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The lavender garden buzzed with the final notes of laughter and conversation, its fragrant blooms nodding in the gentle breeze. Richard and I stood hand in hand, our smiles radiant and our love palpable. The fairy lights strung among the hedges cast soft glows that seemed to dance in rhythm with the departing guests’ footsteps.

I adjusted the delicate lace hem of my wedding gown as Richard brushed a wisp of hair from my cheek; he lovingly placed his hand on my belly.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice low and warm, carrying with it the promise of new beginnings.

I gazed at him, his eyes gleaming with enthusiasm. “All set,” I answered, a smile lighting up my face. Together, we said our goodbyes; Ariella and Mom embraced me, tears of happiness glistening in their eyes. Earlier, Richard had coordinated with the pilot of his smaller jet to return them to Atlanta the next day.

Everyone’s faces gleamed with cheers and good wishes; beyond the lavender garden awaited our future. Richard hesitated before getting into the car, the weight of unspoken words halting his steps. He turned to me and whispered, 

“Honey, I need to do something.”

Without further explanation, he gently clasped my hand, guiding me down the path that led to the rose garden.

The fragrance of blooming petals lingered in the air, bittersweet and poignant – a reminder of his mother’s cherished sanctuary before her passing. Standing amidst the vibrant blooms, his voice softened with emotion.

“I just need to speak to Mom for a bit,” he said, his gaze tender yet solemn. “To introduce you to her as my wife, before we begin our new chapter with our babies together.”

The moment hung in the stillness, intimate and profound, as though the garden itself bore witness to his quiet tribute.

He looked at me and smiled; I caressed his hand for comfort.

“Mom, this is Gabriella,” he continued. “I should have come before now, but you know how reluctant I am to come into your garden because of the fond memories we shared here. But Gabby and I are now married, and we are expecting 

twins, so I would like your blessings as we embark on our 

honeymoon.”

“Hi, Mom,” I whispered when Richard finished speaking.  “I assure you that I will look after your little boy.”

Richard and I exchanged smiles as a sudden gust of wind stirred the roses; he grasped my hand tighter.

“She heard you,” he whispered. “Next stop, the Maldives.”

Hand in hand, we walked back to the car.

“I thought our next stop would be the airport,” I teased him.

“We’re just passing through,” Richard chuckled.

As the car pulled away, I smiled and snuggled closer to him. Another gentle breeze stirred, as if murmuring secrets of our joy to the night sky above. And so, our journey continued.

The lavender garden was just the beginning – an overture to the symphony awaiting us at the Faulkner’s Resort, a paradise he had lovingly shaped with every detail waiting to hold our honeymoon in its arms.

The drive from the house to the airport was a blend of tranquillity and anticipation as the car glided down the winding streets. Towering palm trees stretched toward the sky, casting shadows over manicured lawns and elegant 

mansions. The streetlamps bathed everything in a twinkling 

glow, reflecting off the bodies of the cars.

Through the main streets of Los Angeles, the lively rhythm of the city began to unfold. The sound of traffic blended with the chatter of passersby and the occasional bark of a dog. I rested my head lightly on Richard’s shoulder, our fingers intertwined as we exchanged quiet smiles, relishing 

the intimacy of the moment.

“Are you okay, Mrs. Faulkner?” Richard playfully nibbled my ear.

“I am more than okay, Mr. Faulkner.” I stifled a giggle as he continued to nibble.

We merged into the traffic on Sunset Boulevard and eventually veered onto the 405 Freeway. The urban landscape transformed into a more functional scene: a line of vehicles, billboards illuminating with ads, and the faint sound of planes arriving and leaving LAX. Yet even in the midst of the busyness, our car held a feeling of tranquillity – a peaceful bubble as we both looked forward to our adventure to paradise.

My heart quickened as we neared the airport, gliding past famous sights highlighted gently by the California moonlight. The atmosphere felt dreamlike as Richard, and I walked across the smooth tarmac toward our private jet. The distant sound of the engines blended with the soft whisper of the ocean breeze, bringing with it the briny aroma of the Pacific.

Upon boarding, I couldn’t help but smile at the luxurious interior that welcomed us, exuding a sense of subtle elegance, ensuring comfort and closeness for the trip ahead.

We were met by our usual crew, who attended to us with 

juice, snacks, and fruits. The atmosphere was electric with anticipation as the plane prepared to take off. The city’s glow stretched out into the distance – a sea of twinkling lights wrapped in the cool embrace of the night.

The sound of the engines grew a steady promise of adventure. We settled into the lush comfort of the cabin in our usual spot. Through the expansive windows, the palm trees swayed faintly in the breeze, their silhouettes etched against the star-speckled sky.

As the jet lifted into the air, the world below transformed into a dreamy landscape of glittering cityscape and shadowy hills fading into the horizon. The moon’s silvery light danced on the jet’s sleek wings as we soared higher into the night.

The ocean glimmered faintly in the distance, a whisper of the journey to come, while the skies opened to cradle us as we embarked on a path toward paradise.

“I know I’m repeating myself, but this feels surreal,” I 

whispered. “Just a few hours ago, we pledged our lives to each other. The lavender garden where it all began came alive. It felt like a dream.”

Richard’s fingers intertwined with mine, a gentle smile gracing his lips. “You were radiant walking down the aisle. The way the sunlight caught your veil... it was as if the universe was shining just for us.”

I chuckled softly. “And the vows, babe. When you said you would love me until the stars ceased to shine, I knew I was the luckiest woman in the world.”

Richard leaned closer, his eyes reflecting the depth of his emotions. “I meant every word, sweetheart. Our wedding was the beginning of an eternity together.”

I snuggled closer to him, my head on his shoulder, my heart swelling with affection. “Do you remember how Aunt Gemma insisted on all of us doing the latest dancehall moves? It was beautiful, but I couldn’t wait to be alone with you.”

Richard’s laugh was a rich, melodic sound. “Yes, the dance was lovely, and Aunt Gemma’s enthusiasm was infectious. But our wedding in the lavender garden... that was pure magic.”

As we reminisced, the plane continued its steady climb, 

breaking through the clouds into the starlit expanse of the 

sky. The Maldives awaited – a paradise promising 

tranquillity and romance.

“Are you excited about the Maldives, babe?” I asked, my voice tinged with anticipation.

Richard’s eyes sparkled. “Beyond words. I can’t wait to explore the islands with you and our unborn twins – to create memories that will last a lifetime.”

I squeezed his hand gently. “And our villa... it’s perfect.  We’ll wake up to the sound of the waves, and every sunset will be a celebration of our love.”

Richard’s gaze softened as he looked toward the future. “Sweetheart, this honeymoon is just the beginning. Our life together will be filled with adventures, laughter, and endless love.”

My heart fluttered at his words. “I can’t wait to experience every moment with you, Richard. From the Maldives to the farthest corners of the world, our journey together will be extraordinary.”

As the jet soared through the night sky, our conversations blended with the whispers of the ocean breeze and the smooth turning of the engines – a symphony of love and anticipation marking the start of our honeymoon and the beautiful life we were about to share. Richard and I cocooned together, wrapped in the warmth of our love and the soft glow of ambient lighting that bathed the cabin. Outside the windows, the moon’s silver rays danced on the clouds below, creating a breathtaking tapestry that mirrored the joy in our hearts.

He planted loving kisses on my forehead while his hands gently massaged my belly, tenderly connecting with our unborn twins.

“You know, sweetheart,” Richard murmured, his voice soothing and filled with love, “I can already imagine our little ones running around, their laughter echoing through the air.”

I smiled, feeling the warmth of his touch and the promise of the future. “Yes... our children will grow up surrounded by love and adventure. Every moment will be a treasure.”

Richard’s eyes held a promise as he continued, “We’ll show them the world and teach them to appreciate its beauty and diversity. From the stunning beaches of the Maldives to the majestic mountains and bustling cities... they’ll have the best of both worlds.”

“Our love will be their foundation,” I whispered, my heart swelling. “They’ll learn what it means to truly care for someone – to cherish every moment.”

The jet glided smoothly through the night, a vessel 

carrying our dreams and aspirations. Richard’s touch was 

gentle, his kisses delicate – each one a pledge of devotion.

“And we’ll never lose sight of each other,” Richard said, his voice steady and sure. “Through every challenge and joy, we’ll always find strength in our love.”

My eyes met his, filled with unwavering certainty.   

“Together, we’ll build a lifetime of memories – a legacy of love for our twins and for ourselves.”

As the moonlight bathed the cabin in its silvery glow, our conversation merged with the rhythm of the jet’s engines – a harmonious melody of love and anticipation. We embraced the future with open hearts, ready to explore the wonders that awaited us, wrapped in each other’s arms and the promise of the beautiful life ahead.

“Sweetheart, get some sleep,” Richard whispered. “This flight will be another ten hours.”

“Are you not going to get some sleep?”

“You know I don’t sleep on flights.”

“But babe, you can’t stay up for ten hours.”

“I can handle it; I’m accustomed to it. Now you should go and get some rest.”

“Okay,” I conceded, snuggling closer to him, not knowing when I fell asleep.

I was roused by the pilot’s soothing voice as he announced our nearing arrival in the Maldives. A wave of excitement rose within me. Through the large window of the jet, the night was slowly yielding to the early light of dawn, delicate shades of pink and gold cascading across the sky like a painter’s vision. Below, the boundless turquoise of the Indian Ocean came into view, speckled with islands that appeared as emeralds adrift in clear waters.

“You’re awake, babe.” Richard kissed my cheek.

“I am... I can’t believe I slept that long.”

“You’re growing two humans, so you must be tired being pregnant.”

“Nobody mentioned that one of the numerous signs of pregnancy is constant fatigue. I cannot recall Ariella or Mom ever mentioning it until this moment.”

“Everyone experiences different symptoms when pregnant, especially in the first trimester.”

“Ariella and Mommy just shared with me that they experienced something similar. I had no idea. Honestly, I was unaware, and perhaps I wouldn’t grasp it fully, but it left me feeling like I just want to sleep all the time.”

“It must be hereditary if you all experienced the same symptoms.”

“You’re right, honey. I wonder when it all goes away – the feeling of wanting to sleep at all times.”

“Promise me, babe, that whenever you feel like sleeping, 

don’t hesitate. Just rest.”

“I promise,” I whispered, hugging him.

The cabin radiated an intimate glow, still lit softly from our journey through the night. I looked over at Richard; he had a smile that matched the glow of the horizon as he gently reached for my hand.

Together we prepared for landing, savouring the moment 

as our jet descended gracefully through layers of sunlit clouds. The cabin crew discreetly ensured our comfort, adjusting the plush seats and offering warm towels infused with subtle lavender notes to refresh us for the paradise that awaited.

As the jet dipped lower, I could see the pristine beaches lined with swaying palm trees and the iconic overwater villas – it was like a postcard coming to life. The anticipation of stepping onto the golden sands was almost tangible, a dreamy paradise of adventure and romance to come.

In that final approach, the world outside and the love between us felt boundless, perfectly aligned with the beauty of the Maldives welcoming us home.
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Our private jet gently touched down on the runway at Velana International Airport. It was smooth as silk, and the brilliance of the Maldivian sun poured through the cabin windows, casting golden hues on everything it touched. Outside, the air glistened with warmth, and the soft movement of palm trees in the distance suggested the paradise that awaited us.

“Welcome to the Maldives, sweetheart.” Richard kissed my lips.

“Thank you, baby. This is yet another destination checked off my bucket list.” I grasped his hand.

As the cabin door swung open, a gentle breeze wafted in, bringing with it the subtle salty scent of the ocean, blending perfectly with the luxurious aroma of the leather interior. The airport porter stepped in with his refined presence, efficiently 

collecting our bags with remarkable ease.

“Feels surreal, doesn’t it?” Richard murmured as he 

reached for my hand, his eyes reflecting the excitement of the journey ahead.

“It does,” I replied softly, stealing a glance out the window at the turquoise sea glimmering in the distance.      “This already feels like a dream.”

We made our way down the aircraft’s steps together, the heat embracing us like a warm welcome. The tarmac glistened in the sunlight, and Velana International Airport stood just ahead – a blend of modernity and island charm. As we walked toward the terminal, our pace leisurely and unhurried, Richard kissed my hand and smiled.

“I can’t wait to see your face when we get to the villa,” he said, his tone playful yet tender.

“And I can’t wait to put my feet in this beautiful ocean. I hope I remember the sunscreen because we are going to need a lot.”

Our banter was laced with affection; each step we took toward the airport felt like peeling back the layers of a gift – the promise of crystalline waters, sandy shores, and a honeymoon filled with unforgettable moments. Even amidst the simplicity of the walk across the tarmac, the moment felt steeped in significance, a shared prelude to the luxury and love awaiting us.

The private area of Velana International Airport exuded 

an air of exclusivity, with sleek furnishings and a hushed atmosphere that contrasted with the bustle outside. Richard and I walked side by side, exchanging smiles; the view from the plane had been amazing.

“I can’t wait to see it in person,” I exclaimed.

“You won’t have long to go,” Richard stated.

A stylish black luxury vehicle was ready for us as we exited the airport, shining brightly in the Maldivian sunlight.   Its glossy surface mirrored the nearby swaying palm trees, and the chauffeur welcomed us with a professional demeanour as the doors opened effortlessly. Richard assisted me inside, then made his way around to the other side.

The scent of fresh leather mingled with hints of vanilla and sandalwood as we settled into the car’s plush interior, the seats cradling us in comfort. As the car gently pulled away, the Maldives unfolded before our eyes – the road bordered by vibrant tropical foliage, with glimpses of the turquoise sea peeking through every so often, creating a symphony of colours that felt almost unreal.

Richard turned to me with an excited grin, his eyes sparkling with the reflection of the ocean’s brilliance.

“This already feels magical,” he whispered, his voice soft but filled with anticipation.

“I can’t believe I’m in the Maldives on my honeymoon. 

this is like a dream,” I whispered aloud, my gaze fixed on the horizon where the sea met the sky. “Honestly, babe, it feels like we’ve stepped into another dimension. One whole week of this with our babies is just incredible.” I caressed my belly, which was beginning to take on a rounded shape.

“I can see that you are very excited.” Richard hugged me and let out a loud roar.

The drive continued smoothly, the car gliding over the road as if it were floating; every turn brought new views and the occasional stretch of untouched beach where waves kissed the shore.

Richard reached for my hand once more, lacing his fingers with mine as we both glanced out at the scenery.

“I’m excited that we chose the Maldives for our honeymoon. It’s everything I imagined and more, and it’s just the beginning.”

“Wait until you see our villa. It’s not like our usual hotels, but it’s just as amazing.”

I held his hand tightly, my heart brimming as I took in the stunning scenery surrounding me. “This is absolute perfection, but honestly, every moment and every day spent with you is simply perfect.”

The car slowed as it approached a secluded path bordered 

by emerald palms and flowering hibiscus. The faint sound of waves grew louder, the air carrying a salty sweetness that hinted at the villa’s proximity ahead. The entrance of our luxury retreat came into view: The Faulkner’s Luxury Villa, a sanctuary nestled amidst paradise.

As the car came to a gentle stop in front of the villa, the 

sight before us was simply enchanting.

“This is so wonderful,” I reiterated for the thousandth time and hugged Richard.

“Welcome to the Faulkner’s Villa in the beautiful Maldives,” Richard chuckled.

“Babe, this is like a fairy tale, and I realise I’ve mentioned it countless times, but it truly leaves me speechless.” I gazed at the stunning villas lined up before me; the entrance was adorned with gently swaying coconut trees and vibrant clusters of bougainvillaea flowing in hues of magenta and orange.

The turquoise waters of the Indian Ocean glimmered in the distance, their rhythmical waves creating a serene soundtrack to the moment. The air was warm and carried a faint, salty breeze mingled with the perfume of frangipani blossoms that grew nearby.

Richard stepped out and extended his hand toward me with a playful bow. “Mi lady,” he said with a teasing smile.

I laughed softly, took his hand, and stepped out of the car. 

We walked up a beautiful pathway intricately carved with patterns of sea creatures and island flora. Richard opened the doors to reveal an open-plan haven of luxury and tranquillity.

The interior was a harmonious blend of modern elegance and island charm, with floor-to-ceiling glass walls offering an uninterrupted view of the pristine beach beyond. The white walls and natural wooden accents glowed warmly under soft lighting, while lush greenery strategically placed throughout gave the space a vibrant tropical touch.

“Babe, can we move here?” I mused.

“You can if that’s what you desire.” Richard gazed at me with a smile.

“Only if we all move here,” I laughed.

“Okay, not possible, but we’ll also add it to our list of regular places to visit.” Richard kissed me on the cheek and hugged me as we looked around.

My gaze was instantly drawn to the infinity pool just outside the window, its surface blending seamlessly with the ocean beyond. The water seemed to call to me, sparkling under the sun. Richard, always the observant one, nudged me gently.

“I’m guessing you’re already picturing us lounging there soaking up some of this sun.”

I chuckled and turned to look him in the eye. “You 

understand me all too well, Sir Richard, but before anything else, I need to catch my breath and take a moment to rest.    These sixteen hours of flying have really worn me out, but I’ll be out discovering this incredible place shortly. As usual, your locations are absolutely stunning, and the decorations 

are remarkable.”

“These villas are just over three years old; we acquired the property and built them. We had to keep the same style and décor as all the others here.”

“So, how many private villas do you have on the property?”

“We were able to build twenty – same style, same layout.  This one is slightly bigger than usual because it’s my private one.”

“As always... but twenty on this strip – this is mind-blowing.”

“I know, and they are constantly occupied throughout the year.”     

As we wandered further inside, the subtle sound of the waves grew louder, inviting us to the private beach that awaited just a few steps beyond the villa.

“I can’t stop saying that this is just perfection.” A 

secluded paradise where time seemed to pause and the world 

narrowed down to just the two of us, our bundle of joys, and 

the beauty surrounding us.

I sat down on the plush sofa, its creamy cushions mimicking the softness of the sand outside, while Richard stood by the window looking out into the ocean.

“Are you hungry, babe?” he asked, his voice warm and 

tender.

I smiled. “I am very hungry,” I replied with playful enthusiasm.

“I’ll ring the main office and have them send some food over to our villa. Any idea what you’d like to eat?”

“As usual, you know I love my seafood.”

“I know you do, babe.” Richard sat beside me, picked up the phone, and ordered a seafood platter. The anticipation of our first meal together on our honeymoon – with nothing but the endless sea and sky around us – filled the air with excitement.

The villa was a dreamscape of luxury and serenity, perched above the azure waters of the Indian Ocean that stretched as far as the eye could see. The air was warm and fragrant.

“How are my three favourite people doing?” Richard asked, hugging me and caressing my belly.

“We are doing great, babe.” I massaged the back of his 

head. “We are super excited to be in this fantasy land.”

“How about we freshen up before our food comes?” he suggested.

“Sounds like an excellent idea.”

Richard took my hand and led me into the bathroom – an exquisite retreat of sleek marble accents and wide glass panels that opened onto a secluded outdoor shower.   Encircled by lush tropical greenery, sunlight streamed through the leaves, and the ocean breeze brushed against our skin.

Richard turned on the cascading water, its gentle warmth mixing with the cool air. We stepped under the flow together, laughter echoing softly as the day’s travel washed away.

And there, wrapped in the glow of paradise and the tenderness between us, the world slipped into a private moment meant only for us  

He kissed my neck gently while caressing me all over. 

We took our time rinsing away the day’s travel, making passionate love, each touch and gesture radiating tenderness.

The water glistened on our skin as our rhythmic bodies moved together as one. We rode the waves of ecstasy; our moans and screams carried across the Indian Ocean. We shared quiet laughter and longing glances.

“Day one of our honeymoon, babe,” Richard chuckled.

“A fun start, don’t you think?”

It felt like the world had dissolved, leaving just the two of us in an idyllic bubble of tranquillity and affection. When we emerged, refreshed and wrapped in soft towels, the waiter arrived with a beautifully arranged spread of fresh seafood, tropical fruits, and aromatic spices.

The delightful scents enveloped us as we took our seats at the dining table, with the gentle melody of Maldivian music playing softly in the background.

“This is so delicious,” I mumbled between bites.

“Very delicious,” Richard agreed, feeding me a shrimp.

“So, what’s the plan for the week?” I asked, curious to explore.

“Well, we can go for an underwater massage – I really need one. There’s also snorkelling and parasailing, but you can’t do the parasailing, and I’m not sure about the snorkelling either, but I’ll ask. We can also go out for dinner in a dhoni.”

“Oh, that all sounds wonderful! I’m not really into parasailing, so I’ll pass on that, but I’m definitely interested in some snorkelling. And I’m all for that underwater massage. Plus, having dinner on a dhoni is absolutely essential.”

“Okay, Mrs. Faulkner, you are ready for a fun week,” 

Richard teased.

“Very ready; I’m on my honeymoon, you know, sir.”

“Yes, madam, so am I.”

“I am so full; I’m overjoyed I haven’t lost my taste for seafood because I would cry.”

“I’m happy you haven’t, but you’ve gained the taste for 

eggs – which is good because you need the protein.”

“Weird. Pregnancy is such a weird thing. Your taste for food changes; your body changes.”

“And at the end of it all, the most beautiful miracle occurs.”

“I am anticipating that moment,” I whispered.

Both of us were. The day we welcomed our little ones would be a truly blessed and wonderful occasion. He placed his hand gently on my belly.

Our conversation carried on until late evening, just the two of us doting on each other. We watched the sun dip lazily into the horizon. The amber glow painted the room in hues of gold and honey, blending seamlessly with the natural wood and marble accents of the villa.

The gentle sound of waves lapping against the stilts below created a calming rhythm, blending perfectly with the soft chirping of tropical birds as they prepared for the night.
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I was feeling tired, so Richard and I decided to stay in and get an early night. The villa’s open-air design embraced the soft whispers of the sea breeze. The twilight sky, painted in hues of amber and violet, cast a subtle glow over the glossy surface of the pool, creating shimmering reflections that seemed to dance in sync with the waves.

“How was your first day in paradise, sweetheart?” Richard’s voice, soothing and warm, carried a hint of awe.

“Just a wonderful day... a magical escape,” I murmured.

The villa echoed with our chit-chats and laughter. The bed, its surface scattered with delicate flower petals – a thoughtful gesture from his staff – promised rest and comfort. The ambiance was cosy and intimate, sheer white curtains swaying lazily as I smiled at the king-size bed adorned with luxurious linens in shades of cream and gold.

“This is so sweet,” I said, turning to Richard, who was all smiles.

“Special treatment for our special guests,” he mused.

The faint melody of Maldivian traditional music drifted 

softly from the in-room speakers, adding a touch of culture to 

the serene atmosphere.

Moonlight stretched across the turquoise lagoon, visible through the sliding glass doors. It was a breathtaking view – the water glimmering as if sprinkled with diamonds. Richard walked out onto the deck, his silhouette outlined against the fading light, gazing over the endless expanse of the water.

As I prepared the bed, gently brushing the rose petals aside, the tranquil surroundings cradled us. When Richard returned inside, the warmth in his eyes mirrored the glow of the moonlit lagoon.

We climbed into bed, the sheets cool and inviting. Richard cuddled close, his hand resting on my belly – his new favourite thing to do – his gentle touch speaking volumes without uttering a single word.

The serene notes of the ocean filled the space, the rhythm of the waves blending with the soft hum of the night.

Wrapped in each other’s arms, we whispered our 

goodnights...and the world slowly faded into a peaceful 

perfect sleep.  

*******
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The morning arrived gently, like a whispered promise carried on the salt-kissed breeze. Golden light spilled through the curtains, painting layered patterns on the crisp sheets that cocooned us. I looked over at Richard, who was still asleep peacefully. The air was perfumed with the scent of the ocean – fresh and clean, tinged with the delicate sweetness of frangipani. Soft waves murmured against the stilts of our villa, their rhythm coaxing us from the depths of dreams.

Richard stirred, his arms draped lazily across my waist, his fingers tracing absentminded circles on my belly. A sleepy smile tugged at his lips before he pressed a featherlight kiss to my shoulder.

“Good morning, sweetheart,” he whispered, his voice laced with affection.

“Good morning, babe.” I leaned toward him and glided my finger over his smooth, warm chest, feeling the steady rhythm of his heartbeat. His eyes, still heavy with sleep, found mine; he pulled me closer and kissed my cheek.

Beyond the sheer curtains, the endless expanse of turquoise shimmered, stretching toward the horizon like liquid sapphire. The infinity pool outside glowed under the morning light, its surface dappled with the lazy sway of palm leaves overhead.

Keeping our hands off each other felt impossible. The tenderness of the moment, the warmth of the morning, the intimacy of paradise... it all drew us into each other’s arms. and before we knew it, we were making raw, passionate love, our hearts, bodies, souls and minds intertwined. 

The world feels impossibly serene, as though time itself paused, allowing us both to savour this delicate, dreamlike moment; every whisper of the waves, every stroke and every touch unfolds like a symphony of serenity and love.

Later, we showered together, laughter echoing softly as the warm water cascaded around us. The closeness, the affection, the gentle touches – all of it wrapped us in a bubble of love and serenity and as per usual, we explored each other and made another round of beautiful love in the shower with the water cascading over our bodies. Our moans harmonise with the waves and the gentle rustle of the curtains swaying in the ocean breeze.

Afterward, wrapped in soft white robes, we stepped out onto the private deck where breakfast awaited us: an inviting arrangement of tropical fruits, fresh pastries, and juice, with steaming coffee in delicate porcelain cups. The table was set beneath the shade of palm fronds, their green fingers filtering the sunlight into playful patterns that danced across our skin.

“Babe, when did you order breakfast?” I asked, surprised.

“I texted the chef last night.” He bent to kiss my lips.

“This is so nice.” I walked around the table, admiring the beautiful food and the thoughtful setup.

Richard pulled out my chair, his fingers brushing mine in an intimate gesture that spoke volumes.

“The sun is already high in the sky – such a brilliant morning,” he said.

“It is, but it comes with an amazing light wind. I really love it here,” I laughed softly.

“Would you like to go for a spa treatment today?” Richard asked.

“Sure, honey, that sounds fantastic.”

“Then we’ll grab lunch at one of the underwater restaurants.”

This level of joy is hard to explain; though it’s what everyone deserves, it comes once in a lifetime.

Between bites of a buttery croissant, Richard caught me staring at him and smiled – a quiet, knowing smile that reflected the happiness radiating between us.

I let out a soft giggle that mingled with the sounds of the ocean, and for a moment it felt as if the world itself joined in our celebration. The atmosphere was tranquil yet electric, alive with the subtle interplay of love, beauty, and discovery – a perfect morning to continue the story we were writing 

together.

*******
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The late-afternoon sun greeted us with a warm embrace as we stepped onto the sunlit deck of our villa, preparing for our excursion to the underwater spa. The calm air mixed with the melody of the sea, gentle waves tapping against the stilts.   Richard and I exchanged glances filled with anticipation.

“Ready for a fun day?” Richard asked, taking my hand.

“Ready,” I echoed as we set off hand in hand down the wooden pathway that snaked over the lagoon. The path was framed by nature’s artistry – emerald palm fronds swaying rhythmically, their shadows dancing across the shimmering water below. The scent of salt and tropical blooms filled my senses, mingling with the distant hum of traditional Maldivian music carried on the breeze.

“I’ve run out of words to describe this beauty,” I whispered as we slowed our pace to take in the pristine surroundings. The endless canvas of blue and white felt so surreal it was as if we’d stepped into a dream.

Richard laughed, his warm, rich sound blending perfectly with the ocean’s harmony.

“Are you looking forward to your spa treatment?” he asked as we approached the spa pavilion. Its sleek, minimalist structure emerged like a hidden gem amidst the 

lagoon, appearing almost immersed beneath the surface.

The water’s crystalline clarity revealed glimpses of vibrant marine life – delicate clownfish darting through coral reefs and regal angelfish gliding as if welcoming us to their aquatic kingdom.

“I am indeed looking forward to it. I might fall asleep during our session.”

Richard squeezed my hand gently, his expression reflecting a reverence for the moment.

“It’s like the ocean is inviting us in,” he said softly.

“It really feels like we’ve become one with it.”

“Just magical,” Richard echoed.

Our steps slowed as the glass walls of the corridor enveloped us, descending deeper into the watery world.   Sunlight danced above, casting ripples of gold and silver that refracted through the glass. We paused at the spa’s entrance, where soft lighting mimicked the natural glow of the ocean.   Here, tranquillity reigned supreme.

We smiled at each other and stepped into a haven of underwater bliss – a sanctuary where relaxation intertwined with the gentle rhythm of marine life, and the love we shared radiated in harmony with the beauty surrounding us.

“Being here feels so otherworldly,” I murmured. “It’s 

making me reflect on the night we first met, when I walked 

into the lavender garden.”

“Really? I’m thrilled to know you’ve placed the lavender garden in the same category as here.” A twinkle lit Richard’s eyes.

“It’s got the same magical feeling.”

“Thank you, sweetheart,” he grinned. “If you had the chance to be any fish in that water for a day, which one would you choose?”

“Oh, definitely the angelfish – for obvious reasons – and I’d be fascinated to explore the depths of the ocean to see if there’s truly another dimension down there, as some claim.”

“Really?” Richard chuckled. “That angelfish over there seems to be following us. I think it wants to join our spa treatment. What name should we give it?”

“How about Flounder?” I mused.

“Naw,” Richard laughed. “Something only both of us know.”

“Let’s see... how about Sparkles? Because of the way the light is reflecting off its scales as it swims by?”

“Sparkles is a good name. Richard agreed.”

“Let’s call it Sparkles,” I said, and we both burst into laughter.

Two receptionists greeted us with broad smiles. The air 

was imbued with tranquillity, carrying the faint aroma of 

soothing essential oils. Soft ambient lighting illuminated the space, casting a beautiful glow across the glass walls that offered panoramic views of the ocean.

Outside, vibrant coral reefs teemed with life – a symphony of colours and movement as schools of fish glided effortlessly through the water. Their shimmering scales reflected the light, creating a mesmerising dance just beyond the glass.

The spa was an architectural marvel – sleek and modern, with plush seating positioned to make the most of the view. Soft cushions in shades of aquamarine and sandy beige echoed the ocean’s palette. The gentle sound of waves lapping against the structure harmonised with the quiet melodic tunes playing softly in the background.

“Imagine there’s an underwater spa in every ocean. Where would you love to visit next?” Richard asked.

“I’m not sure... maybe I’d want to visit them all. But being surrounded by all this beauty makes me wonder where we’d go next to top this.”

“Maybe Jamaica. I’m still yet to make an official visit, and everyone says it’s a paradise.”

“Well, you might be right. Jamaica is indeed a paradise. This, though, is the perfect setting for unwinding. Jamaica is 

for exploring and lively fun.”

“I’m wondering if these fish think we’re the spectacle – like we’re in a reverse aquarium.”

“Only you, Richard Faulkner, would come up with scenarios like this,” I giggled, though the thought made perfect sense. “You are simply the best.”

“I’m serious,” he laughed.

“I know you are,” I joined him in laughter. “And you might be right.”

A spa therapist emerged to welcome us warmly, guiding us to a private treatment room. The room was designed to enhance our connection with the ocean – the ceiling mimicking a ripple effect, and the floor transparent in sections, offering glimpses of the marine world below. Playful clownfish darted around as we settled in.

Once we were ready, the treatment began with the sound of seashell chimes – a delicate melody that felt like an ode to the ocean.

“Please be gentle with her; she’s pregnant,” Richard informed the spa therapist.

“I will be gentle,” she replied with a comforting smile.

Warm aromatic oils infused with tropical fragrances were gently massaged into our skin, the sensation heightened by the underwater serenity. Richard stole a glance at me, his expression calm and content as both of us sank deeper into 

relaxation, surrounded by the breathing beauty of the sea.

The world outside disappeared, leaving only the embrace of peace and the connection we shared.

*******
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After a relaxing spa treatment, we went to the underwater restaurant next door. The ambience felt as though we were entering a surreal aquatic wonderland. The glass walls curved gracefully around the dining space, offering a panoramic view of the vibrant marine world, gently bathed in a glow that shifted and danced with the movement of the currents.

“How do you feel after that relaxing massage?” Richard asked as the hostess led us to our table.

“Like a million bucks... like I’m walking on air.”

“Only a million bucks?” Richard teased. “You do know that you are a billionaire?”

“Am I?” I asked with a smile, looking into his eyes.

“Yes, you are. Your husband is, so you definitely are.”

“You’re the sweetest.” I leaned in to kiss him as rays of sunlight pierced through the ocean’s surface above, creating shimmering beams that played across the coral reef and sent flickers of gold into the depths.

The coral gardens outside the windows were masterpieces of natural artistry. Soft, swaying tendrils of anemones cradled more clownfish, while majestic angelfish glided in pairs just like at the spa, their colours vivid like stained glass illuminated by light. Schools of glittering silverfish darted in synchronised harmony, their collective motion crafting fluid ribbons that swirled around the reef. Occasionally, a curious sea turtle or elegant stingray drifted by their movements slow and serene, as if they too were guests in this underwater sanctuary.

The restaurant itself was a blend of refined elegance and nature-inspired design. Tables were draped in crisp linens, adorned with subtle marine-themed décor – shell-shaped candle holders, coral-like centrepieces, and delicate glassware that captured the refracted light from the ocean beyond. Soft ambient lighting cast a warm golden glow, adding intimacy to the space without detracting from the beauty of the surrounding sea.

“Babe, this is magnificent. These memories will be with me forever. It’s like dining inside a living, breathing work of art.”

“I’m happy you’re enjoying your time, sweetheart.” Richard kissed my cheek.

Our table, nestled near the curved glass, gave us an unobstructed view of the enchanting underwater scene. The quiet whisper of conversation was complemented by the 

soothing sounds of water, adding to the serene atmosphere.

Together we savoured exquisite dishes crafted with care, each bite a testament to the culinary artistry of the Maldives.

“This is so delicious, and the atmosphere and scenery are to die for. Everything I’ve heard about the Maldives is more than they say. This is like we stepped into another dimension, and I know I’ve said it repeatedly, but this is truly amazing.”

“Maybe we have,” Richard teased. “We need to come back with the twins one day as a family, so they’ll enjoy all of this. I’m sure they’ll love looking at the fishes.”

“Babe, you are so amazing – already thinking of ways to entertain our babies and planning family vacations.”

“That’s all I can think about. I’ve waited forever for a family of my own. I’m counting down the seconds and minutes to see them both.”

There was always a gleam in Richard’s eyes when he spoke about his family. The atmosphere was steeped in magic – a harmonious blend of peace, beauty, and love that made every moment unforgettable.

This underwater world seemed to pulse with life, wrapping us both in a cocoon of quiet joy and shared discovery.  

*******
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We spent the rest of the week dining on Maldivian cuisine, taking boat rides, exploring historical sites, meeting the locals, and sharing endless moments of tenderness and connection. The days unfolded like a dream – soft, sun-drenched, and full of memories we would carry for a lifetime.

Before we knew it, it was time to say goodbye to the paradise that had been our home for the past week. But we both knew we would return – next time as a family of four. Everything about this trip had been perfect.

“Did you enjoy your honeymoon, Mrs. Faulkner?” Richard nudged me gently as we snuggled together en route to the airport.

“I sure did. I’m sad to leave this dreamland, but I’m looking forward to going home.”

The morning air carried a subtle warmth, wrapping us in the lingering embrace of our enchanting honeymoon as our car glided along the coastal road. Through the tinted windows, the sun spilled golden light across the ocean’s surface, painting shimmering pathways that stretched endlessly toward the horizon.

“We will come back very soon with our twins,” Richard said softly.

“There are so many places for us to visit,” I laughed.

“We’ll visit all of them – one at a time,” Richard chuckled.

I leaned against his shoulder and looked out the window at the ocean. Waves lapped against the beautiful shores, the sound barely audible over the hum of the luxury car’s engine.   I closed my eyes in a silent farewell to this fairyland – a paradise I knew I would return to many times.

The scent of tropical blooms drifted through the air, mingling with the faint aroma of sun-warmed coconut trees swaying lazily in the morning breeze. Every passing moment was etched with nostalgia – the soft hues of the sky, the distant laughter of fishermen casting their nets, the occasional sight of a stray dhoni drifting peacefully across the cerulean water.

As we pulled into the airport’s private terminal, I caught a glimpse of our private jet’s polished exterior gleaming under the midday sun. The atmosphere hummed with quiet efficiency, yet there was an undeniable sense of serenity – no frantic rush, no urgency, just a seamless transition from one realm of luxury to the next.

“I’m already counting down the time until we return,” I sighed.

“Then two will become four,” Richard murmured, “and we’ll carry the magic of this place home until we return.”

“I can’t wait. Even though we’re heading home, the 

memory of this place will cling to my soul.”

“I love that,” he said. “And maybe another getaway in a few months.”

“Now you’ve given me the travelling bug – I’m hooked \\and ready whenever you say.”

“Okay, my travelling buddy.” Richard laughed and took my hand.

With fingers intertwined, we stepped onboard our jet, ready to embark on our journey back home.

“Since we’re both sports enthusiasts,” Richard began, “how about visiting London to watch some tennis at Wimbledon? I haven’t been since Serena retired. And maybe later, Dubai – to watch your boy Lewis at the Formula One race.”

“What! Babes, are you serious? Yes, please – to all of the above.”

“Okay, I’ll make all the arrangements. Also... what do you think about hosting a dinner party when we get back?  Candlelight, soft music, just our closest friends and family.”

“I would love that, babe. I’m just blessed to have you in my life.” I whispered and hugged him as we prepared for take-off.

“I am the lucky one,” Richard murmured, nibbling my ear. “You complete me.”
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CHAPTER FOUR
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The cabin of our jet was bathed in a mesmerising glow as the sun began its descent beyond the horizon, streaking the sky with hues of rose and amber. Richard and I settled into our usual seat. The plush leather cradled us in effortless comfort, while the faint whir of the engines blended seamlessly with the peaceful atmosphere. Outside the panoramic windows, clouds drifted by like soft whispers of our time in paradise – a serene backdrop to the intimate moments we now shared.

“I still can’t believe how magnificent everything was. The Maldives is truly paradise. It felt like we were living in a dream,” I reminisced.

“It was more than a dream,” Richard whispered. “Waking up to you in that tranquil, serene space with our unborn babies every morning... watching the sun rise over the 

ocean... I never wanted it to end.”

“Do you remember our underwater experience? And our fish Sparkles? I could’ve sworn she was following us the whole time – she just kept staring at us.”

“Oh, she was definitely watching us. That was one of the best restaurants I’ve been to – and I own several. Not because of the food – you know we serve the best food – but because of the scenery. I think I’ll steal their idea and build a basement restaurant with an aquarium surrounding it.”

“My husband, the businessman, always thinking of new ways to expand his empire.”

“It is a fantastic idea, babe. I can clearly see it,” Richard chuckled.

“It is indeed a great idea. I can see it too – and it would be a great place for families.”

“I’m also thinking of building that resort in Jamaica we spoke about.”

“Babe! That is awesome. I am super excited about both ideas.”

“We don’t have any presence in the Caribbean, so starting in Jamaica is a great idea. And we already have the land – we just need to start the building process. The team is already preparing.”

“I’m so excited about it. I can’t wait to visit Jamaica with you and our babies.”

“It would be my pleasure to see where you were born and grew up before relocating here.”

“You will, babe – and you’re going to love it as much as we love the Maldives.”

“Okay now, I’m even more eager to go. I’m really looking 

forward to it.” Richard brushed a loose strand of hair from my forehead.

The cabin crew appeared with a curated meal: fillet mignon dressed in a rich truffle glaze, roasted asparagus, and a delicate passion-fruit tart for dessert – a taste of indulgence to mirror our journey.
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