
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


I grinned when I heard Amelia unlocking the door downstairs. I had spent the afternoon alone in her apartment, reading and working. I looked outside and saw that the snowstorm was still raging. February was one of the most dreary months of the year. Christmas season was well past and we were still weeks away from the warmer weather March sometimes brought. I had sublet my apartment on the east shore and was now living with Amelia. I was still unsure wether winter in the city was better than on the east shore. 

In any case, sitting here with a glass of tea next to our probably illegal fireplace, it had been an extremely relaxing afternoon. I had let my mind drift a few times, thinking about Amelia, our relationship as well as our friends Claudia and Rachel. Since having that mind-boggling foursome with them last September we had seen them very often, sometimes in the nude, but to my great surprise (and disappointment) we hadn't had sex together since. 

The closest we came to having another foursome was two weeks ago when they decided to stay the night instead of braving that night's snowstorm to get home. They slept in the small guest room and in the middle of the night, their moans had woken us up. Quickly aroused, we began fucking as well and decided to let them also hear our own moans. 

Strangely enough, nobody had crossed the hallway to the other room. We exchanged a few grins over breakfast the following morning, but didn't talk about it. I remember frowning and suddenly realizing that if I hadn't talked about it with them, it didn't mean that Amelia hadn't. After they left, I looked at Amelia with that same frown. She paused, then asked "What's wrong?"

"You and Claudia talked about repeating that foursome... And you decided against it. Right?" Amelia blushed and looked away. "Why?"

"Oh... It's not because we don't want to. But Claudia and I go way back and as amazing as that foursome was, it's now a bit strange for our friendship. When we see each other alone, there's this new energy and it's... awkward. We both decided to keep this a rare thing."

"I see... And once every five months isn't rare enough?"

"I know..." Amelia said, sighing. She came to hug me and said "Rachel almost kissed me last night in the kitchen! She really wants to have sex with us again!" Another sigh. "I'll talk to Claudia soon, I promise."

There's been no updates since that discussion. Thankfully our own relationship was going amazingly great. We weren't really in the new lovers' phase anymore, but our sex life hadn't changed. Thinking about our shared shower this morning made my cock tingle. Grinning, I drank my last mouthful of tea and stood to greet Amelia. She was covered with snow and her cheeks were bright red, making her steel blue eyes shine like precious gems. Despite everything that had happened, those strangely colored eyes still startled me every time I saw them in bright light. After a long hug and longer kiss, I went back to my work. 

Later I looked up when I heard her rummaging in the kitchen. She had been there for a while and I was curious. When I saw her get up from behind the counter, there was a white blotch on her forehead."Is that flour on your forehead?" I asked. "Are you cooking?" 

"Yep!" she replied proudly. Amelia was an OK cook, but wasn't really interested in it and more often than not I cooked or we ordered food.

I decided to tease her. I stood up and walked behind her across the counter. "Looks like you're turning into a perfect little housewife!"

Amelia immediately turned around and looked at me with a shocked expression on her face. Involved as she was in women's rights issues, being called a little housewife was quite an insult! Her mouth was opened and her first reflex was to grab a fistful of flour and throw it at me. I was laughing, with my eyes closed because of the flour when I instead felt an egg exploding against my stomach. Laughing, I entered the kitchen and grabbed an egg of my own. Amelia squealed and I could hear laughter in her voice as she backed away. "No!" she cried when I threw the egg right against her chest. "What the fuck!" she cried again, feeling the cool egg on her skin. She looked down as the egg slipped between her full breasts and was now slowly making its way down inside her dress. She hastily grabbed a glass of water and threw it at me. I laughed and said "Oh you little minx! You bad little housewife!"

"Bastard!" she said, laughing even harder now as she ducked the other egg I was throwing. 

But as she straightened up she hadn't noticed that I was now holding the faucet sprayer and I sprayed her copiously before she managed to flee the kitchen, laughing and cursing. I followed her and quickly caught her. I turned her around, grabbed her shoulders and kissed her hard. When I then pushed her back against the wall, she moaned and we kissed again. Soon we were both naked, sticky with eggs and flour, and found our way to the shower. 

I still remembered the very first time we had made love in that shower. That time it wasn't water I had sprayed all over her face! But today, after having removed the flour and eggs from our bodies, she jumped into my arms and I slid my cock into her waiting pussy. She moaned again as I pressed her hard against the wall. I said "Hmmm. You're certainly not a little housewife, my love, but you certainly love it when I manhandle you against the wall!" 

Amelia growled, bit my neck and said "Shut up and just do it again!"

After doing it, squeezing her hard in my arms and timing my movements with a thrust of my cock, I said "What would your friends say if they knew just how much you love it when your man handles you roughly?"

"Half would disown me!" she replied, panting with excitement. "And the other half would be jealous of me because they want the same damned thing: a strong man with a big cock that isn't afraid of using it. Just fuck me!"

I shifted my grip on her ass slightly and began pounding into her. I was beginning to discover that while Amelia preferred long sex sessions with a lot of variety, sometimes what she needed was nothing more complex than a quick intense fuck. I was more than happy to provide, knowing that later tonight I would be able to take my time and enjoy her mouth, her breasts, her pussy or her delicious asshole for hours if I wanted to. Right now I just transformed into a machine, giving her as much power as she wanted, slamming her into the wall with each stroke. "God!" she soon cried, before taking a deep breath and freezing in my arms as her climax took her. Feeling this, I stopped concentrating and let my own pleasure boil over. 

We climaxed together under the warm water, until Amelia began laughing. She was still in my arms, my cock still buried in her pussy. "A little housewife!" Amelia laughed. "Ha! The gall!"
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