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As soon as I stepped off the plane, I dialed home. Moments later, Sophia’s sweet voice came through the line, warm and familiar. “Hello?”

“Hey, babe, it’s me. I’m back,” I said, already feeling a smile spread across my face.

“Really? Oh, that’s amazing! I’ll come pick you up!” Her excitement was infectious.

“No need, I’ll just grab a cab,” I replied, trying to keep things simple.

“No way! I miss you so much. Stay put—I’m driving to the airport right now.”

I chuckled, giving in to her enthusiasm, and hung up. A wave of happiness washed over me. God, I love her. And I know she loves me just as fiercely.

We’ve been married for over three years now, and somehow, our love hasn’t faded—it’s only grown deeper, rooted in honesty and trust. Sitting in the airport café, sipping coffee, I let my mind drift to my beautiful wife and the memories we’ve built together.

I met Sophia four years ago, and from the moment I saw her, I was smitten. She was stunning—long, flowing hair, a radiant face, and a figure that could stop traffic. But it wasn’t just her looks. There was a spark in her, a mix of cleverness and playfulness that made her impossible to resist.

Maybe it was fate. That first meeting, we talked for hours, laughing and connecting effortlessly. We exchanged numbers and addresses, and soon enough, we were inseparable—dinners, walks by the sea, quiet strolls under the stars. Our relationship blossomed naturally, like it was always meant to be.

One evening, after a date, I walked her to her apartment. We lingered downstairs, stealing kisses, reluctant to part. Just as I was about to say goodnight, she leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear. “Stay,” she whispered. “Don’t go.”

My face flushed, heart pounding like a teenager’s. She caught my flustered expression and burst out laughing, grabbing my hand and pulling me upstairs.

Inside her apartment, she didn’t bother turning on the light. We stood by the door, her breathing quick and soft. “It’s just me here,” she murmured. “No one’s going to interrupt us.” Nervous excitement coursed through me as I wrapped my arms around her, my hands trembling.

She kissed me, giggling softly. “You’re so clueless, aren’t you?”

I blushed harder. “It’s... my first time being this close with a girl.”

She laughed again, playfully tapping my cheek. “You’re adorable.”

Pretending to be annoyed, I pressed her against the wall, my hand slipping under her blouse to cup her firm breast, the other grazing her curves. “Keep laughing, and I’ll—”

Her giggles turned mischievous as she kissed me deeply, her hand boldly reaching for me through my pants. I knew Sophia was confident and open, but her fearless passion caught me off guard. She tugged at my zipper, freeing me, her touch gentle yet deliberate.

Emboldened by her, I unbuttoned her blouse, slipping my hand beneath her bra. Her breasts were perfect—full, soft, and responsive. The bra was a hassle, though, and after fumbling with it, I gave up. She laughed, giving me a playful squeeze—not too hard, thankfully—and deftly removed her bra and blouse, tossing them aside.
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