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Chapter 1: Passion
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The warm glow of the fireplace cast flickering shadows across the living room, the soft light illuminating the passionate scene unfolding on the plush couch. Kylie and Sam, lost in the throes of their desire, explored each other's bodies with a fervour that left them both breathless and trembling.

Sam's hands roamed the curves of Kylie's body, his fingers trailing across her sensitive skin, as he kissed and nipped at the column of her throat. She moaned, arching her body into his touch. Kylie’s nails were digging into his shoulders, as she pulled him closer, desperate for more.

"Sam," she moaned, her voice thick with need. "Please, I want you."

Her words sent a shudder through him, his arousal pulsing against her thigh, as he shifted to position himself between her legs. He couldn’t help but smirk. He felt so desired. With a low growl, he slowly thrusted himself deep inside her, burying himself to the hilt in her slick heat.

Kylie gasped, her sounds nearly inaudible. Then, she cried out, her hips rising to meet his, as they began to move together in a sensual dance. The sounds of their lovemaking filled the room, the creaking of the couch springs and the slap of flesh against flesh mingling with their moans and sighs.

“Oh fuck!” Kylie began to cry out, before Sam began to choke her. This made her quiet down. Luckily for Kylie, being choked whilst taking her man was one of her favourite things on this Earth.

Sam set a punishing pace, his hips pistoning in and out of Kylie's tight sheath, as he drove them both closer to the edge. Kylie met him thrust for thrust, her legs wrapping around his waist, as she urged him deeper, harder.

"Yes, Sam," she screamed, though muffled, as her head was thrown back in ecstasy. "Fuck me harder, make me yours!"

Her words spurred him on, his movements becoming more forceful, more demanding, as he claimed her body with his own. The tension within them coiled tighter, their breathing becoming ragged, as they raced towards their building pleasure.

Suddenly, Sam withdrew, flipping Kylie onto her hands and knees before him. She obeyed eagerly, her body trembling with anticipation, as she presented herself to him. She felt so exposed. She loved it.

With a low growl, Sam buried himself within her once more, his hips slamming against her as he filled her completely. Kylie moaned loudly, her walls clenching around him, as she savoured the incredible sensation of being taken so thoroughly.

“Fuck yes,” Kylie began to scream, as Sam buried his hand into her hair. This only made her louder.

Sam gripped her hip with his free hand, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, as he drove into her with increasing intensity. The room was filled with the sounds of their passion, Kylie's screams of pleasure punctuated by the sharp crack of flesh meeting flesh, as Sam's hips met hers.

"Harder," Kylie begged, her voice breathy and strained. "Please, Sam, fuck me harder!"

Sam obliged, though it was difficult. He was already fucking her so hard. He was impressed that she wanted more, and he was eager not to disappoint. His thrusts became more forceful, more demanding, as he chased her towards the brink of orgasm. His fist balled in Kylie's hair, pulling her head back, as he leaned forward, his lips brushing against her ear.

"You feel so good, Kylie," he growled, his voice rough with desire. "I'm going to fill you!" Sam announced, enthusiastically.

His words sent a shudder through Kylie, her walls clenching around him, as her own climax built within her. She moaned loudly, her hips bucking wildly, as she met his thrusts with equal fervour. She loved being claimed by him. She wanted to be filled.

The tension within them coiled tighter, their movements becoming more frantic, more urgent, as they raced towards the edge. Sam's fingers found Kylie's clit, rubbing the sensitive nub in time with his thrusts, as he drove her closer to the brink. That’s when her high pitched moans really started, signalling to him that she was close.

“Ohh! Ohhhh! OHHH!!! LIKE THAT!!!!” Kylie cried out, unable to do anything but take him.

With several final, powerful thrusts, Sam buried himself balls deep, his body shuddering as he spilled his seed deep within Kylie. She followed moments later, her walls clamping down on him, as her own climax crashed over her. She desperately tried to cover her mouth with her hands, trying to stifle some of her loud screams. She could not control her own voice.

They collapsed together, their bodies spent and trembling from the intensity of their coupling. As they lay entangled on the couch, their hearts racing and their skin glistening with sweat, they basked in the warmth of their shared passion, knowing that this was just the beginning of a long, incredible night together.
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Chapter 2: Pregnant
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Kylie sat on the edge of the bathtub, staring at the small plastic stick in her trembling hands. The bathroom felt oppressively silent, the distant hum of the heater doing little to calm her racing thoughts. Her heart pounded in her chest, her pulse deafening in her ears as she watched the faint pink lines slowly appear. One line... two.

Pregnant.

She blinked, her breath catching in her throat. The test slipped from her fingers, clattering softly against the bathroom tile. This wasn’t happening. It couldn’t be.

Her mind raced back to the past few days, the soreness in her chest, the fatigue, the nagging feeling that something was off. She had brushed it aside, convincing herself it was stress from work, from life. But deep down, she knew. The missed period was the final sign, the one she couldn’t ignore.

Kylie wrapped her arms around herself, feeling suddenly cold, despite the warmth of the bathroom. She stared at her reflection in the mirror—pale, eyes wide with fear, lips pressed into a thin line. This wasn’t how things were supposed to go. She and Sam had been careful. They weren’t ready for a baby. They hadn’t even talked about it seriously. The idea had always been something far off, something for “later.”

But “later” had arrived much sooner than either of them had planned. And for Kylie, that was devastating. Devastating, because it brought many more questions than answers. Uncertain questions, with indistinct answers. Her entire future was thrown into chaos.

She stood abruptly, pacing the small bathroom as her thoughts spun out of control. How was she going to tell Sam? Would he be upset? Disappointed? He had always been the fun-loving, carefree type, living in the moment. A baby would change everything. She could already imagine the look of shock on his face, the pause before the inevitable conversation about their future, about what they were going to do.

Kylie’s hand drifted to her stomach, the reality of it all sinking in. There was a life growing inside her, their life. A cocktail of emotions swirled inside her—fear, disbelief, wonder, guilt. She wanted to be happy, to feel that joy that so many people talked about when they found out they were pregnant. But all she could feel was anxiety, tightening around her chest like a vice.

She glanced at the test again, lying on the floor. It stared back at her like a final verdict. She had to tell Sam. Now.

When Kylie walked into the living room, Sam was lounging on the couch, scrolling through his phone. The soft glow of the fireplace still crackled in the background, but it no longer felt warm. She hesitated in the doorway, trying to gather the courage to speak, her throat suddenly dry.

“Kylie?” Sam looked up, his brow furrowing as he noticed her pale face and tense posture. “Everything okay?” he asked, genuinely concerned about how unwell she looked.

Kylie swallowed hard, gripping the back of the chair to steady herself. Her voice felt small, fragile, like it might break. “Sam... I need to talk to you.” She barely got the words out.

Sam’s face shifted from curiosity to concern as he stood, closing the distance between them. “What’s going on? You look—”

“I’m pregnant,” Kylie said, cutting him off.

The words tumbled out of her mouth before she could stop them, her voice shaky. She didn’t know how else to say it. Sam froze. His expression didn’t change at first—just a blank, stunned silence. Kylie’s heart sank as she watched his eyes widen slightly, the realization slowly dawning on him.

“Pregnant?” he echoed, his voice barely above a whisper, as if the word itself were foreign. He ran a hand through his hair, stepping back, his face twisting in a mixture of disbelief and shock. “But... how?” The two had always used some form of birth control, which added to the stress and surprise of the situation.

Kylie let out a shaky breath, her hands shaking. “I don’t know. We were careful. I... I missed my period, and I just took the test. It’s positive.” Tears began to form in Kylie’s eyes. She was so nervous to have this conversation, she felt as though she could puke.

Sam dropped onto the couch, staring at the floor. His mind seemed to be racing a mile a minute, trying to process the news. A long, heavy silence filled the room, and Kylie felt her heart sink deeper into her chest, bracing for his reaction.

“This isn’t... we’re not ready for this,” Sam finally said, his voice strained. “I mean, a baby? Now?”

Kylie’s heart tightened at his words, but she couldn’t blame him. She wasn’t ready either. But this was happening, and they had to face it.

“I know,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I wasn’t expecting this either. But... it’s real. We need to figure out what we’re going to do.”

Sam looked up at her, his eyes filled with a thousand unspoken thoughts. For a moment, Kylie thought he might suggest the unthinkable, that they could somehow go back to the way things were. But instead, he let out a long, shaky breath and stood, walking over to her. His hands gently cupped her face, his thumbs brushing away the tear that had slipped down her cheek.

“We’ll figure it out,” he said softly, his voice filled with a quiet determination. “I didn’t see this coming, and it scares the hell out of me... but we’re in this together. I love you, and if we’re having a baby, then I’m stepping up. We’ll make it work.” Unbeknownst to him, he did exactly what Kylie needed at that moment. He began softly pulling her towards himself, into his embrace.

Kylie felt a sob rising in her throat, and before she knew it, she was in his arms, clinging to him like a lifeline. The weight of the world seemed to crash down on her all at once, but with Sam holding her, it felt just a little bit lighter. The gentle motion of his hands on her back felt incredibly soothing to her.

They stood there for a long time, wrapped in each other’s arms, as the fire crackled softly in the background. Both cried, simultaneous tears of mourning and joy. The most overwhelming feeling though, was the love they felt for one another.

The two stood together, feeling safe in the mutual cocoon of their arms. It wasn’t the future they had planned, but in that moment, they knew they would face it together—no matter how uncertain it seemed.
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Chapter 3: Real Life
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Kylie sat nervously in the sterile waiting room of Dr. Parker’s office, her hands folded tightly in her lap. The pastel-coloured walls and framed paintings of flowers did little to calm the whirlwind of emotions she’d been carrying since that night in the bathroom. The pregnancy test had told her everything she needed to know, but a small part of her still clung to the hope that it might be wrong—an error, a fluke. Maybe this was all just a big misunderstanding, a bad dream she'd wake up from.

But deep down, she knew better.

Her name was called, and she stood, smoothing her jeans as she followed the nurse down a quiet hallway. Her heart pounded in her chest, her palms sweaty with nerves. Dr. Parker had been her doctor for years, through everything from the flu to sprained ankles. But today felt different—life-altering.

Once inside the small, bright examination room, Dr. Parker entered with her usual warm smile. “Kylie, it’s good to see you,” she said, taking a seat at her desk. “I hear you’ve taken a pregnancy test and wanted to confirm?”

Kylie nodded, her throat suddenly dry. “Yeah. I missed my period, and I took a test. It was positive, but I just... I need to know for sure.”

Dr. Parker nodded understandingly. “Of course, that’s completely normal. We’ll do a quick test here to confirm. Why don’t you take a deep breath and relax, and we’ll get everything sorted out.”

Kylie managed a small, tense smile, though relaxation was impossible. Soon, after a simple test and about an hour wait which felt like an eternity, Dr. Parker returned with the results.

“Kylie,” she said softly, her tone gentle but firm, “you’re pregnant.”

The finality of it hit Kylie like a wave crashing against her. She had known it was coming—she’d felt it in her body, sensed the truth before the doctor spoke. But hearing it confirmed out loud made it all feel more real, more permanent. This was happening. She was going to have a baby.

Her stomach churned with both fear and something else—a strange flicker of awe at the thought of life growing inside her. Dr. Parker went on to explain the next steps: prenatal care, vitamins, check-ups. Kylie tried to focus, but her mind was spinning. She almost didn’t hear anything her doctor was saying.

“Do you have any questions?” Dr. Parker asked kindly.

Kylie shook her head, though she had a million questions. “No, I think I’m... I’m just processing.”

“That’s completely understandable,” Dr. Parker said, offering her a reassuring smile. “It’s a lot to take in, but you’re going to be okay. You and your partner can figure this out together. And I’ll be here every step of the way.”

Kylie nodded again, grateful for the reassurance, but still feeling the weight of it all. After making her next appointment and collecting a pamphlet on prenatal care, she left the office, her mind in a haze.

The drive home felt surreal. The city rushed by outside the windows, people going about their lives as if the world hadn’t just shifted under her feet. The confirmation had made everything sink in deeper. She had been hopeful, thinking maybe the test had been wrong, but now... this was real life. There was no turning back.

When she pulled into the driveway, she sat in the car for a moment, gripping the steering wheel. She hardly moved. She sat still, continuing to grip the wheel. She wondered, ‘How am I going to tell him again?’

She’d already said the words, but this time, it felt more official. There was no doubt now. How would Sam react this time?

Readying herself, she pushed open the door and walked into the house, finding Sam in the kitchen, leaning against the counter with a coffee mug in hand. He looked up as she entered, his expression cautious but soft.

“Kylie? How did it go?” he asked, his voice filled with concern.

She stood there for a moment, the words catching in her throat. Her chest tightened once more as the reality hit her again. “It’s confirmed,” she said quietly, her voice trembling. “I’m pregnant. For real.”

Sam’s eyes widened slightly, but this time, the shock didn’t linger. He set the mug down and crossed the room to her, his arms wrapping around her waist as he pulled her close. Kylie buried her face into his chest, her heart pounding.

“I’m scared,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I don’t know what to do.”

Sam’s grip tightened around her, and he quickly kissed her forehead. “Hey, hey,” he whispered soothingly. “I know it’s a lot, but we’ll figure it out. We’ll do this together.” Sam continued to hold her close, doing his best to help her feel secure.

Kylie looked up at him, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. “What if... what if I’m not ready? What if we’re not ready?” She was terrified they’d fail as parents. Or that they’d fail as a couple. This was the most complicated problem she’d ever faced in her life.

Sam gently cupped her face in his hands, his thumbs brushing away the stray tears that had begun to fall. “I’m not going to lie,” he said, his voice steady but soft, “I wasn’t ready either. But who’s ever really ready for something like this? What matters is that we’ve got each other. I love you, Kylie, and we’ll get through this together. I’m here, no matter what. I promise.”

His words, simple but filled with conviction, washed over her like a balm, soothing her anxious mind. Sam leaned down, pressing his lips softly to hers, his kiss filled with tenderness, reassurance, and love. Kylie melted into him, her hands gripping the fabric of his shirt as if it could anchor her in this whirlwind of uncertainty.

When they pulled apart, Sam rested his forehead against hers, his arms still around her. “It’s going to be alright,” he whispered. “We’re going to be alright.”

Kylie let out a shaky breath, her body relaxing into his embrace. For the first time that day, she allowed herself to believe him. Maybe it wouldn’t be perfect, maybe they would struggle—but they had each other, and that was enough for now.

The future was uncertain, but in that moment, as they stood together in the kitchen, wrapped in each other’s arms, Kylie knew one thing for sure: she wasn’t alone. Sam was with her, and they would face whatever came next, together.
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Chapter 4: Happy
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A month had passed since Kylie’s visit to the doctor, and life, surprisingly, had fallen into a beautiful, new rhythm. The initial whirlwind of anxiety had settled, replaced by a growing sense of joy and purpose. It was a quiet Sunday afternoon, and the house was filled with the comforting warmth of freshly baked cookies. Kylie stood at the kitchen counter, humming along to the soft music playing in the background, her belly not yet visible but the knowledge of the life growing inside her making her glow.

She dipped the spoon into the bowl of dough and swirled it through the mixture, licking off a bit of the sweet batter. A satisfied hum escaped her as she leaned back, savouring the sweetness. “Mmm, definitely not too much sugar,” she mused to herself.

Sam appeared in the doorway, his hair tousled, a relaxed grin on his face. “You’re not supposed to eat the raw dough, you know,” he teased, walking over and planting a kiss on her cheek. “But I guess since you’re feeding two now, I’ll let it slide.”

Kylie playfully rolled her eyes but smiled as she handed him the spoon. “Want a taste, rule-breaker?”

He laughed and took a bite, leaning against the counter beside her. “Okay, that’s good. You win.” Sam swayed a little to the music as they stood together, soaking in the easy comfort of the moment. He couldn’t help but lean in to kiss her. The two felt a renewed connectedness. Sundays had become their day. Their day to forget the outside world and focus on each other—and now, on preparing for their future as parents.

In the living room, a stack of parenting books lay on the coffee table alongside magazines with smiling, chubby-cheeked babies on the covers. Kylie had become a voracious reader of blogs and forums, bookmarking articles with tips for expectant mothers and making mental notes of the things they still needed to buy. To her surprise and delight, Sam had started reading some of them as well.

“Hey,” Sam said suddenly, breaking her reverie. “I was thinking, after cookies, we could work on the nursery plan some more. Maybe pick out the paint colours?” He said it casually, but Kylie could hear the excitement in his voice. He’d thrown himself into planning for their baby with such enthusiasm, and it filled her heart with so much love she thought it might burst.

“That sounds perfect,” she replied softly, feeling a wave of contentment wash over her. They’d already started making lists, pinning ideas for themes and designs, and even talking about names. Their future was becoming more tangible with each passing day. This all seemed unthinkable just a month ago.

A timer beeped, pulling her from the moment. She slid on the oven mitts, opening the door to the fragrant warmth of golden-brown cookies. She carefully lifted the tray onto the cooling rack while Sam stood beside her, absently scrolling through a baby essentials checklist on his phone.

"Alright, we’ve got the crib narrowed down to two options,” he said, his brow furrowed in concentration. “And... there’s this stroller that everyone’s talking about in the parenting forum. Want to take a look?”

Kylie laughed, shaking her head. “You’ve become quite the researcher.”

“Hey, if I’m gonna be a dad, I’m gonna be prepared,” Sam said proudly, handing her his phone so she could look at the stroller. “Also, did you know babies need like a million things? How does something so tiny require so much?”

Kylie giggled, feeling lighter than she had in months. They spent the next hour flipping through websites, reading reviews, and making plans. Every little detail was a shared adventure—from picking out onesies to debating whether or not they needed a bottle warmer. The conversations were lighthearted, filled with laughter and the occasional playful disagreement about which baby gadgets were truly necessary.

Eventually, they moved from shopping to browsing a parenting magazine, sprawled together on the couch. Kylie rested her head on Sam’s shoulder as they flipped through pages of articles on baby milestones and tips for new parents. Sam’s arm was draped protectively around her, his fingers absentmindedly tracing patterns on her arm.

“Look at this,” Kylie said, pointing to a page about decorating nurseries. “What do you think of a woodland theme? Soft greens, little forest animals...”

Sam smiled, kissing the top of her head. “I like that. It’s peaceful, cozy.”

“Exactly,” she agreed. “I want the baby’s room to feel like a little sanctuary.”

They sat in comfortable silence for a moment, each lost in their own thoughts. The sound of the soft music and the faint scent of cookies still lingered in the air, creating a peaceful backdrop. Kylie closed her eyes, letting herself sink into the warmth of Sam’s embrace, the safety of this new chapter they were building together.

Life felt good. Really good. They had found their stride as a couple, supporting each other through the changes, sharing the excitement and the weight of responsibility equally. There were still uncertainties, of course—there always would be—but they were facing them together, and that made all the difference.

Kylie felt Sam’s lips press gently against her forehead. “You know,” he murmured, “I think we’re going to be pretty great at this whole parenting thing.”

She smiled, tilting her head up to meet his gaze. “Yeah, I think so too.”

They kissed, soft and slow, sealing the quiet promise between them. In this moment, everything felt perfect—simple, sweet, and full of love. They had no idea what challenges lay ahead, but for now, they were happy, and that was enough.

Tomorrow could wait. Today was theirs, and they were ready for whatever came next.
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Chapter 5: A New Addition
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Kylie sat on the living room couch, her laptop balanced on her knees as she scrolled through yet another mom’s forum. Between the baby name discussions and nursery decoration ideas, something else had caught her eye—a thread titled “Sex Tips for Expecting Moms”. She had clicked out of curiosity, but what she found turned into an unexpected rabbit hole.

Dozens of women chimed in, sharing their experiences about intimacy during pregnancy. One post stood out, talking about the challenges of finding comfort and pleasure as the months went on. The replies buzzed with suggestions, from pillows for support to different positions, but one recommendation came up over and over again: the Magic Wand.

Kylie’s eyebrows lifted in surprise as she read the glowing reviews. Some women swore by it, especially in the later stages of pregnancy when their bodies felt foreign and their usual methods of self-care became a challenge. It was described as a game-changer, with its long handle and strong, precise vibrations that didn’t require awkward movements or flexibility. Several commenters even joked that their partners were grateful for the help too.

Intrigued, Kylie found herself searching for it online. She ended up spending nearly two hours just researching it. Then, she decided she had to have it. Within a few clicks, she’d placed the order, her mind spinning with a mix of excitement and nerves.

It wasn’t that she and Sam were lacking in the intimacy department—they were still as active as ever. But she had noticed changes in her body lately, changes that made her wonder if she’d feel the same in a few months. The idea of having something just for her, something that could offer a little extra help when needed, seemed like a good idea.

Two days later, the package arrived.

Kylie eyed the discreet brown box sitting on the kitchen table, her heart fluttering with anticipation. She wasn’t planning to tell Sam right away. It was something she wanted to keep to herself for now, a little secret, something playful to surprise him with when the time felt right. She didn’t feel embarrassed, exactly—more like excited at the thought of experimenting. After all, they both had high drives, and she knew that they’d find a way to keep things spicy, even as her pregnancy progressed.

She tore open the box, her fingers shaking slightly with excitement as she uncovered the sleek packaging. Inside the nondescript, outer cardboard box, was a nice white package. The Magic Wand looked even more impressive than the reviews had suggested, with its long, curved handle and smooth head. It was designed with pregnant women in mind, the curvature meant to make it easier to reach without straining. She held it in her hands, feeling its weight, and couldn’t help but grin. Perfect.

Kylie glanced at the clock. Sam wouldn’t be home from work for a few hours. She had time.

Without wasting another moment, she plugged the wand into the charger and set it on the bedside table. Her heart raced with anticipation as she imagined how she’d use it later—how she might even surprise Sam when they were both feeling frisky. She chuckled to herself, shaking her head. It was funny how the thought of a simple vibrator could make her feel giddy, like she was planning some kind of naughty secret mission.

As the wand charged, Kylie busied herself with other tasks. She folded some laundry, read a few more chapters of the parenting book they’d picked up, and even scrolled through some more online reviews, growing more and more curious about how the wand would feel. Would it really live up to the hype? Would it be as amazing as all the moms online had claimed?

She glanced at the wand again, now fully charged and ready. Her fingers tingled with temptation, but she resisted. This was something she wanted to save for later—for when she could truly enjoy it without any distractions. For now, the anticipation alone was enough to send a thrill through her.

As she set the box aside, she smiled to herself, already planning how she’d tease Sam with her new little secret. He had no idea what was coming, and the thought of that made her grin mischievously.
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Chapter 6: Self Love
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Kylie lay in her bed, her body ripe with the curves and fullness of her pregnancy, as she contemplated the new toy she had purchased on a whim. The magic wand vibrator lay near the bed, still on the bedside table, its unassuming appearance belying the incredible power she had heard it possessed.

That’s when her phone buzzed. She always kept it on vibrate. The sound of the vibration already told her what type of message she’d got before she’d even looked. She knew it was a text message.

Instinctively, she picked up her phone and the screen brightened as she turned it to face her. She was right. A text message. From Sam.

She unlocked her phone and viewed it right away. It read:

Hey babes! I’m stuck at work for a bit, I’ll probably be an hour or so later than usual. Do you need me to pick anything up on the way home? Dinner? Or anything for you and the baby? Don’t forget I love you! <3

Kylie smiled at the kind message but was also hit with a tinge of disappointment. She'd been so looking forward to seeing him! She texted him back, writing a message before deleting it, unsure what exactly she wanted to say.

She thought about it, and was about to offer to make dinner. Then, she got an idea. A better idea. She suggested he pick something up. Fast food, something easy. She was fine with whatever; burgers, tacos, pizza, she didn’t really care.

She told Sam she loved him and said she couldn’t wait to see his cute face as soon as he walked in the door. Then, she placed her phone down and looked over to the bedside table.

There it was. All finished charging. The wand. She breathed deeply, curious about what kind of pleasure it could bring her. And now, she was sure she had time. She stood up, and began to strip into her underwear.

With a deep breath, she picked up the wand, her fingers trembling slightly with desire, as she switched it on. The low hum filled the room, the vibrations sending a shiver of excitement coursing through her. She hadn’t even pressed it to herself yet. She was simply giddy with the thought of it.

First, Kylie lay back down. Then, she parted her legs, her other hand slipping beneath the waistband of her panties, as she sought her most sensitive flesh. As her fingers found her clit, already swollen and slick with arousal, she began to rub. She knew what she had to try next. She touched the head of the wand to her panties, the vibrations sending a jolt of pleasure through her.

Kylie gasped, her hips bucking against the sensation, as she savoured the incredible feeling of the wand's power. She pressed it more firmly against her, the vibrations travelling through her panties and into her sensitive nub, as she began to move it in slow circles.

The sensations were unlike anything she had ever experienced before, the deep, thrumming vibrations sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. The feeling was incredible, even through the layer of fabric. She moaned loudly, her free hand gripping into the sheets beside her, as she lost herself in the incredible sensations.

The room was filled with the sounds of her pleasure, her moans and sighs punctuated by the steady hum of the wand, as she worked herself faster. She knew what she had to do next. She pulled her panties to the side, allowing herself to feel it directly against her skin. She screamed out, louder now.

In just that short moment, the wand had already brought her closer to the edge. Her hips rocked in time with the movements of the wand, her body trembling with the force of her building towards her climax.

Quickly, she pulled the wand away, just to strip herself fully and have more direct, easy access. Immediately, she got right back to it.

"Fuck," she breathed, her voice strained with the intensity of her pleasure. "This feels so good, I can't stop," she whispered to herself, unused to the sensation. She hardly masturbated anymore these days. Perhaps that was why she felt the need to dirty talk herself. Or perhaps it was because she wished Sam was using the wand on her.

Her words echoed in the room, spurring her on as she ground the wand more firmly against her clit. The vibrations seemed to reach deeper within her, the steady thrumming sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through her veins.

As her climax built, her moans became louder, more desperate, as she chased the incredible sensations. Her hips bucked wildly, her body arching off the bed, as the wand drove her closer to the edge.

“Fuck yes!” she cried out, as she grinded against the wand vigorously. The sensation was bringing her body to new heights. She couldn’t believe how pleasurable it was!

With a final, powerful surge, her climax crashed over her, her body shuddering with the force of her release. She cried out, her voice echoing off the walls, as wave after wave of pleasure washed through her. She could do nothing else but tremble.

For long moments, she lay there, the wand still pressed against her, as she basked in the incredible afterglow of her climax. Her body felt boneless, sated and replete, as she struggled to catch her breath.

As she finally switched off the wand, the room falling silent save for the sound of her ragged breathing, she knew that this was only the beginning of her newfound addiction. The incredible pleasure she had experienced was unlike anything she had ever known, and she knew that she would be returning to the magic of the wand again and again.
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Chapter 7: Take Out
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Kylie glanced at the clock, her heart fluttering slightly. Sam would be home soon, and though she had just experienced a deliciously private moment with her new magic wand, the buzz of anticipation remained in her chest. She stood, looking around the room, her eyes falling on the wand still lying on the bed beside her. Panic rose as she realized she hadn’t yet hidden it.

She quickly scooped it up, wiping it down with a tissue before carefully placing it back in its box. The mostly white packaging looked innocent enough, but she didn’t want to take any chances. Sliding over to her side of the bed, she knelt down and pushed the box beneath the bed frame, tucking it just far enough out of sight to ensure Sam wouldn’t spot it unless he was searching for something. With that taken care of, she allowed herself a brief moment of relief, her body still warm with the memory of her solo indulgence.

Standing back up, Kylie glanced in the mirror, adjusting her hair and tugging her loose tank top into place. She felt a bit dishevelled, her cheeks still slightly flushed, but she smiled at herself. Sam had been working late, and she'd been looking forward to spending some quiet, relaxed time with him tonight. After all, they had been planning to do nothing more than share some takeout and unwind after a long day.

The sound of the front door opening echoed through the house, and Kylie’s heart gave a little skip. She made her way out of the bedroom, her bare feet padding across the hardwood floor toward the kitchen. Sam was setting down a paper bag filled with food on the counter when he spotted her. A warm smile spread across his face as he opened his arms for her.

“Hey, you,” he said softly, his voice carrying the exhaustion of the long day, but his eyes lit up at the sight of her.

“Hey,” Kylie responded, walking into his embrace. She wrapped her arms around his waist, feeling the comforting weight of his body against hers. His lips met hers in a sweet, welcoming kiss—familiar and full of affection. For a moment, they stood there, holding each other, letting the stress of the day melt away in their closeness.

“How was work?” Kylie asked as she pulled back, her fingers still resting lightly on his hips.

“Busy,” Sam sighed. “But I’m glad to be home. I brought tacos. Thought it’d be easy and quick.”

Kylie smiled. “Perfect. I’m starving.”

Sam unpacked the food as Kylie grabbed plates from the cupboard. The smell of seasoned beef, cilantro, and fresh tortillas filled the air as they opened the containers. There were soft tacos stuffed with carne asada, grilled chicken, and roasted vegetables. Sam had also picked up chips with guacamole and salsa. Simple, yet satisfying.

As they sat down at the table, Sam poured them both glasses of cold water. The first few minutes were filled with the sound of wrappers crinkling and bites of food being taken, the comforting silence of two people who didn’t need to fill the air with conversation just yet.

After a few bites, Sam glanced at her with a grin. “How was your day? Anything exciting?”

Kylie chewed thoughtfully before answering, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “I took it pretty easy. Read some articles... did some shopping.”

Sam chuckled. “Anything fun?”

She gave a little shrug, thinking of the vibrator tucked away beneath the bed. She did her best not to blush. “Just some things for the baby,” she said, her voice casual. “You know, the usual. Trying to stay ahead of the game.”

He nodded, taking another bite of his taco. “You’re really on top of things. I feel like I’m just along for the ride sometimes.”

Kylie laughed. “You’re doing great. We’re figuring it out together.” She reached out and gave his hand a squeeze, their eyes meeting across the table.

The rest of the meal passed in comfortable conversation. They talked about the nursery ideas they’d been throwing around, about the blogs and forums Kylie had been reading. Sam teased her about going overboard with planning, but in a loving way that made her laugh. Kylie enjoyed this easy rhythm between them—the little jokes, the shared excitement, and the growing sense of anticipation for their future.

After they finished eating, Sam gathered the empty containers and tossed them in the trash while Kylie wiped down the table. They moved to the couch afterward, deciding to put on some mindless Netflix to wind down. The flickering light from the TV cast soft shadows around the room as they snuggled up together, Sam’s arm draped over her shoulders as she leaned into his side. They watched an old comedy special, laughing at the familiar jokes, the weight of the day easing away.

About halfway through the show, Sam’s fingers started tracing absentminded circles on her arm. His touch was warm and comforting, sending little shivers down her spine. Kylie smiled, her head resting on his shoulder, as she felt him shift beside her. He leaned down and kissed the top of her head, then moved to her cheek, his lips soft and lingering.

“Hey,” he murmured, his voice low and playful.

Kylie tilted her head up to meet his gaze, her lips brushing his in a slow, gentle kiss. She could feel his hand slip down to her waist, pulling her a little closer. The kiss deepened, his tongue teasing hers as his hand slid under her shirt, fingers grazing her skin.

But just as the warmth between them began to build, Kylie let out a soft yawn, her body betraying her. She pulled back slightly, giggling. “Sorry,” she whispered, yawning again.

Sam chuckled, resting his forehead against hers. “Tired, huh?”

Kylie nodded, her eyes drooping as she leaned into him. “Yeah... I think the day’s catching up with me.”

He kissed her once more, his lips tender and understanding. “That’s okay. We don’t have to do anything tonight. You’ve had a long day.”

Kylie smiled, feeling a mix of gratitude and affection for him. “You’re sweet,” she said, her voice soft with sleepiness. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” Sam whispered, pulling her closer into his arms. “Let’s just call it a night.”

They turned off the TV and made their way to bed, Sam wrapping his arms around her as they settled under the covers. As they lay together, the room dim and quiet, Kylie felt the contentment of the day settle over her like a warm blanket. She nestled into Sam’s embrace, her body heavy with exhaustion but her heart light with happiness.

Within minutes, she was drifting off to sleep, the sound of Sam’s steady breathing beside her, a quiet reminder of the love and comfort they shared. Life was good, and as they both surrendered to the pull of sleep, Kylie couldn’t help but feel that everything was exactly as it should be.
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Chapter 8: False Security
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The next morning, Kylie woke up feeling surprisingly refreshed, despite having been so tired the previous night. She glanced over at Sam, still asleep beside her, his chest rising and falling in steady rhythm. A soft smile touched her lips. She was grateful for how understanding he’d been when she’d been too tired for sex last night. But now, there was something on her mind—a conversation she knew they needed to have.

As she slipped out of bed quietly, careful not to wake him, Kylie found herself thinking about the magic wand still hidden beneath the bed. She definitely wanted to try it for a second time. She hadn’t planned on keeping it a secret for long, but now, after last night, she felt an odd mix of anticipation and nervousness about bringing it up.

After showering and dressing, she brewed some coffee and busied herself with light chores while waiting for Sam to wake. By the time he wandered into the kitchen, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, Kylie had already decided to tell him.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” she teased, offering him a cup of coffee as he sat down at the table. She’d already poured the cream in for him, knowing just how he liked his morning joe.

“Morning,” he mumbled with a sleepy grin. “Smells good. Thanks, sweetie.”

They sipped their coffee in companionable silence for a few moments before Kylie set her cup down, her heart fluttering slightly as she prepared to bring up the subject.

“So... there’s something I want to show you,” she began, trying to keep her tone casual.

Sam raised an eyebrow, his curiosity piqued. “Oh? What is it?”

Kylie hesitated for a second, then stood up and walked back to their bedroom. She returned a moment later with the box that had been hidden under the bed, holding it out to him.

“This,” she said softly, as she placed the box on the table in front of him.

Sam blinked, looking at the plain white packaging for a second before the realization hit him. He started to laugh, both surprised and happy that he wasn’t being brought something more negative. He opened the box and saw the vibrator nestled inside.

“Nice,” he said, his cheeks flushing pink as he thought of a way to tease her. Then, it clicked for him. The box had already been opened previously. “So... this is what you were up to while I was stuck at work, huh?”

Kylie couldn’t help but laugh at his expression. “Yeah. I was curious, and well... I had some time to kill.” The redness began to creep across her face. She was still shy about her new habit.

Sam chuckled, scratching the back of his neck awkwardly. “I see. Well, no judgement here.” He paused, a thoughtful look crossing his face as he added, “Is that why you were so tired last night?”

Kylie bit her lip, feeling a bit guilty. “Maybe... I mean, I didn’t plan on falling asleep, but I guess I kind of wore myself out.”

Sam’s grin faltered slightly as he processed her words. There was a flicker of disappointment in his eyes, but he quickly masked it with a smile. “Hey, it’s all good. I get it. Just wasn’t expecting that, I guess.”

Kylie sensed the subtle shift in his mood, and her heart sank. “Sam, it’s not like... It’s not going to replace you or anything,” she reassured him, reaching across the table to touch his hand.

Sam let out a small laugh, though there was still a hint of uncertainty in his expression. “It’s not like that. I’m not worried about you pleasing yourself. I don’t want to be one of those guys. I know it’s a bit of a trope... I just want to feel wanted, that’s all.” He shook his head. “I don’t want to be that insecure guy, though.”

Kylie squeezed his hand gently, her voice soft and earnest. “You’re not insecure, Sam. I promise this is just for fun. It’s not going to affect us. I just wanted to try something new, but you’re still my favourite, okay?”

He gave her a sideways glance, studying her face for a moment before sighing. “As long as it’s not replacing me, I’m cool with it. Hell, if you want, I could even use it on you sometime!”

Kylie smiled, relieved by his response. “Really?”

“Yeah, why not?” he said as he shrugged, the playfulness returning to his tone. “Could be fun. Just... don’t forget about me, alright?”

She giggled, leaning over to kiss him softly. “Never.” The two engaged in a long, loving kiss. They truly wanted to try their best for one another. They were going to be a family soon.

As the conversation eased back into its normal rhythm, Kylie felt a sense of relief wash over her. Sam was more understanding than she had expected, and though he had seemed a little disappointed, he hadn’t let it turn into a big issue. Still, as the day went on, she couldn’t shake the feeling that things might not be so simple.

Because while Sam had been reassuring, Kylie knew something he didn’t. The magic wand had unlocked something inside her—a new kind of pleasure she hadn’t realized she craved. And though she had no intention of letting it interfere with her relationship, a small voice in the back of her mind wondered just how much control she’d have over this newfound addiction to self-pleasure.
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Chapter 9: Alone Time
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It was the next day. Midday, actually. The kind of Saturday where Kylie and Sam made breakfast together, and then watched a little bit of TV. Their usual, and also their favourite way to start a weekend.

After breakfast, when Kylie was doing some dishes, Sam mentioned that he thought he’d go to the gym. He hadn’t been much at all this week, and he wanted to keep up his good habits. Kylie, of course, was fine with that. Sam was pretty active so this wasn’t unusual for him.

He packed up his things and got ready, and not too long later, Kylie kissed him goodbye. As he headed off, she thought about how she already couldn’t wait to have him back. She truly loved this man.

Kylie had to decide what to do with her day. She decided to get back into bed, and scroll on her phone for a moment. Of course, that rabbit hole always takes longer to climb out of than we think it does. Naturally, she spent longer than she should have viewing reels, stories, and other social media nonsense.

Kylie lay in her bed, her body heavy with the weight of her pregnancy. Kylie’s mind began to wander. She began to think of fun ways to spend her weekend. That’s when she really got imaginative.

She contemplated the magic wand vibrator, the one that had become her new companion. The incredible pleasure it brought her was unmatched, but she couldn't shake the guilt that nagged at her, knowing that her obsession with the toy could begin to strain her relationship with Sam.

Despite her misgivings, the allure of the wand was too strong to resist, and with a deep breath, she went to pick it up, her fingers trembling slightly with anticipation, as she switched it on. The low hum filled the room, the vibrations sending an anticipatory shiver of excitement coursing through her.

She removed her bottoms, and parted her legs once more. This time, she knew exactly what she wanted. As she slowly pressed the wand to herself, she let out a gasp for breath.

Somehow, it seemed as if she’d almost forgotten how intense the vibrations and pleasure were. She smirked as she pressed it to herself again, slowly motioning it up and down, giving it some motion and variation.

Kylie gasped again, her hips bucking against the sensation, as she savoured the incredible feeling of the wand's power. She pressed it more firmly against her, the vibrations travelling through her pussy and the pleasure reaching all of her extremities, as she began to move it in slow circles.

The sensations were intense, the deep, thrumming vibrations sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. She moaned loudly, her free hand gripping onto the vibrator so she could use it with both hands. She gripped the vibrator so hard, as firmly as one might grab a railing, one that would prevent her from falling out of bed.

The room was filled with the sounds of her pleasure, her moans and sighs punctuated by the steady hum of the wand, as she worked herself closer to the edge. Her hips rocked in time with the movements of the wand, her body trembling with the force of her building climax.

"Fuck," she breathed, her voice strained with the intensity of her pleasure. "That feels amazing!”

Her words echoed in the room, spurring her on even as the guilt twisted within her. She ground the wand more firmly against her clit, the vibrations seeming to reach deeper within her, the steady buzzing sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through her veins.

As her climax built, her moans became louder, more desperate, as she chased the incredible sensations. Her hips bucked wildly. She used her own motion against the wand’s. This continued to cause her pleasure to build, as the wand drove her closer to the edge. She swirled it against herself with great force.

With a final, powerful surge, her climax crashed over her, her body shuddering with the force of her release. She cried out, her voice echoing off the walls, as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. Tears streamed down her face, the intensity of her orgasm overwhelming her, as she sobbed with the power of her release. It was too good to describe. It was her first real Earth-shattering orgasm.

For long moments, she lay there, the wand still pressed against her, as she basked in the incredible afterglow of her climax. Her body felt like mush, or some sort of jello. She could hardly move.

As she finally switched off the wand, the room falling silent save for the sound of her ragged breathing, the guilt came rushing back, mingling with the lingering pleasure that coursed through her veins. She knew that her obsession with the wand had begun to take a toll on her relationship with Sam, but even as she acknowledged the problem, she couldn't bring herself to give up the incredible pleasure it brought her.

With a heavy heart, she tucked the wand away, vowing to try and find a balance between her newfound addiction and her love for Sam. But even as she made the promise to herself, she knew that the lure of the wand would be difficult to resist, and that she would likely find herself returning to its magic again and again.
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Chapter 10: Status Quo
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Kylie sat on the couch, her legs curled beneath her, eyes half-focused on the TV screen. Sam sat beside her, his arm draped loosely across the back of the couch, flipping through Netflix with the remote. It was a ritual they had fallen into, a comfortable routine of dinner, mindless television, and quiet companionship.

But something was off.

Sam glanced at her from time to time, hoping for a spark of conversation, or a playful nudge like before. But Kylie’s responses had grown increasingly subdued over the past week. Her laughter didn’t come as easily, and her energy seemed drained. She smiled when he cracked a joke or tried to lighten the mood, but it felt distant—like she wasn’t fully present anymore.

Kylie was tired again. She had been tired a lot lately.

At first, Sam chalked it up to the pregnancy—the changes to her body, the inevitable exhaustion that came with it. But something else had begun to creep into his thoughts. That vibrator she had shown him—the one she promised wouldn’t come between them. He couldn’t help but wonder if it had become more of a distraction than either of them had anticipated.

He knew she was using it. She didn’t talk about it, but he had noticed the subtle shifts in her behaviour. Nights where she went to bed earlier, leaving him alone on the couch. Days when she seemed distant, like her mind was somewhere else. And always, she was tired.

"Are you feeling okay?" Sam asked, trying to sound casual as he scrolled through the TV options, pausing on a familiar comedy show.

Kylie shrugged. "Yeah, just... tired again." She gave him a small smile, but it didn’t reach her eyes. She shifted on the couch, pulling a blanket over her lap as though settling in for the night.

"Tired every night, huh?" Sam’s tone was light, but there was an edge to it. He didn’t want to push, but the gnawing feeling inside him couldn’t be ignored anymore. "I mean, I get it—growing a human is exhausting and all—but... it’s been a lot lately."

Kylie blinked, sensing the weight behind his words. She shifted uncomfortably, adjusting the blanket over her legs. "I guess it’s just everything catching up with me," she said softly, avoiding his gaze. "I didn’t expect to feel this drained so soon."

Sam nodded, trying to be understanding, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that there was more to it. More than just pregnancy fatigue. His mind kept drifting back to that conversation they’d had about the vibrator. He didn’t want to be the insecure guy—the one who felt threatened by a toy—but he couldn’t help feeling like something had shifted between them since she’d started using it.

The past few nights had been a blur of her falling asleep before he could make a move. He’d kiss her goodnight, rub her back, and hope for more—something to remind him of the intimacy they’d always shared. But every time, she’d yawn and curl up, too tired for anything more. At first, he’d accepted it without question. But now, it was harder to ignore.

The comedy show played in the background, the familiar punchlines falling flat as the silence between them grew heavier. Sam glanced at her again, watching her eyes droop as if she was already halfway to sleep. He wanted to ask her—to really ask her—if everything was okay. But a part of him didn’t want to hear the answer. He didn’t want to believe that the problem might be more than just tiredness.

"Hey," he said, his voice softer this time, leaning in to kiss her temple. "I miss us. You know that, right?"

Kylie turned her head toward him, her eyes widening slightly as if caught off guard by the statement. "I miss us too," she whispered, though her voice lacked conviction. She leaned in and kissed him, but even that felt... different. Her lips were soft, but the passion that used to spark between them wasn’t there. It was more of a formality, like she was checking off a box.

Sam sighed inwardly. He knew she wasn’t doing it on purpose. Maybe it was just the stress of the pregnancy, the physical changes taking their toll. But something told him there was more at play. He wondered if she was turning to the vibrator instead of to him. Was that where her energy was going, leaving nothing for their moments together?

After a few more minutes of half-hearted TV watching, Kylie yawned again, stretching her arms out before standing up. "I think I’m going to head to bed," she said, rubbing her eyes. "I’m just wiped."

Sam nodded, trying to hide his disappointment. "Sure, I’ll join you in a bit." He watched as she padded down the hall toward their bedroom, her movements slow, almost sluggish.

He stayed on the couch for a while longer, his mind racing. He couldn’t shake the feeling that they were drifting apart, that this tiredness of hers was more than just physical exhaustion. He stared at the blank TV screen long after the show had ended, wondering if things would ever feel like they used to.

Kylie, meanwhile, slipped into bed, her mind foggy with fatigue. But beneath that exhaustion, there was a restlessness she couldn’t quite shake. She knew that part of the reason she was so tired was because of her late-night solo sessions with the vibrator. The intense, earth-shattering orgasms had been addictive—so addictive that she found herself sneaking in time with it whenever she could.

But as much as the pleasure fulfilled her in the moment, the guilt afterward was undeniable. She didn’t want to admit it, but she was beginning to crave the vibrator more than she craved Sam. And even though she reassured him that nothing had changed between them, deep down, she knew it wasn’t entirely true.

As she lay there in bed, staring at the ceiling, she wondered how long she could keep pretending that everything was fine. How long she could go on like this, hiding her growing reliance on the toy and the slow, creeping distance between her and Sam.

The thought gnawed at her as she drifted off to sleep, the false security of their routine hanging heavy in the air, even as the cracks in their relationship deepened.
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Chapter 11: Frustration
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Sam slammed the front door shut a little harder than he meant to, his keys jangling loudly as they hit the kitchen counter. The sound echoed through the quiet house, but there was no response from Kylie. He let out a sigh, ran a hand through his hair, and stared down at the empty counter. It was late, and he was tired, but there was a simmering anger bubbling just beneath his fatigue.

He headed toward their bedroom, the familiar creak of the floorboards feeling heavier with each step. As he reached the door, he paused, hand on the knob, heart racing with a mix of frustration and resentment. Taking a deep breath, he entered.

Kylie was already in bed, scrolling through her phone under the dim glow of the bedside lamp. She looked up briefly, offering him a small, tired smile. “Hey,” she said, her voice soft.

"Hey," he replied, but it was strained, forced. He dropped his gym bag on the floor with a thud and began undressing, his movements stiff and deliberate. The silence in the room grew thicker with each passing second.

Kylie noticed the tension. “Everything okay?”

That was the breaking point. Sam turned to her, his face tight with frustration. “No, Kylie. Everything is not okay.”

Her eyes widened in surprise. “What’s wrong?”

“What’s wrong? You really don’t know what’s wrong?” His voice was sharp, cutting through the stillness of the room. “We haven’t had sex in, what? Weeks? And you think I’m supposed to be fine with it?”

Kylie blinked, her throat tightening as she sat up slightly. “Sam, I’ve been tired. You know how exhausting this pregnancy is. I’m—"

“Bullshit, Kylie.” The suddenness of his outburst made her flinch. “You’re not just tired. I know you’re lying to me. You think I haven’t noticed? The vibrator. It’s out. It’s always out. The box moves. Sometimes, it’s left wide open!” His voice rose as the words tumbled out, anger sharpening his every syllable. “You keep using it while pretending to be too exhausted for me!”

Her mouth opened and closed, the guilt flashing across her face. “Sam... I...”

“No. Don’t ‘Sam’ me,” he snapped. “You think I’m an idiot? You think I don’t notice that the only thing you have energy for is that damn vibrator?”

Kylie’s pulse quickened, a wave of defensiveness surging within her. “That’s not fair,” she said, her voice shaking. “You don’t understand how hard this is for me right now.”

“Then make me understand!” Sam’s fists clenched at his sides. “You don’t talk to me anymore. You’ve shut me out. I’m here, trying to be patient, trying to be understanding, but you’re making it impossible!”

Tears welled in Kylie’s eyes, her chest tightening as the guilt and anxiety twisted inside her. “Sam, I’m scared, okay? I’m scared of having sex. I’m scared of how my body’s changing and how big I’m getting. It’s embarrassing, and I didn’t know how to tell you.”

Sam froze, the anger in his eyes flickering as her words sank in. “What?”

“I’m afraid,” she repeated, her voice barely above a whisper. “I don’t feel sexy anymore. I feel huge and awkward, and the idea of being naked in front of you... it just makes me nervous.”

His anger wavered, replaced by confusion and hurt. “Why didn’t you tell me that?” His voice was softer now, though still laced with frustration. “How am I supposed to help if you won’t talk to me?”

“I didn’t want you to think I was... unattractive or... weak.” Her voice cracked, the vulnerability clear in every word.

“Unattractive? Jesus, Kylie, I love you,” he said, exasperated. “You’re the mother of my child. I’ve never thought you were unattractive. But now, I’m just pissed because you didn’t trust me enough to tell me. Instead, you’ve been lying. Sneaking around.”

“I didn’t mean to—"

“Yeah, well, you did.” He ran a hand over his face, his frustration bubbling back up. “And now, here we are. No sex, no communication, and you’re off getting your kicks without me, like I’m not even part of this relationship anymore.”

Kylie wiped a tear from her cheek. “It’s not like that.”

“Then what is it like?” Sam shot back. “Because right now, it feels like you’ve replaced me with that vibrator.”

The silence that followed was suffocating. Kylie wanted to say something—anything—to fix this, to explain herself better, but the words caught in her throat.

Sam stood there, his jaw tight, his chest rising and falling with uneven breaths. Finally, he spoke again, his voice low but sharp. “You can’t just shut me out, Kylie. We’re supposed to be in this together.”


“I know,” she whispered, her voice trembling.



“Do you?” he asked, his eyes searching hers for something—anything—that might give him hope that things could change. But all he saw was her uncertainty, her guilt.

The unresolved tension hung thick in the air, both of them knowing that this fight wasn’t over, but neither having the energy to push it further tonight.

Without another word, Sam turned and walked out of the bedroom, leaving Kylie alone with her thoughts, the silence deafening in his absence.

And as the door clicked shut, both of them knew that nothing had been fixed. If anything, the cracks in their relationship had only grown deeper.
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Chapter 12: Ignored
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The morning light filtered in through the kitchen window, casting a soft glow over the countertops. Kylie sat at the table, absentmindedly stirring a spoon in her bowl of oatmeal. The rhythmic clink of the spoon against the ceramic was the only sound in the room. Across from her, the chair where Sam usually sat remained empty.

She glanced up at it, immediately feeling a slight sense of stress. The silence between them was oppressive, as heavy as the weight she felt pressing down on her heart. She hadn't slept well last night, but it wasn't just the discomfort of pregnancy. Sam hadn’t come to bed. He’d spent the night on the couch—again.

Kylie tried to remember the last time they had really spoken, beyond the awkward, clipped exchanges they now shared. The tension between them had solidified into something unspoken but undeniable. Every interaction felt forced, every look exchanged a reminder of the unresolved fight hanging over them. And now, they were like two strangers occupying the same space.

The soft sound of footsteps brought her attention to the hallway. Sam appeared, wearing his usual sweats and a wrinkled T-shirt. He looked tired, his eyes dull, his expression distant. Without a word, he moved past her toward the coffee maker, avoiding eye contact as he reached for a mug.

"Morning," Kylie said, her voice tentative.

“Yeah,” Sam mumbled. His voice was flat, barely acknowledging her. He poured his coffee and leaned against the counter, staring into the steaming cup as if it held the answers to all their problems.

Kylie watched him for a moment, her throat tight with the unspoken words she so desperately wanted to say. But every time she tried to start a conversation, the weight of their fight crashed over her, making her retreat into herself. She hated this—this awkward, uncomfortable silence between them. But no matter how much she wanted to bridge the gap, she didn’t know how.

Sam sipped his coffee, his eyes fixed on the floor as though he hadn’t noticed her sitting there at all. He hadn’t even asked if she slept well, hadn’t acknowledged that she was even at the table.

“Are you working today?” Kylie asked, attempting to break the silence, but knowing it was a hollow effort.

“Yeah,” Sam replied shortly, without looking up. He set the mug down and headed for the door.

Kylie felt the words rising in her throat again, wanting to reach out, to say something that would snap him out of this cold indifference, but instead, she let him pass without another word.

As the door clicked shut behind him, she exhaled a long, shaky breath, staring down at her half-eaten oatmeal. She couldn’t help but notice how his leaving felt like a physical distance, as though he had taken all the warmth and ease of their relationship with him. The house felt bigger, emptier.

The rest of the day passed in a blur of avoidance. Kylie stayed in the living room, scrolling through her phone, trying to distract herself with the mundanity of social media, while Sam worked in his office, the door closed tight. She could hear the occasional sounds of him moving around in there—papers shuffling, his chair creaking—but there was no interaction between them, no attempt to bridge the growing gap.

At lunch, she made herself a sandwich and thought about making one for Sam too, but when she approached his office door, she stopped. Her hand hovered over the doorknob, but she couldn’t bring herself to knock. She didn’t even know what to say if he opened it. The thought of another awkward conversation, another chance for him to brush her off, was too painful. So instead, she turned away, retreating back to the kitchen.

By dinner, the tension had only grown thicker. Kylie cooked a simple pasta dish, something she knew Sam liked. She set two plates down at the table, hoping that maybe, just maybe, they could sit together, eat, and talk like they used to. Maybe they could at least pretend to be okay.

But when Sam emerged from his office, his eyes landed on the plates, and he hesitated. “I’m not really hungry,” he said, avoiding her gaze.

“You sure?” she asked, trying to keep her tone neutral, though the disappointment seeped through.

“Yeah, I’ll just... heat something up later.” He rubbed the back of his neck, his discomfort evident. “I’m gonna head out for a run.”

Before she could respond, he was already walking toward the door again, lacing up his sneakers with the same determination he had that morning. And once again, the door closed behind him, leaving Kylie alone in the kitchen with two untouched plates of food.

She stared at the dinner table, her appetite gone, replaced by a hollow ache in her chest. Everything about this day felt wrong. They were existing in the same space but living in entirely different worlds. She wanted to scream, to cry, to do anything to break through the icy silence between them. But she didn’t. Instead, she sat in that deafening quiet, the distance between them growing with every passing moment.

When Sam finally returned from his run, his face flushed and damp with sweat, Kylie was on the couch, the TV on but barely being watched. He walked past her without a word, heading straight for the bathroom. She heard the water turn on, and the sound of the shower running filled the otherwise silent house.

After his shower, he didn’t come to the living room. Instead, she heard him settle onto the couch in the other room, the same place he’d slept the night before. He didn’t even say goodnight.

Kylie sat there for a long time, staring at the blank television screen, her heart heavy with the weight of everything unspoken between them. She knew this wasn’t sustainable. They couldn’t keep ignoring each other, couldn’t keep pretending that everything was fine when it clearly wasn’t. But every time she thought about trying to fix it, the fear of more rejection, of more hurt, kept her rooted in place.

As the night wore on, she finally turned off the TV and headed to bed. She passed the room where Sam slept, pausing just long enough to hear his steady breathing on the other side of the door.

But she didn’t go in. She couldn’t. Not tonight.

The distance between them felt like an insurmountable wall, one she didn’t know how to climb anymore.

And so, she went to bed alone, once again.
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Chapter 13: Hashing It Out
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The next morning, Kylie awoke feeling as though she’d barely slept. Her gaze drifted to Sam’s side of the bed, still empty. The reality of their situation settled heavily in her chest as she forced herself out of bed, mentally preparing herself for another awkward, tension-filled day. She couldn’t keep living like this, and deep down, she knew he couldn’t either.

After breakfast, Kylie heard Sam moving around the kitchen, likely making coffee. She took a breath, her heart pounding as she left the bedroom and found him there, leaning against the counter, staring into his mug. His shoulders were slumped, his face unreadable, but there was a tension in his eyes that matched the knot in her stomach.

“Sam...” she began, the sound of her voice breaking the silence. He looked up at her, his expression guarded, as though he wasn’t sure what to expect.

“Yeah?” he replied, his tone flat but not hostile.

“I think... we need to talk.” She forced the words out, hoping he wouldn’t just shut her down, but he nodded slowly, a heavy sigh escaping his lips.

“Yeah, I think you’re right,” he replied, his voice low. They moved to the living room, each settling on opposite ends of the couch. An invisible wall still seemed to separate them, but there was a flicker of determination in Sam’s eyes. He wasn’t walking away this time.

Kylie opened her mouth, unsure where to start, but Sam beat her to it. “I can’t keep doing this, Kylie,” he said, his tone laced with exhaustion. “I can’t keep pretending like everything’s fine when it’s not. We haven’t even talked in days, really talked, and I can’t keep ignoring that.”

She swallowed, nodding. “I know... I feel the same way.” Her voice trembled, but she kept going. “It’s just... I didn’t know how to fix it. After our fight, I didn’t know what to say or how to make things better.”

Sam rubbed his temples, his frustration evident. “And I’m supposed to? You were keeping things from me, Kylie. And then it was like... I couldn’t even recognize the person I was living with.” His eyes flickered with hurt, and she felt her heart twist in response.

“I know,” she whispered. “I know I hurt you, and I know I wasn’t being honest. But I wasn’t trying to shut you out. It’s just... I didn’t know how to talk to you about it.” Her voice softened. “I didn’t want you to see me differently.”

“Differently? Kylie, I chose to be with you. We’d been talking about getting engaged! I’m supposed to be the one person you can tell anything to,” he said, frustration spilling over. “Instead, you let me think I wasn’t enough—that you needed... something else.” His eyes drifted toward the bedroom, the unspoken accusation hanging in the air.

“It wasn’t about you not being enough,” she replied, shaking her head. “It was about me—my body, my fears, and feeling like everything was changing so fast. I didn’t want to put pressure on you, and I didn’t know how to handle it myself. So I turned to... other things.” Her voice broke slightly, and she took a steadying breath. “But it was never meant to be a replacement for you, Sam. I just felt out of control.”

Sam’s jaw clenched, but he listened, his gaze softening. “Kylie, if you’d just told me... if you’d let me in, we could have worked on it together. But you pushed me away and started lying.” He ran a hand through his hair, the frustration still simmering but giving way to understanding. “It’s hard to feel like I’m part of this relationship when you’re not letting me be part of what you’re going through.”

She nodded, tears stinging her eyes. “I know. I’m sorry... I really am. I didn’t mean to hurt you. I just didn’t know how to handle my own insecurities, so I thought I could do it alone.” She paused, the vulnerability in her voice evident. “But I can’t. I need you.”

They sat in silence for a moment, the weight of their words settling between them. Finally, Sam spoke, his voice softer. “Look, I don’t expect things to change overnight, but I can’t be in a relationship where we’re just roommates. I need to know we’re in this together, and that means no more hiding things from each other.”

Kylie nodded earnestly. “I understand. And I want the same thing. No more secrets. No more avoiding each other. We’re going to face this together.” She took his hand, feeling the warmth of his skin, the familiarity of his grip. “I don’t want to lose you, Sam.”

He looked down at their joined hands, his thumb brushing over her knuckles. “Then we can’t keep going like we have been. I want us to be honest with each other, even if it’s uncomfortable.” His gaze met hers, his expression softened but serious. “And no more... outside distractions,” he added, his tone firm but not accusatory.

Kylie flushed, but she nodded. “I promise. I’m here for you, and only you.” The weight of the last few days seemed to lift slightly as she spoke, her heart feeling lighter for the first time in a while.

Sam exhaled, releasing the last of his tension. “Good. Because I don’t want us to keep going down this path.” He squeezed her hand gently. “We’re in this together, right?”

“Right,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. She reached out, her fingers brushing his cheek. He leaned into her touch, his eyes closing briefly before opening to meet hers again.

“Okay then,” he said softly. “Let’s start fresh. And if there’s anything you’re struggling with, I need you to tell me, alright?”

“Alright,” she agreed, her voice steady. “No more secrets.”

They sat in silence for a moment, the air between them filled with a newfound understanding. It wasn’t a perfect resolution—there were still issues to address, conversations to have—but they were finally on the same page. The tension that had hung over them for days had lifted, replaced by a tentative hope. They were in this together, for better or for worse, and they both knew it was worth fighting for.

As they sat there, hand in hand, the first glimmers of warmth began to fill the space between them. It wasn’t a complete fix, but it was a start—and for now, that was enough.
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Chapter 14: Building Back
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Kylie could feel a difference in the air as the days passed. The heavy cloud that had lingered between her and Sam began to lift, replaced by a warmth she hadn’t felt in a long time. They weren’t diving into any grand gestures or dramatic changes—instead, they were taking small, deliberate steps toward each other, as if reacquainting themselves with what once felt so natural.

They made a habit of spending mornings together, sharing coffee and laughter that had been absent for too long. Sometimes they just sat, talking about their days, their thoughts, or even mundane things like what they should make for dinner that week. Their conversations grew easy again, a reminder of the friendship they’d always shared, the quiet comfort that had always been there.

One evening, they decided to watch an old movie on the couch, something they hadn’t done in what felt like ages. Kylie laughed, tossing popcorn at Sam, who dodged it with a mock-serious face, only to retaliate with a handful thrown her way. They were laughing together, their laughter a gentle, healing sound that felt like medicine. In these simple moments, they found joy—and it felt good.

As the days went on, Kylie noticed Sam’s smile more often, and her own heart felt lighter. They even teased each other again, their banter playfully affectionate, like the early days of their relationship. Their connection had a rawness now, one that came from understanding what it meant to nearly lose it all. Every laugh, every glance felt like a small victory.

One Friday night, after sharing a quiet dinner at home, they lingered at the table. The evening had a softness to it, and Kylie felt a familiar spark of excitement flutter in her chest as she looked at Sam. He caught her gaze, his expression curious but open, and she felt an encouraging warmth in his eyes.

“Sam,” she began, her voice quiet yet steady. He tilted his head, giving her his full attention. “Do you... want to go to the bedroom?”

He blinked in surprise, his eyebrows lifting, but then a warm smile touched his lips. “Yeah,” he replied, his voice soft. “Yeah, I’d like that.” He reached out, gently taking her hand in his, his touch both familiar and new.

They stood together, hands intertwined, and without saying a word, began walking toward their room. It wasn’t a rush; they didn’t need it to be. This was about rebuilding, one small step at a time, rediscovering each other. And as they crossed the threshold of the door, into their room, Kylie felt a sense of peace; a quiet confidence that things were truly beginning to heal. They were moving forward—together.
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Chapter 15: Heat
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Kylie knelt before Sam, her pregnant body ripe with curves, as she gazed up at him with a mixture of love and desire. She knew that her obsession with the magic wand had put a strain on their relationship, and she was determined to show him just how much she still wanted and needed him.

With a coy smile, she reached for the waistband of his pants, her fingers deftly unbuttoning and unzipping them, as she freed his already-hardening length. Sam groaned, his eyes darkening with desire, as he watched her through hooded eyes.

Kylie leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick the tip of his cock, tasting the bead of precum that had already formed there. Sam shuddered, his hands turning to fists in her hair, as she began to explore him more thoroughly.

She trailed her tongue along the length of him, savouring the salty taste of his skin, as she worked her way from base to tip. Her hand came up to join her mouth, her fingers wrapping around his thickness, as she began to stroke him in time with her licks.

Sam moaned, his hips moving against her touch, as he enjoyed the incredible sensations she was evoking within him. Kylie smiled around his cock, pleased with his reaction, as she continued to work him with her mouth and hand.

She took him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth, as she relaxed her throat to accommodate his size. Sam's moans grew louder, his fingers tightening in her hair, as she began to bob her head up and down his length.

The room was filled with the sounds of their pleasure, Kylie's moans vibrating around his cock, as she worked him closer to the edge. This only made Sam feel better. Her hand and mouth moved in tandem, her pace increasing as she felt his body tense beneath her touch.

"Kylie," Sam gasped, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. "I'm going to cum." After so much time apart, a loving blowjob like this had him near-bursting already.

Kylie pulled back, her hand still stroking him, as she gazed up at him with a wicked smile. "Do it," she purred. "Cum for me, Sam. I want to taste you."

This was all he needed. Her words sent him over the edge, his body shuddering as his climax crashed over him. With a low groan, he erupted, his seed spilling onto Kylie's face in thick ropes, as she continued to stroke him through his release.

Kylie moaned, her tongue darting out to catch the drops of cum that landed on her lips, as she tasted her man’s juices. Her hand slowed, gently coaxing the last of his release from him, as his body shuddered beneath her touch. Kylie serviced him like a pro.

As his climax subsided, Sam reached down, his hands gentle as he wiped the remnants of his release from Kylie's face. Kylie giggled. She smiled up at him proudly, her eyes shining with love and satisfaction, as she basked in the afterglow of their intimacy.

Together, they lay on the bed, their bodies collapsed beside one another. They were thrilled with the reconnection they had found in each other's arms. Kylie knew that there would be challenges ahead, as they navigated the changes in their relationship and the upcoming arrival of their child, but for now, she was content to revel in the love and passion they had just shared.
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Chapter 16: The Morning After
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Kylie woke to the soft glow of morning light filtering through the curtains, stretching across the bed in gentle waves. She rolled over to find Sam already awake, lying beside her with a small, content smile on his face. His hand found hers, squeezing gently as she blinked the sleep from her eyes, her heart swelling at the quiet peace between them.

“Good morning,” he whispered, brushing a strand of hair away from her face.

“Good morning,” she murmured back, her cheeks flushing slightly as the memories of last night warmed her from the inside out. They lay there in a comfortable silence, letting the night’s intimacy settle softly around them.

Sam’s gaze grew tender as he traced small circles on her hand with his thumb. “Thank you, Kylie... for last night. For... everything.” He paused, gathering his words. “I’m grateful you’re willing to keep trying. It means the world to me.”

Kylie felt her heart flutter, knowing how much the effort meant to him. She squeezed his hand, her voice soft but steady. “Thank you, too, Sam. For giving us another chance, for your patience... even when I didn’t make it easy.”

Sam chuckled softly, shaking his head. “We’re figuring it out together, right?” His tone was warm, and she could see the genuine appreciation in his eyes.

She smiled, feeling a renewed sense of hope between them. “Yeah, we are.”

They lingered in that quiet intimacy for a moment, words unnecessary. They were both grateful for one another. And some way, somehow, they’d made it back to a renewed happiness together. Although there was still some underlying tension, they both felt that it would fade with time. Time and understanding could solve most of their issues.

Finally, Sam took a deep breath and sat up, stretching before glancing back at her with a playful grin. “How about I go make us some coffee?”

Kylie’s smile widened. “I’d love that,” she replied, her tone full of warmth and gratitude.

He leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead. “One coffee, coming right up.”

As he slipped out of bed and made his way to the kitchen, Kylie lay back, relaxing in the peacefulness of the morning. The warmth of Sam’s words and the feel of his hand in hers lingered, filling her with a quiet, steady happiness she hadn’t felt in a long, long time.
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Chapter 17: Ideas
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The change in their home was almost magical, Kylie thought, like the sun had finally returned after a season of clouds. She and Sam were laughing more often, sharing lingering glances across the room, and finding excuses to reach out for each other’s hands. Every small, affectionate gesture felt both new and familiar, like rediscovering the best parts of themselves they’d nearly lost.

Kylie was happiest to see Sam smiling again, his laughter ringing out more freely, the tiredness in his eyes gradually softening. They went on walks together, shared silly jokes over dinner, and let themselves just be without the constant pressure of fixing something. And more than ever, Kylie was the one initiating the touches: she’d kiss his cheek while he was washing the dishes or slide her hand into his while they sat on the couch. Sam seemed to glow every time, his gaze warm and filled with gratitude. It felt good to hold him, to pull him close again without hesitation.

But later that week, a familiar feeling stirred inside her—the desire for her vibrator. The thought brought a flicker of guilt, but then she reminded herself of her promise: openness and honesty. She wouldn’t fall back into old patterns.

That evening, after dinner, Kylie nestled into Sam on the couch, her head resting comfortably on his shoulder. She felt him squeeze her hand, and after a small pause, she took a breath, readying herself to ask him something she hoped he’d be okay with.

“Sam?” she murmured, looking up at him with a warm smile.

“Yes, honey?” he replied, splitting glances between her and the TV.

“What if...what if you used my vibrator on me tonight?” Her tone was light, hopeful, and she gave his hand a little squeeze. She wanted it to be fun, something for both of them to enjoy together. She hoped by holding him tight right now, she’d make it clear to Sam that she wanted him to be included in this adventure.

For a moment, Sam’s face softened, and she felt his hand grip hers in return. But then she noticed his body tense, his gaze falling away. He swallowed, looking at her with a hint of regret in his eyes. “Kylie... I don’t think I’m ready for that,” he said quietly, his voice carefully measured. “It’s... just too soon for me.”

Kylie’s heart sank, though she tried to keep her face open and understanding. She could see how hard it had been for him to say those words, to admit he wasn’t in the same place she was. She hadn’t considered it before, thinking they’d been rebuilding together, and that their journey back had been aligned.

But now, seeing the strain in his expression, she realized maybe she’d gotten carried away, swept up in the relief of their new happiness. Perhaps, in her eagerness to put the pain behind them, she’d missed the fact that Sam was still working through his own struggles.

She reached for his hand again, giving him a reassuring squeeze. “Thank you for being honest,” she whispered, hoping he felt her sincerity. “We’ll take things slow. I... just got excited, I guess.” She truly was doing her best to be honest with him.

Sam nodded, his lips forming a small, grateful smile. “I love that you’re excited,” he replied, his gaze meeting hers, softer now. “I want to get there, too, I really do.”

They shared a quiet moment, Sam leaning down to press a gentle kiss to her forehead, and she closed her eyes, letting herself feel the depth of their promise to each other. And as they sat in that silence, Kylie realized this was also part of their healing—being gentle, patient, and willing to move forward at a pace they were both comfortable with.
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Chapter 18: Slight Tension
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The next morning, Kylie woke to an empty bed, the space where Sam usually lay cool and clearly unused for a while. She frowned, pulling the blanket tighter around herself as she listened for the usual sounds of him in the kitchen making coffee or checking his emails on the couch. The silence was unusual, a little unsettling, and it left her feeling alone in a way she hadn’t felt in a while.

By the time she got up, she found Sam in his office, already immersed in his work, his brow furrowed and his focus sharp as he clicked away at his computer. She stood in the doorway for a moment, waiting for him to notice her, but he didn’t look up.

“Morning,” she finally said, trying to sound casual.

Sam glanced over his shoulder with a small, tight smile. “Oh, hey, morning.” His eyes lingered on her for a brief second before he turned back to his screen. “Did you sleep okay?”

“Yeah... yeah, I did.” Kylie hovered awkwardly for a moment, noticing the way his shoulders were slightly hunched and the strain in his neck. “I was just going to make coffee—do you want some?”

“Already had a cup,” he replied, keeping his gaze trained on the screen. “Thanks, though!”

She nodded slowly, feeling an odd pang in her chest as she walked back to the kitchen alone. She poured herself a mug of coffee, trying to shake off the feeling, but it clung to her. She thought of the way he’d hesitated last night, his discomfort with her suggestion. Maybe she should have known he wasn’t ready. But then, he’d seemed so open lately, so willing to share in the little moments of affection. It had felt natural to ask him to take that next step together.

The day passed quietly, almost uneventfully, but the feeling of something amiss lingered, like a weight pressing down on her. Sam worked from his office most of the day, only emerging briefly for lunch. When they did talk, it felt... cautious, as though he were holding something back, picking his words carefully. Kylie was certain something was off, by now.

At lunch, they sat at the table, both of them focused on their sandwiches. She watched him from across the table, hoping he’d bring up what was on his mind, maybe admit he’d been thrown off by her suggestion and clear the air. Instead, he stayed quiet, giving her short responses that didn’t invite much conversation.

After a long pause, she finally spoke. “Hey... is everything okay?”

Sam looked up, blinking as if her question had pulled him from somewhere far away. “What? Oh, yeah, everything’s fine.” He hesitated, then added, “Just got a lot on my mind with work and everything.”

She nodded, biting back the urge to press him further. They finished their lunch in relative silence, and as Sam retreated to his office, Kylie felt that familiar, hollow ache settling in her chest. Her only relief was the fact that Sam was more conversational this time around.

By the evening, Kylie’s unease had blossomed into a deeper worry. She’d gotten used to the ease that had filled their home recently, the little laughs and spontaneous kisses, the way Sam would pull her close without hesitation. But tonight, as they sat together on the couch watching TV, there was a noticeable distance between them. Sam was at the other end of the couch again, his focus split between the show and his phone, and every now and then, she’d catch him glancing at her before quickly looking away.

Kylie shifted uncomfortably, forcing herself to keep watching the screen. The warmth of their recent closeness felt like it was slipping away, and she wondered if she’d pushed too hard. But how could she have known that asking him to be a part of something intimate—something they’d once enjoyed together—would pull him back like this?

Finally, she couldn’t take the silence anymore. “Sam, are you sure everything’s okay?”

He paused, setting his phone down as he looked at her, his face softening but with a hint of hesitation. “Yeah, it’s... I mean, I’m just working through things, you know? It’s not you, Kylie. It’s just... last night threw me off a little, I guess.”

She swallowed, feeling the lump in her throat as she nodded slowly. “I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. I thought we were at a place where... maybe... it would feel okay for both of us.” Kylie was growing more nervous, and already struggling to hold back her tears.

“I know.” Sam leaned back, sighing deeply. “And I get it. I just think I’m... I’m still working through some stuff. More than I thought.”

The honesty in his voice stung a little, but she knew it was better than pretending things were fine. She took a deep breath, summoning her own courage. “So... what do you need from me?”

Sam rubbed a hand over his face, looking down at the space between them on the couch. “I guess... I need time. I thought I was ready to jump back in, but it’s like I hit a wall, you know?”

Kylie’s heart clenched, the guilt returning. She’d been so caught up in their new happiness that she’d overlooked his quiet struggles. She’d thought they were moving together, but maybe they were still on separate paths, each finding their own way back.

“Okay,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I understand.” She paused, reaching across the couch to take his hand, relieved when he held on, even if it was tentative. “We’ll go as slow as you need.”

He gave her a grateful look, squeezing her hand gently before letting it go. They both returned their gazes to the TV, the sound filling the room, but Kylie’s thoughts were far from the show playing on the screen. The silence between them was heavy again, reminding her of the early days of their struggle.

A single tear slid down her face as she watched the screen. Thankfully, it was on the cheek facing away from Sam. Kylie did her best to hide her feelings, not wanting to make things worse.

Over the next few days, things remained tense. Sam continued to spend most of his time in his office, sometimes staying up late under the guise of work. Their conversations were friendly, polite even, but the warmth was muted, still restrained. It felt like a thin wall had been rebuilt between them, one that neither of them wanted but didn’t know how to tear down.

Kylie tried to stay patient, telling herself that this was part of their process, that healing wasn’t a straight line. But each quiet dinner, each careful conversation, chipped away at the hope she’d been clinging to. She missed the feel of his arms around her, the sound of his laughter echoing through their home. She missed the little things—the shared smiles, the small touches, the easy closeness they’d fought so hard to reclaim.

One night, as they were getting ready for bed, Kylie glanced over at him, watching as he set his phone on the nightstand. She wanted to reach out, to tell him how much she missed him, but the words felt too heavy, too risky. Instead, she settled under the covers, staring up at the ceiling as she listened to the quiet sounds of him settling beside her.

In the silence, she realized that maybe they weren’t as far along as she’d thought. Maybe they’d both wanted to believe in their newfound closeness so much that they’d ignored the pain still lurking beneath the surface. And as she lay there, feeling the distance between them even as they shared the same bed, she wondered if they’d both overestimated the strength of their fragile peace.

But deep down, she reminded herself that they’d made it this far. They’d faced harder days than this, and they’d come out the other side. And as she closed her eyes, she held onto that hope, telling herself that the road back to each other would be worth every step—even the difficult ones.
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Chapter 19: The Appointment
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Kylie paced the small hallway, glancing at the clock on the wall for what felt like the hundredth time. The ticking seemed to echo in the quiet house, amplifying the tension that lingered between her and Sam since their last conversation. She was preparing for her doctor’s appointment, and though she was anxious about it, the nervous energy felt almost comforting compared to the awkward silence they’d shared in recent days.

In the kitchen, she gathered her things: her phone, her insurance card, and a small notepad with questions she wanted to ask the doctor. Just as she reached for her bag, Sam appeared in the doorway. He looked slightly dishevelled, his hair a bit messy, but his eyes held a warmth that she hadn’t seen in a while.

“Hey,” he said softly, his voice breaking the stillness. “You ready?”

Kylie nodded, trying to mask her apprehension with a smile. “Yeah, I think so.”

“Just take your time,” he offered, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. “I know how these appointments can be.”

“Thanks,” she replied, her heart fluttering with gratitude. Despite the underlying tension, it felt good to hear him care, even if it was still in a reserved manner.

As she made her way to the door, Sam stepped closer, brushing a gentle kiss on her cheek. “Good luck. I’m sure everything will be fine.” The sincerity in his words brought a small smile to her lips, though a hint of sadness remained in his eyes, reflecting the unspoken worries that lingered between them.

“Thanks, Sam. I’ll text you as soon as I’m done.” She pulled the door shut behind her, stepping into the cool morning air. The drive to the clinic was quiet, and she found her mind drifting, oscillating between thoughts of Sam and the impending news from the doctor.

Once at the clinic, Kylie walked in, greeted by the sterile smell of antiseptic and the muted sounds of hushed conversations. She checked in at the front desk, took a seat in the waiting area, and immediately found herself absorbed in the magazines strewn across the table. Her fingers flipped through a glossy parenting magazine, and she felt a flicker of excitement, but it was quickly overshadowed by the familiar sense of unease.

As the minutes ticked by, she began to look around the room. The walls were adorned with cheerful artwork depicting families and healthy children, a stark contrast to her anxiety. She couldn’t help but wonder about the lives of the people waiting around her. A young couple sat nearby, holding hands and whispering softly, while a mother with a toddler distracted her child with toys. In another corner, an elderly woman sat alone, flipping through a book but glancing around with a curious gaze.

Kylie’s attention wandered to the clock again. It seemed to mock her, its hands moving too slowly. Each tick felt like an eternity. She shifted in her seat, trying to quell the rising tide of impatience. What if the doctor had bad news? Would it change everything for her and Sam? They were still in a fragile state, and the thought of receiving troubling news weighed heavily on her.

Eventually, a nurse emerged from the hallway, calling her name. “Kylie Mitchell?”

She stood, her legs feeling unsteady as she followed the nurse down the corridor. The walls felt closer, the fluorescent lights overhead humming in her ears. As they approached the examination room, the nurse gestured for her to take a seat. “The doctor will be in shortly.”

Kylie nodded, her heart racing as she sat on the exam table. The room was bright and sterile, filled with medical equipment she couldn’t help but eye curiously. A poster on the wall showed a diagram of the female reproductive system, but it felt more like a textbook than a friendly reminder of health.

Minutes passed slowly, the silence amplifying her anxious thoughts. She tapped her foot against the floor, waiting. Looking around, she noticed the subtle details: the stack of pamphlets neatly arranged on the counter, the framed photo of a smiling family hanging on the wall, and the scent of antiseptic that lingered in the air, mingling with her nervous energy.

Finally, the door swung open, and her doctor walked in. Dr. Nguyen was a woman in her early fifties, with a warm smile and an air of professionalism that always put Kylie at ease. “Hi, Kylie! How are you today?” she asked, pulling up a chair and sitting across from her while Kylie stood. Kylie liked to stand. It allowed her to pace, if she needed to.

“Hi, Dr. Nguyen,” Kylie replied, forcing a smile despite the knot in her stomach. “I’m okay, just a bit nervous.”

“That’s completely normal,” Dr. Nguyen reassured her, her expression softening. “Let’s take a moment to discuss how you’ve been feeling. Any concerns you’d like to share?”

They chatted briefly about Kylie’s symptoms, her feelings about the pregnancy, and how she had been coping with the changes in her life. Dr. Nguyen listened attentively, nodding and taking notes, her demeanour relaxed and encouraging.

After a few minutes, the conversation shifted, and Kylie could feel a shift in the atmosphere. “Kylie,” Dr. Nguyen began, her tone becoming more serious, “I do have some news for you today. But first, I need you to sit down.”

Kylie’s heart skipped a beat, a wave of worry flooding over her. “What do you mean?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. The concern was evident in her voice.

“Don’t worry,” Dr. Nguyen quickly added, holding up a hand in reassurance. “It’s good news.”

Kylie’s breath caught in her throat as she processed the doctor’s words. Good news? She couldn’t help but feel a rush of hope, but a lingering anxiety remained.

“Okay,” Kylie said, her voice shaking slightly as she took a seat on the edge of the examination table, her heart racing in anticipation.

Dr. Nguyen’s smile widened, but the mystery still hung in the air, leaving Kylie to grapple with her panicked thoughts as she waited for the doctor to reveal what lay ahead.
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Chapter 20: A Family
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As Kylie stepped through the front door, a wave of warmth enveloped her. The familiar scent of pine from their Christmas tree filled the air, mingling with the faint sound of holiday music playing softly in the background. She paused for a moment, taking in the twinkling lights and the decorations that adorned their cozy living room. The holiday spirit wrapped around her like a comforting blanket, but the anticipation bubbling inside her was even more intense.

Kylie made her way to the living room, her heart racing as she thought about the news she had just received from Dr. Nguyen. She settled herself on the plush sofa, the warmth of the fabric against her back grounding her amidst the excitement. She glanced at the ultrasound picture carefully tucked in her bag, feeling the weight of its significance.

After a few moments of waiting, she heard the sound of the front door opening again. Sam stepped inside, shaking off the cold and a smile spreading across his face when he spotted her.

“Hey, there you are!” he said, his eyes lighting up. “How did it go? Are you okay?”

Kylie nodded, her heart swelling with love for him. “I’m great! I have big news!”

Sam’s brow furrowed with curiosity. “What is it?” He took a few steps closer, his attention fully focused on her.

Kylie took a deep breath, the excitement bubbling over as she pulled the ultrasound picture from her bag. “We’re going to be a family. A big family!” she exclaimed, handing him the photo.

As Sam took the picture, his expression shifted from confusion to awe. He studied the image, his eyes widening as realization dawned on him. “Wait...what is this?” he said, his voice filled with disbelief and confusion. He’d never really looked at an ultrasound before.

“Twins!” Kylie confirmed, clapping her hands together in excitement. “Can you believe it? We’re having twins!”

“Are you serious? No way!” he practically shouted back. He was completely stunned. Part of him wondered if she was playing a prank on him.

“Dead serious! We’re having twins, baby!” she called out to him, moving closer to give him a kiss.

A broad grin spread across Sam’s face, and he stepped forward, lifting her into his arms and spinning her around. Laughter bubbled from their lips as he swung her around, before setting her down, his joy infectious.

“This is amazing!” he said, his eyes sparkling with delight. “We’re going to be parents! Two little ones!”

Kylie felt a rush of happiness, their earlier tensions melting away in the warmth of this moment. They embraced tightly, feeling the thrill of their shared dream becoming a reality. Sam leaned back slightly, cupping her face in his hands.

“I can’t believe this. You’re incredible,” he said, his voice filled with emotion. “We’re going to have so much fun raising them.”

Kylie grinned, her heart swelling with love. “We are! Just think of all the adventures we’ll have as a family.”

They spent the next few moments celebrating, kissing and hugging each other, laughter spilling out like a joyful melody throughout the room. The Christmas tree glimmered brightly behind them, a symbol of the love and warmth that now filled their hearts.

After a while, they settled on the couch together, the ultrasound picture resting on the table in front of them. Kylie snuggled against Sam, feeling his heartbeat steady against her cheek.

“This is the BEST Christmas present of all,” she declared, her voice filled with joy and certainty. “Not just one healthy baby, but two. We’re going to be a family!” She squealed with excitement.

“I love you so much, Kylie,” Sam replied, his eyes glistening with happiness.

“I love you too, Sam,” she said, beaming up at him. “I can’t wait to start this new chapter together.”

With hearts intertwined and dreams blossoming before them, they sat beneath the glowing lights of the Christmas tree, wrapped in the magic of the moment and the promise of their future.
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Chapter 21: Burning Passion
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As Kylie and Sam made their way to the bedroom, their hearts filled with a love that had only grown stronger through the trials and tribulations of their relationship, they knew that this night would be one to remember. Kylie's belly, now larger and round with the life growing within her, led the way as they entered the room, the soft light casting a warm glow across their toned bodies.

Sam laid Kylie gently on the bed, his hands roaming the curves of her body, as he kissed and caressed every inch of her skin. She moved into his touch, her moans of pleasure echoing through the room, as she craved the incredible sensations he was evoking within her.

As they undressed each other, item by item, their hands were trembling with anticipation. Then, Sam surprised Kylie. Sam reached for the magic wand vibrator that had become a symbol of both their struggles and their union. Kylie's eyes widened, a shiver of excitement coursing through her, as she realized his intentions.

“Sam, you don’t have to,” she told him quietly, understanding the pent up emotions that had been an issue for them in the past.

“Shhh, don’t worry... I want to,” he smirked at her, before shooting her a little wink.

With a wicked smile, Sam positioned himself between her legs, his thickness pressing against her entrance, as he clicked the wand to life. The deep, thrumming vibrations filled the room, the sound mingling with their moans, as he began to tease her sensitive clit with the toy.

Kylie cried out, her hips slowly beginning to buck against the dual sensations of Sam's cock and the wand, as she felt herself being thrown instantly into euphoria. The pleasure was intense, all-consuming, as it coursed through her veins, her walls clenching around Sam's thickness, as he slowly entered her.

“Oh God Sam!” Kylie began to moan.

Sam groaned, his hips thrusting against hers, as he savoured the incredible feeling of her tight heat enveloping him. He worked the wand in time with his thrusts, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through Kylie's body, as he drove her closer to the brink.

“Ohhh yes!” Sam moaned, loving the feeling of Kylie surrounding him, as well as the vibrations sending additional pleasure buzzing through his cock.

"Sam," she gasped, her voice strained with the intensity of her pleasure. "Please, I need you. I need all of you!" Kylie begged for more, unable to resist her man.

Her words sent a shudder through him, his arousal pulsing within her, as he began to thrust in earnest. He knew her moans or her dirty talk alone were enough to send him over the edge. The combination of both of them, along with the intense pleasure from the vibrator, was overwhelming. Still, he plunged himself into her faster.

The room was filled with the sounds of their passion, the creaking of the bed and the hum of the wand mingling with their moans and sighs, as they moved together in a sensual dance.

Kylie's moans grew louder, her nails raking down Sam's back, as her climax built within her. The wand worked its magic, the vibrations sending her higher and higher, as Sam's thrusts drove her closer to the edge. She knew she was about to finish. She couldn’t hold on any longer.

With a final, powerful surge, her climax began to crash over her, her body shuddering and shaking with the force of her release. 

“Ohhh my Godddd!!!!” She cried out, her voice echoing off the walls, as wave after wave of pleasure washed through her, the wand and Sam's cock sending her into a state of pure, unadulterated bliss. All she could do was shake, nearly uncontrollably, and play with her breasts for additional pleasure. She loved having her nipples touched. Even if it was her doing it.

As her climax subsided, Sam followed, his body shuddering as he began to cum.

“Oh! Oh fuck yes! Yes Kylie!!!” Sam screamed out. He thrusted rapidly until he was firing his long, thick ropes out of himself, and all over her belly and chest. She smirked up at him with delight, loving that she could bring her man to orgasm. He collapsed beside her, heart racing, hardly able to breathe.

In the moments that followed, they laid there nearly speechless. They told one another how incredible tonight was, once they were finally able to. Then, the two held hands and nuzzled up together.

With their love stronger than ever, and the bond between them unbreakable, they now faced the future with hope, joy, and an unwavering devotion to each other, and the little lives they had created together.
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If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the platform you purchased this from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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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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