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Chapter 1: Intro
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The golden, late-afternoon light of a California fall poured through the wide windows of their Santa Monica bungalow, catching the dust motes in a slow dance. It was the kind of light that softened edges and gilded ordinary moments. It glinted off the dark, unruly waves of Lucille’s hair as she stood, one hand braced on the archway to the living room, the other resting in profound communion with the curve of her belly.

Six months, two weeks, and—she glanced at the chalkboard wall in the kitchen—three days. The baby was the size of a head of lettuce, according to the app. To Lucille, it felt more like a lively, warm-hearted octopus, currently practicing what seemed to be a full gymnastics routine just beneath her ribs. She wore a pair of Oscar’s old sweatpants, the drawstring tied in an elaborate bow over the vast expanse of her stomach, and a soft, stretchy tank top. Her feet were bare, her toes painted a cheerful, chipping cobalt blue she hadn’t seen in months without the aid of a mirror.

The house smelled of the lavender-scented cleaner she’d used earlier and the faint, comforting scent of old books. It was a lived-in, loved-in space: shelves bowed under the weight of novels and Oscar’s architectural folios, a comfortable, slightly faded sofa piled with embroidered pillows, and on every available surface, little tokens from their life—seashells from morning walks, a framed ticket stub from a concert years ago, a slowly growing collection of tiny, absurd baby socks.

A key rattled in the front door, followed by the familiar thump of a work bag hitting the floor, the jingle of keys being hung on the hook. Lucille felt the octopus give a sudden, celebratory kick. He knows, she thought, smiling to herself.

“Honey, I’m home,” Oscar called, his voice a warm, steady baritone that filled the spaces of the house as perfectly as the afternoon light.

“In here,” she called back, not moving from her spot. She heard his footsteps, heavier with the fatigue of the day, moving through the kitchen. There was a rustle of grocery bags, the definitive thud of a gallon of milk on the counter. Then he appeared in the archway, mirroring her pose.

Oscar was all shades of brown and warmth. His hair, a deep brunette several shades darker than Lucille’s, was still neat from his morning styling, but a few strands had fallen across his forehead. At 5’10”, he had a solid, reliable build—the build of a man who spent his days on construction sites and his evenings massaging his wife’s lower back. He’d loosened his tie, a slate grey one she’d picked for him, and the first two buttons of his shirt were open. His eyes, a rich hazel, found hers immediately, and the professional focus of his day melted away, replaced by a soft, proprietary delight.

“Look at you,” he said, the words not a greeting but a statement of awe, repeated daily in some form. He crossed the room, his hand coming to rest over hers on her belly. He leaned in, his lips finding her forehead in a kiss that was part greeting, part sacrament. “How’s the command center?”

“Active. Very active. I think they’re planning a coup. The primary demand appears to be pickles.”

Oscar chuckled, the sound a quiet rumble. “Well, the insurgent is in luck.” He kissed her again, this time on the lips—a slow, tender press that spoke of familiarity and a fire that pregnancy had somehow banked into a deeper, more smoldering heat. “I stopped by Gelson’s. I have provisions.”

He retreated to the kitchen, and Lucille followed, moving with the careful, swaying gait she’d adopted. She hoisted herself onto a stool at the kitchen island, watching him unpack. This was her favorite show.

With the efficient, organized movements of an architect, he began to reveal his treasures. It wasn’t just groceries; it was a curated selection of her cravings and his thoughtful additions. The classic dill pickles, yes, but also the expensive cornichons from France she’d sighed about last week. A pint of Häagen-Dazs coffee ice cream. Two perfect, blush-pink pomegranates, because she’d mentioned their color was beautiful. A bag of salted, in-shell peanuts, which had been her latest obsession for the protein. And then, the pièce de résistance: a small, white box from the artisanal bakery on Montana Avenue. He opened it to reveal a single, perfect slice of flourless chocolate cake, so dark it was nearly black.

“Oscar,” she breathed, her eyes suddenly stinging. It wasn’t the cake. It was the remembering. The noticing. The way he saw the map of her desires and navigated it without a chart.

“What?” he said, feigning innocence as he put the ice cream away. “A guy can’t buy his beautiful wife dessert?”

“You,” she said, pointing a finger at him, “are trying to spoil us.”

He came around the island, standing before her, his hands settling on her rounded hips. “Guilty as charged. And I have no plans to reform.” His gaze traveled over her face, then down, then back up. “You are just... incandescent, Lucille. It’s like you’re lit from within.”

She rolled her eyes, but a blush warmed her cheeks. “I’m a beached whale who waddles. But thank you for the fantasy.”

“No, you’re not. You’re my sexy, gorgeous reality,” he corrected softly. He reached for the pomegranate and a knife. “Now scoot over.”

He settled onto the stool beside her, their knees touching. With precise cuts, he scored the pomegranate, his strong, careful fingers working to pry it open, revealing the jewel-like clusters inside. He began to pick them out into a small bowl, his concentration absolute. Lucille watched him, this man who designed soaring glass structures for a living, now wholly focused on the miniature architecture of a fruit, doing it solely to save her the sticky mess.

This was their language. It wasn’t grand gestures, but this quiet, constant liturgy of care. Him, finding the energy after a ten-hour day to hunt for cornichons. Her, knowing he’d forget to eat lunch and having a plate of warmed leftovers ready for him the moment he walked in. It was in the way he automatically filled her water bottle and placed it by her side every morning. The way she always saved the last piece of the chocolate he liked. It was a dialogue written in snacks and back rubs and cups of tea made just right.

“How was the site?” she asked, popping a few pomegranate arils into her mouth. The burst of tart-sweetness was sublime.

“Progress. The steel for the south facade finally arrived. It’s going to look incredible when the light hits it.” He spoke about angles and light, his hands moving in the air, and she listened, understanding maybe one term in three, but loving the passion in his voice. He was building a legacy, just as she was.

When the bowl was full, he pushed it toward her and washed his hands. He then proceeded to make her a plate: a few pickles, a handful of peanuts, a modest pile of ruby-red pomegranate seeds. He placed the slice of chocolate cake reverently beside it. He poured her a glass of milk. Then, and only then, did he retrieve his own dinner—the leftover chicken and rice she’d made—and heat it up.

They ate in comfortable silence for a while, the only sounds the crunch of peanuts, the clink of forks, the distant hum of traffic on Ocean Avenue. The sun dipped lower, casting long, dramatic shadows across their kitchen. The baby, perhaps lulled by the food and the presence of his father, settled into a gentle, rolling rhythm.

“I was thinking,” Oscar said, wiping his mouth. “This weekend or next, maybe we drive up to Point Dume. Just a slow walk. Some air. We can get lunch at that little place on the pier.”

“That sounds perfect,” Lucille said, meaning it. A whole day, just the three of them. “As long as there are no stairs.”

“No stairs,” he vowed. “Only gentle, scenic, fully accessible paths. I swear.”

He took their plates, his hand brushing her shoulder as he passed. As he washed up, Lucille remained on the stool, one hand tracing the tight, round curve of her stomach. She looked at Oscar’s back, the set of his shoulders, the way his hair curled just at the nape of his neck. A profound, almost overwhelming wave of contentment washed over her, warmer than the sunlight, sweeter than the chocolate cake.

This was their prologue. The quiet, domestic, deeply intimate prelude to everything that was coming. The adventure wasn’t just about the baby. No. It was the conscious, daily choice to tend to each other, to find the pleasure in a shared pomegranate, in a planned walk, in the safety of a well-stocked fridge and a well-loved home. The title of her secret, internal book wasn’t just about the physical state of pregnancy. It was about this: the ripe, full, aching sweetness of this life they’d built together, now blooming, cell by cell, into a new future.

Oscar turned, drying his hands on a towel. He saw her expression, the softness in her eyes, and his own softened in answer. He didn’t need words. He simply walked over, wrapped his arms around her from behind where she sat, his hands splayed over her belly, his chin resting on her shoulder. They stayed like that, watching the last of the sun paint the sky in streaks of tangerine and violet, two brunettes in a golden kitchen, perfectly, inextricably, happily intertwined.
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Chapter 2: Wanna Help?
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The following evening carried a different quality. A marine layer had rolled in from the Pacific, casting the bungalow in a soft, pearl-grey light and muting the world outside. The quiet felt dense and intimate, broken only by the rhythmic sigh of distant waves.

Lucille stood in the hushed silence of their bedroom, clad only in a simple pair of light-coloured cotton underwear and the magnificent, unavoidable fact of her pregnancy. The cool air raised goosebumps on her arms. In her hands, she held a small bottle of extra-virgin olive oil, the golden-green oil catching the lamplight. She’d read about it in one of her countless deep-dive articles—antioxidants, vitamin E, moisture-locking properties. A natural remedy for the angry, red stretch marks that were beginning to map new territory across the lower curve of her belly.

With a careful pour, she pooled a small amount of oil into her palm, the rich, grassy scent rising to meet her. She warmed it between her hands and then began to smooth it over her skin in slow, gentle circles. Her touch was clinical at first, tracing the burgeoning lines, then softening into something more like a benediction. This was her body, changing, stretching, making room. The ritual was one of care, a private conversation between her present and her future self.

She was so absorbed in the tactile sensation—the slick warmth of the oil, the tightness of her skin yielding to the moisture—that she didn’t hear the soft click of the front door opening and closing. Oscar had left work early on this particular Friday, a client meeting canceled.

His footsteps were nearly silent on the hardwood until he reached the bedroom doorway. He stopped, his work bag still slung over his shoulder, and simply watched.

The sight of her stole the breath from his lungs. Backlit by the soft glow of the bedside lamp, her profile was a study in curves: the swell of her breast, the dramatic arc of her belly, the strong line of her thigh. Her dark hair was piled in a messy knot on top of her head, a few tendrils escaping to kiss her neck. Her movements were slow, solemn, utterly absorbed. She looked like a Renaissance painting of some fertile goddess, engaged in a sacred anointing.

“Well, now,” he said, his voice a low murmur that cut through the quiet. “Did I miss the memo? Is this a new gourmet technique?”

Lucille jumped, a little gasp escaping her. She turned, one hand instinctively covering her belly, the other still glistening with oil. A flush spread from her chest to her cheeks. “Oscar! You’re early. And no, it’s not for cooking. Though I am technically marinating.”

He let his bag slide to the floor, a slow smile spreading across his face as he leaned against the doorframe. He loosened his tie, his eyes never leaving her. “I can see that. What’s on the menu? And can I place an order?”

She rolled her eyes, but a playful smile tugged at her lips. “Very funny. It’s olive oil. For the stretch marks. It’s supposed to help with elasticity and... oh, you know what, never mind. You’re just going to make more jokes.”

“Who, me?” he pushed off the doorframe and took a few steps into the room, his gaze warm and appreciative. “I’m not joking. I’m genuinely intrigued. It’s a very... hands-on approach to skincare. Thorough.”

He came to stand before her, close enough that she could smell the faint scent of his day—paper, coffee, the outdoors. His eyes traveled over the oil-sheened landscape of her stomach. “Does it work?” he asked, his voice dropping, losing its teasing edge for a moment.

“I don’t know yet,” she admitted, her own voice softer. “But it feels nice. And it makes me feel like I’m doing something. Not just... waiting.”

He nodded, understanding in his hazel eyes. He reached out, his fingers hovering just above her slick skin. “May I?”

Her heart did a little flip. “You want to inspect the goods?”

“I want to appreciate the process.” His finger finally made contact, tracing a single, shimmering line from her navel downward. “So. You just... rub it in?”

“That’s generally how lotion works, yes,” she said, her breath catching slightly at his touch.

“Seems like a big job for one person,” he mused, his finger now making slow, deliberate circles. “A two-person operation, really. For efficiency.”

The banter was still there, but it had thickened, deepened into something more charged. The air between them hummed with a familiar electricity, one that pregnancy had complicated but never extinguished.

Lucille held his gaze, the oil bottle still in her hand. She lifted it slightly. “Are you applying for the position?”

The corner of his mouth quirked up. “What are the benefits?”

“All the olive oil you can handle,” she whispered.

“Sold.”

He took the bottle from her, his fingers brushing hers. He poured a generous amount into his own palm, rubbing his hands together to warm it. Then, with a reverence that erased all traces of his earlier teasing, he placed both hands on her belly.

His touch was different from hers—broader, warmer, more sure. He started with the same slow circles, but his hands encompassed more of her, his thumbs sweeping up the sides, his palms cradling the full, heavy weight. He worked the oil into her skin with a firm, gentle pressure, his attention completely focused on the task. He knelt to get better access to the lower curve, his hands smoothing over the places she couldn’t easily see.

“You missed a spot,” he murmured, his voice a vibration against her skin.

“Critic,” she breathed, her hands coming to rest on his shoulders, her head tipping back. The sensation was incredible. The physical relief of the moisturizing touch on her tight skin, yes, but more than that, it was the intimacy of his care. He wasn’t just rubbing oil; he was learning the new contours of her, worshipping the changes.

When her belly glistened fully, he didn’t stop. “Arms,” he commanded softly.

She held them out, and he took them one by one, massaging the oil into her skin from shoulders to wrists, his thumbs pressing into the muscles gently. He moved to her hands, working the oil into each finger, over her knuckles, his touch tender and thorough.

“Now turn.”

She did, presenting her back to him. He poured more oil, his hands sweeping over her shoulders, down the slope of her back, kneading the tension at its base. He traced the line of her spine, his touch feather-light, then more solid as he rubbed the oil into the backs of her thighs and her calves. It was a full, sensuous anointing.

When he was finished, she was glowing, literally and figuratively. He stood, his own hands slick, and fetched a clean towel from the bathroom, wiping his fingers carefully. Then he took her hand and led her to the edge of the bed.

“Sit.”

She sat. He disappeared into the bathroom again and returned with an array of her other lotions—the thick, cocoa-butter cream for extra-dry areas, the lightly scented lavender body milk. He took her foot in his lap and began with the cocoa butter, his strong hands working it into her heel, her arch, each toe. The care was so exquisite it made her throat tight.

“Oscar,” she whispered.

“Hmm?”

“Thank you.”

He looked up, his eyes dark with an emotion that went far beyond helpfulness. “It’s my privilege, Lucille.”

He finished with the lavender lotion on her arms and collarbones, the fresh, herbal scent mingling with the earthy olive oil. Finally, he set the bottles aside. They were both surrounded by the quiet, the grey light, the tapestry of rich scents. He was still in his work clothes, his shirt sleeves rolled up, a smudge of cocoa butter on his wrist.

He looked at her, sitting there on the edge of their bed, her body shimmering with the evidence of his attention, her eyes wide and dark. He cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her jawline. She leaned into his touch, her own hand coming up to cover his.

He leaned in slowly, giving her all the time in the world to pull away. She met him halfway.

The kiss began softly, a mere brush of lips, a tasting of the moment—lavender, cocoa, olive oil, and them. It was a thank you, a connection, a spark. Then it deepened. Her hands came up to tangle in his hair, pulling him closer. His arms wrapped around her, careful of her belly but firm in their possession. The world outside the pearl-grey light ceased to exist. There was only this: the slick warmth of their skins meeting, the shared breath, the sudden, hungry reclamation of a familiar path that had become new again.

And it was all either of them needed.
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Chapter 3: Getting Sexy
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The kiss didn’t end; it evolved. It became the sole language in the quiet, grey room. Oscar’s hands, which had been so reverent, grew possessive. He slid them from her cheeks down her neck, his thumbs tracing her collarbones, now slick with the mingled residue of oil and lotion. Lucille’s fingers, tangled in his hair, pulled him closer, her mouth opening under his with a soft sigh that was less about air and more about invitation.

He tasted of coffee and the dark chocolate he’d snuck at the office. She tasted of lavender and want. He nibbled her lower lip, and she answered with a gentle nip of her own, a playful challenge that sent a jolt straight through him. His lips left hers to trail hot, open-mouthed kisses along her jaw, down the column of her throat, finding the frantic pulse at its base.

“You’re still dressed,” she murmured against his ear, her voice husky. Her hands went to the buttons of his shirt, fumbling with intent.

“A gross oversight,” he agreed, his own hands sliding around to the clasp of her bra—a simple, practical one she’d worn under her clothes. He dispensed with it in one quick motion, his palms cupping the new, heavy fullness of her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples. She gasped, arching into his touch, the sensitive peaks tightening instantly under his attention.

It was a coordinated undressing. She pushed his shirt and undershirt over his shoulders; he helped her shimmy out of her beige-white underwear. The olive oil, now transferred from her skin to his, became a shared medium, gleaming on the planes of his chest and arms as he moved over her. He kissed a path from her breast, down the slope of her belly, his tongue dipping into her navel before he moved lower, his intentions clear and wicked.

But she stopped him with a hand in his hair, gentle but firm. “Not yet,” she breathed. “I want you here.”

She guided him back up, kissing him deeply, her hands roaming his back, slipping over the oil-slick muscle. The sensation was intoxicating—skin sliding against skin with a heated, fluid ease. There was no self-consciousness, only a hungry rediscovery. His hands mapped every new curve, her hips, the swell of her backside, his touch worshipful and greedy in equal measure.

He rolled onto his back, pulling her atop him. She straddled his hips, the magnificent globe of her belly resting between them. He looked up at her, his hazel eyes dark with awe and desire. “You are so unbelievably sexy,” he said, the words raw and honest.

She grinned, a slow, empowered smile, and began to move against him, the friction exquisite, the oil making every glide a sinful pleasure. He cupped her breasts again, leaning up to take one pebbled peak into his mouth, suckling gently until she cried out, her head falling back.

Just as the rhythm threatened to sweep them both away, he stilled her with his hands on her hips. He was breathing hard. “Wait.”

“Oscar...”

“Just... wait one second.” He shifted from beneath her, pressing a quick, hard kiss to her shoulder. He padded, gloriously naked, to the top drawer of his bedside table. He rummaged for a moment and returned, a sleek, purple silicone vibrator in his hand, its curve unmistakable.

A fresh wave of heat flooded Lucille’s cheeks, mixed with a thrill of anticipation. “You’re full of surprises tonight.”

He knelt on the bed before her, his expression a mix of devilish promise and tender care. “I told you,” he said, switching the toy on. A low, resonant hum filled the space between them. “I’m here to help.”
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Chapter 4: Climb Aboard
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The low, resonant hum of the toy was the only sound in the room, a promise of what was to come. Oscar’s eyes never left Lucille’s as he knelt between her thighs, the sight of her laid out before him—glowing, oil-slicked, her belly a beautiful mound rising from the bed—making his breath catch all over again.

“Now, here’s the ‘help’ you’ve been waiting for,” he murmured, his voice rough with want.

He didn’t start with the vibrator. He started with his mouth. He leaned in, his hands spreading her thighs just a little wider, and pressed a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. He felt her tremble. He nipped gently, not enough to hurt, just enough to make her gasp and her fingers fist in the sheets. He traced a path with his lips and tongue, kissing, nibbling, savoring the salt and musk of her skin, working his way with agonizing slowness toward her core.

When his breath finally ghosted over her most intimate flesh, she let out a choked moan. “Oscar, please.”

He looked up, his gaze dark and heated. “Please what, my love?”

“Don’t make me wait.”

A slow, wicked smile touched his lips. “Never.” He lowered his head and licked a slow, firm stripe through her slick folds. She cried out, her back arching off the bed. He did it again, and again, setting a rhythm with his tongue that had her hips lifting off the mattress to meet him. He worshiped her with his mouth, tasting her, learning the new topography of her sensitivity, his hands holding her hips steady.

Just as she began to tense, the first flutters of an approaching climax teasing her muscles, he pulled back. She whimpered in protest, but the sound morphed into a sharp, shocked cry of pleasure as he brought the humming vibrator to her clit.

The combination was devastating. The persistent, clever circling of his tongue, now focused on her entrance and the sensitive skin around it, paired with the direct, steady buzz of the silicone against her swollen bud. It was a sensory overload in the best way. Lucille’s head thrashed on the pillow. Pregnancy had made her body a wonderland of new sensations, but it had also, frustratingly, made the path to climax more elusive, a winding road where she’d often get lost. The toy had become a trusted guide in recent weeks, and now, with Oscar wielding it, with his mouth on her, it was practically a guarantee.

“That’s it,” he growled against her, the vibration of his voice mingling with the toy’s. “Let go for me. I’ve got you.”

His words, his touch, the relentless, perfect pressure—it shattered the last of her control. The orgasm crashed through her, wave after wave of pure, electric pleasure that clenched her entire body. She screamed his name, her thighs clamping around his head as he rode it out with her, gentling his touch but not stopping until the last tremor had subsided and she fell back against the mattress, boneless and gasping.

He crawled up her body, kissing her damp stomach, her breasts, her collarbone, before finally claiming her mouth. She could taste herself on his lips, a dark, intimate flavor that made her whimper into the kiss. He was hard and hot against her thigh, his own need palpable.

“My God,” she panted when they broke apart, her eyes hazy with satisfaction. “You’re too good at that.”

“Just practiced,” he teased, nuzzling her neck. “And highly motivated.”

She ran her hands down his slick back, over the firm curve of his backside, and pulled him tighter against her. The climax had taken the edge off her urgency, replacing it with a deep, liquid warmth and a renewed, greedy hunger for him. For the feeling of him inside her.

She looked into his eyes, her own now clear and full of intent. “Your turn,” she whispered. Then, with a grin that was all wicked invitation, she gave the command. “Climb aboard, Captain.”

A ragged laugh escaped him. “Aye aye.”

He shifted, settling his weight carefully between her thighs, one hand bracing himself beside her head, the other guiding himself to her entrance. He pushed in slowly, inch by exquisite inch, giving her body—stretched and changed and profoundly sensitive—time to accept him. When he was fully sheathed, he paused, dropping his forehead to hers for a kiss, being mindful of her belly, both of them breathing heavily.

“Okay?” he breathed, the single word laden with more care than a dozen love poems.

“More than okay,” she assured him, wrapping her legs around his hips. “Perfect.”

He brought himself back upright, then began to move. It was a slow, deep roll of his hips that was less about frantic passion and more about profound connection. One of his hands slid from the bed to cradle the side of her belly, his thumb stroking the tight skin. The other came up to cup her breast, his thumb circling her nipple, already peaked and eager for his touch.

This was what she had craved. The fullness of him, the weight of his body pressing into hers, the intimate kiss of his skin against hers, slick with oil and sweat. Each deep thrust brushed against a place inside her that made her see stars. The first orgasm had primed her, sensitized her, and the building pressure began to coil again, tighter and hotter.

“Oscar,” she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. “I’m... I’m close again. Don’t stop.”

“Never,” he vowed, his rhythm becoming more purposeful, his own control fraying. His breathing was ragged in her ear. “Cum with me, Lucille. Please.”

As if remembering the secret weapon, his hand left her breast and fumbled beside them. A second later, the familiar hum returned. He pressed the vibrator against where their bodies joined, the buzz amplifying every sensation a thousandfold.

It was the final key. Lucille’s second climax tore through her with a force that stole her vision and her voice. 

“AHH! OHHHH! OH FUCK OSCAR! OH MY GOD!” she cried, before she could no longer form full sentences.

It was a deep, pulsing release that clenched around him, milking him, pulling him over the edge with her. He cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure ecstasy as his own release surged, pumping into her in hot, endless waves.

“Fuck, baby! Oh fuck, Lucille! You’re so tight for me!”

There was no thought, no hesitation, no whisper of caution. The beautiful, undeniable fact of the life already growing within her made this the most liberating, guilt-free pleasure imaginable. He was claiming her, filling her, and they were both utterly, completely lost in it.

Once finished, his thrusts gradually slowed to a halt. He allowed himself to drain into her, fully, smirking at Lucille all the while.

“Mmm, such a good girl,” he said, complimenting her enthusiastically.

“Yeah? Did you enjoy that baby?” she asked, smiling back at him.

“Of course, it was amazing,” he said as he struggled to move.

He collapsed carefully beside her, most of his weight on his forearms, his face buried in her neck. They lay tangled together, shuddering through the aftershocks, the only sounds their ragged breaths and the slowing hum of the toy as it fell from his limp fingers onto the sheets. He reached out to grab it, turning it off for good.

After a long, blissful while, he rolled to his side, taking her with him, keeping her close. He kissed her shoulder, her cheek, her eyelids.

“Welcome aboard,” she mumbled, her voice thick with sated exhaustion and laughter. “How was your ride?”

He chuckled, the sound vibrating through his chest and into hers. “Best voyage of my life.” He pulled the rumpled sheet over their cooling bodies, his hand coming to rest once more on the curve of her stomach. In the quiet, pearl-gray twilight, utterly spent and completely connected, they drifted, two lovers anchored in the deep, pleasurable harbor of each other.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 5: The Wakeup Session
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The first hint of dawn was not light, but sound. A soft, rhythmic rustle of sheets. A quiet, controlled breath. Oscar swam up from the depths of a deep, dreamless sleep, not to an alarm, but to a whisper of movement beside him. He kept his eyes closed, savoring the warm haze of half-consciousness, the familiar weight and scent of Lucille beside him.

Then, the sensation began.

It started as a gentle pressure against his thigh, a nuzzle. Then, the soft, wet heat of her mouth pressed a kiss to his hip bone. A sleepy groan rumbled in his chest. He thought he might be dreaming. But the kisses continued—a trail of soft, open-mouthed caresses along the line of his abdomen, each one a tiny, deliberate brand. His body, ever-responsive to her, began to stir beneath the thin sheet.

He finally cracked an eye open. The room was bathed in the cool, blue-grey light of pre-dawn. And there she was, her dark hair a messy cascade over his skin, her expression one of focused, serene intent. She met his gaze, her eyes gleaming in the low light, and held it as she dipped her head lower.

“Lucille...” he breathed, her name a gravelly sigh.

She didn’t answer with words. Her answer was the glide of her hand, slipping beneath the sheet to wrap around his already thickening length. Her answer was the sweep of her thumb over the sensitive head, already slick with anticipation. Her answer was the way she leaned in, her lips parting, and took him into the wet, welcoming heat of her mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” he hissed, his head falling back onto the pillow, both hands flying to tangle in her hair. It wasn’t a grab, it was an anchor. “God, baby... oh, right there.”

She hummed softly, the vibration traveling straight through his core, and he bucked his hips involuntarily. She took him deeper, her tongue working a wicked, torturous rhythm—long, slow sucks from root to tip, then flicking circles around the frenulum until his thighs trembled. She was an artist with her mouth, knowing every shift of pressure, every sensitive spot she’d mapped over years of loving him. But now, there was a new, breathtaking purpose to it. This wasn’t a prelude to sleep; it was an inauguration of the day.

She worked him with a devotion that was both tender and brazen. Her free hand roamed, cupping and gently rolling his balls, her fingers trailing back to tease the sensitive skin behind them. He was a vocal lover, and she drew a symphony from him: ragged groans, choked curses, and breathless, pleading praises.

“Your mouth... Christ, your perfect fucking mouth... don’t stop, angel, please don’t stop!”

She could feel the tell-tale tension coiling at the base of his spine, the pulse of him against her tongue. She slowed, releasing him with a soft, wet pop that echoed in the silent room. He whimpered at the loss, his eyes flying open, desperate and clouded with need.
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“NO,” HE BEGAN TO PROTEST, right as she began to move.

Lucille smiled, a slow, sensual curve of her lips, glistening from her work. Without a word, she pushed herself up. In the pale light, she was a vision of lush, fertile beauty. Her full breasts, darker nipples peaked and eager, the magnificent, round swell of her belly, the soft curve of her hips. She swung a leg over him, straddling his hips, her own core hovering just above his aching hardness.

“My turn,” she whispered, her voice husky with her own arousal.

She reached between them, guiding him to her entrance. She was already soaked, her arousal a slick welcome he could feel. Holding his gaze, she sank down onto him, inch by devastating, perfect inch.

“Fuuuuck,” he moaned, the word drawn out into a long sigh of pure bliss. She was so tight, so impossibly hot and wet, her inner walls fluttering around him as she took him all in. She seated herself fully, leaning back to brace her hands on his thighs.

The pose was breathtakingly erotic. Leaned back like that, she exposed the full, proud curve of her pregnancy, her belly a beautiful dome under which their bodies were joined. It thrust her chest forward, her breasts swaying gently with her first, experimental rock of her hips. The early light caressed the lines of her body, highlighting the soft stretch marks he’d oiled just the night before.

“Look at you,” he gasped, his hands coming up to span her belly, feeling the solid, miraculous life within as she moved above him. “You’re a goddess. My gorgeous, fucking goddess.”

His words spurred her on. She began to move in earnest, finding a slow, deep, rolling rhythm that had him seeing stars. Up and down, grinding in a tight circle when she was fully seated, drawing moans from them both. She was in complete control, setting a pace that was both devastatingly sensual and fiercely passionate. Her head fell back, a soft “ah... ah... yes...” escaping her lips with each descent.

The room filled with the sounds of their union: the slick, rhythmic slap of skin on skin, their mingled, ragged breaths, the soft creak of the bedsprings. Oscar’s hands moved from her belly to grip her hips, not to steer, but to feel the powerful muscles working as she rode him.

“Ride me, baby,” he urged, his voice rough. “Take what you need. Use me. God, you feel so good!”

“You’re so deep,” she cried out, her rhythm becoming more urgent, more desperate. “Oh, Oscar, right there... don’t stop looking at me!”

“I can’t look away,” he groaned, mesmerized by the sight of her pleasure, by the feel of her clamping around him. He could feel his own climax building, a hot, urgent pressure low in his gut. “I’m close, Lucille... so close!”

“Not yet,” she commanded, slowing her pace, squeezing him internally with a practiced clench that made him shout. “Wait for me.”

She leaned forward then, bracing her hands on his chest, changing the angle. It drove him even deeper. Her breasts brushed his chest, her nipples hard pebbles against his skin. She kissed him, a messy, open-mouthed kiss that tasted of sleep and salt and her. Her pace became frantic, a driving, piston-like motion that chased her own release.

“Now!” she screamed into his mouth. “Oscar, now! Fill me up! I want to feel it!”

Her orgasm triggered his. With a roar that was pure, unadulterated release, he surged up into her, his hips pumping off the bed as he emptied himself in deep, pulsing waves inside her. She milked him through it, her own inner muscles clenching and fluttering around him, drawing out every last drop of his pleasure until he was spent, collapsing back onto the mattress, utterly drained.

The two of them sat there, breathing in ragged, synchronized gasps. Oscar motioned for Lucille to come closer, which she obliged. Oscar held her tightly, his hands running over her back, her hair, her magnificent belly pressed between them.

After long, breathless minutes, she shifted, adjusting her pregnant body gradually. She rolled to his side, tucking herself against him, her head on his shoulder. He pulled the sheet over them, his hand instinctively finding its home on her stomach.

The room was lighter now, the world outside waking up. Birds began their morning chorus.

Lucille traced idle circles on his chest. “So,” she murmured, her voice lazy and satisfied. “Good start to your day?”

Oscar let out a breath that was half laugh, half sigh of absolute contentment. He turned his head, kissing her sweaty temple. “The best I’ve ever had,” he said, his voice filled with awe and a bone-deep happiness. “I’d take that over breakfast any day. Any lifetime.”

“I agree... although, I’m pretty hungry, so today I think I could also use breakfast,” she giggled.

“Fair enough, I’ll handle that in a sec. I just wanna lie here with you right now. For a moment, at least.”

Lucille nodded and laughed softly, the sound vibrating through him. She tilted her face up, and he met her for a kiss—soft now, tender, a slow seal on the passionate covenant they’d just renewed. It was a kiss of shared secrets, of profound gratitude, of a love that was not just weathering a transformation, but was being fundamentally reinvented by it, one breathtaking, vocal, sun-drenched morning at a time.
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Chapter 6: Pancakes
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Sunlight, true and golden, had fully claimed the room by the time Oscar slipped from the warmth of the bed. Lucille watched him go, her body a pleasant map of delicious aches, her spirit floating in a cloud of contentment. She heard him move through the bungalow with a quiet, purposeful energy—the soft clang of a bowl, the whisk of the refrigerator door, the low hum of a kettle.

The smells began to drift in, a siren’s call she couldn’t ignore: the rich, earthy scent of brewing coffee, followed by the sweet, buttery perfume of melting butter in a hot pan. Then, the unmistakable, cake-like aroma of pancake batter meeting heat. A smile spread across her face before she even registered it. He was making pancakes. Her favorite.

She was propped against a mountain of pillows, the sheet pooled around her waist, when he returned. He carried a long, wooden breakfast tray, his expression one of proud, boyish triumph. On it sat two plates piled high with pancakes, each one studded with bursts of indigo blueberries that had caramelized at the edges. A small pitcher of warm maple syrup gleamed amber in the sunlight. Two mugs of coffee, cream swirling in hers just the way she liked it, completed the picture.

“Your chariot, madam,” he announced, carefully lowering the tray to bridge her lap.

“Oscar,” she breathed, her eyes wide. “This is... it’s a feast. But the syrup... on the bed? This is a recipe for disaster.” She gestured at her bare shoulders and the pristine white sheets, a laugh bubbling up at the inevitable sticky disaster she foresaw.

He leaned down, bracing his hands on either side of the tray, and kissed her firmly. “You’ll manage,” he said against her lips, his voice warm with certainty. “You’re the most capable woman I know. Now, eat. They’re best hot.”

He settled beside her on the bed, his own plate balanced on his knees. They ate in a comfortable, syrup-sweet silence punctuated by the soft clink of forks. The pancakes were perfect—fluffy, bursting with juicy berries, the maple syrup a river of decadence. Lucille, with the careful focus of a bomb disposal expert, navigated each bite. A drop of syrup escaped, landing on the swell of her left breast.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake,” she laughed, reaching for a napkin.

Oscar was faster. He caught her wrist gently. “Allow me,” he murmured. He leaned over and, with a tenderness that made her heart clench, licked the tiny drop away, then placed a soft, lingering kiss on the same spot. His eyes met hers, sparkling with affection and a remnant of morning heat. “No waste.”

She blushed, a fresh wave of love crashing over her. “You’re ridiculous.”

“I’m grateful,” he corrected softly, sitting back. He pushed a blueberry around his plate with his fork. “For this. For you. For the... exceptionally special way you started my day.” He looked up, his gaze so full of unabashed adoration it nearly stole her breath. “I don’t think I’ll ever get over how lucky I am.”

Tears, sweet and uncomplicated, pricked at the corners of her eyes. She set her fork down, her appetite momentarily secondary to the swell of emotion in her chest.

He saw it and reached for her hand, lacing his syrupy fingers with hers without a second thought. “I just... I look at you, like this, in our bed, in our home, and I can’t wait, Lucille. I can’t wait for all of it. For the sleepless nights and the first smiles. For the chaos and the quiet. For watching you become a mother. I just can’t wait for our life.”

The tears spilled over then, tracing warm paths down her cheeks. She had never, in all her life, felt so seen, so cherished, so utterly and completely loved. It wasn’t just the grand passion of the morning or the sweetness of the breakfast. It was the unwavering certainty in his voice, the future he painted not as a challenge, but as a privilege they would share.

“Come here,” she whispered, her voice thick.

He set the tray carefully on the floor and shifted to gather her into his arms, syrup, crumbs, and all. He kissed her forehead, her damp eyelids, the tip of her nose, and finally, her lips, which tasted of blueberries and maple and home.

“I love you,” she said, the words simple and absolute. “So much.”

“I love you,” he echoed, his hand coming to rest on the curve that held their future. “Both of you. More than pancakes.”

She laughed, a wet, happy sound, and nestled deeper into his embrace. The sun streamed across their messy bed, reflecting off their empty plates. The house was quiet, full of the promise of a slow day and the profound peace of a journey truly shared. In this warm, syrupy, love-drenched moment, with his arms around her and his heart beating steady against her side, Lucille knew this was only the beginning of the pleasure. The greatest adventure, the deepest intimacy, was still to come. And she was ready.
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 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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