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This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook 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 eBook 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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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,’ and ‘Leanna of Sales’ and ‘Denise: MILF vs Wife’. Adult Breastfeeding Relationships have 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 – Destiny
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"It's alright, Sarg, you stay here, stop anyone coming through. There's no other way out of here, it's a dead end. I'll go in and arrest her."

I crept forward, rounding the corner into the changing room. Three marble-walled cubicles, their curtains drawn open, lined each wall. Their dark grey colour made the room look darker than it was, and each was filled with shadow. But it didn't matter, at the end of the room, stood facing me, was Destiny. Naked. Well, almost naked.

The bikini top she wore was a pale golden colour. Two shaped and padded cups that just covered her small breasts, joined with a golden cord that tied behind her back and looped around her elegant neck. But otherwise, she was naked, her pale, slim body seeming all the more vulnerable against the hard, dark walls. Her white hair was straight today, straight and long enough where it hung forward, to almost reach the upper curves of her perfect breasts.

"Oooh, Inspector, have you come to arrest me," she said, her voice low and sultry, and dripping with sarcasm.

"I don't think you can get away this time, Destiny. There's no other way out and my men are outside."

"So, it's just you and me then, alone, at last, together."

Implication and seduction was wrapped around every one of her carefully uttered words, and I couldn't help but look down, at her neatly trimmed triangle of white pubic hair, and the noticeable pink labia that hung in the gap between her legs.

"Come on then, come and take me."

The very phrasing of the words 'take me' sent a shiver up my spine and caused my cock to start to harden in my trousers. I glanced over my shoulder, but there was no one there, just frosted glass windows that let the light in from the dull grey day outside. The day was dull, the rooms lighting minimal, yet Destiny seemed to glow as if a secret illumination had been set up on a film set, just to light her.

I stepped forward, and she moved slowly, legs stepping apart as if she knew I was looking between them and wanted me to have a better view. I took another step, and another, and another. Holding my breath now, I was waiting for something I didn't know what, to happen. Suddenly, I gasped, drawing in air in a shuddering breath through my nose, as I ran out of oxygen and forced myself to breath normally.

Destiny smiled and just stood there, the gap between her legs inviting just as much as the bikini's coverage of her breasts was alluring. I took another step and stopped in front of her. Too close, our bodies were almost touching.

"Are you going to cuff me," she said, putting her hands behind her back as if waiting for handcuffs to magically appear around her wrists.

"Do I have to?" I asked, reaching behind her and finding that instead to taking hold of her wrists, I was pulling on the end of the golden cord. I felt a slight resistance, and then the cord was moving as my fingers pulled downwards, moving as the knot untied. A final tug and it was free, I let go. As I glanced down to see the way the padded cups, no longer tied to her body, now just hung over her breasts, I watched her fingers pull down my zip, slip inside my trousers, rummage in my briefs and draw my erection out through my fly.

Still no words passed between us as she pressed my erection down and started to ease it between her labia, rubbing it in her moisture. Looking into her eyes was like staring into two deep pits of doom, a doom from which no memory would ever escape. Both my hands were underneath her bikini now, resting on and then cupping her small, firm breasts, the hard nipples pressing into my palms.

"Inspector, you're in my moistness."

It was neither an invitation nor an accusation, and I said nothing just stood there as she eased my cock between her pink, moist labia. I could feel her body's warmth against my bell-end. The world was non-existent except for her and me. All that existed was the fresh smell of her white-blond hair in my nostrils, the dark pits of her eyes looking back at me, her firm, pert, perfect breasts in my hands and the touch of her nipples, and then, below, the ever hardening of my cock. It was totally rigid now and wanted to point straight up. Only the press of her vulva, surrounding it with her fleshy labia kept it horizontal.

Slow she rose onto the tips of her toes, my cock's angle changing as her body lifted.

"You want me, don't you, Tony?" How did she know my name?

"Yes," I breathed, admitting it to myself but not knowing if I said it out loud.

Destiny eased herself up a little more and I felt her fingers on my shaft, pushing, guiding me into her.

"There..." she whispered as her vagina surrounded my cock with warm moistness and an amazingly pleasant tightness as I sank into her. "Isn't that nice?"

I groaned again, my pulse pounding in my head now as my hands squeezed her tits and all that existed focused on them, and my cock inside her warm, wet pussy.

"So nice," I whispered in return, then shocked myself as my hips gave a sudden, involuntary buck, thrusting my cock up into her as I pressed her naked back up against the cold tiled wall.

"Oooh, oh that's nice," she cooed seductively into my ear as her hands draped around my shoulders. "Go on, fuck me. I want it, you want it."

"Shouldn't," I whispered as the last vestige of my moral compass crumbled in the heady, seductive atmosphere.

My hips bucked again, harder this time, pushing me in deeper now and feeling her vagina clench the base of my cock as my glans pressed against her inner warmth.
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