
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Our first few days of intense lust and love turned to weeks and then a couple of months. And despite the fact that real life reaffirmed its own rhythms and routines, our relationship kept growing and growing. I spent as much time as I could at her place even though my work forced me to leave from time to time. It was now late September and I had just driven back to the city on a Friday night, the city I was now starting to think of as my home. It was a peculiar sensation. I did have an apartment on the east shore, but even though Amelia visited it a few times, her place had quickly become our place. 

As I slid the key into the lock of the street level door, I paused, remembering last night's late discussion. When Amelia had asked me to come and sit with her in bed, I smiled, convinced that I knew what she wanted. But her expression sobered me up and I realized that she was very nervous. We sat crosslegged facing each other and she took a deep breath. "Ben. I don't know where our relationship will go in the future. But as you know I love you very much, like I've never loved another person before. And—"

"It's the same for me Amelia," I interrupted her. 

She smiled, but then said "I know. But please let me talk. This is difficult enough." I was now worried, but I kept silent. Amelia continued "You've mentioned a few times, in passing, that you would like to have children later in your life. So do I. But. There it a big but." Amelia paused, taking a shaky breath. She was on the verge of crying. 

As I opened my mouth, she squeezed my hands and I closed it back up. We remained like this on the bed for a long moment until she was in control of her voice. "I can't have children. Despite having gone through puberty and having a very feminine body, I've never had a period. Doctors, years ago, couldn't pinpoint exactly what was wrong with me, but in the end the fact remains: no period means no children."

Amelia was now staring at me intently, probably wishing she could read my mind. I took a deep breath and it was now my turn to squeeze her hands. "I love you," I said and she began to cry, releasing some of the tension. She would later tell me that she had imagined a thousand ways I could have replied, and this hadn't been one of them. I hugged her hard. 

After she calmed down a bit, even though I hadn't really told her how I felt about it, I said "Look. One of my best childhood friend was adopted and I grew up with the knowledge that her parents loved her very deeply. And that she also loved her parents very deeply. I don't think that blood and genes are all that important for me and I know that if we decide to adopt a child one day—" My own voice was breaking now, filled with all sorts of emotions as we talked about adopting a child and starting a family. "I know that if we ever adopted a child, we would love him or her as much as if it had come from your body."

Amelia jumped into my arms again and hugged me hard. "Thank you so much!" she whispered.

I realized that I hadn't really noticed that she hadn't had a single period since meeting her two months ago. I hadn't paid too much attention to it, probably because we had been in such a thick sexual haze! Or maybe I had assumed that she had been on the pill and that for some reason her periods were less frequent than most women? 

Before we went to sleep yesterday, she had confided that she was an adopted child herself, with no idea of who her biological parents were. And although she briefly told me that her own adolescence hadn't been all peaches and roses like my friend's, she was still opened to the idea of adopting a kid herself. One day. Maybe. A bit later, as she was sleeping beside me, I remembered that Amelia was a devoted feminist, and that marriage and child-rearing were probably not on the top of her to-do list 

And today, as I climbed up the stairs to meet her, my heart was beating a bit faster. I was curious to see if our discussion had had any effect on her, since she'd had time to think about it. She welcomed me at the top of the stairs with the most amazing smile I had ever seen, wearing the sexiest lingerie set I had ever seen. Amelia loved lingerie, one of the many passions we shared. During summer, especially before we got our AC unit, she preferred remaining fully nude, but during the last few weeks she had shown me a few of her favorite lingerie sets. 

This one was a set from Asos, Hunkemoller Suuz, all in black. The top was a plunging half-cup top made of transparent lace with criss-crossing straps between her breasts and neck and even under the bra itself. Below, Amelia seemed to be wearing a double-strapped belt above a very low riding tong. The black fabric was just as transparent as the bra and I could see Amelia's hairless skin in sharp contrast through the lace. When she turned around I saw that the delicate belt was attached to the tong, with a beautiful piece of lace on the small of her back. "You like?" she asked, grinning. 

I dropped my leather bag and took her in my arms for a long and hard hug. I took advantage of the fact that her panties were a tong and fondled and massaged her ass for a long while. While we didn't talk about adoption or her barrenness tonight, I could see that she was very relaxed and happy. Our love-making was both very loving and creative at the same time. 
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