
Dear Future Ex-wife Extended Epilogue 
 
 
Nate 
 
Ten years later… 
 
Loud footsteps in the hallway break my concentration. It sounds like a herd of elephants is 
running down the hall toward my home office. My kids have been louder than usual today, 
making it harder to work from home. Ever since we had our first child, I have tried to keep my 
work at the office. 

But today is an exception. 
Today I turned forty. 
We’re launching our fifth game in the Kings of Aslan Universe that Harley and I created 

over a decade ago. Harley saved our company when she married me. But it was her persistence 
that I finish Project X that led us to this point in our lives. Our world-building started with A King’s 
Quest, and since then, we have expanded on our franchise. 

Everything needs to be perfect for the upcoming release. I need to concentrate if I want 
to celebrate my birthday with my family. If only my kids would stop yelling because they are 
driving me crazy. 

I push my chair out from the desk and poke my head into the hallway. “Stop running in 
the house!” 
           Natasha stops and spins around with a puppy dog look in her eyes. She’s nine now and our 
oldest. When I told Harley that I wanted to start our superhero alliance, I wasn’t joking. And I 
wasn’t messing around when I said I wanted to name our children after our favorite comic book 
characters. 
           “Sorry, Daddy,” Natasha says with her hands behind her back and a wicked smile on her 
face. 

Natasha is my princess and pretty much gets away with murder. We named her after 
Natasha Romanoff, also known as Black Widow in the Marvel Comic Universe. The day she was 
born, I was terrified, doubting myself in every way, hoping I don’t screw this up. My father was 
around when I was a kid, but my childhood was far from ordinary. I knew Harley, and I were 
bringing our children into the same lifestyle and worried like crazy that we wouldn’t be good 
parents. 

So far, I think we’re doing a good job. I hope. 
           “We weren’t running,” Tony lies. 
           I narrow my eyes at my second oldest. We named him after Tony Stark, and he’s just as 
much of a rule-breaker as Iron Man. 
           “Play with us, Daddy,” Diana whines. 

Diana is our youngest daughter, who we named after Diana Prince, the real identity of 
Wonder Woman. She looks like Harley, with the same freckles and long blonde hair. 

She approaches me with a ball in her hand and holds out her palm to give it to me. 
“Mommy said we could play superheroes. Will you help us find the rest of the Infinity Stones?” 



Laughing, I take the ball from Diana’s hand and hunch down in front of her. “You’re not 
supposed to hand them over, baby girl. Whoever has the Infinity Stones has all of the power.” 

She rolls her shoulders. “It’s just a game, Daddy.” 
Unlike her brothers and older sister, Diana is easy-going, following her siblings around 

like a sheep. In terms of personality, Tony is like me, and Natasha is like Harley. Clark is a mixture 
of us both. But Diana, my sweet little girl, is the only one who acquired Harley’s artistic talents. 
While the rest of our children were drawing stick figures, Diana could look at a comic book and 
sketch the replica. 
           Clark comes out of nowhere, grabbing the blue ball from my hand from behind me. “I got 
the Space Stone,” he yells to Tony, and then my boys take off down the hallway. 
           We named Clark after Superman, and he's just as fast as he's alter ego. 
           “Hey!” Diana yells and then runs after her brothers. “That’s ours.” 
           The girls and boys always split into teams when they play superheroes. Instead of bedtime 
stories and nursery rhymes, we read comic books to our children. Every night, no matter how 
busy I am, I read the girls their story, and Harley reads to the boys. We started Infinity War last 
week, and ever since, the girls have become The Avengers, and the boys are pretending to be 
Thanos and his lieutenant. So far, the girls are losing. My boys are little monsters who would be 
the villains in the story. 

“Where’s Mommy hiding?” 
“In the bathroom,” Diana says. “She’s sick.” 
I take her hand, and we head toward the master bedroom. Harley started complaining 

about her stomach a few days ago. We talked about stopping at four kids, and I thought we were 
careful. But I think she might be pregnant again. Harley was sick throughout all of her 
pregnancies and bedridden for the last two months with Diana. 

I push open the door to our bedroom and find Harley sitting on the edge of the bed with 
her head between her legs. My heart sinks into my stomach at the sight of her. 

“Mommy,” Diana says as she hops onto the bed next to Harley. She throws her arms 
around Harley’s neck and smacks a kiss on her cheek. “Tony and Clark stole the Space Stone. 

Harley smiles and brushes a few loose strands out of Diana’s eyes. “There are five more 
stones, sweetie. You still have time to collect the rest.” 

“They’re cheaters,” Diana whines. 
Harley looks up me, her eyes watery and sad. I sit on the mattress next to her, sliding my 

arm behind her back to pull her closer. “How are you feeling?” 
She rests her head on my shoulder. “I’m so tired, King.” 
Even after all these years, we still call each other by our last names, except now it has a 

different meaning to us. 
She’s my Queen. 
I’m her King. 
I kiss the top of her head. “You’re pregnant.” 
“How did this happen? I haven’t missed any of my pills.” She lifts her head from my 

shoulder, and our eyes meet. “We have the release of the game… and the graphic novels. I still 
have to finish designing the merch for our online store. I can’t be… not right now.” 



Wrapping both arms around Harley, I hold her until she stops shaking. “It’s okay, Queen. 
You can do this. We launched A King’s Crown when you were six months pregnant with Clark. 
And you were puking in trash cans at the 10X Con when we demoed A King’s Empire.” 

She laughs at the memory. “That wasn’t one of my finer moments.” Harley blinks away 
the tears in her eyes. “You’re not mad?” 

I shake my head, a smile plastered on my face. “I love seeing you with my babies in your 
belly. I love our children.” I cup the side of her face in my hand. “And I love you.” 

She leans into my hand and smiles. “If it’s a girl, I want to name her Selina.” 
I chuckle. “Like Catwoman?” 
Harley nods. “I have a feeling this one will have claws.” 
We break into a fit of laughter. 
Harley threads her fingers between mine and squeezes my hand. “I want to show you 

something in the treehouse.” 
We built a replica of the treehouse from my father’s backyard for our kids. When it’s nice 

outside, the boys practically live in what they call their tree fort. Diana is afraid of it, while 
Natasha asserts her seniority and challenges the boys for control of the tree kingdom. 

“You should stay in bed if you’re not feeling good.” 
Harley pats my knee. “I’m okay… for now.” 
I help the girls up from the bed, and they trail behind me as we walk down the hallway. 
“Mommy,” Diana whispers. “Daddy doesn’t know.” 
“Shhh,” Harley says. 
When I open the French doors to the backyard, people jump out from various places and 

yell, “Surprise.” 
All our friends, family members, and coworkers are standing on the lawn with smiles. My 

dad and Jonathan raise the snifters in their hands. I nod in acknowledgment. 
Where the hell did everyone come from? 
Callie, Jules, Lola, and Amelia are here with their husbands. Even Willow flew out with her 

movie star client and husband, Nico Chase, which shocks the hell out of me. We hired Nico to 
play Sir Percival in our first movie in the Kings of Aslan Universe and just started production last 
week in Los Angeles. 

My younger brother, our coders, and all of my groomsmen are in attendance with their 
wives. Everyone looks happy, smiling, some of them here with their children. Now when we get 
together, it’s a family affair. All of us have children and have settled down, no more late nights 
binge drinking or wasting time at the bar. 

“Surprise,” Harley says, tugging on my arm. She leans into me and presses a kiss to my 
cheek. “Happy birthday, my King.” 

I wave to my guests and then angle my body to look at Harley, giving her a quick peck on 
the lips. “How did you pull this off?” 

She gives me a mischievous smile. “I have my ways.” 
“I thought we agreed not to make a big deal out of my birthday.” 
Harley shrugs. “You only turn forty once.” 
“And here I thought another baby was the surprise.” 
“That wasn’t part of the plan,” she admits. “But when it comes to us, nothing ever goes 

according to plan.” 



So true. 
Natasha hugs my thighs, peeking up at me. “Happy birthday, Daddy.” 
Clark and Tony are on my left side, taking turns hugging me, wishing me a happy 

birthday. When other people are around, they act like little angels, making a liar out of me when 
I tell my friends about how they drive us insane. 

Tony hands me the blue ball he stole from Diana. “You were supposed to follow us 
outside. You didn’t do what Mommy said.” 

I laugh at his comment. Do I ever do what anyone wants? Well, when it comes to Harley, I 
do. She’s the ruler of my heart and the queen of this castle. 

I’m surprised Tony is giving the ball back. The boys usually cheat when they play games 
with their sisters. 

Harley rubs my neck when I bend down between my children to hug all of them at once. 
She strokes the hair on the back of my neck, sending chills down my arms. 

“I know where Tash is hiding the Soul Stone,” Clark says to Tony. 
“Shut up,” Natasha says, pointing her finger at Clark. “It’s mine. I won it fair and square.” 
“Tash,” I groan. “Be nice to your brother.” 
“But, Daddy,” she protests. “He’s going to steal my stone.” 
Tony and Clark exchange a look and then giggle. They push past my dad, through the 

crowd, and run toward the treehouse at the edge of our property. Natasha screams for them to 
stop before running after them. Her pale-yellow dress flaps behind her as she chases after her 
brothers. This is a typical day for us.  

I let out a sigh, and Harley slides her hand up my arm, linking us together. 
“Before we know it,” I whisper to Harley, “we’ll have another baby in the house.” 
“You said you wanted a superhero team,” Harley says with laughter in her tone. “Now, 

you’ve got one.” 
 
 
 

 


