
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


We were promised an heatwave and boy were we served one. It was now four days after the women's march where I met the woman who would eventually become my wife. Amelia and I have spent pretty most all of those days together, discovering each other and making love as often as our bodies allowed. 

We also took showers just as often, because life in a third story apartment in the city during a heatwave was sweaty business. Right now I was sitting on Amelia's bed, naked and dripping with cool water from my shower and already feeling my body getting hotter and hotter. Amelia would finish her shower in a few minutes. 

I looked around her bedroom, the room where we spent so much time, and realized that I was still in shock about everything that had happened in the last few days. The shock of seeing her in the march, the second shock of her grabbing my hand and the overwhelming evening and night with her. Not the sex: we didn't have sex on the first night. I was in shock over the absolutely perfect time we spent together. It had almost felt as if I had been in a romantasy novel! 

I took a deep breath and thanked God, the fates and whoever could be responsible for my luck. I had just spent 3 days of sex and indoor nudism with the sexiest woman I had ever seen. I grabbed the lacy bra next to me and looked at the tag. I read 34F. I was staring at the small numbers and letter on the tag, shaking my head. 34F. The perfect breasts. None of my previous girlfriends had had breasts even remotely as amazing as Amelia's. As I thought about her breasts, my mind also wandered down to her slim waist, flaring hips, round thighs... and I felt my cock twitching. 

I laughed aloud, alone in her room. It wasn't even 10am yet and we'd already had sex twice. I was going to die if we kept this up, as I wasn't 18 anymore! I took a deep breath and tried to clear my mind. At the same moment Amelia walked in her room, wearing nothing but a towel on her head and just stood in front of me. The look in her bright steel blue eyes told me that she was perfectly aware of the effect her body was having on me. The slow, soft bounce of her breasts and the sway of her wide hips as she walked, the way her soft belly transformed gave way to her flawlessly hairless pussy, her two full thighs...

When she saw the look in my own eyes, she started laughing and said "Don't you even think about it Ben! You know the AC guy could knock at any moment!" 

"As if that would stop you!" I replied, sitting up. 

"Why, mister! Are you accusing me of lecherousness?" she asked in a theatrical voice as she caressed her pussy with a few fingers. 

"Well, yes," I replied, grinning. I stared at that pussy, marvelling at how it was full and plump, not sunken like so many too thin women. I looked up at her after a few moments.  "Are you really going to tell me that if I began to devour your perfect pussy while he was installing the AC you would ask me to stop?"

"Yes I would!" she replied. 

"Pffff! I don't believe you!" I laughed. 

Amelia laughed with me, but walked towards me. I was still sitting on the edge of the bed and she came and pushed me on my back. She then climbed over me and crawled up until she as above my head. "Shut up and just put your money where your mouth is. Or... Well... Put your mouth where your money is... Fuck!" She giggled as she fumbled with the expression. "Just put your mouth on my pussy!"

She sat on my face and I had no choice but to comply. As I pushed my tongue inside her as deep as I could, something Amelia loved more than all of my previous girlfriends, I tasted her sweet honey. How could a woman's pussy taste so delicious? Looking up, I was mesmerized by her two massive breasts and by her beautiful face as she was looking dow at me. After a minute I felt her hands reach behind her to grab my hard cock. "Fuck me! It's so big!" she whispered. 

She then pulled away from my mouth, turned around and settled back upon my face, this time looking at my cock as she kept playing with it. "Damn, Ben! Just how big is that thing?" I smiled against her pussy and tried to talk. I failed miserably, her pussy lips pressed hard against my mouth. Amelia giggled and lifted herself slightly. 

"Around 9 inches!"

"Christ! And I can take it all inside me?"

Before I could reply something witty she lowered her pussy right back against my mouth and leaned forward. Amelia was one of the only women I had ever met who could take my entire length in her pussy in any position. And now she seemed determined to try to take it down her throat in a 69, one of our favorites. Soon she was sucking on my cock with as much intensity as I was devouring her pussy. I still couldn't quite believe how smooth her pussy was. She told me she'd had her hair completely removed by laser epilation a few years ago. The feeling was mesmerizing. 

Soon I felt her pushing my cock deeper inside her mouth, feeling my tip pressed hard against the top part of her throat. My heart started beating faster and, right then, we heard a knock on the door. "See!" Amelia said as she jumped off of me. She stood up, grabbed the towel on her head and wrapped it around her body. The towel wasn't all that big and it barely covered her ass and pussy. As she hurried, I could see a streak of saliva from her lip to her chin, the line my cock had made when she got up. Her face was flushed with lust, her hard nipples visible even through the towel. 
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