Make our happiness complete, sweetie,” she urged her, taking her hand. 

Emily turned back to Kit, who was waiting patiently, ring still in her fingertips. “I love you, Emily,” Kit assured her. 

Emily looked back to Jenny. “But—I want children, someday.”

Jenny nodded. “Of course you do. And we’ll be there for that. We already agreed on that, too, when we were out today buying your ring. This is about your happiness, too, Ems, not just ours. Kit and I decided, when we talked about marrying you, that if you want children, we’ll parent with you. It’s important to us that you get what you need from this situation, as much as it’s important for us to get what we need. I thought I didn’t want kids, myself, but I’ve softened on that a bit, and I think once Kit sees the Moms having babies, she’ll get the maternal yearning, too. Either way, we’re with you on that count, and if you want children, we’ll be your support system and help raise them.”

Emily studied Kit’s expression. “You’re serious about the kids?” she asked.

Kit nodded. “I’d rather have a life with you in it, as my partner, with kids, than a life without you. I have misgivings about my ability to be a good parent, but Robbie and Naomi and Mom have been hammering on me about how it’s not necessarily true that if you’ve been abused, you’ll be an abuser. You always did believe in me, Ems, you said I’d be great with kids. If you really believe that, I’ll trust your judgment.”

Emily looked back and forth between them. “You really want me,” she was flabbergasted by it, “enough to turn your whole lives upside down, commit to me, to a family—this is just huge, you guys,” she breathed, “I don’t know what to say,” she pressed her fingers to her lips, suppressing her emotion.

“Say yes, Ems,” Kit urged her. “That’s all you ever have to say.”

Emily nodded. “I will marry you, both of you, then,” she agreed, leaning to kiss Kit, then turning to kiss Jenny. 

Kit smiled and put the ring on her finger. “It looks perfect, honey,” she murmured, kissing Emily’s hand.

“When do you want to do this?” she asked, admiring the sparkling diamonds.

“Soon,” Jenny put in. “As soon as we can put together a wedding.”

“There’s a big rush?” Emily asked, sipping her after dinner tea.

Kit nodded. “I want to make it up to you, that I didn’t marry you in Australia.”

“So this time, there’s no question in your mind, no long engagement to worry you,” Jenny added.

Emily grinned. “You’ve got me pegged, already,” she said to Jenny. “Kit warned you about how insecure I get, I take it?”

“Kit, and Naomi, and Kieran. The Moms were the ones who told us to do it sooner than later, because you would need the marriage to believe in the relationship at all,” Jenny explained. “We weren’t allowed to get married to each other until we graduate, but when we told them we wanted to ask you, they said basically, do it immediately.” Jenny grinned at her dark eyed lover. “Maybe they were afraid you’d get wise and change your mind, look for something better than a couple of dumb jocks like us,” she teased.

Emily frowned. “I’m the one who should be worried about you changing your minds. Listen, both of you, do you realize what you’re getting yourselves into? You marry me, every cadet on campus is going to be talking about you, thinking you’re crazy to even be seen with me, let alone anything more serious.”

Jenny took Emily’s hand, holding it firmly. “I love you, Emily, and I am not going to hide it from anyone, not now, not ever. And because Kit and I were afraid you’d be thinking along those lines, afraid we’d change our minds, we thought it was crucial to set the wedding for no longer than a month away. We can do it tomorrow, if you want, right here at the hotel. We can get married by the lava flows, or underwater diving, or in our room. Or we can have it back home, anytime you say, and let the Moms come. Or both. We can get married tomorrow, and then have an actual ceremony for our friends and family to attend. Whatever you need and want, but the idea is to help you find your footing with us both. We want to prove ourselves to you, Ems, without you having a single moment of doubt or fear. This is solid, honey, permanent, and you can bank on it.”

Emily regarded Jenny with the most loving expression, her throat closing with love for this woman, for her sincerity and her devotion. “We can really have a wedding by the lava flows?”

Kit nodded. “Honest. The hotel does dozens of those weddings a year. It’s very symbolic—Pele, the fire goddess, blesses all unions that are made in the glow of the liquid fire, and it’s considered good luck to marry there. Would you like that, Ems? We could do a sunrise ceremony, Sunday morning,” she suggested. 

Emily smiled, though her eyes filled with tears. “Tomorrow. Let’s get married tomorrow. At sunset. I can’t imagine anything more romantic.”

Jenny squeezed her hand. “Perfect, honey. That’s what we’ll do. Do you want the Moms to come in for the wedding, because they will, I know,” Jenny offered.

“No,” Emily decided. “We can have a big wedding, if you want, when we get back, anytime you like. But I’d like this to be just us, and no one else. If that’s not too selfish of me—Kit, I know you wanted Kieran to stand up with you,” she said apologetically.

“It’s fine, Ems. She can stand up with me at the second wedding. This one is for you, just you, because it’s important for us to make a foundation for you, so you can know your future is secure.”

“I will know, because you’d never break a vow in a million years,” she said to Kit.

Jenny fixed her with a purposeful look. “Neither would I, Emily.”

“Okay, then. Tomorrow at sunset. I think we need to check in to our room, log onto the comm system, and find wedding rings. Oh, and I need to fill out the forms to make my trust fund common property to our marriage,” Kit was thinking out loud now.

Jenny started. “You don’t have to do that, Kit. That’s money Kieran put aside for you, not us,” she protested.

Kit laughed at her stricken expression. “Jennifer Corrinne Calvert,” she scolded, “Kieran is the one who told me to fill out the paperwork to make it common property. Marriage is a partnership, financial, emotional, spiritual, professional.”

“Okay, then I have an announcement. I’m not going command track,” Jenny said softly. “Professionally, it’s not good for us. Kit, you and I can’t both be first officers on Kieran’s ship. I’ll go into Ops, instead, because that’s really where my talents lie—administration, not leadership. I hope you’re not disappointed.”

Kit shook her head. “No, I’m not. In fact, Mom and I already talked about it, and we thought that was really where you should specialize, too. It’s more your forte, honey. Kathryn told Kieran she pegged you for an Ops officer during our internship, and the new supremacy class ships have the most elaborate ops departments you’ve ever seen. They just beg for your organizational skills,” Kit advised her. “Two years on the Sato, and you’ll be ready to run the whole damned ship,” she enthused. “Mom and Kathryn agree that by the time Mom is ready to Captain her first ship, I’ll be groomed and ready to be her exec. I have my work cut out for me.”

“Your mom is going to have one of the youngest crews going, sweetie—Ems running Astrometrics, me running Ops, and you as First Officer. Robbie and Na will be like old women, compared to us.”

Emily watched them talking, realizing her chest was swelling with pride. These amazing women loved her. These phenomenal cadets, the best backcourt in Academy history, would be her wives this time tomorrow.

Suddenly, Jenny was leaning over to kiss her, the soft press of lips startling her from her reverie. “What are you thinking, beautiful?” she whispered. 

Emily swallowed hard. “How lucky I am. And how if you had told me, when I was looking off the edge of the Admin Building, that if only I would get down from there my whole life would be perfect within a few weeks, I’d have never believed you.”

Kit smiled, touching Emily’s engagement ring. “Come on. Let’s go find something opulent to match that,” she nodded. “I’m about to make you both rich women,” she laughed.

They walked hand in hand to the hotel, grabbing their bags as they left the dining room. “How rich?” Jenny grinned at Kit.

“Mom put a almost two million dollars into an annuity for me. It’s accruing interest all the time, and I’ve been rolling over all but two disbursements a year—so most of the payouts have been reinvested. It’s actually worth about four million dollars, over the life of the annuity. What kind of house would you like to buy?” Kit laughed at their shock. “I wasn’t kidding when I said you’re going to be rich. Having said that, ladies, let’s not scrimp on the wedding rings, okay? If you want four-carat diamond solitaires, get them. We can afford it. Besides, Starfleet is going to pay for our basic living expenses and medical needs, and that money is going to be for fun, and for our kids.”

“Wow,” Emily breathed. “I knew Kieran took care of you, but you didn’t tell me the annuity was worth that much.”

“Yep. My Mom, I think I’ll keep her. But hell, Ems, you’re going to be the rich one, when your book comes out. Jenny and I are going to start hammering publishers with query letters for you. And we’re going to make sure they don’t edit a word, this time around. You wait and see.”

“You’d do that for me?” Emily asked, touched.

“Hey, this is a partnership. We support each other,” Kit enthused. “Your work deserves an audience, and we’ll all work to make sure it gets one.”

“I’d like to read the manuscript, Ems,” Jenny put in. “I’m just astonished that you could write a whole book—I struggle with a ten page term paper. I’m so impressed,” she said, her tone respectful.

The hotel was bustling with tourists, and the girls had to crowd onto the turbolift, but they were all smiles for each other. Kit was the first off and in the door of their suite, which boasted the largest bed she’d ever seen, a hot tub, and an exquisite view of the ocean. She whistled softly, taking it in. “Na really outdid herself, on this one,” she murmured.

“Speaking of,” Jenny put in, “we have to hail the Moms and tell them Emily said yes. They’re going to be so excited, honey,” she said to Kit, kissing her cheek.

“Hey,” Kit took both her hands and kissed her soundly, “you haven’t forgotten me, in all this commotion, have you?” she looked worried.

“Of course not, my love.” Jenny kissed her deeply, tangling her fingers in Kit’s hair.

Emily watched them, fighting a lump in her throat. “I’ll put the message in for the Moms,” she said quietly, letting the amorous couple reacquaint themselves with each other.

The four future Wildmans were at the workstation in an instant, eagerly awaiting the expected news. Emily smiled at them. “Hi everyone. I thought I’d be the first to let you know that apparently, the lady doth protest too much. I was ready to rip you all over your relationship, and well, here I am in the middle of the same situation, minus one body. So let me have it,” she motioned for them to bring it on. “Tell me what a hypocrite I am.”

Lenara touched the screen, as if it were Emily she was caressing. “Honey, nobody cares about that. We just want to know that you’re happy, and safe,” she said fondly.

“I’m very happy, and I feel safe. I have two cha’malar’on, keeping watch over me,” she smiled over at Kit and Jenny.

“So, do you have news for us?” Kieran prompted her, all impatience and bluster.

Emily laughed. “News? We haven’t seen any news since we got here, KT. We had a very elegant dinner, though—thanks, Na. The hotel is spectacular. We can see Kilauea from our balcony, and the lava glows all night long, they say. It’s gorgeous, here.”

“Young lady,” Kieran began sternly, wanting confirmation of the engagement.

“Oh, that tone is reserved for me,” Kit laughed, scooting into the picture. “Come here, sweetie,” she gathered Emily into her lap. “What’d I do now, Mom?”

“You tell me, Kittner,” Kieran demanded.

“Think we should?” she asked Jenny. 

Jenny made her way into the view, too, sitting on her knees in front of Kit. “Can you see all three of us?” she asked.

“Crystal clear,” Naomi nodded.

Jenny grinned and held up her hand. “Count for me, then,” she showed them her ring.

Kit displayed hers next, and then Emily. “It’s official,” Kit announced. “She said yes!”

A general cheer rang out over the comm system, and champagne appeared in the Wildman household, glasses passed round. They toasted their daughters and future daughters-in-law, congratulating them enthusiastically.

“When’s the wedding, then?” Robin asked, smiling so broadly her face hurt.

Emily blushed. “Tomorrow afternoon. Sunset, at the lava flows. I promised Kit and Jenny we’ll have a big one at home, that you can all attend, once we have the chance to plan it, but for now, we want to make this permanent, and we want it to be just for the three of us. I hope you understand.”

Lenara nodded, though she wanted more than anything to be there. “We do, honey. We’re so happy for you all. And so proud.”

“Thanks, Mom,” Emily smiled, sitting in Kit’s lap, one hand resting on Jenny’s shoulder. “You all seemed awfully sure of this,” she scolded. “Am I so transparent?”

“Yes,” the four women chorused. 

Emily laughed. “Okay. I’ll own that, I guess.”

“So whose name are you going to take?” Kieran wanted to know.

The three girls exchanged glances. “We haven’t talked about it at all,” Emily offered. “But I’ve always wanted to be a Wildman, since I met you all. And since you’re all going to be Wildmans, it seems like the logical choice to me. But I defer to my better thirds,” she smiled.

Jenny nodded. “I wouldn’t have it any other way. We’ll be the biggest family in Starfleet, by the time Ems is done having babies,” she laughed.

“You’re—going to have children?” Naomi was stunned.

Jenny reached for Emily’s hand, entwining her fingers with Emily’s. “Emily wants kids, so of course, we’re going to have kids. Neither Kit nor I would ever deprive her of anything, would we Kyle?”

Kit grinned at Emily, kissing her. “Never.”

Robin nodded approval. “That’s what parents love to hear, most, Jenny. That you’ll put her happiness first. Ems, you look more peaceful than I can ever remember,” she said, her throat tightening.

“I don’t know how to describe what I’m feeling, Moms—it’s just—like coming home, finally. Like I’ve been lost, and frightened, and now I’m found and safe and loved. It’s incredible,” she breathed, squeezing Jenny’s hand and hugging Kit closer.

“You kids think about what you want for a wedding present,” Kieran advised them. “Let us know as soon as you can, or you’ll be stuck with whatever we think up ourselves. We’re going to sign off, here—it’s four hours later than your time, and we’re old,” she teased.

“Goodnight, Moms,” Kit smiled at them all. “We love you.”

“Goodnight,” they echoed back. “We love you too—all of you,” Naomi made sure they knew. “Take lots of pictures tomorrow, promise?”

“We will, Na,” Jenny agreed. “We’ll see you Sunday night.”


Emily Kahn awakened in the dim light bleeding through the thin sliver between the heavy hotel room curtain and the wall, just enough space to illuminate the room around the three women, tangled together in the thick covers. Kit's arm was around Emily's waist, and Jenny was holding Kit. Emily turned carefully, so as not to disturb their sleep, facing them both. 

Jenny slept deeply, soundlessly, a slight curl at the corners of her lips. Kit's hair had lost its spike, and was falling softly over her forehead. Emily drew a deep, healing breath as she gazed at her lovers. My future. My salvation, she realized, awed by the magnitude of what she had been offered. And she, so undeserving, so broken and damaged, with nothing to offer in return but gratitude. Both of these women, so earnest, so sincere, ready to rush to the altar simply to make her feel secure, grounded, wanted; neither faulting her for that weakness, for her failings, for her floundering self-esteem, but embracing that reality as if it were insignificant. Both ready to fix it, to change it, to make the gnawing dread go away. Emily Kahn had never felt worthy in her life, and yet here were two women, two lives, pledged to her, devoted to her happiness, willing, even proud to join with her. Two of the most respected cadets at the Academy, women with promising futures, and they were holding out their hands—to her.

Jenny blinked suddenly, as if she could hear Emily's thoughts. “Hey,” she sighed sleepily, reaching out to touch Emily's face. “You're too far away,” she murmured.

Emily smiled. “I'll come closer, then.” She gingerly extricated herself from beneath Kit's arm, slipped out of bed and crawled up beside Jenny, careful not to jar them all. “Kit sleeps like she's dead,” she whispered, grinning.

“After last night, do you blame her?” Jenny chuckled. “I’ve never made sounds like those come out of her,” she waggled her eyebrows. 

“Me either,” Emily admitted, “not by myself.” 

“You've already brought a whole new dimension to this situation, Ems, and your experience has been a revelation for both of us. I'm convinced we got the best of this bargain,” she kissed her sweetly.

“You really think so?” Emily was always unsure of herself.

“I think watching you make love to me, Kit understood immediately what you and I wanted her to see—that delayed gratification is a good thing, not a cruelty,” she said quietly.

Emily grinned. “I hope she drew that conclusion, but she may have just been busy watching,” she laughed softly.

Jenny laughed too, hugging Emily close. “Thanks for agreeing to this,” she said sincerely. “I know this probably isn't the relationship you imagined growing up.”

“Like you imagined it for your life?” Emily pointed out.

“You're right, I never even thought of such a thing, until I got to know Kieran. But you could just as easily have said no, and taken Kit for yourself,” Jenny admitted her fear.

Emily quirked an eyebrow. “You really think that could have happened? Because I don't. The way I see it, you and Kit, through some miracle of good fortune for me, decided to open your lives to me. I had no chance with her, without your consent, Jen. Were you truly worried about losing her?”

Jenny nodded. “Always. She's never been over you, not for a second. I could have disappeared in a spatial rift, like Kieran, and Kit would have gone right back to you.”

“Is that the only reason you're doing this?” Emily asked fearfully, her arms reflexively closing around Jenny.

“No, sweetheart,” Jenny assured her. “It was the initial reason I considered it, but then I got to know you, and I realized, Kit loves you for good reasons, and then I couldn't deny I loved you, too. But you didn't have to accept me, and you could have just as easily paired off with Kit, instead.”

Emily kissed her tenderly, stroking her cheek with one careful finger. “Jenny,” she murmured, “if I would have tried to steal anyone away, it would have been you,” she confessed.  “I know you're the one who got Kit to agree to children. You were the one who opened my heart, and my eyes on this relationship, not her. You were the reason I didn't give up on love altogether. I wanted yours so much, I had to hope.” 

Jenny was stunned. “Truly, Ems? I was the one?”

Emily nodded. “I fell hard for you. And I didn't really have much hope that Kit would open her mind on the issue, or that you'd love me enough to force her to choose. In fact, ask Na. I was crying on her shoulder just a week ago about you, and how I had fallen in love with you, and God, what was I supposed to do about it. Poor Na, she couldn't say a word that would break your confidence.”

Jenny was laughing happily, the sound of it rumbling in her chest. “Honey,” she pulled Emily on top of her, “I told her the same thing about you. I can't believe it,” she muffled her laughter by kissing Emily.

Emily's eyes widened. “You told Kit's adoptive mother that you were in love with me?” she asked, disbelieving.

Jenny grinned. “Na confided in me two summers ago, when she fell for Lenara, so she knows exactly what it's like to be with one woman and in love with someone else. She was perfectly understanding.”

“What did she advise you to do?”

Jenny kissed her again. “Exactly what I did—which was to gently push Kit in the direction I wanted us to go, which was into your arms,” she said lovingly. “Oh, Ems, I love you so much,” she pressed her forehead against Emily’s, drowning in dark eyes.

Emily regarded her with astonishment. “I can't for the life of me imagine why, but I'm so glad, Jen.”

Jenny eased her onto her side, so they could hold each other again. “Let me tell you some of the reasons, then,” she whispered in Emily's ear. “You're clever, and brilliant,” she listed, “and sweet, and beautiful. You're giving, thoughtful, kind, and witty. And I can't wait until sunset, so you'll be mine for good.”

“That still floors me, more than anything,” Emily hugged her. “Not just that you want to marry me, but that you're ready to do it right now. Aren't you scared, Jen? It's like—marrying someone you just started dating,” she breathed.

“I think its exciting,” Jenny squeezed her. “And adventurous and fun. It's the most unconventional thing I've ever done, save for the relationship itself. That's one way that I know you're really good for me, because I want you so much I'm able to think about new ways of doing things. You've made me impulsive—something I've never been in my life. I like who I am with you. With Kit, I'm too responsible, too predictable. You bring out the wilder aspects of my personality. I think we both need that. And you need our grounding influence. It's the perfect mix, with all of us.”

“I must be pretty untamed, if it takes two to counteract my wickedness,” Emily grinned.

“You are a lot to handle,” Jenny teased. “This way there's one of us for each leg, to keep you from jumping off anything,” she joked, then her face became solemn, and she shuddered. “I try to make light of it, Ems, but thinking about it shakes me, every time. Promise me you will never, ever do anything like that again. I would never get over it,” she said sadly, eyes filling.

“I'm sorry.” Emily kissed her gently. “It wasn't intended to cause anyone pain, only to stop my own. But honey, that seems like a lifetime ago. All of it is so distant, now, and I'm so happy. All that hurt, all the confusion, it disappears when you smile at me. Keep smiling at me, and it won't ever come back.”

Kit stirred, feeling the empty place beside her, turning over to find her companions. “Good morning, I think,” she muttered. “Is it time to get up?”

“Only if you want to,” Jenny said.

“You guys look wide awake,” she noted. “Maybe a shower will get me conscious again. You two did me in last night,” she laughed. “I'm starving—anyone want room service?” she grabbed the menu and pointed to the lumberjack breakfast. “That's for me, you guys get what you want, my treat. I'll be out in half an hour, so if you're planning on anything--interesting, you'd better hurry.”

Kit refrained from singing in the shower, forced herself not to peek out at her partners, and thought about how full her life was about to become, with two wives. The chemistry between Jenny and Emily hadn't escaped her, and she wondered if her presence really mattered in the larger scheme of things. She knew she could not afford to start questioning, though, or she'd end up like Emily, so insecure nothing but the ultimate commitment would comfort her. And soon she would have that from them both.

Emily continued her conversation with Jenny, no longer needing to whisper. “What would you have done if Kit hadn't agreed to this, feeling like you do?”

“Thankfully, I don't have to find out,” Jenny smiled. She knew Emily was fishing, and she knew it was driven by her insatiable insecurity. She relented. “I probably would have made myself sick over you, that's what. Maybe I would have had to leave Kit—I don't know. I do know I was starting to feel like I can't be without you, like I have to have you. But this is so much better. It turns out we all want the same thing, and no one gets left out.”

“I wanted to talk to you about something,” Jenny continued, smiling warmly at her. “Kit and I asked Kieran's advice about how to make this situation the best possible one for all of us. She said it's crucial to establish our individual relationships with each other, and to make sure those stay healthy. You and I connected yesterday, in ways I hadn't even begun to anticipate, and it was wonderful, Ems. But you need to find that with Kit, too. So I want you to go surprise her in the shower, spend the morning with her. I'm going to go make the wedding arrangements with the concierge. Will you do that, sweetie? I think it's important.”
Emily grinned impishly. “Afraid I'm getting too attached to you, exclusively?” she asked.

“No. It's me I'm worried about, getting too attached exclusively to you,” Jenny admitted. “I know my impulse is to spend all of my time with you, just us, right now, and that would be easy to do. But we can't let that happen. Kit is the reluctant one, in our dynamic, just like Robbie was with the Moms. Na told me that they had to all really work to keep Robin feeling part of things, and every one of them had to make a special effort to reach out to her. You and I have to do that with Kit, or this could fall apart. So go find your individuality with her, and let me take care of the logistics. I'll be back in about an hour and half, and I'll bring

breakfast for all of us.”

Emily kissed her enthusiastically. “Maybe you should come with me,” she tried to persuade.
“No, I shouldn't, sweetie.” Jenny removed herself from Emily's arms. “I've got work to do. I love you, Emily. I want this to be perfect for all of us, especially Kit, because it was so difficult for her to come to this decision.”

Emily nodded. “Okay. I'll see you later then.” She planted her feet on the floor and stripped off her nightshirt, heading for the ensuite. “Jen?” she asked.

Jenny looked up from tying her shoes. “Yeah?”

“I'll miss you,” she said sincerely.

“Me, too,” Jenny assured her, struggling against the temptation to stay. Damn, she’s gorgeous. So uninhibited and aware of herself. I could lose myself in her. I could lose all of us in her. But it's just the newness, the novelty of the attraction, and it will die down, mellow out. It has to, or it will consume me.

Jenny forced herself out the door, hat pulled over her tousled hair to make it look halfway presentable, hands stuffed into her jeans. She thought about Rick, and laughed to herself. He would die, if he only knew.

Jenny set the specifics for the ceremony with the concierge, scheduled them for a morning dive to appease Kit's insatiable need to be in the ocean, and ordered an elaborate breakfast to take back upstairs.  While she waited for the food to be ready, she went to the gift shop catalogue station, perusing the wedding rings. She book-marked three styles that she thought Emily and Kit might like, sent the info to their room comm account, and arranged to have flowers delivered with breakfast. She checked the chronometer, and realized she'd actually been gone over an hour. She corralled her impatience, and signed for the charges on breakfast and the flowers.

She listened outside their door, and overheard enough to keep her in the hallway for a while longer. She intercepted the bellboy with the tray of food and flowers, and tipped him for his trouble. When the sounds died down inside their room, she tapped on the door and let herself in.

“Are you guys ready for breakfast?” she asked, head sticking through the door.

Kit instinctively snatched at the covers, hiding beneath them. “Oh, hi honey,” she grinned, “sorry. come on in.”

“Where's Ems?” Jenny asked faintly.

“Ensuite, cleaning up. I'd better do the same,” she blushed, scrambling out of bed.

Jenny laughed at her crimson color, shaking her head. “Like I didn't know what you were doing?” she teased.

She laid out breakfast on the dining area table, pouring juice for everyone and setting the pale orange roses in the center of the feast.

She pulled out jeans and t-shirts for both women and stuck them through the ensuite door. “Here,” she instructed, “get dressed. We're diving in two hours.”

Kit stuck her head out, grinning. “We are?” her eyes lit right up.

“Of course. You can't do Hawaii without diving, sweetie.”

Kit grabbed Jenny's shirt, pulling her inside the ensuite, kissing her. “You rule the rulers, honey,” she hugged her.

“Nice,” Jenny glanced at Emily, who was standing there buck naked.

“Nasty,” Emily stuck her tongue out.

“If the food wouldn't get cold, I'd show you what to do with that,” she laughed, pulling Emily in for a kiss. “Better wash up—you smell like Kit,” she joked.

Kit was dressed, and stood watching them together. “Jen, can I talk to you a second?” she asked, looking worried.

“Sure. Ems, whenever you're ready, breakfast is on the table. Come on,” she tugged Kit's hand, “we'll go on the balcony.”

Kit took Jenny in her arms as they stood overlooking the ocean. “We should eat out here. It's spectacular,” she breathed. “I love that smell.”

“What's bothering you, Kyle?” Jenny asked gently.

“Nothing, really—just—I don't want to lose you and me in the three of us. I know right now things need to be about all three of us, and mostly about Emily, but—you still love me, don't you?”

Jenny's heart lurched in her chest. “Honey, of course I do. More than ever. Honestly, Kyle, the only reason I ever considered this is that I was afraid I'd lose you if I didn't. Naomi thought I might, too. She and I both could see how much you wanted to help Emily. You're like Kieran that way—always trying to take care of everyone. I did this, initially, for you.”

Kit nodded. “I know. You could see how conflicted I was over her. I just didn't want her to take her life, Corey. And I do love her. You're sure you can live with that?”

“Yes,” Jenny assured her. “I love her, too. Right now, I'm so infatuated with her, with this whole thing, I can't see straight. That's probably why you're doubting my love for you. It's there Kit. I swear. But you know how it is with new love—it's like a wildfire, it just wipes out everything in its path. Can you tolerate watching me be that way with her?”

Kit smiled. “I like watching you with her,” she waggled her eyebrows.

“Now who's being nasty?” she accused, laughing. “You really do like that part?”

Kit blushed, but didn't deny it. “You should try being a spectator. It's very enlightening.”

Jenny grinned. “Okay, I will, soon. Are we okay with each other?”

Kit kissed her. “We are as far as I'm concerned.”

Jenny showed her counterparts the rings she had found, and they all agreed on a simple band that fit together with the engagement ring, adding the birthstone of each partner to the four diamonds already displayed.  Jenny filled out the on-line form for the marriage license, hesitating as she got to Emily's information.

“Ems?” she asked, smiling. “What's your middle name?”

“Berit,” Emily replied.

“Family name?” Jenny asked.

“No, it's German, it means bright, or glorious.”

Jenny smiled. “And you're both, sweetheart,” she said, touching her hand. “Okay, you need to enter your Starfleet ID here, and Kit, yours goes here. This links our bank accounts, too, unless you check this box, she pointed to the block.”

Kit filled in her information, then affixed her thumbprint. “It's official—we're a partnership,” she breathed.

Jenny completed the form and advised them that they needed to hightail it to the dive site. They gathered their gear and rushed out of their room, lugging their equipment and laughing.

__________________

The sunset was just beginning when they arrived at the lava flow, where there was an outdoor chapel constructed of portable wooden flooring and benches. As the lava encroached each day, the chapel could be adjusted to accommodate the shifting shoreline.

The three women wore short white sarongs and matching multicolored flowered shirts, with traditional leis. Emily and Jenny had woven white flowers into their hair, which was much longer than Kit's, and the effect was charming.

The ceremony, which consisted of the North American traditional vows, concluded at sunset, with the lava glimmering in the background. The three women had agreed that for the more elaborate ceremony they would hold at home, they would write their own vows, but for now, the standard ones would do. The minister logged their name changes into a PADD for uploading to the central computer system, pronounced them legal, and sent them on their

way with the compliments of the hotel.

“Now comes the surprise,” Jenny smiled at her companions. “I hope it's not too radical a departure from the standard wedding night,” she added.

Emily laughed happily, kissing her wives each in turn. “Like anything about our situation would be standard?”

“Why? What are we doing next?” Kit demanded, sliding her arm around Emily, and drawing Jenny in as well.

Jenny grinned. “Shark encounter, coupled with our first night dive. It's my wedding present to you both.”

Kit grabbed her and swung her around. “But Jen, you said you'd never do either one—dive at night or with sharks.”

Jenny nodded. “I know. I think Emily brings out the crazy side of me, or I was half drunk with the anticipation of the wedding, or heck, maybe I was trying to live up to my new name—for whatever reason, my sanity lapsed and I scheduled this.”

Kit hugged them both in turn. “I've always wanted to do this. Ems, are you okay with it?”

Emily nodded eagerly. “I can't wait. What time?”

Jenny checked her chronometer. “We need to get our equipment and head to the pier. I chartered the trip, so it's just the three of us and the dive leader and the photographer. We're having our wedding dinner on the boat. They promised me something elegant, so I hope it is.” She reached for both women's hands. “I love you both. I can't believe we're actually Wildwomen, now—all of us.”

Kit kissed them both, smiling warmly. “I say we go to the hotel, get our gear, then send the Moms one of the photos from the wedding. The liaison from the hotel promised the holoimages would be sent to our account within the hour. Jen, we'll send one to your folks, too.” She grabbed their hands and the three newlyweds headed in the direction of the hotel. 

Jenny flinched. “No, don't. I haven't told them about Emily yet. I haven’t had a chance. It may take some explaining.” 

Emily smiled affectionately at her. “You think?” she smarted. “Are they going to have a coronary?”

“Well,” Jenny grinned, kissing Emily’s cheek, “they’ll be glad about one thing—they’ll get plenty of grandchildren, now. They were not too pleased that Kit and I were not going to have a family. The kid thing will likely sell them on you, sweetie,” she added hopefully.

Kit smiled warmly at her wives. “They’ll love you, Ems, because we do. They won’t care if our marriage is a little unconventional,” she said confidently, leading them into the lobby and onto the turbolift.

“I’ll gather the diving gear, if you’ll send the Moms the photos, Kyle,” Jenny offered, stripping out of her wedding attire and searching for her swimsuit. 

“Okay,” Kit agreed, sitting down at the workstation. “Oh, wow, you guys, come look at them,” she gasped. “God, you’re both so beautiful,” she murmured, scanning through the collection.

Emily scooted up behind Kit’s chair, leaning over. “They are nice,” she agreed. “Especially that one,” she pointed to the screen, where the three women were holding hands and exchanging vows, the sunset glowing in the distance and the lava flow in the foreground. “Send them that one, sweetie.”

Kit laughed. “I’m sending all of them, or Mom will never stop bitching.” She put together a message to accompany the photos.


Dear Moms: Both Jenny and Emily said ‘I do’ without backing out. Here’s the proof.

I love all four of you endlessly. Jenny and Ems say to send their love, too. We’re off to do a night dive—with SHARKS!!!! My wives are truly Wildwomen, and I couldn’t be happier.


--Kit, Emily, and Jenny Wildman

_____________________

Kieran Wildman got the incoming message, and laughed at her daughter’s idea of a stellar wedding night. She opened the photos, and called her partners to come peruse them with her. What she found inside the missive made all four mothers cry with tenderness for their children. Kieran was especially broken up by it, and couldn’t seem to stop crying. Amanda Brand was over for dinner, and having been brought up to speed on the situation, was mightily amused at the tall Commander’s reaction.

“Kieran,” she kept trying to tell her, “you didn’t lose Kit. You gained two more daughters.”

Kieran nodded. “It’s just—Kit’s grown up now, and has her own family,” she wiped impatiently at her eyes, wishing she could explain.

Naomi kissed Kieran’s hair tenderly, understanding implicitly. “What Kieran is trying to say, Amanda, is that she’s always come first with Kit. And now she won’t. And that’s why it feels like a loss to her, on some levels. I know, honey,” she rubbed Kieran’s shoulders. “But we can have more kids, I promise.”

Kieran nodded. “I know. But each one is special, and you know how much I love Kit,” she sighed. “I just don’t want things to change between us,” she admitted. “I love it that she still comes and curls up in my lap, and confides everything in me. It’s like she’s still a kid with me, and I don’t want to lose that.”

Lenara squeezed her shoulder. “Be’thal,” she put in, “I truly don’t think that will ever change between you and Kit.”

Robin nodded. “I agree. KT, you came into Kit’s life at a critical point, and you were there for the worst part of her recovery. You’re permanently her mother figure, and she will never stop wanting the physical closeness she has with you, no matter how many wives she has.”

Kieran smiled up at her from the workstation chair, wiping her face. “Okay, Counselor, I’ll trust your judgment.”

Amanda Brand dangled her feet in the swimming pool, sipping an Irish coffee and talking quietly with Kieran Wildman. Fall left a distinct chill in the evening air, and the two women shivered in the contrast between the bathwater temperature of the pool and the cooler atmosphere surrounding them.

“So you're really going to go through with it?” she asked Kieran, awed at the prospect. “In spite of how difficult it will be to find a posting for all four of you?”

Kieran sipped her own coffee, nodding. “Only it's more than the four of us. It's us plus the girls. I want to be with Kit, at least, if not Kit and Katie.”

“Have you told Kathryn and Seven yet? B'Elanna?” Amanda could only imagine how Kathryn Janeway would take the news. 

“Naomi wants to be the one to break it to them, though Robbie, Lenara and I tried to talk her into letting us all do it. She's brave to take Kathryn on alone.”

Amanda smirked. “Brave or stupid.”

“There is that,” Kieran agreed. 

“Do you think you could talk the harem into taking on one more?” she teased.

“You'd have to make individual entreaties, I imagine, but I suspect you could convince them if you put your mind to it,” she retorted, laughing. “Are you going to work me over first?” she waggled her eyebrows.

Amanda quirked an eyebrow. “If I thought I had a chance, I just might,” she said half seriously. “It's starting to sink in that you're really going to leave.”

Kieran took her hand. “All teasing aside,” she said softly. “Don't kid yourself into thinking it's an easy thing to do. I'm very attached to you. I'm going to miss you something terrible.”

Amanda smiled genuinely. “I'll have to find someone else who can't bluff in poker to save their life. I think I've managed to win most of your salary in the four years you've been here,” she smarted.

Lenara Kahn stuck her head out the sliding glass door. “Kieran,” she sounded worried, “there's an emergency hail for you on the workstation in the living room.”

Kieran jumped up and sprinted inside, wet legs and all. She keyed in her access code and watched as Jean Luc Picard appeared on her screen. 

“Commander,” he nodded tersely. “Enterprise has intercepted a communications pod that appears to have been sent from the parallel dimension you were trapped in. I'm having my communications officer decode and transmit the message to you now.”

“Yes, Sir,” Kieran acknowledged, “I'm receiving it. Thank you, Captain.”

“I'll be in touch again soon, Commander. My exec is taking the Captaincy of the Resnik and I'm going to be in the market for a new First Officer. Once again, I'm going to try to convince you,” he smiled.

Kieran nodded. “Thank you, Sir. I have some rather peculiar extenuating circumstances, however, that you may want to consider. I'd be coming aboard with a very extended immediate family,” she explained.

He quirked an eyebrow. “Can you elaborate, Kieran?”

She grinned. “Naomi and I are marrying Robin and Lenara Kahn, per Trill custom. And I want to take my daughter Kit and her two wives, as well.”

If Picard was surprised, he hid his reaction well. “Seven family members,” he said to himself. “Could you transmit their respective qualifications and ranks, please? I'll see what I can do.”

“Thank you, Captain. I'll send you the file tonight. My data has finished downloading, Sir. I'm going to go retrieve it.”

“Very well. Picard out.”

Kieran keyed commands into her station, and a video message started to play. Lenara Thompson and Robin Thompson appeared together, with Gerry and Cami Thompson seated at their feet. Gerry looked to be about thirteen or fourteen, and Cami looked as if she were eleven or twelve. Kieran bit her lip at the sight of them all. 

“Hello, Be'thal,” Lenara said softly on the playback. Kieran's heart began to pound in her chest as she surveyed her wife, who was aging beautifully. Lenara's brown-gold hair hung to her shoulders, and she had a swatch of silver streaking the locks at her temple. Gerry and Cami sat silently, with Gerry looking so much like Kieran's father as a young man, it made her gasp in wonder.

“Cha'malar'on,” Robin smiled at Kieran. “We miss you. We think of you every day, and we hope you arrived home safely.”

Lenara's face saddened. “I was wrong to send you back, Kie'ran, and I have never forgiven myself. But I had no way of knowing that Kieran Kahn died, and with her, our unborn daughter. I hope you've forgiven me for severing our bond, shar cha'on. We hoped for the longest time that you would come back, but after so many years, we've had to resign ourselves to the permanency of the separation.”

Robin nodded. “But we wanted to tell you how much we love you, and thank you for all the ways you changed our lives. And if you ever find a way to come home to us, please, Kieran, come home.”

“I'm sending a data packet of photos we've taken over the past decade, since you left wapur'on,” Lenara supplied. “If your Lenara or your Naomi can find a way to get a message back to us, please, Be'thal, let us know you're alive. I love you for all eternity, shar fanua'thal. Par're shar cadre, enfanu. Sharumoy thala nifanu skay'unaf.”

Robin nodded agreement. “Never severed,” she echoed the sentiment. “Be well, my love.”

The screen went black, and Kieran was suddenly aware of tears on her cheeks, and of warm hands on her shoulders. Robin, Lenara, and Naomi flanked her, lending comfort and strength as she processed the onslaught of emotions.

“Nifanu skay'unaf,” she whispered to the blackened screen.

The screen winked back on and a second message began to play. Cassidy Thompson and her wife, Cameron, sat before Kieran Wildman, smiling and holding hands. “Kelsey,” Cassidy intoned gently, “I can't tell you how much I miss you, sweetie. I thought our love went clear around this world, and now I know it goes all the way to yours, and back to mine. Now that I've lost my sister, I know how deeply it hurt you to lose yours. Cameron and I love you, Kelsey. Mom and Dad have passed on, but we're still here, missing you and loving you and praying you'll find a way back here. There are so many things I wish I would've told you, things I thought there would always be time to say. And now I have this chance, and I can't think of a single thing, except that I love you, and it's been so hard trying to do this without you here. Hold me in your heart, Kelsey, as I hold you in mine, because without you here, I'm alone. My whole family is gone. But I take solace in the fact that Cami Thompson looks just like you, and has your sense of humor and that wicked edge you always had. She's my heart,

Kels, just as you always were. Take care, honey.”

The display went black for a few seconds, and then Wesley Crusher appeared, smiling. “KT,” he said warmly, “the Traveler and I went wandering in a parallel dimension, and the instant that Traveler verified we couldn't mutually annihilate their world and ours, we ran across your wives, courtesy of my mother, you dog you. Your family is incredible. Traveler and I will wait to hear from you. If you want to go back to them, we'll escort you. They are all hoping you’ll agree. I could be home within three days of your receipt of this message. I love you, KT. Please let me know what you want to do as soon as possible.”

Naomi Wildman's chest constricted with fear, and she exchanged worried looks with Lenara and Robin. Kieran could leave them, if she wanted to, and reclaim her children, her wives, her sister. With Kit married and settled, what was there, really, to stop her?

Kieran replayed the message twice, drinking in the sight of her children, her wives, her sibling.

“Sweetie,” Naomi knelt beside her, gazing up at her troubled expression. “Are you going to access the second packet?”

Kieran nodded slowly, dazed by the impact of seeing her family again. She called up the next packet, and still photos of her children and wives played like a slide show. Cami and Gerry grew up before her eyes, and Robin and Lenara aged as the photos progressed. When the stills segued into a series of photos of Kieran's birth family, she couldn't believe how Gerry and Violet looked. Cassidy and Cameron aged, as well, and the manatee preserve in the backgrounds of the photos deteriorated and was renovated and deteriorated again.

“She's all alone, Na. Cassidy lost all three of us,” Kieran murmured.

Naomi took Kieran's hands, kneeling in the floor beside her. “Baby, she is not alone. Cameron is with her. And we need you here,” she emphasized, in case Kieran was entertaining thoughts of leaving.

“So much time has passed there, Be’thal,” Lenara added. “You’d be almost fifteen years younger than that Lenara Kahn. And as joined Trills go, she’d be pushing toward her elderly years.”

“Look at this,” Kieran paged back through the photos. “My kids, you guys. I’ve missed them growing up. Look at how incredible they look.”

Amanda Brand pressed closer, glancing over Lenara’s shoulder. “Those are your kids, Kieran?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Kieran agreed, her formality coming through in an unfocused moment. “My son and my daughter. Cami looks just like me,” she was enthralled by it.

Naomi swallowed hard, hearing the enchantment in Kieran’s tone. “She does, sweetie. She looks like a clone of you. I think it’s sweet that she’s so close to Cassidy.”

Robin had remained painfully silent, thinking to herself that Kieran would probably feel obligated to go back, if nothing more. She had two kids to raise there, and Katie was in good hands. Kit was a grown woman, now, with two wives to take care of her and look out for her. Just as Robin had feared, she would lose Kieran again. If her heart weren’t aching, she would've seen the humor in the fact that she would be losing Kieran to herself, for all intents and purposes. 

Kieran looked as if she’d been hit with a phaser blast, washed out and lifeless. “It’s too much. I found them, I settled in with them, and then they made me leave again. And now they want me back, after all this time?” she muttered to herself, her voice soft and troubled. “I have to think. I have to be alone,” she spun in her chair, looking at her betrotheds. “Please, try to understand—” she beseeched, fixing them each in turn. “I love you all. I just have to think,” she launched herself out of her workstation chair. “I need space.” She trotted up the stairs, went into the room she had traditionally shared with Naomi, rummaged through the closet, and found the duranium containers of her photographs from that other life.  She sat down on the bed, glancing back through the stills, remembering.

Rather than give her what she requested, her three lovers followed her up the stairs, lining up along the foot of the bed, arguing their cases.

“KT,” Naomi began, “what about Katie? And your dad? Honey, you promised to marry all of us—you spoke the Be’Prem with Lenara,” she tried to persuade. “Please tell me you’re not seriously considering going back there,” she tried to temper the edge of desperation in her voice.

“Your kids there are almost grown, sweetie,” Lenara added. “Katie is so much younger than they are. She needs you every bit as much as Cami and Gerry.”

“Kieran,” Robin pleaded, “we’ve been through so much to make it to this place of loving each other. You’re my soul mate. You promised me you’d never leave me again,” she said softly.

Kieran didn’t reply. She got up and found her overnight case. She packed two uniforms, her toiletries, and her photographs without a word. When she was finished, she walked down the stairs without any sort of explanation. Amanda Brand was still in the living room, contemplating the dilemma in Kieran’s lap. 

“I’m going to check into the ‘Suites,” Kieran supplied. “Want to walk me there?”

Amanda nodded. “Of course. Let me get my coat.”

The two women headed down the sidewalk in the darkness, neither speaking. Kieran thought her brain would overload with the weight of her indecision. “I love them, Amanda,” she said softly. “All five of them. And I have kids I’m not helping raise.”

“Maybe,” Amanda took Kieran’s hand, holding it gingerly, “you go with your first commitment. Of the five of them, Naomi is the one you married first, the one you loved first.”

Kieran laughed. “Actually, that’s half right. Lenara is the one I loved first, and Robin second, and Naomi much, much later. But I did marry Na first,” she acquiesced. “And Kit Wildman was my second child, Katie my first. But is it fair to Gerry and Cami to choose Katie and Kit just because Gerry and Cami were unlucky enough to be born after Katie and Kit?”

“Kieran,” Amanda squeezed her hand gently. “I’ve known you most of your life. And this engagement to the three of them, and your adopting Kit, have been the two things I’ve seen make you happiest,” she pointed out.

“I was happy over there, too,” Kieran admitted. “I wish Naomi could comprehend the magnitude of what I’ve been offered.”

Brand tried a different tact. “How was your career, over there?”

“What career? I was just an assistant coach, and teaching a couple of psych classes. I was more a mother and a housewife than anything else. My career here is much more promising.”

They crossed the boundary from the city to the campus, still holding hands, lost in thought. Brand couldn’t begin to digest the decision Kieran was faced with. She sighed. “I know it’s selfish, but it suddenly seems much more acceptable to say goodbye to you when you ship out than to say goodbye when you change dimensions,” she grinned ruefully.

“Amanda,” Kieran gave her a meaningful look. “You know how much I care about you, don’t you? Please believe me when I tell you this decision is about my kids, and nothing more. Not my lovers, not my career, not my friends. I have tremendous loyalty to you, and I am grateful for all the things you’ve done for me, most notably, that you’ve offered me your friendship,” she said sincerely.

“I do know, Kieran. And I don’t envy you, or the issues you’re dealing with. I do know that those three women back there love you, and they’re frightened out of their minds right now. And Kit will be just as upset,” she offered. “You know, you could come stay at my house, instead of taking a room here,” she mentioned as they pushed through the doors of the hotel.

“Thank you, but I think the complete solitude will be better for me. I have to meditate, clear my head, focus my energy, and ask myself, my deeper self, what is really right for me,” she explained. She took the PADD from the clerk and filled in her information, handing the woman a credit chit.

“That’s really all that matters,” Amanda assured her. “Not obligation, not duty. What will truly make you happy?” she nodded. “I’ll see you soon, I’m sure. If you need to talk, hail me. Promise?”

Kieran kissed her cheek. “I will. Thanks.”

_________________

Kieran Wildman sat cross-legged in the middle of the oversized bed in her hotel room, mind clearing gradually, methodically breathing and trying to surrender her will to the quiet of her inner consciousness. Cassidy, she called out in the darkest recesses of her soul. Help me. I don’t know what to do. Not all worlds have the same constant. Kieran waited for the reply, but there was no response, no blanketing warmth, no reassurance. After two hours, Kieran gave up and slept.

Kit Wildman came back from her brief honeymoon to find the Wildman household in a state of emotional turmoil. Kieran had gone off to the Intergalactic Suites by herself, purportedly to think about her options, and to consider in fuller detail her obligations regarding her former life in the parallel dimension and this one. 

Naomi, Lenara and Robin were so worried that she might leave, they simply couldn't function. Kit, Jenny and Emily found them sitting in the living room, staring into nothing, spent and empty. Naomi explained what had happened, and that Wesley Crusher would be arriving no later than Tuesday, and then Kieran would have to make her choice.
“Kit,” Naomi pleaded with her, “we need you to convince her. You're the reason she came back in the first place, and you need to make it clear to her in no uncertain terms that you still need and want her here.” 

Kit flopped down in an overstuffed chair, pulling Jenny and Emily down with her. The three women had clearly bonded as a unit, and they sat cuddled together as easily as if they had been lovers all their lives.

“Maybe she should go back,” Kit said pensively. “After all, Cassidy is there. And Na, Kieran is done raising me. She has two much younger kids to think of.”

“She has Katie, here. She has our engagement. My marriage to her. She spoke the Be'Prem with Lenara,” Naomi argued, grasping at any rationale she could.

“And did you lay all that on her? All the reasons why she shouldn't go?” Kit demanded. Naomi nodded, suddenly guilty. “Then no wonder she took off. I mean, hell, Na, no pressure or anything.” Kit fixed her with a purposeful expression. “You are the one that taught me that true love is letting go, Na. It's wanting for Kieran what she most wants for herself. I'll be heartbroken if she leaves, but I will not say one word to deter her. I want her to be happy, and I want her to do what she thinks she needs to do to find that. So all of you, take a lesson from my mother—surrender control. That's the most loving thing you can do. Let her go, if that's what she wants. And do it with smiles and encouragement and with your warmest blessings. That's what I'm going to do,” she decided. “I'm going to find her and tell her so.”

Kieran Wildman had spent the better part of the day in meditation, and still, Cassidy ignored her entreaty. She flopped down on the bed, expelling her breath and breaking her lotus form, stomach growling with hunger. A soft tap at the door drew her attention, and she sighed. She assumed it would be Naomi, and the last thing she needed was more confusion and guilt from her wife. She opened the door, only to find her daughter waiting patiently.

“Hi, Mom,” Kit hugged her enthusiastically. “Guess what?”

Kieran eyed her warily. “What, sweetheart?”

“I’m married,” Kit grinned, holding up her hand to show her mother the wedding ring she wore. “Your duties are discharged,” she announced, gazing up at the taller Wildman. “Mom,” she eased them out of the open doorway, letting the door woosh shut behind them. “You need to do whatever you can live with,” she said softly.

“They told you—about the message?” she asked, face drawn and pale.

Kit sat them both down on the bed, nodding. “They told me. You must be torn up,” she said sympathetically.

Kieran nodded. “Kit, I need an honest answer from you. If I go back there, and I decide to stay, how is that going to affect you?”

Kit took both of her hands. “I will miss you every day for the rest of my life, and there will be a huge part of my heart that can never, ever be filled. Mom, you’re my best friend, my hero, my favorite person in the universe,” she said forthrightly. “You’re my Cassidy. But that doesn’t change the fact that I’m a grownup, now, and your happiness has to come first, for once in your life. Think about it, KT. You’ve tried to fix and protect and shelter and teach everyone around you, without much regard for what you wanted. But I’m out of the woods, and so is Emily. If you go, Naomi has Robin and Lenara. Katie is settled in with Noah and B'Elanna. You’ve done your job. Now the only question is, what do you want to do? Do you want to be with your son and your daughter and your sister? Can you live without Naomi?”

Naomi, Kieran realized. I’d be agreeing to live without her as my lover. And Seven and I aren’t friends there. Kathryn and I barely know each other. I’m not related to Phoebe or Harry, and Gretchen isn’t in my life. Katie doesn’t even exist. B'Elanna and Noah aren’t my friends, there. Naomi would be that same distant girl, married to my daughter, aloof with me because she knows I have memories of being her lover and that gives her the creeps. And they are all so much older than me, now. Lenara won’t live many more years.

Qian never happened, there. Naomi and I never fell in love, never spent our days in asylum there, never linked with each other. She has never loved me, in that world. If I go there, I will never wake up next to her again, never hold her in my arms, never have her sing me to sleep after I make love to her. I will never have children with her. 

I promised Robbie I would never leave her again. I have to keep that promise. I took the Be’Prem with Lenara. I cannot sever that bond. I belong to them, with them. Gerry and Cami have done fine without me. They probably don’t remember me at all. Oh, Cass, can you understand that I have to choose them? That I’m not choosing them over you?

A distinct voice echoed in Kieran’s head. It said: “Clear around every world”.

Kieran hugged Kit close to her. “I don’t think I could stand it. She is my soul mate, even if I am not hers. And Kit, you and I are so much closer here than we were there. My happiness is definitely where you are, kiddo. I told you this, and I meant it sincerely: I love you more than anyone, or anything, in this or any world. I will never leave you again, until death snatches me.”

_________________

Kieran and Kit Wildman had a good long talk before they made their way back to the Victorian house. When they arrived, the house was quiet, and Jenny and Emily were seated on the living room sofa, holding one another. 

Jenny smiled at Kieran. “Hey, Mom,” she greeted her new in-law. “Your harem is upstairs in Seven’s old room. They’re having some kind of pow-wow.”

Kieran nodded wordlessly, ascending the stairs.

Jenny and Emily looked at their wife. “Well? Is she leaving?”

Kit grinned. “And never see me again? Are you crazy?” she laughed triumphantly.

“Thank God,” Emily said, holding out her hand to Kit. “The Moms were losing it,” she reported. 

Kieran let herself in the bedroom, half-expecting to find her partners in bed together. Instead, they were sitting around the floor, talking earnestly.

“Hey,” Kieran said contritely. “I’m home.”

Naomi jumped up to welcome her. “Honey,” she kissed her cheek and took her hands. “Before you say anything, we owe you a huge apology. You’ve been given this amazing opportunity, and we had no right to impose our wishes on you, or to lay guilt on you. We love you and we want you to do what will make you happiest.”

Kieran hugged her close, breathing in the delicate fragrance of her strawberry blonde hair. “Na,” she said tenderly, “in that world, you are not my lover. Qian never happened. We don’t live together, or even really see each other much. The fact is, I can’t live without your love, and I can’t imagine my life without you now. I’m not going.”

Naomi tried to hide how relieved she was, but Robin and Lenara heaved a collective, cathartic sigh. 

“We’ve been talking, Cha’on,” Lenara said gently, reaching up for Kieran’s hand. “We have a proposal for you that might be an acceptable compromise.”

Robin nodded eagerly. “If Wesley and the Traveler will agree, there’s no reason why you couldn’t spend part of every year with your other family. Time passes so quickly there, you could spend two weeks and only miss a day, here. So why not visit them—divide your time between the two worlds?” she suggested. 

Kieran sat down in the floor, grinning ruefully. “You guys are something else. You’d really go for that sort of arrangement?”

Lenara smiled, nodding emphatically. “You have children there, and Cassidy. We understand why you would want to go there.”

“It’s very generous of you. And tempting, too, but it would make for a very disjointed career, here. I can’t imagine Starfleet letting me take leave time whenever I miss my kids or Cass,” she said thoughtfully. “And once I’m on a ship, there’s just no way.” Kieran smiled at her lovers, grateful for their understanding. 

“KT,” Naomi sat down in her lap, wrapping her arms around Kieran’s neck, “if you change your mind, we’ll understand.”

“Tell you what,” Kieran said flirtatiously. “Why don’t you spend the rest of the day showing me why I shouldn’t change my mind, and keep me here with a smile on my face?”

Naomi laughed. “God, you’re a conniver. Sexual blackmail. Do you two believe what I just heard?”

Robin was chuckling. “The fault is yours if she leaves, now, Na. Better make this encounter one for the record books,” she challenged. 

Naomi shook her head. “I think I need both of you to help me convince her,” she shot back. “I know I said I wanted to wait until we were married, but this seems like an extenuating circumstance. Don’t you think?”

Lenara laughed. “Desperate times call for desperate measures?” she teased.

Kieran hugged Naomi close. “I’m staying. But if you want to be extra convincing, be my guest,” she said with a waggle of her eyebrows.

_________________

Kieran Wildman sat at her workstation, checking the central database. “Search terms,” she muttered. “Wheeler, Cameron Rebecca.” She punched the “enter” key and waited. “Not found.”  She tried again. “Wheeler, Cameron.” She waited momentarily, and the database spit up six records. She perused them. “Cameron Beatrice Wheeler, deceased. Nope, not my Cameron,” she paged along the data. “Cameron Anne Wheeler, age seventy-four. Nope, not the right one.” She made a methodical trip through the database, ruling out every record. “She doesn’t exist here,” Kieran said to herself, smiling. 

Kieran settled in to record her response to Lenara and Robin Thompson. She explained that she simply couldn’t leave her home again, not after so much time had passed in that other dimension, nor could she leave Naomi, who clearly needed her in this one. She sent reams of photographs of her life, her lovers, her children. Then she recorded a similar message to Cassidy and Cameron, laughing and telling them that as much as she loved them, coming back there simply wasn’t possible. She ended the message by inviting them to switch dimensions anytime, since there was no Cameron Wheeler Thompson on her side of the wormhole. She assured everyone of her love, and that she would never forget them. 

She assembled the data packet and transferred it to Captain Picard, who had received instructions for sending the message to Wesley Crusher, who was waiting to hear back from Kieran. 

“Kieran,” Picard advised her, “I’m still working on finding a slot for Naomi aboard my ship. Unfortunately, I only need one counselor. If she were willing to work in Engineering again—”

Kieran shook her head. “No, Sir, she’s not. She is anxious to get on a ship in a counseling capacity. I understand her desire,” she added. “I really didn’t expect you to be able to take all seven of us, Sir.”

He sighed. “It’s just that Enterprise is so much smaller than the Supremacy and Legacy class ships,” he explained. “I presume eventually they’ll upgrade us, but so far, I’ve heard no plans from the Admirals at HQ. I’m sorry. I really wanted you for my first officer,” he said sincerely.

“I appreciate your efforts, Captain. Give my best to Beverly, won’t you?”

Picard nodded. “I will. She sends her love, as well. Picard, out.”

Kieran sighed. I hope Kathryn comes up with seven slots, she thought despondently.

______________

Emily Wildman awoke Monday morning, snuggled in between her two wives, warm and content just to feel the nearness of them. The trip to Hawaii had been far too short, and going back to school was the last thing she wanted to do, until it dawned on her. She was married to two of the most prestigious cadets to ever grace the halls of Starfleet Academy. And everyone would have to treat her with respect, now.

Because so often, a closely-knit group of students were in the same classes for four years in their major concentration, that they knew each other’s lives intimately, as did their instructors.  There was always a tendency among seniors to marry before graduation, in hopes of a joint posting with a spouse, or to a fiancee that was already on active duty. With the bulk of the semester behind them, dozens of cadets were showing up back at school married. It seemed every class began with the professor announcing whose name had changed over a weekend.  Emily smiled to herself, knowing it was her turn to be teased and fondly ridiculed.

Jenny Wildman opened her eyes, watching Emily in the faint light of morning. She sighed and pulled Emily in for a tender kiss, which quickly became many more heated kisses, until the two women were making love as quietly as they could beside Kit, who slumbered in oblivion. 

“Jen,” Emily gasped into her shoulder, “what’s gotten into you this morning?” she teased.

Jenny chuckled. “I think I should be asking you that question,” she wiggled her fingers inside her lover. 

“No, I mean it,” Emily laughed, gazing down at the woman who had conquered her heart with so little effort. 

Jenny continued to fondle her, but gave her a serious look. “You just looked so bright and beautiful, I had to touch you,” she replied. “Now I know why your middle name is Berit.”

Emily touched her face gently, eyes closing involuntarily as Jenny stroked her intimate places. “I am so glad you married me,” she whispered, dark eyes fierce with love. 

“Why? Because I’m the best alarm clock going?” Jenny teased.

Emily arched against Jenny’s fingers, body going rigid as her peak tore through her. “I think you’re the best alarm clock coming, not going,” she giggled as she collapsed into Jenny’s muscular arms. 

Jenny laughed into Emily’s kiss, elated that they could be playful and serious at the same time. Everything about Emily was so freeing, so new, and Jenny felt like a their life together had been given to her as a most precious gift. She kissed Emily deeply, tangling her fingers in the dark strands of Emily’s hair, rolling them over so she was above her wife. “Let’s see how good I am coming,” she invited Emily.

Emily grinned, nodding and sliding her hand between Jenny’s legs. She watched Jenny’s facial expression change with her urgency as it mounted, fascinated by the way Jenny’s eyes darkened, the way her forehead creased ever so slightly as she neared her climax. Emily could tell she was hanging on the edge, needing a gentle push to crest the lip of the cliff. She peered up at her lover. “Look at me Jenny.”

Jenny obediently opened her eyes, staring back into black irises.

“I want you,” Emily whispered intimately, “all of you. Come to me,” she insisted, sliding her fingers delicately over Jenny’s distended flesh.

Such simple words, yet they echoed in Jenny’s desire, extracting the full measure of her release without another thought. “Oh, Ems,” she groaned, her body suddenly liquid and spent, brain suffused with joy. She was careful not to let her full weight rest on Emily as she relaxed, but pulled them onto their sides. She kissed her dark-eyed lover with abandon, the emotion welling in her as surely as the pleasure had in her body. “I love you, Emily Wildman,” she promised her. 

Emily clung to her, letting her recover her senses. “A short tumble, head first, into bliss,” she said softly, repeating the words on the card Jenny had given her with her flowers. “Was it really so easy, my love?” she sighed, kissing Jenny’s throat.

Jenny fixed her with a meaningful look. “Falling in love with you was the easiest thing I’ve ever done. And the smartest.”

Emily propped herself up on one arm, tracing the freckles on Jenny’s chest with one languid finger. “What was it like with Kit and you?”

Jenny laughed. “It was awkward, truth be told,” she said. “I had always thought of Kit as your lover, and then as Naomi’s daughter, and then as my teammate. I was attracted to her, but I thought she didn’t feel the same about me. We were spending all this time together, but she had never kissed me.”

Emily laughed. “Me either. I finally got tired of waiting and kissed her myself.”

“That’s what I did, too,” Jenny admitted. “I knew I was in love with her, but I was so afraid to say the words, to let myself feel that way again after Rick. And I know she was just as reluctant after you.”

Emily’s face darkened. “Yeah, I hurt her pretty badly. You must have hated me for that,” she said regretfully.

“Not so much hated you as pitied you, because I knew you had blown it, and I knew you knew you’d blown it,” Jenny explained. “But I also knew that as with anyone’s first lover, she would be vulnerable to you the rest of her life. And I wanted to see the Emily she had seen, the woman she fell in love with.”

“That person is long gone,” Emily admitted. “I can never go back to being that innocent again. But you are seeing something only Kit’s ever seen before,” she added.

“Really?” Jenny kissed her tenderly. “What’s that?”

“Me, in love. You and she are the only people that’s ever happened with for me.”

“I’d like very much to keep it that way, honey,” Jenny advised her. “For the rest of our lives.”

Kit and Jenny Wildman prepared to walk Emily Wildman to her first class, all three women holding hands. They had stopped off at the Admin building to fill out a change of status form for Starfleet, so that they would be legally married in the Starfleet database. 

“That was easy,” Kit marveled at the seamlessness of the process. “How can something that changes your life completely be accomplished by pressing a couple of buttons?” she wondered. 

Jenny shook her head, awed by it. “It’s frightening. One tap of a workstation key, and you’re married. Another and you’re dead.” She darted her eyes up at the roof of the Admin building, shuddering.  

Emily saw the surreptitious glance, and squeezed Jenny’s hand in her own. “No morbid thoughts this morning,” she insisted. “This is a happy day. I just wish you guys could be in my Astrometrics symposium when Professor Callas announces that I got married over the weekend,” she said, smiling broadly at the thought. 

Kit nodded. “Our first class isn’t for another hour, Ems. We could come with you,” she offered.

“No,” Emily replied, “that’d be too much like showing off. Besides, there’s only about 30 of us in the class, and you’d stick out like sort thumbs in your command red,” she advised them.

“Speaking of,” Jenny bit her lip, “I’d better see Admiral Brand. Kit, after we walk Ems to class, let’s go to her office and tell her I’m not going command track.”

“Good idea. Do you think she’ll fight you?” Kit asked, worried.

“I have no idea,” Jenny reflected on it momentarily. 

They meandered across campus, grinning to themselves at the cadets who stared openly. It was an unusual sight to see three women holding hands, but to see Emily Kahn in the company of cadets who weren’t considered partiers or players was infinitely more surprising. It amused them to no end when they stopped outside the Astrophysics wing of the Stellar Sciences department and kissed each other goodbye. 

“Good luck with Admiral Brand, Jen,” Emily said confidently. “I love you both.”

Kit kissed her sweetly, lingering over it. “See you at home tonight.”

“Honey,” Jenny kissed her in turn, “I’ll try to meet you for lunch after your linguistics class. Okay?”

“That’d be great,” Emily returned her kiss tenderly. 

The students filing into the lecture pit gaped at Emily, and the whispers circulated around the aisles in a flash. 

Professor Callas arrived his usual flurry of activity, preoccupied with a PADD, when the workstation beeped at him. He punched up the incoming message, smiling. “Quiet, everyone,” he said sternly. “Take your seats.” 

When the students had settled in for the lecture, the Professor looked up the aisles at Emily. “Cadet Kahn, would you stand up please?” he asked. Emily blushed but stood up and folded her hands primly in front of her. “Cadet Kahn, the central administration tells me your last name has changed, along with your marital status.”

There was a collective murmur in the room, and everyone exchanged hushed whispers. 

Callas smirked at his student. “Apparently, you’ve adopted your mother’s Trill customs, have you not?” he teased her. “In case any of you don’t know, Emily is Lenara Kahn’s daughter,” he directed his remarks to the class. “You remember chapter eleven? Wormholes and Spatial Folding Theories?” he asked sarcastically. “But it says here you’ve given up the prestigious last name of Kahn in favor of the last name of Wildman.”

There was a wave of disbelief that rippled through the room. Kit Wildman was known by every student on campus to be engaged to Jenny Calvert. 

“So, Emily,” he smiled at her. “Tell us who the lucky cadets are.” 

“I got married this weekend,” she said quietly, “to Jenny Calvert and Kit Wildman.”

“Well,” Professor Callas laughed to himself, “three is almost enough for a basketball team. Are your wives going to teach you to play?”

“Lord no,” Emily shook her head, laughing. “I leave the athletic stuff to them. I’m the brains of the trio,” she bragged. 

Callas rolled his eyes. “Your performance in this class belies that statement, Cadet,” he ribbed her. “Class, a round of applause to congratulate Ms. Wildman. Emily,” he nodded in her direction, “my best to you and your lovely companions. I expect great things from all three of you.”

“Thank you, Professor,” she said, seating herself again. 

“Before you all make a beeline to see the jewelry,” he intoned disdainfully, “open your materials to Chapter Nineteen. Today we’re talking about the work of Paul Stubbs.”

Emily felt thirty pairs of eyes regarding her enviously. She smiled with satisfaction, feeling like for the first time in her young life, she’d gotten the last laugh.

Amanda Brand glanced up as Kit and Jenny Wildman came into her office. “Well, good morning, newlyweds,” she offered her hands to both women. “Where is your better third?”

“In class, Admiral, probably getting the hazing of the century for marrying a couple of dumb jocks like us,” Kit smarted. 

Brand threw back her head and laughed. “Kit, I swear to God, if I close my eyes when you talk, it’s like having a conversation with Kieran.” She regarded them fondly. “What brings you to see me? Surely not a opportunistic chance to see the view,” she swept her hand by the huge window that overlooked Boothby’s Garden. 

“Admiral,” Jenny said politely, “now that Kit and I are married, we were thinking that it isn’t very conducive to our marriage if we’re both on a command track.”

Brand waved them into seats and eased down into her own overstuffed chair, pecking at her workstation to pull up Jenny’s records. “And you’d like to drop off the command path and concentrate on Ops,” she stated. 

“I—yes, Admiral, I would,” Jenny stammered. 

“I’ve been expecting you to make this change for over a year. Captain Janeway’s final report on your internship indicated that’s where your talents lie. It just means taking a full load of classes second semester to wrap up your major, Jenny. It’s not a huge divergence,” she typed as she spoke. “Just let me make the formal changes to your record. There. All right, then. Is there anything else? Kit, are you going to go into security? Maybe maintenance?” she teased.

“No Ma’am. I want to be my mother’s exec someday,” Kit said earnestly. 

“You and Kieran on the same bridge,” Brand tried to imagine it. “Probably be the only ship in the fleet that can joke its way out of a crisis situation. I can just see some austere, hostile alien, turning his phasers on himself rather than endure the two of you being your wise-ass selves.”

Kit laughed. “Yeah, I get it honest. But you love my mom as much as I do. You can’t fool me.”

“And her daughter, too,” Brand admitted. “By the way, are you going to have any sort of public ceremony so the rest of the world can celebrate with you all?”

Jenny nodded shyly. “Right after the New Year,” she confirmed. “Does that mean you’ll come?”

“And miss a chance to see Kieran cry like a baby? I wouldn’t miss that for the world,” she laughed wickedly. “I want to show you something,” she said, chuckling to herself. She went to a closet at the end of the room and took out a five-gallon jar filled with credit chits. “This is all the money I’ve won from Kieran playing poker,” she held out the jar, roaring with laughter at their expressions.

“My God, there’s enough money here to buy a shuttlecraft,” Kit groaned in sympathy for Kieran.

“Your mother sucks at poker. I strongly suggest you both learn to play. You could pad your own retirement funds by taking her to the cleaners once a week,” she joked.   

“What are you going to do with it all?” Jenny breathed. “Does she have any idea how much she’s lost to you?”

Amanda laughed. “I can’t decide if I should use it to build a new wing on this building, or throw the party of the decade when you all graduate. But I’m open to suggestions.”

Kit got so choked with laughter she couldn’t tell the Admiral what she was thinking. She bent over, gasping. “I have the just the thing,” she howled. “Make a bronze replica of her statue, and put it on the bridge of her next ship. Kathryn would do it in a heartbeat, if that’s where we end up, and she would be in your debt forever for razzing Mom so well,” Kit snorted. “Can you picture Mom’s face when she walks onto the bridge of the Sato, and there she is, slam dunking in an eternal bronzed form?”

Jenny howled with her wife. “Oh, my God Kit, she’d throw your ass out an airlock for that suggestion,” she slapped Kit’s back, doubling over with laughter.

Brand wiped at her eyes, picturing Kieran’s reaction. “Oh, I love that idea, Kit,” she chortled. “I’m going to contact Kathryn the second you’re both gone and see if she’s willing. I think the statue should go right in front of the foreward viewscreen, so that it blocks the view of everyone on the bridge,” Brand was off on another jag of laughter. 

“And,” Jenny gasped, “You can put a metal plate on it that says “Property of Amanda Brand. Do Not Remove.”

Kit shook her head. “Oh, my God, if you do this, please, please, let me be there when she first walks onto the bridge.”

Amanda nodded. “We’ll all be there. I’ll arrange it. Kathryn owes me more than a few favors, in fact, so I know she’ll help pull this off.”

Kit sobered. “Uh, Admiral? I have to tell you something, Ma’am. There’s one problem. When you play a practical joke on my mother? She always exacts her revenge tenfold. You’re opening a huge can of worms.”

Brand’s eyes glittered. “Let her do her worst,” she chuckled darkly. 

_______________

Wesley Crusher rang the chime at the Wildman’s front door, hands stuffed in his blue jean pockets, whistling to himself. The door was flung open, and Kieran gathered him into a bone-crunching hug.

“KT,” he gasped at the force of her embrace. “Damn, it’s good to see you,” he laughed, letting her usher him across the threshold. 

“Wes, where the hell have you been?” she demanded, kissing him gently. “I could’ve used your help awhile back, bud.”

He smirked. “So I hear. You’ve got a hell of a nice family, over there KT. They are dying to see you. In fact, they sent me to convince you to come back. But in case I’m not sufficient to persuade you,” he leaned back out the front door, and said “Okay, you can come out now.”

Cassidy and Cameron Thompson stepped out from behind Kieran’s front hedge.

“Holy shit!” Kieran leapt off the porch and grabbed her sister. “Oh, my God, I was joking, Cass. You really came!” she howled with delight, dancing around with the delighted woman in her arms. “Cameron, damn, I have missed you honey,” she lunged for her sister-in-law, hugging her too. The three women started to cry, then laughed at themselves for it. 

“My God, Kels,” Cassidy bawled into her shoulder, “you look like you haven’t aged at all.”

Kieran laughed. “Honey, I haven’t even been back in this dimension a year, yet. That’s how much the time differential is. So I shouldn’t have aged.”

Cassidy touched her face. “It’s been almost eleven years for us, Kieran. God, I’ve missed you so much.”

Kieran held her warmly, leaning over to kiss Cameron. “Don’t cry, Cass. I’m never farther than your heart, honey. I swear.”

Cameron had aged a good deal, and her dark hair had gone salt and pepper. She had laugh lines around her mouth and eyes, and a serenity about her that Kieran had always adored. 

“Come and say hi to everyone,” Kieran insisted. “Since the last time I saw you, Kit got married, I’ve gotten engaged to Robin and Lenara Kahn—”

Wesley laughed. “And spent six and half years wandering around in a parallel dimension since the last time we talked. Your life is never dull, KT.”

Introductions were exchanged all around, and Robin Kahn stood off to the side, watching Kieran showing off her sister to Kit and her wives. Robin fixed Wesley with a pointed stare as his eyes came to rest on her.

“Robin,” he said fondly, “you finally got married,” he stated the obvious. 

“You never stayed in this dimension long enough to make an honest woman out of me,” she accused playfully. “What was I supposed to do?”

Wesley shrugged. “I guess you made better choices than me,” he decided. “KT,” he said, “you realize that your family over there isn’t getting any younger,” he mentioned. 

Cassidy nodded eagerly. “You should at least come visit, Kelsey,” she sounded scolding. 

Kit was holding Cassidy by the forearms, staring at her. “Hell with that,” she said, “you should just stay here. Time passes a lot slower, and you’ll practically live forever. I can’t believe how much we really do look alike,” she murmured, looking Cassidy up and down. 

Cassidy kissed her cheek. “Sweetie, you and I have this conversation all the time,” she laughed. 

“Cass,’” Naomi took her hands, smiling at her, “I am so grateful to get to meet you. I mean, in corporeal form,” she amended. 

Cassidy gave her the strangest look. “In what?”

“Long story,” Kieran intervened. “I think we need to have a huge dinner to celebrate your being here.”

Naomi squeezed Cassidy’s hands. “Do you want to see your Dad?”

Cassidy looked from Naomi to Kieran to Cameron. “I never even thought about him. Do you think he’d mind, Kelsey? I mean, I know I’m not his daughter, but I’m a reasonable facsimile.”

Kieran threw back her head and laughed. “Honey, you are so his daughter. He is going to think you just resurrected yourself, somehow. After all, he always was convinced you could walk on water.”

_________________

Kieran Wildman and Cameron and Cassidy Thompson materialized in Naples, where Gerry Thompson and Gretchen Janeway waited anxiously. The second he laid eyes on Cassidy, Gerry burst into tears, as did Cassidy, and they just stood together, hugging and not speaking, sobbing in each other’s arms for the longest time. 

Finally, Gerry got a grip on himself. “You look just like her,” he studied her intently. “I can’t get over it. Doesn’t she, Starfish?”

Kieran nodded. “Yeah, Dad.”

“Gerry,” Cassidy wasn’t sure what to call him, “this is my wife, Cameron. She and I ran the manatee preserve together. I can’t wait to see yours,” she enthused. “Will you show us everything?”

Gerry nodded, wiping his face. “This is Gretchen Janeway,” Gerry introduced his lover. “Kieran, where are your partners?” he asked, winking at her.

Kieran’s jaw fell. “You—know about that?”

Gerry laughed. “I’m old, but I’m not stupid. Were you planning to tell me anytime soon?” he chided her, chucking her under the chin.

“Not until Naomi tells Kathryn and Seven. We aren’t sure how Kathryn will take the news.”

“Good thinking,” Gretchen smirked. 

Gerry took Cassidy’s hand. “Stingray,” he slipped and used her old nickname, “what do you mean you ran the manatee preserve. You mean you don’t anymore?”

Cassidy squeezed his hand affectionately. “Nobody has called me that since I was about ten, Daddy,” she smiled warmly at him. She flinched. “I didn’t mean to call you that, I’m sorry.”

Gerry put his arm around her. “Honey,” he said, “it’s music to my ears.”

Cassidy nodded. “Well, Cameron and I retired about a year ago. We decided to travel. Of course we never expected to make it an interdimensional vacation, but Wesley gave us the option, so here we are.”

Gerry led them out to the transport. “How long can you stay?”

Cassidy looked at Cameron. “Well, time passes a lot faster in our dimension, so we can’t be here very long, or everyone we know will be dead,” she laughed. “But we haven’t really decided. Wesley told us to take our time.”

Kieran was holding hands with Cameron. “You could just stay,” she put in, smiling.

Cameron grinned. “Right, so you can warp off next Spring on a ship without us?”

“Yeah, I know. Damned Starfleet, mucking up my life,” she complained good-naturedly. “How about if I look for jobs for you guys on my next ship?” she teased. 

Cameron sobered. “Don’t tempt me.”

Kieran pulled her back from the rest of the group. “Cam, is there something you’re not telling me? Do you guys want to stay here?”

Cameron got tears in her eyes. “Cassidy made me promise not to try to talk her into it.”

“Damn it, Cam, what’s the matter? Why would you want to be here, when she doesn’t?” Kieran urged, sensing something was terribly wrong. 

Cameron shook her head. “Don’t ask. Just—please, don’t say anything else,” she insisted, catching up to the group. 

___________________

Kieran Wildman was quiet the rest of the day, keeping a close eye on Cassidy and Cameron Thompson, but she could not detect any discord between the two women that would be of concern. In fact, Cameron spent a painfully obvious amount of time staring at Cassidy, as if she might disappear any minute. Clearly, Cameron was as in love as ever. But Kieran was certain there was a melancholy about Cameron’s mood, an undercurrent she was feeling around her sister-in-law.

Cassidy grew particularly silent when she saw the bronzed plaque at the entrance to the manatee preserve, the one with her own face stamped into it. “This is a lovely tribute,” she told Gerry Thompson. “I love it, so I know your Cassidy would have, too,” she assured him, taking his hand fondly. 

“You know the hell of it is,” Gerry got choked up, “within five years of Cassidy’s death, they found much more effective treatments for Freidrich’s lymphosarcoma. Kieran knew a girl who completely recovered, who was almost at death’s door from it. Didn’t you, Starfish?”

Kieran nodded agreement. “Yeah, Toni Sorvino. She’s doing great—never had a relapse.”

Cameron gripped Kieran’s arm. “You can treat it here?” she asked faintly.

Kieran swallowed hard. “Sweetie, I’m so sorry about Marina,” she tried to console her. “I know it must be hard hearing that she’d have probably survived here.”

Cameron gave Cassidy a penetrating look.

Cassidy only smiled at her. “Cam, take a look at this filtration system,” she drew her wife away from Kieran. Under her breath she said “And keep your mouth shut.”

______________

Kieran Wildman couldn’t sleep. She had such a feeling of uneasiness, and she had been tossing and turning for hours, through a long drawn-out argument between Cassidy and Cameron that she couldn’t decipher the subject of, and then through the hours of lovemaking that followed between the married couple. It had been silent for at least an hour, and Kieran heaved the covers off her legs and crept into the darkened living room.  She slipped out the front door and onto the front steps, gazing up at the stars overhead. Sometimes it was impossible to believe she had ever been out there, after nearly four years on Earth. 

She closed her eyes, breathing the night air. She entertained fantasies of convincing Cassidy to stay, but her logic kicked in immediately. Cassidy could ill-afford to stay in this dimension, while everyone back home was aging so rapidly. Six months could mean everyone back home had aged over five years. Still, it was a nice fantasy. Maybe Kathryn could find lab positions for Cassidy and Cameron, she mused. They could work as xenobio lab techs. Except it would be so far below their intellects, they’d laugh in Kieran’s face if she suggested it. 

Just then, Kieran heard a strained sound, and her artificial heart nearly stopped. She would never forget that sound as long as she lived: Cassidy, vomiting. She followed the retching noise, and found Cassidy doubled over in the preserve, throwing up in the waste unit. 

“Cass,” she said softly, “honey, what’s wrong? Come back to the house and let me replicate an antacid or something,” she offered.

Cassidy heaved violently, gasping for air. “It’s—okay—Kels,” she managed, heaving again. “It won’t help.”

Kieran’s brain assembled the pieces of the puzzle, everything clicking into place. “Holy fuck, Cassidy, you’ve got Freidrich’s, don’t you?” she demanded, grabbing Cassidy’s shoulders. “That’s why Cam keeps looking at you with those puppy dog eyes. We can treat it here, honey,” she said urgently. “My God, let me get you to Starfleet. You don’t even look sick yet, Cass, they can fix this.”

Cassidy shook her head. “No, Kelsey. I just came to say goodbye, that’s all,” she insisted.

“Are you out of your fucking mind?” Kieran shook her. “You want to die like Cass did? It’s horrible, Sundance, absolutely excruciating. Why would you put yourself through that? Why would you do that to Cameron?”

“I checked your database, Kels,” Cassidy explained. “The treatment takes months, and there are lifelong medications to keep it in remission. I can’t stay here months. Lenara’s life expectancy is about another twenty years, Kels. That’s less than two years, here. If I stay even a few months—long enough to do the treatment and get this into remission—she’ll be elderly by the time I get back.”

“So? Damn it, Cass, everyone ages. She knew when she applied to be a joined Trill it would shorten her life span by decades. It was her choice. She would not want you to die this way, honey,” Kieran started to tremble with emotion, her voice quaking. 

“She tried to talk me into staying here. She said since time is passing slower here, theoretically, the disease will progress slower here. But I have obligations there. Cami, for one,” Cassidy argued. “It’s selfish of me to leave them all.”

“Sundance,” Kieran grabbed her into a hug, “either way you’re going to leave them. Do you want them to remember you like this? Puking your guts out and screaming in agony? Because at the end, that’s exactly what will happen. I know. I was with MY Cassidy when she died. Look,” she jerked her sleeve up, holding her arm under the streetlight. “See the scars? Those are Cassidy’s fingernail marks where she gouged me when she was dying. That’s how much pain she was in, Cass. It was fucking gruesome. Please,” she lost her composure entirely, “let me take you Starfleet.”

Cassidy wiped her mouth, done purging for the moment, it seemed. She considered it. “Cameron and I had this very conversation not two hours ago. I don’t know what to do, Kelsey. My life isn’t here, it’s there. You know what this feels like. How do I decide?”

Kieran wrapped her in warm arms. “Baby, please, listen to me. Your wife is here. Your father is here. I am here. The three people who love you most in this life are right here. I’ll have children you can bond with, I’ll name one Cami, if you want,” she was grasping at straws. “You can live a full life here, with Cameron. Daddy will make sure you have work if you want it, and if you don’t, my God, Cass, I’m rich—Naomi is rich—we’ll support you, buy you a house anyplace you want, whatever you need.”

Cassidy’s eyes filled. “I love you, Kieran. You know that? I can’t believe you’d just—hand me your money and say ‘keep living’. You’re something else, in any dimension.”

Kieran cried softly into Cassidy’s silky curls. “Please, Cass. Don’t sentence yourself to death. You want to be unselfish, then don’t put Cameron through watching you die from this disease,” she begged. “Nobody should have to see that happen.”

Cassidy cradled her tenderly, letting her cry. “Okay, honey, don’t cry. I’ll let you take me to your doctors. According to the database, the foremost researcher on the disease is a man named Albert Harkins. He’s not Starfleet, though.”

Kieran held her at arm’s length. “No, but he’s assigned to Starfleet—to Kathryn Janeway’s ship, the Sato. And they are coming to San Francisco in a couple of weeks. Harkins just did a mission with them to a planet that had a similar disorder, only a pandemic outbreak. I’ll contact Kathryn right now. Come on, let’s go back to the house.” She felt Cassidy’s forehead. “Thank God, the fevers haven’t started yet,” she said with relief, kissing Cassidy’s hair. “God, I love you, Sundance. Thank you for being smart about this.”

________________

Cassidy and Cameron Thompson sent Wesley Crusher off with a message pod for their family and friends in their former dimension, explaining that Cassidy had decided to be treated for her disease, and that meant staying with Kieran Wildman. It was a tearful transmission, but Cameron was infinitely relieved that Cassidy had listened, finally, to reason. 

Emily Wildman moved her belongings from her old room and into Kit’s loft, where she, Jenny and Kit would remain until they graduated. Cassidy and Cameron moved into Emily’s old room, and the house was teeming with women. Everyone thrived on the synergy of having Cassidy and Cameron in their lives, and Kit had found a second hero in Cassidy. The two women became immediate friends, while Cameron bonded with Robin. Kieran was amused by that, because Cameron had never liked Robin Thompson, but Robin Kahn was another kettle of fish altogether, which was apropos for a marine biologist. 

In the chaos of having yet another couple moving into the house, the Kahns and Wildmans decided to postpone their wedding, and rescheduled it for Spring break. Christmas, they decided, was about family, and now that Cassidy and Cameron were part and parcel of theirs, it would hardly do to run off to Trill for a honeymoon. Besides, Kieran couldn’t be dragged away as long as Cassidy wasn’t in remission yet. 

Albert Harkins consulted with Kate Pulaski, who undertook Cassidy’s treatments personally, because Kieran wouldn’t let anyone else touch her sister. The first thing Kate had to do was reset Cassidy’s biological clock to synch with the dimension she resided in, and Cameron had the same treatment. Kate also took the liberty of clandestinely offering to regress their respective ages, to make Cassidy Kieran’s younger sister once again. Both women agreed that being younger would be a good thing, and the treatments began. 

Cameron hovered constantly, it seemed to Cassidy, but then Cassidy’s illness had its own gruesome aspects to it, and the vomiting made everyone in the house hover protectively. Kit would have skipped classes to pamper Cassidy, if Cassidy hadn’t read her the riot act over it. Cassidy had begun to truly understand the phrase “killed with kindness.”

The Sato came home for the Christmas holidays, and the Wildman house was filled to the rafters with children. B'Elanna and Noah had twins, a boy and a girl, who were still tiny little things, plus Katie and Kelsey. Kathryn brought Seven and Geejay, and Seven was decidedly pregnant, though she was just beginning to show. Gerry and Gretchen came as well, and it was the first time the family had been in San Francisco for Christmas since Voyager’s return. Harry and Phoebe Kim were the last to show up with little Edward. 

Everyone was stunned at the news that Kit had married both Jenny and Emily, but the three women were so clearly happy, no one could object. The Sato crewmembers were especially cognizant of the positive changes in Emily, and Kathryn Janeway began to see the potential of having all five Wildman women aboard her ship. 

________________

Kieran Wildman sat in the floor of the living room, leaning against the couch, Naomi Wildman snuggled in her lap. Lenara Kahn held Kieran's hand, and Robin Kahn held Lenara's.  The house was particularly empty, because most of the family was at a New Year’s Party in Indiana.  They discussed the logistics of planning their wedding, each asking Lenara questions about the Trill ceremony that joined multiple lives in the fanu'tremu, or the eternal inclusion. Lenara carefully described the ritual, the Mara’Fanu'Lura. She explained the obligations engendered by the commitment, and the auxiliary issues that came with the joining they were planning, including the right of ja'prala, and the surrogate, or edom.  

“You're saying that by joining with you this way, Bejal or his wives could demand ja'prala from any one of us?” Robin puzzled over it.

“Yes,” Lenara agreed. “But if, for example, Bejal wanted that from Kieran, she could send a proxy to fulfill the ritual. Or she could refuse, and Bejal could potentially demand the skay'unaf from my birth family.”

“And Nara would be kicked out of her family,” Naomi added.

Kieran bit her lip. “Would Bejal be that way, Nara?”

Lenara sighed. It was so difficult to make offworlders understand. “Sweetie, when you say 'that way', it implies he is asking something he shouldn't, when in fact, it is his right. Would he? He might. He was very taken with Naomi.”

All eyes rested on the Ktarian. “I'm sorry you guys, but I—you know I have issues with that,” she shuddered. 

Kieran was instantly aware of the tension in her wife's body. She made a mental note to ask Naomi about it later.

“I think we simply refuse, then, if it comes up,” Lenara contended. “If Bejal severs me, then he does.”

Naomi lay her hand on Lenara's shoulder. “If it were Jadira or Me'noth, Nara, I'd never, ever risk getting you severed. I'd sleep with them and be glad to do it, if it kept you safe from the emptiness fever, and fulfilled your obligations to your family.”

“Thanks, sweetie,” Lenara smiled warmly at her. “I know you would. And I would never ask you to do anything you weren't comfortable with. In fact, Bejal is my brother. If he demands the ja'prala, I'll give it to him myself, as proxy for you.” 

Robin shook her head. “No, Lenara, you won't. You're all forgetting, I've had male partners by choice, and I am the logical proxy. If it comes up, I'll offer myself.”

“Robbie,” Lenara kissed her cheek. “You don't have to do that.”

“Like I'm letting you do something you find utterly repugnant?” she emphasized. “If Bejal won't take no for an answer, I will be his proxy. End of discussion. Who knows. Once he finds out I'm all he gets, he may back right off,” she joked.

“I don't have a problem with Jadira or Me'noth,” Kieran agreed. “So are we in consensus then? If the ja'prala is demanded, we provide it, if they push the issue. Otherwise, we refuse.”

“Agreed,” the three other women chorused.

“Okay, then, that brings us to the ceremony itself. Do we have the full Trill traditional ceremony here, or on Trill, and if we have it on Trill, do we do a short civil ceremony here?”

Naomi smiled softly. “I think we do the full Trill ritual both places, so that Lenara's family gets to be there for it, but we share it with our friends and family here. I think if they see this union as part of a larger alien social context, they might be more inclined to accept it and embrace it.” 

Kieran nodded. “That’s a good point. I think Lenara blends into our own culture so splendidly, people forget she's not from Earth. It might accentuate the differences, and it certainly makes a statement about the lifestyle choice we're making.”

Robin squeezed Lenara's hand. “I like it that in your other marriage, KT, you and Lenara and Robin Thompson had what you called a properly Trill identified life. I for one have spent too many years ignoring Lenara's culture, her heritage, and I think by celebrating it and making it part of our daily life, we cement this marriage, and solidify our identity as a union. Her people at least have a social context for this, whereas ours do not. I'd like our children to be fluent in Trill and English, and I'd like to expose them to the concepts we're incorporating into our lives.”

“I'd love it if we could raise them that way,” Lenara's throat tightened with gratitude. “That way they can understand what we all share together, and what Emily and Kit and Jenny share. I also like the idea that Kieran's other family had, in that Lenara Thompson took a form of kosbenara based upon her two wives. I owe you all that. I think the design is something Naomi and I could work out, if you'll permit me the honor.”

A general nodding of heads confirmed as much.

“Nara,” Kieran said thoughtfully, “what happens if one of our kids wants to be considered for becoming a joined Trill?”

Lenara shook her head. “Only full blooded Trill have that option. Our children will only be part Trill. But then, that's fine with me, because joined Trill have a difficult life, many trials to prepare for and they are taken from their families for long periods for training and indoctrination. They spend time with the Guardians in the caves of Mak'ala, and in seclusion, and I wouldn't want my child to go through that.” She yawned. “It’s late. I say we ring in the new year with a good bottle of wine, and finish this discussion over breakfast?” she asked.

“Fine with me,” Naomi allowed. “I kind of need some time with my chosen, if you guys don’t mind,” she indicated Kieran.

“I was thinking the same thing,” Kieran smiled at her.

“Then we’ll say goodnight,” Robin leaned over and kissed Naomi, then Kieran. “I love you both. Sweet dreams. Nara, I’ll grab a bottle of wine for us.”

Lenara also kissed them, and excused herself. When the Wildmans were alone, Kieran wrapped her arms more tightly around Naomi’s waist. “Is there something on your mind, my beloved?” she asked tenderly.

Naomi considered. “I have to tell you something. It’s my last secret, and the reason I can’t give Bejal ja’prala,” she began.

“I thought something was wrong when that came up,” Kieran kissed her hair. “I’m listening, my love.”

Naomi explained that when she was captive on the Maltanian ship, all those years before, Dutritt had raped her, but that she hadn’t remembered it until her trip to Risa with Lenara. “I didn’t want to tell you because I was afraid you’d be upset with yourself, for not realizing it at the time,” she said gently, laying her head on Kieran’s broad shoulder. “And I got counseling for it, and I’m dealing with the memories, but the idea of voluntarily allowing a man to penetrate me is more than I can stand,” she admitted.

Kieran sighed. “I have one last secret for you, too, Naomi. I’m in counseling right now because Robbie told me something I don’t remember at all. That P’Arth raped me and battered me, badly. She thinks that’s the reason why when I’m coming, I say things I’m not aware I’m saying—that my brain takes a hike and checks out. I should have told you. We could have been sharing this whole miserable experience, making each other’s burdens lighter,” she realized. “I think we need to make a pact. We won’t keep secrets from each other any more,” she suggested.

“That sounds healthy to me. Except if I have to keep a confidence for Robbie or Lenara, I will,” she amended.

“Me, too,” Kieran nodded vigorously, kissing her to seal the bargain.

_____________________

Captain Kathryn Janeway held her daughter's hand as they wandered along the boardwalk along the bay, the Golden Gate Bridge providing a backdrop against the misty gray sky. 

Naomi Wildman had requested this day with her adoptive mother, in hopes of making the sometimes-inflexible Captain understand the life plan she had made for herself. Naomi had no doubts that Seven of Nine, coming from the perspective of the Collective, would understand the inclusivity of a group marriage. Moreover, the Borg had certainly assimilated plenty of cultures that embraced extended family, polygamy, and other variations on the nuclear family Kathryn Janeway had grown up embracing.

“Why so serious?” Kathryn asked her lovely young daughter, smiling.

“There's something I need to tell you, Mom,” Naomi admitted. “And I'm so afraid you won't approve, or understand, I'm reluctant to even say anything.”

Kathryn was instantly concerned, but tried to fight the tendency to jump to conclusions. “You and Kieran are having problems?” she ventured tentatively.

Naomi squeezed Kathryn's hand. “Just the opposite. Our relationship is so good, and so strong, we've decided we want to make it more encompassing,” she began.

“Encompassing? You mean you're going to have a child soon?” Kathryn was missing all the cues around her. Naomi had hoped after seeing the four Wildwomen together, it wouldn't be much of a deductive leap to see the logical outcome of their ties to one another, especially considering Kit had married two women.

“Not children, Mom. Kieran and I asked Lenara and Robin to marry us. Trill culture recognizes group marriage as an integral part of their heritage, and Kieran and I want to share that with Lenara, and with Robin.”

Kathryn tried to temper her response. “Kieran came back through the wormhole with some pretty unusual ideas,” she commented. “But Naomi, that doesn't obligate you to blindly buy into those ideas. If you're not comfortable with them—”

“No,” Naomi corrected her misperception. “Mom, this relationship was my idea. I'm the one that wants this, more than Kieran ever could.  The formalization was her idea, but I'm the one who started this, the one who really pushed for this type of relationship between the four of us.”

“Because you fell in love with Lenara,” Kathryn stated more than asked. “Just as I feared when I saw you together on Trill.”

“Yes, I did fall in love with her, and it started back then,” Naomi wasn't going to lie. “But I also fell in love with Robin, later on, and I've never stopped feeling that way about Kieran.”

“And Kieran understands and accepts it because she's already had that sort of connection once before,” Kathryn nodded, trying desperately to suspend judgment. “Naomi,” she said softly, pulling her up short to take a seat on a park bench at the water's edge, “please, can I speak freely with you, and not worry about making you angry?”

Naomi considered. “As long as you're respectful, Mom, I want your honest reaction,” she decided.

“I want to ask you, because I want to make sure this is really, really right for you. Do you think it's possible that you don't want to be married to all three of them as much as you just need to be dating, like most women your age? You married so young, and you never dated at all, or experimented, or tested the waters. Kieran has been your total frame of reference. Well, except Sieken.”

“I asked myself that, for awhile, but the truth is, I don't want to date around. I love them, Mom, and the three of them are so diverse, so unique in their own special ways, I feel like I have the whole universe in my grasp when I contemplate this marriage. And I have had the chance to date, because Lenara has certainly given me that, filled that need for me. She

has courted me as sweetly and properly as any Trill suitor would.”

“Kieran isn't enough by herself?” Kathryn didn't understand at all.

“I know why you would think that, Mom, but I swear, that's not true. I love her, and if she wanted a one-to-one relationship, I'd gladly give her that for the rest of our lives. But there's no reason to limit ourselves to that, when she loves Robbie and Lenara just as much as I do. And they love us, too. The synergy we achieve together, it's just unreal. We've become

more productive professionally than any of us ever could have been with other colleagues, more balanced as people than we could have hoped. The creative energy alone could mirror a Dyson's sphere, Mom. And we all have learned to share Lenara's culture in supportive and fulfilling ways that have broadened our perspectives so much. It's just perfection, when I'm with all of them, or with any one of them, and I want this so much, I can't imagine my life any other way, now.”

“This has been going on for awhile?”

Naomi nodded. “Since Kieran was rescued. That's when Robbie and I connected. And Lenara and I had been keeping each other at arm's length for two years, trying to do what we thought was expected. But we're all on the same page with each other, now, and this is right for us. I want you to support that, and be at peace with that.”

“Well, that explains a lot,” Kathryn said contemplatively, “like how Kit ended up in a polygamous marriage. She’d do anything Kieran does.”

“The girls were apparently taken enough with our lifestyle changes that it struck a chord in them.”

“They got married and we never got a wedding invitation?” Kathryn was stung.

“None of us did. They really eloped, for all intents and purposes.”

“Does this have anything to do with Emily's—mishap?” Kathryn was finally starting to catch on to things.

“Yes. It made them all realize what they needed from one another, and what their future needs to look like. Emily is a new person, Mom. It's astounding to all of us how much she's settled down, and how great they are together. It's working out so well, and we're just as pleased as we can be to parent all three of them. So listen, Mom, do you think you can make room for seven Wildwomen on your ship? Seven seems to be such a common theme in

your life,” she teased.

Kathryn smirked. “I'll do my best, honey, you know I will. My crew is so huge, I can't imagine not being able to accommodate your situations, but what if I can't? How will you handle it?”

“Please don't take this the wrong way, or perceive it as any disloyalty, but Captain Picard has already offered to find all of us positions. At first, he didn’t think he could on a ship so small, but he came back to Kieran and said he’d make me an assistant counselor, if we wanted to join his crew. Will Riker made us the same offer. And Kieran knows if she said the word to Harry, when he gets his new ship, he could solve most of his staffing problems right from the outset with our family. But we want to post to the Sato because then Kieran gets to be with Katie, and I get to be with Geejay and you and Mom. I would like our whole family to be together.”

Kathryn nodded. “If I can't work it out, I imagine I'll lose B'Elanna anyway. She is not going to live without Kieran much longer, not by choice. She really wants Kieran to be part of Katie's life, and that's a priority for her, as soon as you're done with school.” Kathryn sighed. “Let me juggle and sift my manifest, sweetie, and I'll do whatever I can. You’re really sure about this, Na?”

Naomi nodded resolutely. “As sure as I was that Kieran and I belong together. I know Robbie and Lenara belong with us.”

Kathryn sighed. “I don’t pretend to understand, but I love you, honey. And I’ll do whatever I can to support you. So will Seven.”

Naomi smiled gratefully. “That’s all I need to know, Mom. Thanks.”

_______________

The holidays were over, and Kit, Jenny, and Emily Wildman had finally found time for a wedding the week that classes resumed. Everyone from the Sato attended, as did half of the students at the Academy and most of the faculty. Jenny was particularly pleased to see everyone flocking around Emily to congratulate her, to see the immediate improvement in her reputation among their peers. 

The Wildmans entered their final semester at the Academy, looking forward to getting back on a ship again. Kieran, Naomi, Lenara and Robin turned their attention to their own wedding plans, which had been made and broken and postponed and rethought so many times, they all had begun to wonder if they’d ever be legally married to one another. 

Two weeks before Spring break, a parcel arrived at the Wildman home. Cassidy Thompson was in the living room when the front doorbell rang, and the cardboard container had an address that made her holler for Cameron to come and see. 

“Get on the comm system and hail the family,” she enthused to her wife. “We are going to be celebrating this tonight, I guarantee you,” Cassidy hugged Cameron close. 

Cameron looked at the box, nodding her head. “This is just ultra-awesome,” she agreed.

Cassidy laughed at her. “I can tell you live with Emily,” she teased her wife. 

“Honey,” Cameron touched Cassidy’s cheek, lingering over it, “you don’t look good. You’re very pale. Maybe you should contact Doctor Pulaski about another transfusion,” she suggested, worrying over her wife’s illness.

Cassidy gazed down at her wife, kissing her gently. “You fret way too much, baby,” she admonished. “But if it makes you feel better, I’ll talk to Kate. Okay?”

Cameron shook her head. “Now I know you’re sick. You never acquiesce that easily,” she teased, holding Cassidy close. “Thank you.”

“Sure. But you owe me, Cam,” Cassidy told her sternly. 

“I know I do. Especially for agreeing to stay here with Kieran. You understand, don’t you Cass? I just couldn’t lose you like that. Not after all these years together. Not without a fight.”

“I do understand, Cameron. And it’s not that I didn’t want to be here, either. I just didn’t want to leave everyone back home. Only now, I sort of understand how Kieran adapted so easily. The Lenara here, the Robin here, they’re just so great, and it helps me not miss ours so much. And the Kit in this world is—” she stopped herself, thinking she was being uncharitable.

“She’s like Kieran Wildman was compared to Kieran Kahn. A better version,” Cameron supplied. 

Cassidy nodded slowly. “That would kill our Kit, if she knew I felt that way.”

“Yeah, but honey, it’s honest. I feel that way too. This world has the best version of everyone, if you ask me. It’s just too bad Sam Wildman is dead,” she said softly. “Well, I’m off to hail the clan. You go and lie down, Cass. Rest awhile. Tonight is going to be a rowdy affair, especially with the Sato crew back in town,” she pointed out. 

By the time Emily Wildman came home from school, an elaborate buffet, a congratulatory cake, and plenty of champagne were waiting, along with the entire family, her two wives, the extended family, and half their friends from the Academy. “What’s going on?” Emily asked, stunned at the crowd inside the Wildman home.

“Surprise!” they all shouted at her. 

“It’s not my birthday, gang,” Emily reminded them. “October, not March.”

“Honey,” Jenny grabbed her and kissed her. “Your book came. The advanced copies. Come and look at it, Ems, it’s astonishing!”

Copies of Lenara Kahn’s biography were passed around to the guests, and everyone admired the photograph of Lenara on the cover. “I love this,” Emily breathed. “I’m so glad I insisted on real printed copies, and not just electronic ones.”

Kit grinned at her wife. “Check out the version on PADD though, Ems,” she held one out to her, scrolling through it. “Pretty slick, huh?”

Emily was awed by it, but she didn’t say so. “Wow, I can’t believe you guys did this for me. Thank you, Sam,” she kissed Kit softly. 

“Well,” Jenny reminded her, “your mom pulled a lot of strings, too.”

Lenara smiled at her daughter. “No, I didn’t. The book sold itself. The publishing company latched onto it because they’re new, and hungry, and they knew this book would put them on the map,” she insisted. “I want you to autograph my copy,” she held out the book to Emily. 

Emily laughed at her. “Mom,” she said, thinking Lenara was joking, “it’s your biography. You should be autographing mine,” she held out her copy to her mother. 

Amanda Brand smiled at the mother and daughter. “I want you both to autograph mine,” she informed them. “And I’ll bet everyone here does too.”

“The Lenara Kahn Story: Ne Narat” appeared in bookstores the next week, and Emily was besieged by Cadets and faculty wanting her to sign their copies. She enjoyed her instant celebrity, and just as Kit had predicted, the book became a best seller and made the Wildman women rich beyond anything they could have imagined. With Kieran’s assistance, Emily set up annuities for her wives and their future children, donated large sums of money to child abuse foundations, and gave Gerry Thompson enough funding to triple the size of manatee preserve. She also paid for her mothers’ upcoming honeymoon on Trill, insisting that for once, she be allowed the indulgence of spoiling them, instead of the other way around. 

_____________

Kathryn Janeway strolled down the corridors of the Sato, smiling to herself. She had finally figured out a way to make room for all the Wildman clan on her ship, and she had a surprise to throw in to boot. The wedding on Earth had gone off without a hitch, and she was taking the newlyweds to Trill for a very short honeymoon, squeezed into Spring Break and extending three days beyond it. 

Kieran was waiting for Kathryn in the best restaurant on the ship, The Chimera, and she smiled warmly at her mother-in-law as Kathryn came into the lounge. “Been waiting long?” Kathryn asked.

“No,” Kieran hugged her. “This place is gorgeous, so I didn’t mind waiting at all,” Kieran assured her. 

“Sorry to drag you away from your wives,” Kathryn smirked, “but I wanted to give you your wedding present in person, and privately between the two of us.”

“But Kat,” Kieran protested, “you already gave the four of us several gifts.”

“This is just for you, Kato,” Kathryn grinned. “First, I found slots for all seven of you on my ship. You will be my First Officer. Robin will be my head Counselor. Naomi will be an assistant counselor. Lenara will have the best lab on the ship, and Seven will be working with her. Jenny is going to ops. Kit is going to be at the helm. And Emily is going to be in Astrometrics.”

Kieran grinned and grabbed Kathryn, squeezing her too tightly. “Damn, Kat, you rule the rulers. You got Kit a bridge position?”

Kathryn grunted. “Don’t break me Kato. Not only did I get her on the bridge, she’s on Alpha shift, and so are her wives. They’ll actually have their nights together. That’s my wedding present to Kit, in fact,” she laughed. “But my wedding present to you is even better.”

“It couldn’t get better, Kat,” she said sincerely. “Thank you.”

Kathryn laughed. “Yes, it can. Albert Harkins married one of my crew. That means he’s signed on to do continuing research aboard the Sato. He has specifically asked that Cassidy be allowed to join the ship to facilitate her treatment, and his research. Cameron is going to take a post in the environmental sciences division, working on the water conservation and recycling systems. I already arranged it with them. They’re coming aboard with your family. So—are you going to consider Jean-Luc Picard’s offer NOW?”

Kieran covered her mouth to prevent herself from crying. “Cassidy? She’s really coming with us?”

Kathryn’s expression softened. “I wouldn’t kid you about something like that, Kato. I know how much you love her. I can’t imagine—if I could get my father back—what I wouldn’t do to make that happen. Once Cassidy is in remission, we’ll find her a job on the ship. She could go to environmental sciences, or xenobiology, or the arboretum—we have a fish hatchery operation in it, you know. I offered that to Cameron and she said she preferred the hydrology focus, for a change of pace. Honestly, I think she’s just tired of smelling like fish,” Kathryn laughed. 

Kieran puzzled over it. “Kat, why in the world would we have a fish hatchery on a space ship? We can replicate fish.”

Kathryn nodded. “We have fifteen crewmen from the Aqualands of Xerxes Four. They won’t eat replicated food, and they eat it live. My ship is the only one in the fleet that is set up to accommodate their culture.” Kathryn laughed at her future first officer. “Kato, I suggest you start boning up on the ship specs. You shouldn’t have had to ask that question,” she ribbed her.

Kieran stiffened. “I’m sorry, Captain, I didn’t know this was a job interview,” she said softly.

“I’m busting your chops,” Kathryn nudged her. “Get your Ph.D. first, then worry about the ship specs. So, can you spare the time for dinner, or do you need to get back to your wives?”

Kathryn’s communicator beeped before Kieran could answer.

“Sick-bay to Janeway,” Voyager’s former doctor hailed her.

“Go ahead, E,” Janeway grinned at Kieran’s surprise. “He finally decided on a name,” she offered. “He picked EMH. E for short,” she let out a sharp bark of laughter. 

“Ahem. Captain, if you’re done making fun of my moniker, your wife would like you to come help her deliver your daughter,” he intoned sarcastically.

Kathryn’s jaw dropped. “On my way. Kato, go home, I’ll see you soon,” she said, dashing for the door.

Kieran watched her sprinting and threw back her head to laugh. 

________________

“Admiral,” First Officer Kieran Wildman said to Amanda Brand as the stepped onto the transporter dais, “you don’t have to personally escort me to transfer me to Kathryn’s command, though I appreciate the thought. I know you’ve toured the Sato extensively, so why would you want to do this?”

Amanda slipped her hand into Kieran’s. “Because my best friend is assuming her very first command position on the most modern ship in the fleet. I’m not saying goodbye to you until I absolutely have to,” she contended. She looked at the transporter chief. “Energize.”

They materialized aboard the Sato, where Captain Kathryn Janeway awaited her first officer. “Hello, Amanda,” Kathryn greeted her old friend. “It’s good to see you again. I’d like to do the transfer on the bridge. Unlike Voyager, we stand a bit more on ceremony, on this ship, and the bridge crew should be present when my second in command is instated. Ladies, if you’ll follow me.”

“Did the rest of my family make it aboard, Captain?” Kieran asked.

“Absolutely. Cassidy and Cameron are settling in nicely, the girls are ecstatic at their new posts, Lenara is hard at work in her lab, and Robin and Naomi have the counseling center running like a well-primed nacelle. I couldn’t be happier with them all. We’d have broken orbit days ago if we weren’t waiting for you,” she scolded. “How’d your dissertation defense go?”

Kieran shrugged. “Okay, I guess. You can call me Doctor Wildman now, if you want.”

Kathryn laughed. “Not likely, Kato. I’m not about to let anyone know my first officer is more educated than I am.” She keyed the turbo lift. “Bridge,” she commanded the invisible sentry.

The turbo-lift stopped at the bridge and the doors whooshed open. 

“Captain on the bridge!” Jenny Wildman announced from Ops, stiffening to attention. 

Kieran did not notice that her entire family was standing at the various workstations and observation posts. 

Kathryn smiled at her strident young crew. “At ease. Commander, what do you think of my bridge?” she asked Kieran.

“Holy shit, what have you done?” Kieran gasped at the replica of her bronzed statue, which graced the forward section of the bridge. She trooped down the arching walkway, approaching the monstrosity amid uproarious laughter. “Tell me this is NOT a permanent fixture.”

Kathryn smirked. “It most certainly is. Read the dedication.”

Kieran leaned down. “Property of Amanda Brand. DO NOT REMOVE.” Kieran hid her face behind her hand, hiding her embarrassment. “Ensign Wildman,” she said to her daughter, “what is the disciplinary action taken against a command level officer for insubordination?”

Kit grinned. “Depends, Sir. What type of insubordination?”

“Hmmm. Let’s start with calling your commanding officer names. What’s the penalty for that?” Kieran scowled at Kathryn.

“Brig time, Kato,” Kathryn replied for her helmswoman. 

“How about destruction of Starfleet property?”

“Demotion to cleaning the fish hatchery with your own toothbrush,” Kathryn replied. “I love it Kato. I’m going to use it to line-dry my uniforms right here,” she reached up to the statue’s outstretched hand.

“You’re seriously going to leave this eyesore here?” Kieran demanded. 

“Yes,” Kathryn decided. “And so are you. That’s my first direct order to you as my first officer. Welcome aboard, number one.”

Kieran groaned. “I should have gone with Picard,” she groused. 

______________

FINAL EPILOGUE 

Naomi Wildman came home from her shift in the Counseling center of the U.S.S. Sato to find a party in full swing in the quarters she shared with Kieran, Lenara, and Robin Wildman. Cassidy, Cameron, Kit, Emily, and Jenny were there with her wives. She breezed in, grabbing Robin and swinging her around.

“Well?” she asked. “Can I assume we’re pregnant from the party atmosphere?”

Robin kissed her soundly. “We are. A miniature version of Kieran and me. Can you believe it?” she asked giddily. 

“Honey,” Kieran leaned over and kissed them both, “she won’t be a version of anything. She will be uniquely Cami Wildman.”

Lenara burst out laughing. “You already made a unilateral decision on the name?” she demanded. 

Cassidy crossed her arms, scowling. “Kieran promised me if I stayed in this dimension, she’d have a daughter named Cami that I can bond with,” she asserted, then laughed at Lenara’s surprise.

Robin hugged Cassidy. “Well, how can we refuse, then? If Kieran promised, she promised. Wildwomen?”

Lenara and Naomi nodded in agreement. “Cassidy Cameron Wildman,” Naomi announced. “Sounds like a winner to me.” She wrapped her arms around Lenara, leaning on her shoulder from behind her. “So Robbie, how far are you?”

“Three weeks,” Robin patted her stomach. “She’s about the size of a grain of rice, I think,” she laughed. 

Kit Wildman nudged Kieran. “That means she’s already smarter than you, Mom,” she teased.

“That’s Sir, to you, Kittner Kyle,” Kieran shot back. “By the way, kiddo, you’re doing a hell of a job at helm. Kathryn just gave you a glowing report,” she leaked the news, then slapped her hand over her mouth. “Damn, that wasn’t supposed to come out,” she giggled. “I have so many conflicts of interest on this ship,” she joked. 

“Mom,” Kit turned to Naomi, “you have to come to the bridge tomorrow and see Kieran’s statue.”

Naomi laughed. “What have they done to it now?”

Kit laughed. “This week Kathryn dressed it up in a square dance dress, crinolines and all.”

Kieran glowered at them all. “I can’t believe she’s kept that fucking thing on the bridge all these months.”

“Oh, it livens the décor, though, honey,” Lenara teased. “And we’ve had such fun helping Kathryn come up with new ways to decorate it.”

“You? All of you are in on this? What a bunch of traitors!” she accused. “I want to know whose idea it was to put me in the bikini, then, damn it.”

Kit put her hands behind her back, looking at the ceiling and whistling to herself.

Kieran sighed. “My own daughter. Sold out by my very own kid. Well, I did like the Superman costume. That looked cool. But I was not real excited when she dressed me up in a diaper for baby New Year. And the Talaxian sideburns were a bit much,” she complained. “I looked pretty good as Uncle Sam for the 4th of July, though, don’t you think? I’m tall enough.”

“You know, sweetie,” Naomi consoled her, “it’s just pay-back for all the pranks you used to pull on Voyager. Mom owes you dozens. Every week when she changes the costume, she sends Amanda a photograph.”

“Oh, Amanda is going to regret this. And to think my own damned poker money paid for that damned thing,” Kieran groused. 

The chime to the door rang, and Kieran trotted over to answer it. “Hey, Lanna! Katie-bear, how’s my girl,” she reached down to pick up her daughter, kissing her cheek.

“Hey, Marmar, how’s my Mom?” Katie shot back. 

“Am I interrupting?” B'Elanna asked reluctantly. “I need to talk to you.”

“Well, then, come on in. Robin’s pregnant, and we’re celebrating,” Kieran explained. 

B'Elanna grinned. “Well I’m glad you’re feeling parental. We have a problem.”

Kieran sobered immediately. “We do?”

“Katie,” B'Elanna said, “go bother your aunt Cassidy for a minute while I talk to Marmar,” she urged Katie in Cassidy’s direction. 

The assembled women had quieted when B'Elanna came in, and they resumed quieter conversations as Katie joined them.

“BangwIj,” B'Elanna began, “Katie and Geejay were in the toy closet at recess today, kissing each other.”

Kieran laughed. “They always kiss each other.”

“Kieran,” B'Elanna said sternly, “they were with two other girls. They told the teacher they were all marrying each other. This is your area of expertise, Benal, not mine.”

“Okay,” Kieran grinned. “Katie, come here,” she held out her arms to her daughter and lifted her up again as Katie charged across the room. “Sweetie, Mommy says you were kissing girls at school today.”

“Uh-huh. Geejay, and Betsey, and Maddie. We like each other. Maddie’s brother Tyler is going to be our Ja’prala when we get married someday.”

The Wildman women were listening intently and burst out laughing. Kieran shot them a dirty look. “Katie,” she said softly, “you know I love you, and I think you’re a smart and insightful girl, and very mature.”

“I know, Marmar. You tell me all the time I’m special,” she agreed.

“But honey, there are times and places for kissing, and school isn’t one of them. When Naomi and Robin and I are on duty, or when Lenara is at work, we don’t kiss each other. There are times when kissing is just not appropriate. Do you understand?”

“But isn’t love always appropriate?” Katie asked, her dark brown eyes wide. 

“The feeling is always good. When I go to work, I don’t stop loving Naomi, or Robbie, or Lenara. But I don’t express it when I’m on duty. I can love them with all my heart, clear around the world and back, but on duty, there’s no kissing. Just like for you, there’s no kissing at school. Understood, warrior-diva?”

“Yes Ma’am,” Katie answered formally. “Am I in trouble?”

“Have we ever told you before not to kiss at school?” Kieran asked kindly.

“I don’t thinks so, Marmar,” Katie thought hard about it.

“Then you’re not in trouble. If I have to tell you again,” she tickled Katie’s ribs. “Then you’ll be in trouble.”

“Will you poke me with a pain stick?” Katie asked.

“I’ll poke you with TWO pain sticks,” Kieran said menacingly, tossing Katie over her shoulder and spanking her butt playfully.

Katie shrieked. “NO! NO! Not two, Marmar.”

“Yep,” Kieran argued, “Two. Now. Do you want some cake? We’re having a party.”

Katie slithered down Kieran’s backside, dropping on the floor and laughing. “Why wasn’t I invited, Marmar?”

“You were, right this second,” Kieran teased her. “In fact, Lanna, hail Kat and Seven. Tell them we’re going to finally view the evidence.”

B'Elanna’s eyes widened. “Can I get Noah, too?”

“Absolutely. Everybody, gather round in the living room. I have a holovid I want you all to see. You’ve all been bugging us for years to know where the joke about poking each other with pain sticks came from. You’re about to find out.”

Naomi Wildman clapped her hands excitedly. “I’ve been waiting years for this,” she enthused, not realizing she was the source of the joke. 

When everyone had convened at the Wildman’s quarters and the cake was passed out, the holovid began to play.

Naomi Wildman appeared on the screen with a huge bouquet. Naomi walked over to B’Elanna, who was relaxing in an overstuffed chair. She thrust her hand out with the fragrant purple blossoms. "These are for you, B’Elanna."

“Dang, Na, were you ever that young?” Kit asked.

B’Elanna smiled, but her expression was clearly one of confusion. Kieran Thompson-Torres was standing in the background, shrugging her shoulders innocently, as if to say “I have no idea what this is about.”

"Thank you Naomi," B'Elanna said on the playback.

"I owe you an apology," Naomi said solemnly. "And I want to help you restore your honor."

A slow smile crept across Kieran’s face. She pretended to be busy making dinner.

B’Elanna regarded the little Ktarian quizzically. "Why would you owe me an apology?"

"Because I—I let myself have feelings for Kieran that I shouldn’t have had. Because she’s committed to you, and you’re in love with each other, and I have been disrespectful of that." Her eyes were ovals as she lowered her voice. "I’m ready to help you restore your honor," she said contritely.

“You guys,” Naomi said, “I’m going to kill you.” The room erupted in laughter.

“Shh, shh,” Kieran interrupted. “It’s about to get good.”

"My honor?" B’Elanna took a sip of iced coffee, completely baffled.

"Yes. I guess that means you’ll have to poke me with a pain stick. Go ahead. I can take it." 

She closed her eyes so she wouldn’t have to see the torture device looming before her.
B’Elanna shot a look at Kieran, who had forced her face into impassivity. "I have no idea," she mouthed the words soundlessly.

Naomi opened one eye, uncertain of the reason for the delay. "Well? C’mon B’Elanna, let’s get it over with."

The entire room exploded with laughter, except Naomi, who crossed her arms petulantly. “Bitches,” she muttered.

"You want me use a pain stick on you." It was more a statement than a question. She took a long draught from the iced coffee.

"Yes, unless that is insufficient to restore your honor. You—you don’t have to cut my head off with a bat’leth or anything that severe, do you?" Naomi had genuine fear in her eyes. "I’m really sorry B’Elanna. I didn’t mean to take your honor. I know I have violated your territorial rights. I’m willing to face the consequences. " Then as an afterthought, drawing from her social studies class lessons, she solemnly added "Today is a good day to die."

B’Elanna spewed iced coffee through her nose and all over the living room, choking on her laughter. Kieran was in stitches behind the kitchen counter, laughing too hard to even assist B’Elanna in getting air into her lungs and expelling the coffee. 

“Nice spew, Lanna,” Emily called out. “Serious projectile action,” she laughed.

Naomi planted her hands on her hips petulantly. "What is so funny? I’m trying to be brave, here, but if you’re just going to laugh at me— " she complained.

B’Elanna cut her off, grabbing her into a hug. "Oh Naomi, I’d never cut your head off, or po-po-poke you with a pain stick!" she was off on another laughing binge. "You haven’t taken my honor. Oh Kahless, you are something else, girl," she hooted. "Kieran, toss me a towel please."

“Aren’t you sorry you turned her down now, Lanna?” Robin asked, laughing.

Kieran tossed her a towel and then came around the counter with a second towel, wiping up flecks of iced coffee.

"I’m sorry about your quarters," B’Elanna apologized to Kieran.

"Oh, no, it was worth it, ’Lanna," Kieran was still sputtering as she cleaned. 

Naomi was glad nobody was angry with her, but she was miffed to be the butt of this particular joke, and she stood there, glaring at the two women.

B’Elanna pulled Naomi into her lap, dabbing the coffee spots off of her shirt. "Sweetie, I don’t blame you for loving Kieran, or wanting to be close to her. I know I feel that way about her. She’s pretty hard to resist."

“Little did I know,” B'Elanna called out, “I would lose her to you someday.”

"Resistance is futile," Naomi giggled. "I’m glad it’s okay. I’m really glad you aren’t required to punish me, too."

"Naomi, if that’s what I was required to do to satisfy my honor, I’d just as soon forfeit it. I couldn’t hurt you, let alone kill you for some dubious Klingon ritual."

"That’s a relief," Naomi sighed. "And you aren’t mad?"

"Hardly. I compliment you on your good taste."

“That’s it,” Kieran laughed, wiping her eyes. “Computer, full lights. Na, now you know. You’re the author of the longest running joke in Starfleet history.”

Naomi stuck her tongue out at Kieran. “You guys have been making fun of me behind my back all these years?”

B'Elanna nodded. “Yeah. We’re sorry.”

“No, we’re not,” Seven laughed even harder. “We watched that holovid on every family vacation for years, without you knowing, Naomi Wildman,” she taunted her. 

Kathryn chuckled, unable to get herself under control. “At least we stopped when you married Kieran,” she added. 

Kieran gathered her wife into her lap, kissing her tenderly. “We thought we were done raising you by the time you married me. We didn’t think it was appropriate to keep laughing behind your back.”

“Small consolation,” Naomi complained. “And I would ask that now that you REALLY are done raising me, you destroy the evidence.”

“Oh, Na,” B'Elanna wailed, “let us keep it, honey. It’s a riot. Your kids need to see it someday.”

Naomi started to laugh.


Kieran kissed her, smiling at her. “What?” 

“It’s a good day to die,” she cracked up laughing. “Damn, that really was funny. I guess I can live with that video, if you can live with that horrid statue of yourself on the bridge,” Naomi advised her wife. 

Kieran’s eyes widened. “Okay, I think Naomi is right. We should destroy the video.”

“Oh, no you don’t,” Kathryn put in. “The statue stays. In fact, I think the next costume needs to be full Klingon garb, complete with a pain stick and a bat’leth.”

Kieran hung her head. “I am the laughing stock of the ship,” she grumbled. 

Naomi kissed her. “It’s about time you all laughed at someone besides me,” she contended.

_______________

