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She opened her bleary eyes and looked at the digital clock. It was four in the afternoon, and she was still too exhausted to get up. Her head felt heavy while the rest of her body was drained of energy, too lethargic to move a muscle.

She tried to doze off again but couldn’t do it. Despite how tired she felt, her body didn’t want to go back to sleep. When she opened her eyes again, the time was a quarter past four. Maybe the sudden onset of insomnia was her body’s way of telling her to get up.

She mustered enough energy to lift the covers off her body, then extended her leg out of bed until her toes touched the soft carpet. Then she sat up and forced herself to stand up, putting on a pair of slippers and walking groggily to the door.

The act of moving about the room got her blood flowing, restoring some of the energy she had lost from staying in bed all day...and yesterday...and the day before that...

She padded softly down the hallway towards the stairs, still struggling to keep from nodding off as the tiredness weighed on her head. Despite her lack of motivation, she made it to the bottom of the stairs and found her way to the kitchen.

She switched on the lights and scrunched her eyes shut at the sudden brightness. While her eyes adjusted to the light, she felt her way past the table and chairs to the counter, locating the kettle and giving it a shake to check how much water it had.

The whole process of making a simple cup of tea was incredibly laborious when her brain was half asleep, but by the time her photosensitive eyes had recovered, the water was ready. She dropped a lemon tea bag into the mug and poured the water in, stirring it around mechanically.

A pair of hands planted themselves on her waist.

She yelped and span around, startled by the presence of another human being. Behind her, the mug tipped over and spilled its contents across the countertop.

“Relax, sleep-walking beauty,” quipped the man of the house, “it’s just me.”

“Jesus Christ, Colin,” she hyperventilated, “don’t sneak up on me like that!”

“Christina, I practically stomped my feet,” he replied, “How did you not hear me?”

Christina looked sheepishly at her husband.

“You must be absolutely wiped out,” Colin remarked, “you certainly look like it.”

Christina straightened out her bird’s nest of hair, then smoothed down her wrinkled T-shirt.

“Why don’t you go to the front room?” Colin suggested, “I’ll make you another cup of tea.”

“Thanks,” Christina said with a nod and a smile.

She walked out of the kitchen while Colin set about making more tea for them both. Her heart was still pumping from the fright he had given her, but at least it had woken her up.
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Colin walked into the living room with two mugs of steaming-hot lemon tea and set them down on the coffee table before taking a seat next to his wife. She had removed her slippers and was curled up on the couch with the hem of the oversized T-shirt pulled down to cover her knees.

As Colin sidled up to her and extended a skinny arm around her shoulder, she looked at their reflections in the flat-screen TV. Mr. Shao was slim and had a bookish look with a thin neck and narrow jaw. He also had short, black hair and small, dark eyes.

Mrs. Shao shared her husband’s Asian heritage, with small, dark eyes and a flattish nose. But her hair flowed in long locks over her shoulders and chest, although right now it was horribly unkempt from a full day of sleep.

Seeing her disheveled reflection made her want to take a shower, get dressed, and put on some makeup. Colin didn’t mind, and he moved in closer, planting his other hand on her knee.

Christina sensed what he was hoping for and resisted. She felt guilty denying him, but her mood had settled to the point where she wanted to curl up on the couch and go back to sleep.

“Three days is a long time to get over jet lag,” Colin remarked.

“I know,” Christina replied, “but it was a pretty exhausting trip.”

“No pressure,” Colin prefaced his request, “but would it be so bad if we had a quickie?”

Christina groaned inwardly. She wasn’t feeling at all sexy right now, and she certainly didn’t have the energy to put on her usual performance. On the other hand, they hadn’t made love in a while, and she felt she ought to do it to keep him happy.

“Well?” Colin pressed her, “Can we?”

“Not until I’ve tried my tea,” Christina replied resolutely.

She extricated herself from his embrace and reached over to her drink. Holding the hot mug carefully, she took a small sip to test the temperature, then a bigger sip to savor the flavor.

The hot liquid warmed her body and calmed her soul. The tangy lemony taste was so soothing that it brought a contented smile to her face. Colin took a quick sip of his own tea before setting it down and straightening out his T-shirt and sweatpants.

Satisfied with the delicious drink her husband had prepared for her, Christina put the mug back and reclined on the couch, facing him. She started the action by opening her thighs and pulling up the hem of her T-shirt, signaling her consent.

The sight of her naked pussy excited Colin and he pulled down his sweatpants to expose his erection to view. They began with a little mutual admiration. He watched her idly tracing her fingers around her clitoris while she watched him tugging on his penis.

Colin had taken on board the lesson that his wife needed to warm up beforehand. Masturbating in front of each other was the way they usually did it, even for a quickie.

Christina felt a little trickle of juices from her slit. Already her crotch felt engorged from the latent pleasure she was giving herself. Colin was inching closer to her on the couch, still jerking himself off as he approached, eagerly anticipating the main event.

His masculinity wasn’t the most impressive specimen. His shaft was only about four inches, while his testes were ping-pong ball sized. It poked forward with a little arch in its length, an eager little drop of pre-cum glistening at the tip.

Christina kept masturbating with one hand while pulling her T-shirt up higher with her free hand so that her taut belly was exposed. The little jeweled piercing in her navel reflected the light, and Colin was drawn like a magpie towards her.

His lips connected with hers, and she stopped touching herself in order to embrace him. As she moved her thighs a little wider, she felt the tip of his modest erection poking tentatively against the lips of her entrance, and she wrapped her arms around him, welcoming him inside her.

Colin grunted with pleasure as he pushed into his wife. She hadn’t been in the mood for sex since returning from her trip, and the pent-up desire to be physical was palpable. He began thrusting as soon as he was inside, moving back and forth in eager but shallow strokes.

Christina planted her feet behind his knees and held him close, letting him do most of the work. There was never enough space on the couch for sex, but at least the armrest was comfortable.

Her brief foreplay session had paid off. She felt warm and tingly down below, and there was a definite glow of pleasure in her crotch as her husband’s cock rubbed against the wet walls of her sex. She probably wouldn’t cum – she rarely did – but at least it felt good.

Colin was enjoying himself. His humping grew faster, along with his excitement, and Christina encouraged him by sticking her hands up his shirt to caress his body.

His whole body was pretty skinny. The lack of muscle in his torso was obvious as she ran her fingernails across his skin. The way she caressed him was deliberate, the gentle scratching making his body tingle and exciting him even more.

Colin was humping like a horny rabbit. He was enjoying himself, and judging by his heavy panting, he was getting close to cumming. Christina sensed his impending orgasm and started moaning aloud, urging him on towards the finish line.

Colin pushed his hips forward, pushing all four inches into his wife and exhaling a grunt of sexual release. Christina felt a burst of liquid warmth bloom inside her vagina as he came. It was followed by a much more modest second spurt before turning to dribbling.

Her husband’s energy was spent, and he lay down on top of his wife, panting heavily into her ear. With his steadily shrinking cock still inside her, Christina tried to readjust her posture to get comfortable again, but it was hard to do with him lying on top of her.

“I’ve been saving that up since you left for your trip,” Colin sighed with satisfaction.

“Sorry to give you blue balls for so long,” Christina remarked.

“Apology accepted,” Colin quipped back.
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The light of early spring shone through the windows of the living room, bathing Mrs. Shao in a beautiful morning glow. Seated cross-legged on the couch in comfy pants and an unbuttoned white shirt, there was also a metaphorical glow about her.

She reached down to her belly and stroked the tiny bump that was just starting to show, smiling to herself. The dreaded hormonal crashes of soon-to-be motherhood were starting to materialize, but at least the feeling of being full of life made up for them.

Mr. Shao returned from the kitchen with two mugs of tea.

“Any kicking yet?” he asked with a happy smile.

“The baby’s only ten weeks along,” Christina replied.

“I thought the doctor said 12 weeks,” said Colin.

“He said ‘approximately’ 12 weeks,” Christina reminded him.

“So, you must have conceived just after you got back from your trip,” Colin surmised.

“That’s why I think it must be closer to 10 weeks,” Christina said, adding, “Although, when I posted the sonogram on Facebook, I think I wrote 12 weeks.”

Colin nodded and took a sip of his tea. Then he offered the other mug to Christina and sat down next to her as she took a tentative sip.

“I can’t believe you don’t like lemon tea anymore,” he remarked.

“Thanks to the baby, it tastes disgusting,” Christina answered disappointedly.

“So, it’s true what they say about food cravings,” said Colin, taking another sip.

“I used to hate mint,” she remarked, eyeing the liquid suspiciously, “now, it’s delicious.”

“Speak for yourself and the baby,” Colin replied.

Christina gave him a playful thump on the shoulder and put her mug down again. Colin leaned over and wrapped an arm around his wife. She acquiesced in his affection and lay her head against his shoulder as his other hand came to a gentle rest on her stomach.

“I see you took your piercing out,” he noted.

“I might put it back in after the baby arrives,” she answered, “as long as the hole doesn’t close.”

“To be honest,” Colin confessed, “I kind of prefer your stomach this way.”

“You think it looked trashy?” Christina asked, a tiny warning in her voice.

“No,” Colin responded reassuringly, “I just like your body the way it is.”

“Good to know,” said Christina, adding glumly, “cos soon I’m gonna be waddling like a duck.”

“The bigger you are, the more beautiful you get,” Colin quipped.

She gave him a weird look, and he grimaced awkwardly.

“I think you should have rehearsed that one before trying it,” Christina remarked, “unless this is your way of telling me you prefer big-boned women.”

“I do not prefer women whose body type differs from yours,” Colin replied.

“Nicely phrased,” said Christina, snuggling up closer to him, “apology accepted.”

“I just hope the baby doesn’t come out black,” he added jokingly.

“Sometimes the best thing is just to shut up, you racist,” she admonished him.

“I’m just kidding,” Colin assured her, adding, “Besides, everyone knows it’s the White guys who go for Asian women, anyway.”

Christina flinched and glared at him.

“Can we please stop talking about interracial cheating?” she said with palpable annoyance.

“Alright, alright,” he conceded, pulling her in closer.

Christina reciprocated the embrace and hugged him close, making sure that her husband’s hand was resting on her pregnant belly.
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Christina got down on her knees, then leaned forwards until she was on all fours. The pose was getting harder to pull off as her belly grew, and at six months along, it was getting especially difficult. Even so, it was good practice for when the baby arrived.

“Taking up yoga?” asked Colin as he entered the room.

“Nope,” Christina replied as she sat up again, “just practicing for the big day.”

She tried to stand up again, but the effort was too much and she grimaced in pain as her swollen ankles and aching back defied her. Colin rushed to his wife’s aid and helped her to her feet.

“Thank you,” she groaned as
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