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Giraffe

"Wake up, darling. You're going to be late," I whispered softly, placing a kiss on my husband's cheek before gently turning him onto his back in bed. His bed, which had once been just his, and was now ours, a spacious king-size bed dressed in snow-white sheets and pillowcases. The only touch of color came from the thick comforter, now lying on the floor; it was a charcoal shade with white and gray stripes.

A soft sigh escaped my lips when Eros, without thinking, took me by the waist and pulled me towards him, making me sit on his stomach.

"You're going to be very late for the board meeting, Mr. Petrukis," I said, gently settling on top of him.

"Who cares?" he replied with a sleepy smile. "I'm the boss." His hands gently traced my waist.

"Come on, rich boy..." I murmured playfully, teasing him with a mischievous smile.

Her eyes opened wide, fully awake, and her expression changed, becoming intense and determined, like a hunter ready to seize his prey: me. My heart skipped a beat.

His hands slid possessively under my nightgown, caressing my thighs and sending shivers down my spine.

—Uh oh —I whispered, amused.

—Yes, you naughty girl—he replied with a mischievous smile, before holding me firmly and laying me down on the bed, ending up on top of me.

"Eros, wait. I need..." I tried to say, but my words were lost when he covered my lips with his, kissing me deeply. His body relaxed and intertwined with mine, moving sensually between my legs. His right hand delicately traced my body, from my breasts to my thighs. He lowered the strap of my nightgown and brought his mouth to my nipple, gently tugging and causing me to moan with pleasure.

My moans and ragged breathing filled the room when, suddenly, he pulled his mouth away and stared at me.

"Why did you stop?" I asked, confused and a little frustrated.

"You said to wait," he replied, his voice husky and heavy with desire. "Do you need what?"

I stared at him, speechless, my face burning with desire. My body felt like it was on fire.

"I... forgot," I replied, trying to remember what I had just said.

He smiled and pulled me even closer. Our lips met again, melting passionately as we surrendered to the fire that consumed us, deeply and passionately.

Thirty minutes later

I was brushing my hair in front of a vanity mirror, wearing only a robe. I had just gotten out of the shower with Eros, and for the second time that morning, we had shared an intimate moment. He was an insatiable man who awakened in me a burning, wild passion.

We had just returned yesterday from our two-week honeymoon in Bora Bora. We would have loved to extend it, but he had a lot of work to do. Important projects and business deals that he couldn't delegate.

She watched Eros's reflection in the mirror. He looked stunning with just a small white towel around his waist, revealing his defined abs.

He noticed me looking at him and smiled when he saw me blush.

—Come with me— he invited me.

"Really?" A part of me lit up at the idea. I would love to go back to working in the office as his personal assistant, but he insisted it wasn't appropriate now that we were married. He wanted me to relax and enjoy life, without exhausting myself.

However, he was open to the idea of ​​me joining the company soon, if I truly wanted to. For now, I needed to prioritize: adjusting to my new role as his wife and finishing my university degree.

"I won't go," he said with a frustrated sigh. "It would distract me too much. I know I wouldn't be able to concentrate with you in the office."

She took off her towel, put on her underwear, and then her pants.

"I have a lot of work to catch up on. It's going to be a very busy day," he muttered with determination.

He was putting on his white shirt and buttoning it carefully. I got up, took the tie that was on the bed, and began to knot it around his neck.

"What are your plans for today?" he asked, as his hands gently rested on my waist. "I don't want you to get bored."

"Don't worry, I'll find something to keep me busy," I replied with a smile.

"You could go shopping," she suggested.

"Honey, you've already bought me too many designer dresses, shoes, handbags, and jewelry so elegant they seem fit for a queen. I don't think I could wear it all," I said, sliding my hands down her chest to encircle her neck.

"Hmm... then you could read a book. I'll ask Doris to get all the copies of this month's New York Times bestsellers," he suggested.

"No, please, no. I can buy them online. Don't worry, I'll be fine." I walked to the floor-to-ceiling window and drew back the black and white curtains to let in the sunlight. At least the sun's rays would brighten up our room.

Our room was so dull, dominated by neutral colors: black, white, and gray. The headboard, the wardrobes, the tables, and the rest of the furniture were black; the rug, gray; and the floor, white. The whole ensemble had a somber feel. The only splash of color was my bright red hair.

I understood why Eros liked neutral tones, but to me they seemed boring and lifeless. He would have to learn to appreciate color, and I was the right person to teach him.

Life is beautiful thanks to its colors: they inspire us, make us experience and explore, express feelings and awaken diverse emotions.

"What if we decorate the house?" I suggested.

"Darling, it's a brilliant idea," he replied as he lifted me in his arms and kissed me tenderly.

—Are you really sure?

"Absolutely. You can start by decorating our bedroom," she said with a mischievous look, kissing the sensitive spot behind my neck.

"I'm so excited!" I clung to him.

—Me too, love —she assured me with a smile.

From Eros's perspective

—Surprise!—she exclaimed.

That...?

My dark mahogany headboard, so unusual, was now painted lavender. The black wardrobe doors sported pastel colors: peach, apple green, baby blue, and light pink.

The walls... thank God, were still white.

But the curtains had a floral print in shades of white, pink, and lavender. The rug was white and shaggy, with pink hearts along the edges. The bed... the sheets and pillows were all pink! I couldn't imagine sleeping in a pink bed.

What had I done to my room? My things were a mess.

Vases of flowers, candles, and figurines adorned the tables. Inexpensive paintings of flowers and landscapes hung on the walls. Even my bookshelf was filled with romance novels. Where was my Lord of the Rings collection?

I looked at Jiraida, who was smiling excitedly, twirling around the room with her arms raised in the air.

"Do you like it?" he asked me.

I was speechless. I was in shock.

I didn't like it at all. It was too feminine. I wanted to tell her to take everything away and leave the room as it was before, but I didn't want to hurt her feelings. I knew she'd spent all day decorating.

I tried to smile, but I couldn't. Lying was difficult for me, so I simply nodded and hugged her.

"I'm hungry and tired. Let's have dinner, okay?" I suggested.

"Okay," she replied, though her voice betrayed uncertainty. She knew he wanted to say something more.

Dinner was served by candlelight, with beautiful floral arrangements in the center of the table. Very romantic.

But I was annoyed. I couldn't sleep in that pink bed. Where would I sleep? I was exhausted after a very busy day. I wanted my usual bed.

I had to tell him, carefully. I was sure he'd understand. Later.

"How was work?" she asked.

—Very hectic. I only had some sandwiches and coffee for lunch.

—Poor thing... I wish I had been there to help you.

"Soon, darling," I said with an indifferent look as I took a bite of my steak. "This steak is tough and... so bland. It's the worst steak I've ever had in this house." I almost said it out loud, but thank goodness I didn't, because I would have been in serious trouble.

"Oh!" exclaimed Jiraida.

I saw her stiffen. Wow! She had cooked the steak.

I felt terrible at that moment. I just watched her, trying to read her reaction, and she looked back at me without saying a word.

"But it's delicious," I said with a forced smile, and she smiled back. Thank goodness. "Did you cook it?"

— Yes. Umm... I missed it a little... but next time I'll do my best to make it perfect — she replied sweetly.

Pretending, I ate the steak with enthusiasm.

I remained silent the whole time, thinking about our room: the floral curtains, the lavender headboard, and the pink bed. Our room looked like a rainbow.

When we finished eating, she mentioned the room again.

— Umm... what do you think of our room? Do you like it?

Our room. The pink bed. No way I would sleep there.

I remained silent. I could no longer hide what I felt. I had to tell her the truth.

"It's too feminine. Very colorful... like a rainbow," I said softly.

"Oh, darling, it's not feminine at all. It's a combination of masculine and feminine colors." She stood up and took the plates to the sink.

"There are curtains with flowers and vases with flowers. I'm not used to it. I'm a man, for God's sake, Jiraida!" I followed her to the kitchen.

She turned around and faced me.

— You're upset.

I sighed.

— I'm not upset. I just raised my voice so you could hear me.

— Yes, you are. Where's the "affection"? The "love"? The "my life"? You haven't called me Jiraida in ages — she stared at me, her hands on her hips.

I scratched my head and rubbed my face.

— Well, I'm a little... a little annoyed, darling. And I appreciate you decorating our room, BUT... you have to understand that I can't sleep in a pink bed.

"Why not? It's just a bed," she said, "and a color to brighten our mood."

— I know, I know... but I'm a man, honey. It's like sleeping on cotton candy and marshmallows. It's too girly.

— Some men wear pink these days. Pink is a unisex color.

"Honey, I'm not just anyone. There's no way you're going to make me wear pink, or even sleep in a pink bed. I hope that's clear," I said firmly.

"Okay, I understand. You don't have to be upset. I'll change the sheets and pillows right now," she said, and left the kitchen immediately.

Damn it. She left me alone. I didn't like it. She was very upset.

I followed her and found her in the bathroom, crying. She was sitting on the edge of the tub, the same spot where I had cared for her when she hurt herself by accidentally breaking an antique Chinese glass. Her small hands covered her face, and her shoulders moved with each attempt to stifle her sobs.

Damn it. I made her cry. I hurt her. I broke my promise not to make her suffer, and we'd only been married for two weeks.

Something inside me opened up. My heart and my mind. Everything else stopped mattering. I didn't care about sleeping in pink beds for the rest of my life. I could live with floral curtains, surrounded by vases, candles, and colorful walls, as long as I had Jiraida. I loved her so much. She meant everything to me.

She was my everything, my love and my life.

Seeing her cry and suffer saddened me deeply. I couldn't bear to see her like that. I didn't want her to suffer because of me.

I had to swallow my pride and learn to accept that I was now married. It wasn't just about "me, me, and me" anymore, but about "us"—Jiraida and I.

I knelt in front of her, hugged her, and rested my head in her lap.

— I'm so sorry, darling — I said sincerely.

Giraffe

— Do you like it? — I asked with a smile.

Zion licked his chocolate-covered fingers and replied enthusiastically:

— Yes. You make delicious cupcakes, Mom.

I hugged him tightly, feeling immense happiness at seeing him again. I had missed him terribly.

— Thank you, my love. I'm glad you like them. I'll bake more next time, okay?

— When are you coming back, Mommy?

— Uh... next month.

— Next month? Not tomorrow?

"No, it won't be tomorrow," I said, hugging him again, wishing with all my heart that I could see him every day. I wanted to do for him everything any mother does for her child: cook for him, bathe him, read him stories before bed, help him with his homework, and walk him to school every morning.

Ever since we returned from our honeymoon a month ago, Eros and I have been dying to see Zion. But the Gonzaleses wouldn't let us. They always had excuses: that they were going out of town, that relatives were coming to visit, that they had promised to take Zion to the zoo, and so on.

When they finally agreed to let us visit our son, they told us it would only be once a month. They didn't like the idea of ​​us seeing him more often because they said it wouldn't be good for him, mentally and emotionally. They said he would get confused having two families.

But I knew what their real fear was: that Zion's affection for them would transfer to us, his biological parents.

That day we were in a park in Georgia, having a picnic. We couldn't leave the state with Zion because the Gonzales family didn't like the idea. Roberto Gonzales even insisted we return to Zion after three hours.

We had no problems with Edna, Roberto's wife. She seemed friendly and understood our situation. But Roberto was difficult to deal with. If he could, he preferred that we stay away from Zion. He made it clear that Zion was a Gonzales and would never be a Petrukis.

— Here, drink some water, Zion, so your throat doesn't hurt — I offered him a glass, and he drank it without spilling a drop.

At that moment, Eros arrived with the treats Zion had asked for: three corndogs and a bucket of popcorn.

"Yay! Give them to me, give them to me!" Zion jumped excitedly, trying to reach the food.

— Wait, son, you might burn yourself. These corndogs are really hot. I'll give them to your mom first so they can cool down a bit, okay?

I put the corndogs on a plate to cool while Eros sat on the floor, holding the bucket of cheese-flavored popcorn, and started eating. Zion sat next to him and began eating popcorn.

Suddenly, my eyes filled with tears of joy. My heart swelled with happiness at seeing Eros and Zion together.

Father and son.

My boys.

My world.

My life.

Eros looked so happy. He was patient, caring, and loving with Zion. His words were gentle and tender when he spoke to our son; there was no trace left of the authoritarian and stubborn boss he used to be at the office.

Eros made Zion feel comfortable with him, with us. I couldn't believe how playful he was as a dad, sometimes even behaving like a child.

Later, Eros and Zion flew a kite together. Afterward, Eros taught Zion how to kick and catch a ball. They had a lot of fun.

I also really enjoyed watching them.

— Next time I'll buy you an electric car, would you like that? Or would you prefer a bicycle? — I heard Eros say with a smile.

When we arrived at the Gonzales' house that afternoon, Eros handed Zion an iPad. The night before, he had spent hours buying way too many children's games and educational apps from the digital store, downloading them all onto Zion's device. He finished around midnight.

"Can I choose both, Dad?" Zion asked excitedly.

—Of course, son. What else would you like? —Eros replied.

—Uh... I want a toy gun —Zion said.

"A toy gun? Okay... do you want to be a policeman when you grow up?" Eros asked.

—Yes... like a soldier —replied the boy.

"A soldier?" Eros replied, surprised.

"With big guns and huge tanks," Zion added excitedly.

"What?! No, son..." Eros said firmly. "You're going to be like me, a CEO."

"A chief executive officer? What's that, Dad?" the little boy asked, confused.

At that moment, I couldn't contain myself and I went over to them. I couldn't believe that Eros was talking about these things with Zion, who was barely four years old and didn't yet understand such complex matters. For God's sake.

"Honey... what are you doing?" I asked her with a stern look.

"Oh... I..." Eros stammered, looking at me guiltily.

"I think it's too early to talk about our son's profession when he grows up, don't you think? He's only four years old," I whispered to him.

"I'm sorry, love, I got carried away," he said, smiling shyly.

After three hours, we returned to the Gonzales' house. I suddenly felt a deep sadness. Three hours weren't enough time to spend with our son; I wished that time could be a day, a year, or even a lifetime.

Eros:

I prepared Jiraida's favorite dish, Buffalo wings. However, she barely took a bite; she didn't seem to have an appetite for dinner.

Ever since we left Georgia that afternoon, she had been very quiet. When I asked her something, she answered with monosyllables.

I was sad. I wanted to spend more time with Zion.

I felt sorry for her too. Seeing her like that hurt me even more. But there wasn't much I could do: Mr. Gonzales wasn't willing to budge.

I offered him a job in New York—any job he knew of, with a good salary, a new house, and a car—but he turned it down. I assumed it was because of his loyalty to the school where he worked as a bus driver. It was clear he wouldn't accept money from us, no matter how much we offered.

"Do you think it would be a good idea to buy a house in Georgia?" I asked, taking a sip from my glass of wine.

Jiraida's face lit up, though only for a moment. Then it went dark again.

"But your job is in New York," she said.

—We could stay in Georgia every weekend. For example, leave New York every Friday afternoon and return Monday morning.

"Do you think that's possible?" he asked with some doubt.

"Of course, love. We'll make it happen," I assured her. "Tomorrow I'll ask Iñigo if they have any properties for sale in Georgia."

"Oh..." she smiled a little, but soon tears began to roll down her cheeks.

"Honey, you're crying again," I said, putting down my fork and knife, ready to get up, when she sat on my lap and hugged me.

"Don't cry, my love... everything will be alright. For now, we'll do what the Gonzales family wants, but later on... maybe they'll let us spend more time with Zion."

He nodded and kissed me on the cheek.

"I don't understand why I've been so sensitive lately. I get emotional and cry easily," she confessed.

"Is that what they call premenstrual syndrome?" I asked, curious.

"Do you know what premenstrual syndrome is?" she replied, surprised.

Donovan had told me about it, and I couldn't help but laugh. "There was a time when you were so mad at me that he said you had PMS," I said with a smile.

"Men..." she replied, with a hint of resignation.

Meanwhile, I gently stroked her waist and then her thighs. “You need to eat, darling,” I said, taking a spicy chicken wing from my plate with my fingers and putting it in her mouth. “Come on, have some.”

"Mmm... I'm not very hungry," he murmured as he chewed the meat.

I finished eating the remaining wings and cleaned my fingers with my tongue. “Honey, you’re going to need some energy. We won’t be doing our usual thing tonight.”

Jiraida's eyes widened in surprise. "You're a cheeky, mischievous boy, Mr. Petrukis," she said with a sly grin.

"Only because you're so incredibly attractive, like a magazine star, Mrs. Petrukis," I replied with a smile.

In the early hours of the morning, still drowsy, I turned over in bed to look for Jiraida, but found only a cold, empty space. I sat up, listening for any noise that might indicate she was in the bathroom.

Suddenly, I heard moans, gagging, and coughing, as if I were vomiting.

I jumped up and ran to the bathroom. "Jiraida! Are you okay?"

I found her kneeling in front of the toilet, vomiting.

"I'm sick," she told me in a weak voice.

I knelt beside her and gently stroked her back, from top to bottom. "We should go to the doctor."

"I think I'm pregnant," she confessed nervously.

Pregnant? Was Jiraida expecting a baby?

I was speechless, stunned.

Suddenly, an image of our future children flashed into my mind: a girl with bright eyes, a mischievous smile, and red hair like Jiraida's... or a boy with a serious expression, dark brown hair, and intense blue eyes, like mine and Zion's. Zion would be thrilled.

—Yes! I'm going to be a dad again! —I exclaimed with immense joy, at the top of my lungs.

From Jiraida's perspective

"Do you feel better now?" Eros asked as he gently moved the hair away from my face and then placed a hand on my back, caressing it tenderly.

"Not yet, oh my God..." I said, as a new wave of nausea surprised me and I vomited up the spaghetti I had just eaten.

It was midnight and I had an irresistible craving for spaghetti. Eros didn't hesitate for a second and prepared it for me, just as I had imagined: sweet, with mushrooms and pineapple, exactly the way I liked it.

In the last few days I had barely eaten properly because of the waves of nausea that struck me every morning and sometimes at night as well. I was getting weaker and thinner, and Eros was becoming increasingly worried about me.

Almost every morning I woke up with that feeling of unease, and the routine had become running to the bathroom to vomit. Eros always followed me and helped ease the discomfort with gentle caresses on my back and words full of love and tenderness, doing everything he could to make me feel better.

"I wish it were me who was sick. I can't stand seeing you like this," he said as he kissed my hair and hugged me, pressing my back against his chest. "I'm so sorry you're going through this, darling."

"Okay, I feel a little better now," I exhaled, leaning against him.

—Thank God—she hugged me tightly and rested her face against my neck—. I wonder if our baby will be a girl or a boy.

I smiled, excited by the idea of ​​our baby.

—And what do you prefer, a boy or a girl?

—I have no gender preference. I already love our baby, boy or girl, as long as it's healthy. And you?

—I feel the same way. The important thing is that our baby is healthy.

—Then you need to eat well, love. Our baby won't be healthy if you don't eat well.

—I'm trying to do it, but I can't control these waves of nausea that suddenly attack me—I pulled away from his arms, went to
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