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This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This e-Book may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favourite e-Book retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

This is a work of fiction, All characters, and events, are totally imaginary and bear no relation to real persons, living or dead.

Where real place names are used, they were located using Google Maps and no inference should be drawn about real persons who may live, or have lived, in those areas.

This book contains scenes and discussions of consensual sex between adults in a loving relationship.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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“The Old Man and the Girl Who Was Older Than She Looked” introduced Burt Outhwaite, a lonely, ageing widower whose long, quiet retirement has been abruptly shattered by the arrival of four young women, referred to, colloquially by him, as 'MILFs'.

The story documents Burt’s sudden sexual and physical rejuvenation, moving from a man resigned to isolation and infrequent self-pleasure to one who rediscovers his impressive sexual prowess, stamina, and size, aided by lifestyle changes and natural supplements.

The initial catalyst is Emily, who, after a surprising first encounter involving a magnificent handjob and a voluminous orgasm, returns bringing her friend, Beth. Beth, a young mother, initially appears frustratingly childlike to Burt, but she is highly enthusiastic and capable of accommodating his substantial size, eventually even developing lactation (milk for Burt to suckle) specifically to please him.

The dynamic deepens with the arrival of Marina, a voluptuous, mature woman who is highly skilled, unapologetically desirous, and offers Burt the possibility of a relationship. Marina gives Burt intense sexual pleasure, including titty-wanking and deep oral satisfaction, proving his exceptional capacity for ejaculation. Soon after, Margaret, also seeking extreme sexual fulfilment, arrives claiming to have never achieved orgasm. Burt is able to make Margaret climax, leading her to claim he has “ruined” her for other men.

When the four women return together, demanding Burt choose one to maintain peace in their friendship, Burt refuses their ultimatum, choosing instead to welcome ‘all of you’.

The climax of the story sees Burt—now fitter, leaner, and proud of his arousal and massive endowment—engaging in a monumental sex session with all four women simultaneously. This involves Beth riding him and being suckled, Emily overcoming her size anxiety to take him completely, and both Marina and Margaret submitting to intense, multiple orgasms as Burt repeatedly pumps copious amounts of cum deep inside or over them.

Left alone in the aftermath of this exhilarating display of mutual desire, Burt recognizes that his quiet life is over. As his loneliness is banished and his passion is fully reawakened, he concludes that this extraordinary new chapter, involving four magnificent and willing women, has only just begun.
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Originally from the UK but now I've retired to Australia. That's why my first story was set in the UK, I knew it better, and I could ‘hear’ the characters better.

‘Nice in June’ was my first book, and ‘June on Top’ followed shortly afterwards. The story just kept coming and completed with ‘June at Home’, which introduced a supernatural element.

That tied up the story of June, and her discovery of a sex life neither she nor I had imagined was possible before the words flowed from my pen. However, I kept re-reading the story, and probably like many authors, hated to leave it alone. To this end, I combined the three, added some scenes and released a book of the whole trilogy - think of ‘June: The Full Story’ as the Director's Cut version.

‘June’ was all written as a first-person narrative, although I hasten to point out the ‘hero’ in the ‘June’ trilogy is in no way me! But, I like having someone else, someone fictional, to discuss and explore subjects that I would never get the chance to discuss in real life.

The first fantasy story released was ‘The Love of a Good Dryad’.

‘Alternate Timelines’ looked not at time travel so much as reincarnation, reliving your own life.

‘Evoking the Past’ is when your past catches up with you.

Next came a couple of short stories, introducing a new couple, Philippa and Mike. Those tales were united and became ‘Philippa & Cyn’. Like ‘June’, Philippa was into breastfeeding her lover and I returned to the theme of Adult Breastfeeding Relationships with ‘Trillian: The Milky Empath’, ‘Leanna of Sales’, and ‘Denise: MILF vs Wife’. ABR’s have since become a familiar theme of my stories.

BlueSky: @david-timmsdale.bsky.social

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/DavidTimmsdale/

Inkitt: https://www.inkitt.com/David_Timmsdale_Erotica

Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/davidtimmsdale/

Mastodon: @DavidTimmsdale_Erotica@c.im

Wordpress Blog: https://davidtimmsdale.wordpress.com/

X/Twitter: @Dtimmsdale

Pinterest:David_Timmsdale
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Chapter 1 - The Rota is Revealed
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When I woke up again, I still had a smile on my face, and my cock was stiffening with a Morning Wood. As my muscles tensed and it twitched accordingly, I actually felt bruised and a bit sore. I moved my hands out in an arc across the bedsheets to either side of me, feeling the damp crustiness of them. Throwing back the duvet, my nose wrinkled at the aroma of stale spunk from the soaking the linen must have had the night before. No wonder I felt like a freshly wrung sponge. Faced with a requirement to choose between the four delightful MILFs, I had chosen all of them.

That fateful decision had lead to me ejaculating five times in rapid succession, in a profound, almost aggressive session. Five times! It was no wonder my cock felt bruised and abused, and now lay hard and heavy on my belly. I looked down to where the glans was pushing out from the foreskin. It glistened faintly with pre-cum and a mixture of my own seed residue and the lubricating juices of four magnificent MILFs.

First I’d cum into Beth’s tight pussy as she rode me enthusiastically, her capacious and muscular vagina clamping down on me as she came whilst I pumped my first load of the day into her. No sooner had she climbed off me, than Emily had tentatively taken over, carefully taking the still-hard monster which stretched her tiny pussy until we both came. Then had come, literally and figuratively, Margaret and Marina, both taking me doggy style so that I came twice in quick succession. Finally, there had been a celebratory, explosive cum across Marina’s magnificent face and tits.

The silence and the loneliness of the morning was profound, to be broken after only a few moments later by an explosion of raucous squawking from the flock the Galahs outside in the old gum tree.

Having chosen "all of you", a few aches and a bit of bruising was the bill. Sitting up, I looked down my body and revelled in the physical proof of my rejuvenation. From the moment I had been confronted by Emily and her first handjob, I’d put myself on a strict diet and instigated a get-fit-again routine. Consequentially, after these past few weeks, coupled with intermittent but exhaustive shagging, I had very much reduced my previously embarrassingly massive pot-belly. There was a renewed firmness of my thighs, and a shrinking of the triangular pad of fat that had surrounded the first couple of inches of my cock. No longer was it hard to find when cold and small, and now when erect, it elicited pure lust from the four willing recipients of its girth. There had also been a return of a more youthful stamina, the sort of stamina that had allowed five explosive loads. I stretched, easing out of what had long ceased to be a pool of sticky warmth. My cock, now exposed to the air, twitched, and substantially more than a lazy lob-on reminded me again of its bruised muscle.

As I climbed out of bed, a crisp piece of paper stuck neatly to the pillow caught my eye. It was folded precisely, held in place by a single, dark red satin g-string. Margaret's, undoubtedly. She had been wearing a red satin g-string just hours before.

I picked up the note. The handwriting was neat, professional, probably Marina's—she struck me as the most organized of the four. It was titled simply: The Rota.

THE ROTA (Trial Period)

In order to maintain our collective interests and Burt’s remarkable stamina:

Monday: Beth (13:30–15:30) – Focus: ABR followed by Full Penetration (Cum inside).

Tuesday: Emily (13:30–15:30) – Focus: Non-penetrative escalation (Tit-wank/Cum on Tits) followed by optional careful penetration (Cum inside).

Wednesday: Margaret (13:30–15:30) – Focus: Orgasm exploration (Oral/Fingering/Squirt) followed by Aggressive Penetration (‘Breed Me’ session, NO condom?).

Thursday: Marina (18:30 - Dawn) – Focus: Quality Time, Full Relationship Experience. No limits (Cum wherever requested).

Friday/Weekend: Rest & Recovery (Burt is on his own).

I snorted a laugh. A Rota. They were trying to manage me like a shared garden plot, ensuring each section got its allotted water, or rather, its allotted seed. The sheer audacity of it, yet the exquisite anticipation it sparked, made me immediately hard again, a solid, throbbing mass pushing outward from my shaven groin.

It was now Monday morning, so that meant that Beth was scheduled for this afternoon. My body responded immediately to the thought of her. Not just the sex, but the milk. I had missed the ABR component of my life with Janine for decades, and Beth had painstakingly re-established that link, pumping with a breast-pump until it hurt her, just so that she could quickly start producing milk for me. But she was now only scheduled for one day a week. That clearly wasn’t going to keep her milk flowing. What was she supposed to do, express it with a pump six days a week, just so that she could let me suckle on Mondays? That probably wasn’t going to work for her physically, any more than it was for me emotionally. Would she want her new, delightfully re-rounded breasts to shrink back again to saggy, empty dugs? We’d have to talk about this. Was our relationship, such as it was, bound to die a death?

Grumbling to myself and generally feeling quite curmudgeonly, I rolled carefully out of bed, went and had a long hot shower, and then returned after breakfast to cleaning the carnage of the night before. The stained bedding, the remnants of our four-way passions went in the washing machine and I fitted new sheets and pillowcases. I’d have to check I had enough if I was going to need a new set each day. I felt no shame at this planned sexual usage for four different women, indeed I felt only an immense pride that four women valued my performance. I would be performing not just for myself, but for four gorgeous MILFs who found me, an ageing widower, desirable enough to construct a shared timetable around my cock.

By one o’clock I’d finished doing the washing, tidied the house, showered and slipped on a shirt and some shorts, deciding to go combat for the sake of convenience. So with a nice cup of coffee, I settled myself on the porch sofa. At precisely half-past one, Beth walked up the garden path wearing a simple, bright yellow summer dress, one I recognized from her milky visit previously. She seemed smaller than ever, almost sylph-like, but her breasts, though small, had the tell-tale roundness achieved through recent pumping.

“Hello, Daddy,” she chirped, using that damn coquettish voice that still made my stomach turn, but which I tolerated because she carried the milk. She belt over, giving me a view down the front of her dress, kissed me on the lips and then sat down beside me. Her hand came to rest my bare thigh.

“Beth!” I hissed, peering up and down the street, hoping beyond hope that no one had seen her greeting. “Don’t call me that, please?” I asked for what seemed the hundred time. “You’re punctual. Did you bring the milk?”

She smirked. “Of course, Daddy. I’ve got plenty for you.” Her hands lifted and cupped her round, firm breasts and bounced them proudly. “But I need my payment. You need to be hard inside me while you suckle. And I need a big, fat load deep inside me when we’ve finished.”

Her directness, the transaction laid bare, only sharpened my desire.

“Beth,” I started, “about this rota, how is only seeing you on a Monday going to work? You need your boobies sucking every day, or you won’t keep the milk. Don’t the others understand that?”

“Oh they understand, alright. They’ve all breastfed children, if not their husbands. I don’t think it bothers Emily, but Margaret wants to do anything that would knock one of us out of the running so she can have you to herself. And Marina, well, let’s just say she was asking more about how I got mine to restart than just polite conversation required, you know? She’d be quite happy to drown you in milk if you want her too.”

“Oh, and what about you?”

“Me? Burt, I just love your massive cock, feeding you is just extra sexy. But if we can’t make this rota thing work, I’ll give it up and go back to my Bad Dragons, and my intermittent husband.”

“Yes, about him...” I interjected.

“Don’t worry, John doesn’t care about me. I only see him occasionally nowadays, and then I have to almost beg to get him into bed. Not that it’s ever worth the begging. I don’t know why I stay married, except for the kids.” She looked glum for a moment, as if thinking about him brought back bad memories, but then a smile returned to her face and she squeezed my thigh.

“Shall we go to bed then? I’ve got a proposition for you.”

“Lead the way,” I said, my cock already straining against my shorts.

She stood up, opened the screen door and headed unerringly toward the bedroom, shedding her dress as she went. She paused only to unclip her bra, a black lace push-up today, and her two small, round globes bounced free. They were perfect, not magnificent and pendulous like Marina's, billowing like Margaret’s soft pillows or firm like Emily's firm globes, but full, perfection in miniature, round, and tipped with those cute, pink rosebud nipples.

I followed her, kicking off my shorts as I entered the room. She was already kneeling on the bed, her legs slightly spread, waiting for me. Her pubic hair was now a visible, soft blond peach fuzz, enough to soften the 'child-like' appearance that sometimes troubled me.

I knelt in front of her, and she reached out, cupping my heavy bollocks in her delicate hands.

“Oh, Burt,” she sighed, “I’d miss these.” She squeezed gently, making my cock twitch. “You're so thick. You look bigger today.”

“The weight loss,” I explained, proud. “More of me is visible now.”

She lifted my cock to the horizontal. “I love the way it sits, so heavy.” Then, with a practised motion, she offered her left breast. “Milk first, payment second.”

I needed no encouragement. I leaned forward, my mouth closing over her nipple and areola. As I latched on, I instantly feet the warm, sweet, creamy substance flood my mouth.

“Oh, yes,” I groaned into her chest, as I gasped a breath. “God, that's wonderful.”

Beth closed her eyes, tilting her head back, her fingers clutching my shoulders. She groaned softly as I settled into the rhythm: suck, suck, swallow, breath. The pleasure was more than physical; it was a profound, primal satisfaction, linking me back to Janine and the twenty years of my Adult Breastfeeding Relationship.

“You like that, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice husky now, not coquettish. “Does it make you hard?”

“Rock hard,” I mumbled, pulling back for air, my cock standing bolt upright, throbbing with anticipation.

Slowly she lay backwards, her blond hair spreading out across my pillows as I followed her down, resting my heavy old body on top of her tiny, young form as I latched back on to her pert young globe. She sighed contentedly.

“Let me go on top, Daddy.”

Reluctantly I rolled off her, watching as she lithely moved her small body until she sat straddling me. “Good. Now for the ride.”

With the easy familiarity of a woman accustomed to deep penetration, she grabbed my shaft and positioned my bell-end at her opening. I watched, mesmerized, as my thick, glistening purple glans pressed against her tight, pink flesh.

“Arrrrhhhh, oooooohhhhhh, yes,” she sighed, her breathing ragged.

Slowly, inexorably, she began to sink. Her eyes, wide with concentration, locked on mine. I could feel the her stretching, the tight, muscular squeeze of her vagina surrounding my girth. She was wonderfully tight, just like before, her petite frame accommodated my entire length, but only barely.

“Oh, Beth,” I gasped, holding her hips, feeling the resistance give way inch by inch. “So tight, so good.”

She settled onto me, taking my full length with a gasp of satisfaction. She sat bolt upright, bouncing gently.

“It's all yours, Burt. Fill me up.” She paused, lifting her hands to squeeze her breasts until thin jets of white milk sprayed onto my chest. “Drink it all, Daddy. I want to feel you drain me dry as you pump me full.”

As I reached up, grabbing her hips, she bent forward, offering a delicate pink nipple to my lips. I latched back on, settling into my suck, suck, suck, swallow, breath pattern, and as I did, Beth smiled, lifted my hand to her hips and let me set the pace. Now I was thrusting too, pushing up into her as she pressed down, then relaxing as she rose, pulling back off me until only the glans was inside her, then plunging deep again, pressing my full, thick length into her tight young quim.

“Ugh, ugh, ugh, ugh,” she grunted with effort and pleasure, her round, milky breasts bouncing with every powerful downward stroke.

“Burt,” she whispered between gasps. “How about I call in and give you a feed every morning after I’ve dropped the kids off at school?”

“And do you want more of this the payment?” I growled, driving into her.

“Yes! Yes! Harder! Don't hold back! I want to feel every drop!” she cried, her body starting to quiver. She began to moan rapidly, urging me toward climax. “Cum, Burt! Pump it all in me! Fill me up!”

Her intensity was overwhelming. The tightness of her pussy, the knowledge that I was filling the woman who supplied my milk, the raw, demanding nature of her ride, it was all too much. I felt the tell-tale pressure build up in my balls.

“I'm coming, Beth! I'm coming!”

With a roar that felt half-pain, half-triumph, I released the flood. My body bucked violently, sending pulse after pulse of thick, creamy seed deep against her cervix.

Beth howled, a long, drawn-out cry of satisfaction, collapsing onto my chest. Her vagina clamped around me like a steel vice, milking the last dregs of my emission.

I lay there, utterly spent, buried to the hilt in warm, tight, satisfied female flesh.

“So much,” she whispered into my ear, panting heavily. “It's overflowing.”

We lay still for a minute, our bodies connected, slick with sweat and cum. The intimacy of our Adult Breastfeeding Relationship combined with the explosive sex was, for that moment, perfect.

She sat up. “Other boob?”

“Now, or with another shag?”

She slid off me, slowly and reluctantly, depositing a trail of thick white cream-pie that ran down my stomach and thigh.

“How about,” she suggested, straddling my body and moving so that her nipple dangled about me mouth, “you drain this one and then fuck me doggy style?” Without waiting for an answer, she slowly lowered her breast until the nipple eased between my lips. She shuddered as I latched on and the milk flowed.

“Remember, Burt. The milk is non-stop. I need to be drained. If you don't keep me empty, it gets painful and I leak. If we lose the regularity, you lose the supply.”

I carried on suckling, lifting my hands, one to cup the other boob and one to stroke the short blond hair that now covered her mons and vulva, and was matted with spunk. Gently, my fingers eased apart her thin, pink labia, and two of them sank into her slippery vagina. She groaned with pleasure and rolled her shoulders, making her small boobs sway in front of my eyes. My cock began to harden again.

“That’s enough,” she said reluctantly. “If you want more, perhaps you should take Marina up on her offer. With her huge pair, she’d be able to give you gallons, not a cup full.”

“Quality, not quantity?” I smirked.

“Well, you’ve got both, so how about that doggy, let’s see how deep you can get.” So saying, Beth pulled her breasts away from me, then kneeling upright, she ran her hands over her breasts, then stopped to tease her small, pink nipples between fingers and thumbs.
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