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Chapter 1 – In the Beginning
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For as long as I could remember, I'd imagined that she had big boobs, but now that I could see for real, I knew that she did. Big, soft, rounded boobs with pale, almost white skin and pink nipples as thick as a finger, but only as long as one of my fingertips. Around them were pale pink areolae, as big as a brandy glass but faint and smooth, barely discernable despite her untanned skin. But the most wondrous thing was that her nipples didn't sit at the end of her breasts, hanging downward, but sat high above the fuller curve, pointing almost upward, straight towards my eager lips.

Her hand reached for mine again, lifting them back until I cupped her breasts, held them and felt their weight.

“And now? Are they what you expected?” There was something in her voice, an edge, as if she expected me to be disappointed.

“Better, wonderful, the best, magnificent,” I gushed, lifting my hands one at a time and watching the way the curves changed, feeling the weight and then pushing upwards until they formed the high cleavage that the bra had created.

“Saggy without the bra. It's all underwire and padding that you see in the dress. That's a lesson, what you see is often not what you get.”

“No, it's better, far, far better. They're, you're, beautiful.”

Di blushed, it as if the compliment surprised her.

“You like them, old and saggy?”

“Their not old and saggy, they're magnificent. Can I suck them?”

She nodded, and as I lowered my head, dipping my knees slightly, she gasped as I sucked a nipple into my mouth. I'd kissed nipples before, briefly, but this one felt larger, purposeful, as if it was there to be sucked, not just for ornamentation. I was eager now, trying to devour her tits, sucking as much as one as I could into my mouth, savouring it, then turning to the other, sucking that too with an open mouth, before relaxing, to lick and suck at her nipples gently, whilst I squeezed and fondled her breasts.

“Wow! That's enough,” she said her hands touching my head lightly and pushing me away. “You'll get me going.” There was a breathlessness in her voice, an eagerness, and hint of desire that seemed to surprise her. As I stepped back, she scooped up each boob in turn, eased it back into the red lace of her bra cups and guided the straps back to her shoulders. Suddenly her cleavage reappeared just as her magnificent boobs vanished from sight. Through the lace of the bra, I could see the rise of her nipples. I reached out and touched them, a single fingertip touching each erect nipple ever so lightly through the red lace. Di sighed, a long drawing in of breath with her eyes closed.

Suddenly her eyes opened, and she looked up me, stepped forward and placed a hand on the front of my trousers. Unfailingly, she had landed with the palm of her hand on my erect cock and I felt her fingers curl around it, measuring its girth. Without another word, she moved closer, moving in until her lace-clad breasts pressed against my shirt. Her other hand joined in now, the two of them covering my complete length, fingers wrapping trousers and underpants around it as she squeezed the thick shaft.

“That's not a disappointment either,” she whispered. Without warning, her hands gave a couple of sudden, quick wanks, and then it was all over. Di hung to me, her hands holding my cock as it pulsed and pumped spunk into my underwear. It seemed to go on forever, pumping, pulsing as my balls were drained dry.

I was still at school when I first saw Di. I didn't know her as a person then. To me, she was just the woman who had moved in next door. Another adult that would come and babysit me whilst my parents went out on a Saturday night. I guess she'd have been about twenty-two then, but that just made her another adult to me, in the same age group as my parents. Old but not as ancient as my grandparents.

I don't remember even considering what she looked like, she was just another adult, some were fat and some were thin, some were old and some were very old. I guess I categorized her, if I did at all, as thin and old.

By the time I was in my late teens and starting to get interested in women, she was still old, but old and good-looking. She had long dark, red hair. Not ginger, not brown, but a deep reddish that was quite unusual. She was also pretty and frequently dressed in tight jeans that showed off her wide hips and tight arse. Normally a tight T-shirt did nothing to hide the fact that she had big boobs. Not massive, not sagging, but heavy, a good bra-full that pushed out her sloganized T-shirts. I remember one of those; it was two ducks, one rammed into the back of the other, and 'Fly United' as a slogan. Took me years to get the joke.

When I went to University, I moved out of home, and discovered girls my own age. There were those that I liked, those that did, and some even wore red bras, just like my favourite wank fantasy – Di. She remained my personal favourite fantasy, centred around a time I’d looked out of my bedroom window and seen her pegging washing out on her line in the afternoon sun, wearing just those famous tight jeans and a red lacy push-up bra. It might have been a bikini top, but to my eyes, it was a push-up bra, in red lace. She probably had red panties on as well, well, that's what I imagined as I jacked off into half a box's worth of tissues.

And I always saw Di alone. She had a husband, Shaun, but I don't ever remember seeing much of him, except perhaps once or twice. A big, brooding bulk of a man with dark curly hair, that was big of muscles and short of words, at least that was how I characterized him.

I'd grown up. I wasn't broad and strong, and I wasn't interested in sport, but I did enjoy cross-country running, and consequentially could run for hours.I guess my stamina was pretty good, although I never got to test it during the few quick couplings I had with the few drunken girls that did.

Then came the Christmas when I went home and my parents had a cocktail party. It was for their friends, and neighbours. My sister and I were both there, and so was Di. She was much smaller than I remembered, but wearing a dress that showed off her incredible rack. I sidled up to her and said 'Hello'.

“Jamie! Ooh, haven't you grown?” She looked up into my eyes as I looked straight down into her cleavage.

“A bit,” I stammered. “How are you?”

“Well, thank you, and up here.”

I lifted my gaze and realized she had the deepest blue eyes that I'd ever seen. I'd never seen eyes that blue, they were gorgeous, like the rest of her.

“I've not seen you for a while,” she asked, her voice a soft, contralto that made my stomach churn with desire.

“I'm at University, final year,” I muttered, my gaze dropping back to the curves of her breasts that seem to be infinity interesting.

“And what subject?”

“English Literature.”

“Oh, I'd have thought you'd have been doing Maths, you know the study of curves and hidden areas.”

The joke went over my head. I glanced back at her eyes and saw that she was smiling. She looked down at her cleavage and shook her shoulders almost imperceivable slightly, but enough to make the lifted curves of her breasts seem to slosh from side to side. My mouth dropped open.

“You'll catch flies,” she laughed, and her boobs jiggled with her joy. I looked up again and realized that she was playing with me. Her voice dropped to a barely audible whisper. “Where's your bedroom? I assume it's empty.”

“Top of the stairs, first on the left,” I replied.

“Thanks, Jamie, I'd love another,” she said clearly, and then emptied her glass and passed it to me. “Leave it a couple of minutes and then follow me,” she hissed, smiling. She turned and left. I stood there like a lemon, holding two empty glasses as the hum of other peoples’ conversation seemed to flood back into my ears, and Di's pert arse vanished towards the hall stairway. It waggled seductively under the thin cloth of her dress.

I turned around. Nobody seemed to have noticed that we'd even been talking, so I walked into the kitchen, put our empty glasses down and then stared out of the kitchen window into the dark backyard. Had she really told me to follow her to my bedroom, or had I misheard her? Was she trying to seduce me like a modern Mrs Robinson? She'd known that I was staring at her tits and hadn't been annoyed. Either that or this was some sort of trap to embarrass me and teach me a lesson. The girls I knew got really annoyed when they caught you staring at their breasts, even when they were almost hanging out in a most provocative way. I swallowed hard, rearranged my hardening cock in my underpants, and headed up to my bedroom.

The door was closed when I got there, so I quietly twisted the knob, opened it as little as possible and slipped inside. The second I closed it behind me, the beside light switched on. Di was standing beside the bed and, I noticed, the curtains had been drawn.

“Come here then,” she cooed seductively.

Unfreezing, I walked slowly towards her. As soon as I was within reach, she took hold of my wrists and lifted my hands, placing them on her breasts, so that I could feel them through the cotton of her dress and the lace beneath it.

“That's what you wanted to do, isn't it?” she asked.

I nodded, completely wordless, and squeezed gently. Her eyes closed, and she sighed as if she actually relished the sensation. We stood there for moments and eternity, and then her blue eyes opened again, and she looked up at me.

“Do you like doing that?” The question was clearly a taunt.

I nodded again, still lost for words.

“Best feel the real thing then.” Her hands lifted and pushed her dress from her shoulders. As I lifted my hand in shock, the bra straps followed, and as her fingers pushed them down her upper arms, her breasts lowered, their weight pushing the no-longer-supported cups downward. Finally satisfied that the straps were low enough, one at time, she slipped her fingers into her bra, cupped a boob and lifted them up and over the lace, to hang free and naked before me.

“Wow!” was all I could say.

I’d held her actual breasts, naked, in my hands, sucked and kissed her nipples, and now, with the touch of a few seconds, she’d made me cum like never before. The world swam before me and I swore that I would never settle again for anyone less wonderful than her.

“You'll make some woman very happy with that,” she said, snapping me back to reality. Was that a hint of sadness in her voice? “Once she teaches you what to do with it, and how to slow down,” she continued, the advice not being lost on me.

She stepped back now, lifted her dress back to her shoulders, wriggled everything back into place and then walked towards the bedroom door, leaving me drained, wet and open-mouthed.

“Would you teach me?” I managed to ask as she opened the door.

She laughed. “I'm married. Clean yourself up.” The door closed and she vanished from sight.
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Chapter 2 – Reignition
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By the time I was twenty-six I'd moved across the country and had a series of disappointing and consequentially failed love-affairs behind me. On the upside, I was employed and had my own small house in a tiny village. Each Saturday morning, more by habit than necessity, I drove my ancient but meticulously restored Mini Cooper, which was the love of my life, into the local town to the nearest big supermarket.

Then, on one of those endless, drab Saturdays, as I turned into an aisle of upright refrigerators, I saw her. Or at least someone that looked just how I remembered her. Still in tight blue jeans and with a T-Shirt emblazoned with the name of some ancient rock band, she stood staring into a cabinet of ready-meals. She was still as slim, her stomach still as flat and her pushed up breasts just as high. Perhaps her hair was redder. I walked cautiously closer, pushing my trolley in front of me. I got as close at the trolley allowed. It was her!

“Di?” There was still a question in my voice. It couldn't be her, not looking just the same, not after all these years, and not here, surely? She turned and looked at me, an expression of confusion and then surprise on her face.

“Jamie? What are you doing here?”

“Shopping,” I replied inanely. “I work near here now, I live not so far away. You.”

“Mmm, me too. Nice to see you again. How are you keeping?”

“Oh, I'm alright,” I replied, wondering just how alright I really was.

“You must be married with kids of your own now, right?”

“No, I'm single.”

“Why on earth? A nice looking boy like you.”

Boy. She still thought of me as a generation beneath her.

“I never found anyone that matched up to what I wanted. I never found anyone like you.” I blurted.

You know when you say something, the total truth, nothing shameful, but suddenly you wish you could retract it, leave it unsaid? This was one of those moments.

She laughed, and her tits jiggled beneath the T-Shirt and I could feel myself hardening just as I had all those years before.

She looked back into the freezer of lonely single meals, stared at it as if making a decision.

“Well, if you live close, why don't you come round for a meal tonight. It will give me a reason to cook something proper for a change, any excuse to not eat another sad single meal from the microwave.”

“Where's Shaun?”

“Oh, long gone. Him and his fists. That's why I moved down here.” She blushed, as if thinking that she'd revealed too much. “Anyway, it will be good to catch up. You can tell me all about what you've been up to and what your parents are doing. I've not seen them for years.” Her hand reached into her back pocket and withdrew a till receipt, then with an expensive looking ball-point pen, she wrote down an address. “Shall we say seven?”

“Seven it is, I shall look forward to it.”

Di didn't say another word, but closed the refrigerator cabinet without selecting a ready meal, turned and walked away, giving me a long view of that lovely firm arse in those perfectly fitting, tight blue jeans. I looked at the address she had written down in a neat, flowing script, so mature, so unlike my scribble.

The address was for a newish estate on the other side of town, and about as far from my house as you could get and use the same supermarket. I opened the receipt. Well, at least I knew what sort of wine she drank.

On the dot of seven, scrupulously washed and depilated, I pulled the Mini onto her drive. I stepped out wearing blue jeans, a proper shirt and underneath a posing pouch that a former, short-lived love interest had given me for Xmas. In this instance, I wasn't wearing them because I was expecting to have sex, even though hope lingered eternal. At the back of my mind was the fear that she'd remember the last time we'd met. Perhaps she'd been drunk and forgotten it, or was getting her tits out and wanking off boys was something she did for laughs? Hopefully she'd forgotten the occasion. Hopefully she'd forgotten how quickly I came. But, heart in my mouth and a semi already in my posing-pouch, I stood on her doorstep holding a surprisingly expensive bottle of red wine and a bunch of filling station flowers. I rang the bell.

Nothing happened. I rang it again. There were noises inside and the door opened. There she was, still dressed in jeans and a T-shirt, with her hair tied sharply back from her hair.

“You're early,” she accused.

“I thought you said seven.”

“I did.” She looked at the tiny but ornate gold watch on her wrist. As she lifted it up, I noticed the collection of gold and jewel encrusted rings that adorned all of her fingers. “Oh, sorry, time's got away from me. Come in.” Di stepped back from the doorway and ushered me into the living room. My first impression was of an eclectic mix of furniture and a large collection of delicate looking glass ornaments. One wall was covered in shelves full of vinyl LPs and CDs, and beneath it sat a collection of hi-fi separates and the biggest pair of speakers I'd seen outside a concert hall. “Those for me?”

I looked down at the wine and the flowers and suddenly wished I hadn't cheapened out on the flowers.

“Yes,” I admitted, submitting my meagre offerings to the goddess.

Di stepped closer and took the flowers.

“These are lovely, I'll just go and pop them in water.” She turned and then looked over her shoulder. “Bring the wine, I'm sure I can find a corkscrew somewhere.”

I followed her into the kitchen, watching as she plucked a priceless and delicate looking vase carelessly from a shelf, filled it with tap water and arranged the bunch of cheap flowers in it. Finally satisfied, she turned and walked into a back room, that opened out onto a neat, little garden with an immaculate lawn. She set the vase in the middle of an elegantly set dining table, bare on three sides, but two places set on the other.

Still I hadn't said anything, and I was beginning to feel like a puppy trailing its new master as I followed her back into the kitchen. Di rustled in a drawer, produced a corkscrew and passed it to me, then, whilst I struggled with the cork, she set two delicate wine glasses on the kitchen table.

“Pour then,” she said bruskly, then softened. “How are your parents?”

“Fine, still healthy. Dad got promoted.” The last thing I wanted was to discuss my parents and emphasize our age difference. She was my parent's friend, not mine. She reached across, picked up the glass and raised the deep red wine to her bright red lips. As she sipped experimentally, her eyebrows raised. “A seventy-eight? How did you know?”

“It was on the receipt you gave me.”

“That wasn't a hint.” There was the faintest blush. “I'm sorry, you shouldn't have spent so much on bottle of wine.” She smiled, and my heart did a somersault. “But I'm very glad you did. That was an expensive risk, I could have been buying it for someone else.” There was that smile again, and she took a proper drink, then set the glass down, half empty. “Right, all I have to do is turn the oven on and then go and make myself look beautiful. Why don't you go and put some music on in the living room? I won't be long.”

“You are beautiful,” I muttered, hardly daring to say the words and then terrified that they had actually been spoken aloud. She smiled again and walked away. This time I was sure she was waggling her arse like that on purpose.

I looked at her record collection. I'd heard of some of them, some but not most, and I certainly didn't know how to use a hi-fi record player, so I hunted for something I had heard of amongst the CDs, eventually selecting one by Moby.

Sitting in the middle of the sofa, I was suddenly deafened by the wall of sound and scrambled to turn it down to something I thought reasonable. That turned out to be just under two on her amplifier. Heaven know what it was like above half way, which was where it had been. But even at these levels, I realized I was hearing the music with a clarity I'd never heard before. There seemed so much more to it, more depth, more complexity.

“You like this?”

I turned and nearly died on the spot. Di was dressed in a red dress that hugged her body from just above her knees to a spectacular cleavage, leaving her shoulders almost bare except for thin straps obscured by the tangle of red curls that hung over them.

“Spectacular!”

“I meant the music. You're playing it on CD, it's much better on the record, played through the valve amp.”

“I used what I knew how to use.” I stammered my admission whilst my gaze fell on her shapely legs that looked to be in black stockings. I didn't remember seeing her legs before, just in jeans.

“Well, sit yourself down, I'll fetch the starter.”

I sat, my heart pounding and my mind racing. I wanted Di so much, I always had, well a least since I was old enough to realize that she was an attractive woman. There had been that one night, the night she showed me her breasts, but now, she was dressed like a sex goddess. The dress was absolutely spectacular, a deep, erotic red that just cried 'Sex', and black stockings, and a hint of black lace where the cut of her neckline plunged as low as possible. So low that I could clearly discern the upper curves of her areolae, pink against her pale cleavage.

“Here you go, I hope you like it.”

The voice came close in my ear as she placed a plate in front of me. Another was set to the side, then Di sat down so close that I could feel her stockinged leg brush mine as she joined me at the table, our shoulders almost touching.

“Tuck in,” Di said, topping up both our glasses before picking up her knife and fork.

Stunned into silence I ate. My mind raced, searching for things to say, for a way to start a conversation, but suddenly everything I thought of seemed incredibly inane.

“So, young Jamie, you came alone, on a Saturday night. Does this mean no girlfriend.”

“No, yes, I don't have a girlfriend?”

“So what do you do to entertain yourself.”

Wank, whenever I think of you. I struggled to think of something I could say out loud. What did I do? Nothing much, work, eat, sleep. “I go running. Sometimes a race, but normally alone.”

“Running? What on a running-track?”

“No, cross-country. I started at school. I like the solitude and I like having the stamina. I'm not fast, but I keep going. I'm hoping to do a marathon later this summer.”

“You're not a gym-junkie are you?”

“No, don't go near the place. I walk before breakfast and then go for a run at a weekend, normally, unless it's raining.”

“What do you do then?”

Wank, dream of red-headed women with big tits, like you. “Nothing much. Watch TV, work on my car. It's old, it normally needs tinkering.”

“You're good with your hands then?”

Slowly she put down her fork and slid her hand under the table. Seconds later I felt it rest on my thigh.

“Do you know why I'm sitting beside you, Jamie, not opposite?”

“No,” I squeaked.

“Because if I sat opposite you, you'd never get your eyes out of my cleavage, would you? Do you look at all women like that?”

The accusation hit hard. It was one I'd heard before. I turned to face her, looked straight into her bright blue eyes. She held my gaze and then lowered hers, and I followed it down, down to her breasts that seemed to want to heave themselves out of the top of her dress.

“Do you know how old I am, Jamie?”

“No.”

“I'll be forty next month. I'm far too old for a young man like you.”

“No, you're not,” I protested. “I'm twenty-seven.”

“That's twelve, nearly thirteen years difference, Jamie. I tucked you into bed when you were a little boy.” There was sadness in her voice.

“I don't care.”

“I do, other people would. Sorry, this was a stupid idea.” Putting down her knife and returning her other hand to the table, she took hold of her half empty plate and started to stand up.

“Don't,” I said softly, resting my hand on her forearm. “Di, you are the most beautiful woman I've ever known. All I dream of is meeting a woman who matches up to you. A woman who would eclipse that night.”

“That night?” She looked puzzled. Suddenly she put down her plate and her hand flew to her mouth. “You mean that Xmas party at your parents. God! You were home from University, weren’t you?”

“I was – my final year.”

“I got my tits out in your bedroom, didn't I? I'm sorry, I was very drunk, that's my only excuse.”

“I didn't think you were drunk.”

Di looked at me, her gaze turned inwards as she searched her memory. “We didn't, did we...? Oh God, you came in your pants, didn't you?” She smiled, trying to suppress a laugh.

It was my turn to blush now.

“I remember that night now. I was so horny and Shaun was drunk and as useless as usual. I lay in bed and seriously thought about coming round and throwing gravel at your bedroom window, you know.”

“I wish you had done.”

“I don't. I was married, and I’d have been accused of cradle snatching.”

“And now?”

“Now it just depends on if you want a saggy old woman.”

“I do. I mean, you’re not, you’re beautiful,” I stammered.

“Eat up then. You're going to need your strength.”
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Chapter 3 - Doubt and Allure
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Di and I ate without talking. In the background, the Moby CD finished, and the room became silent. Rising silently, Di slipped from her chair, put the CD back in its cover and then back in its place on the shelf. After a moment, she selected an album, As I watched intently, noticing the lines of suspender straps that showed through the material of her dress as she bent forward, and the material tightened over her firm, pert, arse, she straightened up and turned off one amplifier and turned on an open-frame valve one. The wall and the underside of the shelf glowed orange as the heaters warmed up, all the more so when she reached to the other wall and dimmed the room light. Only now did she turn back to the LP, switching on the turntable, waiting until the speed stabilized and then, after wiping the vinyl with a soft cloth, she carefully lowered the stylus to the groove. There was the faintest click, the sound of a few scratches and then the music burst forth, filling the room. Di adjusted the volume, and then walked back to the table. The room filled with the warmest, most filling sound I’d ever heard. I recognized neither the album nor the artist, but the sound was terrific. Slipping back onto her chair, she finished her plate, then put her knife and fork down neatly upon it and sat, staring straight ahead, sipping her wine until I finished mine.

“Shall we adjourn to the sofa,” she said and got up. Moving with a slow grace, she walked over to her hi-fi, and adjusted the settings on the amplifier. “Sit yourself down,” she said, “don't hover, you make me nervous. I hope you like my taste in music.” Her red painted fingertips picked up the empty album cover and held it up for me to see that it was Deep Purple's Burn. She turned it over, seemingly looking at the track list as she swayed in time to the music.

“What did you think was going to happen tonight?” she said as she tipped the remaining drops of wine into the glasses and then sat beside me, passing me a glass. “I'd told you I wasn't with Shaun any more.”

“You didn't say you weren't with anyone else.”

“I still haven't.”

My world seemed to collapse around me. Was she toying with me, was this all a tease?

“Don't worry, I'm single. I have been since I left Shaun, and we got divorced. And there has been no one else, either.”

“Why not, you're so pretty?”

“Apparently men think that divorced, red-headed women with big boobs are trouble. The only ones that show interest are already married, and I'm not going to be someone's bit on the side, I prefer to be single.”

“Oh.”

“And you, Jamie, are you leaving a trail of broken hearts behind you?”

“I've had a couple of girlfriends, but nothing serious, nothing that lasted.”

“Why not?”

I shrugged my shoulders. Why was that? I knew why, I knew precisely why. It was because the first time I got their tops off, I'd been disappointed.

“They weren't what I was looking for.”

“And what was that?”

“You.” The word was out before I could formulate a better answer. I was horrified but Di just laughed.

“And did you sleep with them? Sorry, none of my business.”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“And then you finished with them?”

“No, they finished with me. Apparently I'm too serious, too intense, too quick to dive into a relationship when all they wanted was some fun.” That wasn't quite the truth. The funny thing was they said I wanted commitment with wanting to give it. I wondered if Di would see the disparity in my two answers. But instead she went on.

“So why did you come here tonight?”

“Because I want you?”

“Was that a question or an answer?”

I didn't reply.

“Jamie, I don't mind a bit of fun, it might be nice, but I'm too old for you. You're young, you'll want to settle down eventually and have a family. I'm almost too old for that. I feel too old to start that.”

“I don't want children,” I replied, quite sure of myself.

“You might not want them now. You might in ten years time. What are you going to do then when your chosen woman has missed that particular boat?”

“Be happy that I chose the woman that I did because I was in love with her, because I desired her, not for something else.”

“My god, you are intense. Have you any idea what love is, how desire makes you think you are in love until its all too late, and then you realize you were only besotted or driven by lust? And that doesn't last. That turns into regret. Marriage takes that regret and turns it into hatred.”

Wow! I was stunned. Suddenly it seemed that I had hit a nerve, uncovered of side to Di that never existed in my fantasy version of her. This was a version that had a past, had been hurt, and was made cynical and distrusting by it.

“Sorry,” Di said, breaking the sudden silence between us. “It's the red wine, I shouldn't have drunk so much.”

Her left hand moved and rested on top of mine as it lay between us on the sofa. She turned me and smiled, then pressing her fingers so that they interwove with mine, she picked it up and guided it to her thigh. I felt an electric shock run through me as my hand contacted her stockinged leg just below the hem of her dress. Already short, it had ridden up further as she had sat down on the sofa. Now my fingers were only just below the tops of her stockings. Di shuddered ever so faintly, and she pressed her legs together, squirming as my fingers squeezed her thigh. Her head turned towards me and as I lifted my eyes from my hand, her blue eyes seemed to look straight into my soul.

“Fuck it,” she said suddenly, as if she had made an inevitable decision. “Don't make me regret this.”

Pushing my hand aside, Di stood up, hitched up her skirt until the hem was above her stocking tops, then stepped over my legs and sat down into my lap. With her breasts just inches from my face, she slipped her dress' shoulder straps off, and wriggled it down to reveal not a push-up bra, but a red basque, with underwired half-cups. Her pale breasts mounded above the black lace-trimmed edge, her high nipples clearly exposed as well. And now her hands went around my head, pulling my face into her cleavage as she sighed deeply. She held me there for a moment and then let go. I kissed the smooth, soft flesh in front of my lips, then turned my head until I could take a nipple between my lips to kiss and suck it gently. I could feel Di trembling, then she was moving backwards, away from me.

In alarm, I lifted my head, thinking that she was abandoning me, that she had decided that this was a mistake, or that my nipple sucking had repulsed her. But as a gap grew between us, her hands plunged to my waist, and she hastily undid my belt, unbuttoned and unzipped my trousers, then pulled them open, dragging downwards as I lifted my arse from the sofa. My cock throbbed in my tiny black posing pouch, and as I looked up at her, I could see her smile.

“Poppers,” she said, tugging at the elasticated waistband until the press-studs gave way and my cock, now fully hard sprang free. “Oh, Jamie!” Di was suddenly breathless, “you have grown up, so big, so hard, and so shaved.”

Her fingers tried to encircle my shaft, and when she failed, she stroked downward until my bell-end sprang from beneath my retracting foreskin. She stroked me up and down, her hand rubbing the skin back and forth over the rim of my glans. She took a deep breath and then moved quickly.

Rising up, one hand pulled her dress hem to her waist, revealing the black suspender straps that hung from the basque, and a tiny black G-string that she now clawed frantically to one side, revealing her totally naked pussy. Pale smooth skin, no hair and just the line of her vulva appeared before my wide open eyes. Seeing her tits again after all this time was a wonder beyond wonders, seeing her pussy an unimagined delight. That's not true, I'd tried to imagine her pussy many times, from covered in a mat of red curls to shaven but with large protruding labia. But nothing in my imagination had prepared me for this smoothness. A smooth line split her, the slightest tip of a clitoral hood marking the upper limit of her vulva.

Di was moving now, rubbing my bell-end into her vulva, coating it with her moistness as she pushed me further and further into her, parting her, filling her. Then she stopped, and I could feel her muscles tensing and relaxing through my bell-end.

“Please don't cum,” she whispered and then sat down.

I wasn't a virgin, I'd made love before. Neither was I inexperienced in love any more, prone to cum at a single touch. But as I sank into Di's wondrously tight and sensual pussy, I thought that I might. My mind was full of images of me pumping cum into her, filling her until she groaned in delight, but then I got a grip, tensed and hung on. Slowly, she stopped moving, and her weight settled on my thighs.

“Okay?” I asked, wondering if it was hurting her.

“Fantastic,” she exclaimed. “Are you okay? Not going to explode?”

“No, I'm good,” I declared, my hands reaching around her, finding the zip of her dress and pulling it down, until suddenly it was nothing but a red rag around her waist. Di took hold of it with crossed arms and pulled it over her head. As she let it fall to the floor, her long read hair cascaded over her shoulders and over her breasts. I brushed it aside and then nuzzled her nipples as my hands sat on her hips, feeling the mesh and lace of her basque.

“You are stunning,” I whispered, kissing first one nipple and then the other, before tracing the upper edges of her areolae with my tongue. As I did so, she began to move, a slow rise and fall, each movement ending with her pressing her pussy against me as she ground her clit against my naked flesh.

“Oh, that's good,” she said softly, “it's been so long.” Her fingers started to undo the buttons of my shirt, finally throwing it open with a flourish. Her hands slid up and down my chest, over my pectorals, rubbing against my nipples in a way that I had never imagined could be so erotic. She was riding me now. Her body was moving in time to the pounding music that throbbed from the speakers, her hands roaming over the back of her head as her pussy danced on my cock, her breasts thrust towards my face.

I was all I could do to hold on to her hips now, lean back into the soft leather of the sofa and watch as her magnificent body weaved before me. Her pussy clamped to my cock, pushing downwards and then tugging up as she rode me with total abandon. I'd dreamt of making love to her for years, but never like this. In my dreams she'd been soft and passive, laying spread-eagle on a bed as I pushed into her until she screamed with delight. But this was the real Di, in control and taking what she wanted. Up and down my hands went, following her movements as she began to pound me, then slowed and pushed downwards, rocking more fore and aft now as she ground her clit against my body.
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