
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


I woke up one morning in our bed and groggily realized that Felicia and I had been together for almost a year now. It was unbelievable. Despite a year of soul-deep and life-changing love, despite dizzying sex and an innumerable amounts of orgasms, and despite the fact that I was now living with her and had sold my condo... It was still unbelievable. There were mornings when I woke up alone and doubted it had all really happened. Had she really pressed her breasts into my mouth because of a breastmilk emergency? While we had just been friends and she was still with the father of her child? And had that crazy moment, somehow, actually led to us revealing our feelings for each other and becoming lovers?

I turned to look at her empty side of the bed. She was already up, but hadn't been for long, judging by her lingering warmth. I turned and pressed my head against her pillow, taking a deep breath of her smell, that heady mix of her shampoo and her skin. I sat up in bed and got up, almost tripping on the black rope on the floor. I grinned, shaking my head and rubbing at the soreness around my wrists. That had been quite a discovery... 

I walked out of our room, checked into Felicia's daughter Alicia, making sure that she was alright and still sleeping in her room. She was about 18 months old by now, a healthy and happy baby. I felt inordinately grateful that this little bundle of joy was in my life. I wasn't her father, but I wanted to play as big a role as I could in her life. 

After taking a glass of water in the kitchen, I headed for the greenhouse. There I found Felicia standing in the morning sun, as naked as I was. She had her back to me and hadn't heard me yet. Right now I could actually see her breasts poking on either side of her body! Once more I tried to convince that skeptical part of my mind that were really were together, really were in love and that, as far as I knew, she really wanted to spend the rest of her life with me. I felt my blood slowly flowing to my cock as I took in the sheer impossibility of my love's body. 

Could a woman be too feminine? Felicia was quite tall with a long and thick mane of slightly wavy auburn hair, which was wild and tousled this morning. Under that mantle, she had a slender torso that led to her small waist and wide hips and full rounded ass. Her long legs balanced her silhouette, making her look extremely feminine instead of chubby. It was actually hard to believe that a woman with such massive breasts and wide hips didn't look chubby at all. 

I watched her for a minute as she made sure everything was well with the plants and flowers in there, moving with the grace of a young woman fully at ease with her own body. When she saw me, instead of startling in surprise, she gave me a soft smile and walked towards me. In the morning sun, despite a year of seeing her nude almost daily, I still heard a low moan escaping from my lips. When someone introduced us many years ago at college, I remembered thinking that a woman couldn't be as beautiful as she was. That it was impossible. Or at least should be illegal. The things my heart felt when I first looked at her face, into her eyes, at her sweet red lips... 

This morning, Felicia was even more beautiful than that first time. The ease of her movements, of her grace, her confidence of being nude in front of me... The warmth in her smile, the brightness of her eyes... During that first meeting, her eyes had been curious and lively. Now, they were filled with love and always, always a deep undercurrent of lust. 

Just below the marvel of her face, her magnificent breasts, who had returned to her pre-breastfeeding size, were still massive and overwhelming. Despite the bright sun shining on them, I couldn't see a single stretch mark on them nor any sign that they were any smaller than they had been before her pregnancy. If anything, they looked slightly bigger. I had, after all, been one of the foremost experts on Felicia's breasts or years now! Her aureolas and nipples were slightly darker than they had been, and given that I had drunk as much milk as I could before she stopped producing it, I knew they would always remain mouthwatering for me. 

Below that magnificence, below her smooth and slightly rounded feminine stomach, was the dark treasure of her pussy. Felicia still left her nearly black bush intact, letting it fully as natural and wild apart from her bikini line. She wasn't into the various fads that came and went: shaving it all off, thinning it down, letting a thin strip above her lips or shaping it like a heart. Nope. Not for Felicia. Just raw, unadulterated femininity, nestled between her rounded thighs. Felicia walked slowly towards me, fully aware that I was drinking her body in, letting me do it gracefully. 

When she reached me and took me into her arms, her warm body against mine, our kiss burst alive as naturally as breathing was and we let our passion grow and grow. After long delicious minutes, with my hard cock pressed up against the front of her pussy, I groaned when I felt one of her hands close around my shaft. Felicia pushed it down between her thighs and I gasped as it nestled comfortable in the tight and soft space of the triangle where her pussy and thighs met. She was already wet from our kiss. I pushed my cock in and out, feeling its head sliding against her lips. 

When I pulled completely out, broke our kiss and even moved out of her embrace, Felicia frowned. "We still have time before Alicia wakes up, why...." She said before stopping as she saw my smile. 

I said "Nothing before tonight, remember?"

Felicia's expression changed as she sighed before giving me a wry smile. "You really wanna go through with that?"

"Of course my love... As if you didn't already know!"

"You won't even eat my pussy?"

"Only if you agree that I won't let you climax."

"You're a bad man!" she said, although she was smiling. "A very bad man!"

Felicia nevertheless moved to the kitchen island and climbed upon it. She reclined on her back and spread her legs. I walked between her legs, knelt down and began kissing her dripping pussy. I ate, teased and loved her pussy for a long time, but didn't let her climax. She tried hiding her cresting pleasure a few times, but by now I knew her body enough to read the signs. The last time I pulled away before she could climax, she groaned and sat up. "What if I let you have my ass after my climax? Right here in the kitchen."
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