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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.
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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.
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This is the third instalment of the Leanna and Jannine story. The first book was ‘Leanna of Sales’, the second, ‘Jannine’s Story’, and this makes the story a trilogy, so far.

Synopsis:

Years after their acrimonious divorce, John and Jannine have each found new, fulfilling relationships. John is with the sexually confident and nurturing Leanna, while Jannine is exploring new depths of pleasure with Mark. However, accidental and separate encounters between the estranged couples ignite forbidden desires, leading to secret affairs that challenge their new understandings of love, intimacy, and commitment. This journey forces them to confront their past, their present, and ultimately, whether their evolving desires can coexist within a traditional framework or blend into a new, polyamorous reality.

Where our Characters are:

• Leanna: Continues to be a confident and assertive woman who enjoys taking control of her sexuality. She really enjoys vigorous intercourse and making her partner cum. She also has massive breasts which while she found having her first husband cum over enjoyable, she finds that her ability to induce lactation, and have an adult breastfeeding relationship (ABRs), a cherished aspect of her intimacy.

• John: Has developed a profound understanding of women and lovemaking, having found deep intimacy with Leanna. He appreciates her inexhaustible nature and her massive breasts. He is described as "girthy and prolific" by Leanna, who finds him to be a "good fuck", being almost inexhaustible. Leanna thinks of his as "very loving" as he frequently expresses his genuine love her.

• Jannine: Has overcome her past sexual inhibitions and the pain she experienced why attempting to have sex with John. Now that she gains profound pleasure and orgasms from penetrative sex with Mark, she is beginning to become curious about "what a bigger cock would be like", despite Mark's satisfaction of her other desires. She has a firm stance against having children, deeming herself "too old".

• Mark: Primarily focused on his fetish for breasts and cumming on them. Before Jannine he struggled to give satisfaction, and therefore gain enjoyment, with penetrative sex, but from their first sexual encounter, they were both delighted to find that his thin penis, suited her virginal vagina perfectly. He surprised Jannine by having no refactory period and by enjoying providing oral gratification. He is much older than Jannine.

Part 1: The Subtle Cracks and Unexpected Encounters

Chapter 1: The Honeymoon Period Fades 

“Aaaaaaaarrrrrrrrhhhhhhhh” cried Leanna, thrusting her magnificent breasts forward as she came. Milk dripped from her long, dark nipples as I thrust my hips up, my cock pumping my morning load deep into her already wet vagina. “Aaaarrrrhhhh, Oh, Girthy,” she groaned, slumping forward, before pressing down on my shoulders as she lifted her hips up, rising until only half of my softening cock remained in her. Lifting my head, I watched as her creampie oozed out of her, flowing around my erection, and between it and her dark, fleshy labia, as they hung down the sides of it. “Oooohhhh, lovely,” she whispered, satisfied now that most of it had dripped out of her, and climbing off me to move her considerable size onto her knees, side onto me. “I'll just clean up then,” she whispered as she did every morning, bending over me and sucking my now soft penis into her mouth. As she licked around the base she drank up as much of our combined fluids as she could. At the same time, I reached below her hanging belly and slipped two fingers into her sloppy pussy, fingering her gently as she sipped and slurped in my groin.

Finally satisfied that she'd cleaned up most of it, she sighed and lifted her head. This was the signal for me to withdraw my fingers and for her to slump down beside me.

“That was nice,” she whispered affectionately, resting her head on my shoulders. “You do know that's as near to a spit roast as I ever want to go, don't you?”

“Of course.”

“And you still don't want a younger wife, instead of a fat old broad like me?”

“You're not fat,” I lied, “you're cuddly.” I put my arm around her shoulders and pulled her to me.

“I'm forty-three, John. I've never given you children. I should have remembered the surgeon saying when I had Matthew by caesarian that I was unlikely to be able to have any more. Something about my tubes.”

“I know, you've told me, and I don't care really. I never wanted kids, besides, you have the most wonderful milky breasts without pregnancy. Win-win, I call it.”

“And do you want a feed, or shall I pump and put it in the fridge for later.”

“One of each, perhaps,” I suggested, moving over her body and lifting her heavy boob on onto her chest, before latching on and starting to suckle.

As the milk flowed readily into my mouth, Leanna sighed contentedly, but I noticed that whilst one hand stroked my hair, the other came to rest between her legs, her fingers exploring between her fleshy labia, stroking her prominent clitoris, stirring in the sticky remains of our morning lovemaking.

Love-making which was, if I was honest with myself, becoming somewhat predictable. Perhaps there was only so many things, so many ways, a couple could make love, or make each other orgasm. Perhaps, after five years together, making love repeatedly every single day, we had truly exhausted those possibilities. Familiarity had led us to limited ourselves to the things we liked best, or were the most efficient at getting us off. Perhaps the thrill and spirit of adventure were what was missing. I still craved her body, longed for the sensation of cumming in her or over her, loved her lustiness, but sometimes it felt as if she was wishing there was something more to it. Was I tying her down? Was that it? Before me, with Mark, she'd been free to have affairs and one-night stands, as long as she didn't bring them home. That is what had broken them up, when she and I had made love in her bed, and left traces that Mark found. Did she miss that freedom and spontaneity?

Finally, the milk flow slowed from her left breast and I sat up. Without a word, Leanna sat up too and we both climbed out of our own side of the bed, then worked together to strip it. Every morning we did this, so that every evening we returned to fresh sheets, duvet and pillowcases. Every day we did two washes. One of bedding, and one of underwear, because Leanna always got through three and sometimes four or more sets a day. Plain and supportive for work, plain and comfortable to hold her boobs in place whilst she slept, and then one or two sets of lingerie that she'd have worn during our energetic evening together. It was a ritual and she had drawers and cupboards full of lingerie and underwear. We bought some every weekend, some as a new titillation, some to replace that which was worn, and some to replace that which no longer fitted. Not only had her breasts grown with the constant lactation, so had the rest of her. Happiness and comfortable living had added inches to her waist. I on the other hand was leaner and more rangy. Fit as a butcher's dog, strong and muscular with the constant exercise.

“Happy?” Leanna asked as she led the way to the bathroom for our morning shower together.

“Of course,” I replied, watching her sizable arse as it waggled naked in front of me. And I was. I had nothing at all to complain about. I had a beautiful, sexy wife, who loved sex and everything that came with it. A wife that never seemed to have any side to her, never wheedled or tried to manipulate me, who seemed to love making love with me just as much as I did with her, and who seemed to gain just as much satisfaction and delight.

But still, sometimes in the middle of the cold, dark night, I'd lay in bed, Leanna snoring contentedly beside me, and wonder what happened to Jannine, my first wife. I knew that she'd moved in with Leanna's ex-husband Mark. She'd boasted that he'd made her cum, that he could fuck her in ways that I'd never been able to. She'd seemed furious and hateful the last time I'd seen her, yet smug that she'd got a luxury life for herself, without any mention of being in love. Could I have done things differently, could her and I ever have had the life I had with Leanna? I doubted it, and whilst I didn't actually miss her, the love you have for your first love never really disappears.

Jannine sat on the end of her bed, her breasts in her hands, her expensive negligée around her waist as Mark stood before her, wanking his slim, white prick with real vigour. Now, well into his fifties, it was taking him longer and longer to cum, and each time he did, there seemed to be less of it.

After a few weeks of passionate sex, their lovemaking had subtly changed until now it was purely transactional. She let him wank over her tits, and then he'd let her lay down whilst he fucked her and eventually came inside her. Much as she liked seeing him happy, she took little pleasure from seeing him wank now, not for the millionth time, nor the time before that, nor the time before that. That said, his lovemaking was passionate and, like now, he did make her cum, and seemed to gain real enjoyment from seeing her do so.

“Oh Mark,” She whispered as he pounded on and on, his thin cock pushing endlessly in and out of her tight little quim. “Oooooohhhhhhrrrrrr,” she groaned as she came with him, her pussy clamping around his slim cock as he groaned softly and came inside her.

“Oh, Jannine, my love. That was so nice, from behind?”

“Oh yes,” Jannine enthused, waiting for Mark to withdraw and let her roll over, get on to her knees and wait for him to take her doggy style. This was where it got really good. Mark was trying for his third ejaculation now and she was wet and slippery from his second. This was when, despite his fifty-five years of age, his slim, fit, muscular body would come into its own. This is where his stamina would show as he fucked her until she came, over and over again until, with her sobbing with ecstasy, he finally came inside her.

It was also when, as he slipped easily in her, she remembered the first time he had made love with her, how marvellous it had felt to be filled so completely. After John's failed attempts at proper penetration, and her taking out her frustration on a slim candle, Mark had been a revelation. He'd hurt a bit at first, but not too much, not so much that the orgasms that followed hadn't made it all worthwhile. So worthwhile that she'd quickly fallen in love with him, with him, his lovemaking, his devotion and his wealth. The wealth that gave her the lifestyle she'd always wanted. And, in a way, perhaps a conventional way, she did love him, really she did. Just sometimes, like now, when she was wet and spunky and waiting to be fucked, she wondered what it would be like to be stretched. What would it be like to feel that massive cock of John's spreading her apart. She'd doubted any cock could enter her in those early days. Secretly she'd imagined that she was just 'built wrong'. Mark had taught her that that wasn't so. He'd shown her that she was as perfect as any woman, just as capable of having a great, orgasmic sex life as any other. Of taking a cock deep inside her until finally it came and filled her with lovely, warm spunk. So now, after five years of lovemaking, when Mark never hurt her, when he slipped in so easily, perhaps, just perhaps, she could manage John. And what would that feel like? How would that make her come? Would she cry out like Leanna did, in so much ecstasy that it could be mistaken for agony?

“Oh, Mark,” she gasped, collapsing forward off his cock and rolling over. “Again?” she asked, spreading her legs wide as her hands pushed her breasts together.

Chapter 2: A Glimpse of the Past

I tried to bury any of the creeping doubts I had about Leanna's feelings for me, or indeed, any I had about her. Our love live life was still as explosive, exhausting and fulfilling as it had ever been. I certainly couldn't complain. Leanna was a ready and willing partner, always enthusiastic even when we were doing something for the millionth time, if perhaps without the vigour we might have done it sometimes before.

Then, one Sunday morning, I woke to find her on top of me, using my morning wood to full effect as her full breasts dripped onto my chest. We both came nicely together and then I lay in her lap and suckled from her breasts whilst she stroked me back to hardness.

“That's enough, my love,” she said softly, waiting until I sat up, then tucking her boobs back into her sleeping bra, she moved down the bed and started to suck the erection she'd just worked up. And this morning she was taking no prisoners, working me rapidly and authoritatively to orgasm. Except, rather than letting me cum in her mouth, she lifted off at the last minuted, directed my cum over her throat, and then went back to sucking until she was convinced I was dry. Having finished, she sat up and stroked the spunk over her neck and down onto the tops of her breasts.

“Don't you like swallowing it any more?” I asked, realizing now that she hadn't swallowed for quite a while, although she sucked me just as often.

“Perhaps. I love your taste, my love. When it goes straight down my throat into my stomach, it seems such a waste. I never see it or get to taste it, and if it hits the back of my mouth, it makes me gag. I guess I'm scared it will do that one day and make me throw up, then I'll have ruined it for both of us.”

“If you've just gone off it, you can just say so, you know?” I replied wondering if she was trying to be kind to me.

“No, not at all. Are you going off breastfeeding, or licking me out after we've made love?”

“No, not at all, I love all of that just as much as I've always done, more so if anything,”

“Good,” she declared sitting up, “but if you are going to be away all week on this sales conference, and without me, I'm going to drain you dry today. I'm going to leave you begging for mercy by the time you leave tomorrow morning, then at least I know you won't stray whilst you are away.”

“I never would, my darling. Never. I love you, you know? And I know what side my bread is buttered. Perhaps it's me that should be worried, you were the one that had multiple affairs during your last marriage,” I teased.

“Yes and I gave up that up, and the money and lifestyle that went with it when I met you. Darling, I'm truly monogamous now. You and only you, cross my heart.”

And I believed her. Still she was as good as her word and when I finally climbed into the company car to head off the next morning, my back ached and my balls felt like they had a vacuum in them. Leanna certainly seemed to have put to one side any worries she had about gagging on my ejaculate.

The first day of the conference was busy. Booking in, finding out my agenda, making sure I could attend the lectures and product demonstrations I wanted to see, whilst also giving two talks myself. But the best part of any conference was the networking, the getting together with people I knew, catching up and being introduced to new contacts. Most of this happened in the evenings, in the conference centre bar. I leant early on in my career that the really valuable skill was being able to drink, or to be seen to be drinking, without getting drunk. If you got the opposition tipsy, sometimes a trade secret or two would slip out. Of course, they were playing the same game.

So, as I stood near the bar chatting with a group of old friends, I drank from a pint glass that started as a pint of good ale but which I topped up occasionally with alcohol-free beer. Therefore, I knew I wasn't drunk when across the room I spotted the back of a woman that looked so familiar to me.

I stopped and stared, willing her to turn in my direction, to confirm or deny my hopes. The long dark hair, the slim but elegant body and the way she moved, all looked so familiar. Eventually I could stand it no longer, and making my excuses, I broke from the group and circled around the outside of the room, nodding and saying hello to people, until finally I was side on to her.

Oh my lord, it is, how can it be? I thought. What's she doing here?

It was no good, I had to know, so I moved closer, heading directly towards her now. Suddenly her eyes moved from the men she was taking to and flicked in my direction. I could see her stumble unable to finish her sentence and she realized who she was looking at. I moved in closer.

“Jannine?” I said pleasantly.

“John! What are you doing here?”

“Sales conference? And I'm giving a couple of talks.”

“Yes, I saw the name in the programme, I didn't realize it was you.”

“You look a million dollars,” I blurted, trying desperately to not stare at the magnificent rack that was displayed by her very expensive dress.

“You two know each other?” asked one of her companions.

“Yes, sorry, this is John. We used to be married.”

“Used to be? My god, I bet you regret losing her don't you?”

Jannine blushed and stared pointedly back at the man, who quickly made an excuse and grabbing his colleague, left. Suddenly we were alone, and I was still gawping.

“Do you want to get a table and sit down?” Jannine asked, glancing around and lifting her hand. Immediately a waiter appeared and lead us to table that miraculously was both empty and clean, and also fairly secluded. Having sat us down, he vanished, to reappear moments later with a bottle of wine and two glasses.

“You look wonderful,” I started.

“Thank you. You don't look so bad yourself, you look really fit, are you getting a lot of exercise?”

“Loads, I'm actually lighter than we were together,”

“I'm not,” she admitted sadly.

I can see where it's all gone, I thought. I bet you're not a D cup any more. 

“Well your looking good on it,” I said, quite honestly. “What are you doing here?”

“Mark gave me one of his fashion companies to run, so I wasn't bored. I seem to be doing rather well.” She tapped her name badge.

“That's you. Wow!”

“How's Leanna?” Janine asked, changing the subject.

“She's okay,” I replied non-committally.

“And your parents?”

That broke the sight awkwardness there was between us and suddenly we were like two old friends chatting, reminiscing and catching up. Jannine kept topping up the glasses and soon ordered a second bottle. But through it all, I couldn't keep my eyes off her. She was gorgeous. Her skin seemed to glow with health and vitality, she looked so much more confident and self-assured than she ever had been. Her eyes sparkled and her tits, well, her tits just had me wanting to dive between them, to drown in contact with her flesh and never come up.

“Miss me?” She asked suddenly, snapping me back from whatever fantasy my mind had wandered to.

“Oh yes,” I breathed, before my mind had chance to think of a responsible answer.

Jannine smiled. “I miss you too sometimes,” she said softly, putting her hand on top of mine. “Do you think we could ever have been happy?”

“We were, weren't we once?”

“Not for very long,” she said sadly. “If I'd known then what I know now... Or if you had known how to break my ice...” I looked up into her eyes. “I'm not frigid, you know? Far from it. Very, very far from it.”

“Good,” I said sadly, knowing then what a prize I'd lost, and worse than that, that another man had found it and made it his. “I only ever wanted the very best for you.”

“Well, I've got the very best of everything now,” she replied, but somehow didn't seem happy about it. “Everything money can buy.”

“Is there anything else?”

“I don't know. Leanna left Mark for you. There most be something I'm missing, or she was.”

That made me grin. I knew exactly what turned Leanna's head. The same thing that had ultimately, although in reverse, been the cause of the break-up of Jannine and I. Jannine saw my grin.

“Really! Is that what you think? She left him just because of...” she leaned towards me over the table and hissed, “your over-sized cock?”

I sat back and grinned. “I'm sure my startling wit and amazing personality had something to do with it,” I added, hopefully.

“Oh, and your modesty, of course.” Jannine sat back in her chair, glaring at me, her arms crossed in front of her, which only served to lift her breasts higher and more forward. “Bloody hell, will you stop staring at my tits. I used to bloody hate you doing that, and you know it.”

“Yes, and there's so much more to stare at now.”

“And don't you know it!” She came back triumphantly.

“No, I think I do. It could be all push up and padding,”

“So what? You want a feel?”

“Show me yours and I'll show you mine.” I retorted.

“You'd bloody-well like that, wouldn't you?”

“Yes.”

The word hung in the air. Our sparring, our flirting, because that was what it was, had suddenly hit upon a truth. Jannine looked at me, her eyes squinting in a way that I remembered meant that she was thinking about something. Slowly she got up from her chair and I started to get up too. It appeared our chatting was over.

“No, don't move,” she said, getting up and moving round to my side of the table, before pulling out a chair and sitting down next to me. Looking around, she caught a waiter's eye. “Two single malts, doubles, please. Your very best.”

The waiter scurried away.

“You drink whiskey, I seem to remember.”

“I didn't know you did.”

“I've developed a taste for the best things I can get my hands on, you should try it sometime. Never settle for something that is less than what you want.”

This sounded so like a flirt, and why was she sitting next to me, so close that her arm brushed against mine. Just as I was about to say something, the waiter appeared with the drinks and the moment passed. Jannine lifted her glass, toasted me and drank half of hers, holding it in her mouth for second before swallowing. This seemed very erotic. Everything she did seemed erotic, or was she just winding me up, teasing me, trying to prove some point. She looked around again, but she wasn't looking for a waiter now. We had our backs to the room and we were facing a wall.

“Go on then, if you want to.”

“Want to what?” She had me confused now.

“Bloody hell, you never used to be this slow.” Quickly she undid a hidden fastener on her dress, loosened the wrap of the top and exposed a bra cup, Before I could say anything, Jannine grabbed my hand, guided it inside her dress and let me cup her boob. As my fingers cradled and then squeezed gently, she closed her eyes and sighed gently. “Do you still like tiny nipples?” she whispered.

That was all the encouragement I needed and deftly I twisted my hand around until I could slip it into her bra, covering her breast until my fingers found and surrounded her nipple.

“That's enough,” Jannine said suddenly, pulling away from me and fastening up her dress tightly as soon as my hand was free of her skin. “Sorry, I shouldn't have done that, I was leading you on, and that's not fair. I'm a married woman.” She picked up her glass and emptied it.

“I don't care if you are married, remember?” I asked, grabbing her hand by the wrist and placing it firmly over the solid boner that was filling my trousers. Jannine recoiled in shock, then after a second that felt like a week, reached back and squeezed me properly.

“So big, so fucking big,” she whispered. She looked at me, looked deep into my eyes and then shook her head. “Sorry, John, I'm really sorry.” There was a tear in her eye as she started to get up. “Stay, finish your drink. Remember the good times, and be grateful for what you have now.” She leant forward, kissed me lightly on the forehead, turned and was gone.

I sat, double scotch in my hand and an erection seconds away from cumming in my trousers. What on earth had just happened? What had I done wrong? Could I have had her back? Did I even want her back, that was the question and was I lying to myself when I said 'No'?

Chapter 3: Polite Refreshments and Lingering Questions

“So, nice to see you again, nice to catch up the last night, but why again for coffee? Anyone would think you missed me,” I quipped as I joined Jannine at a table in the coffee bar of the conference centre.

“Perhaps I do, a bit. We were together a long time, John. Then suddenly, we weren't. It left a hole,” she said sweetly, leaning forward and reaching for my hand, her sizeable breasts bulging enticingly out of the front of her low-cut dress. They looked smooth, tanned and firm. Unlike Leanna's which now had creases in the skin where their prodigious weight causing them to sag increasingly.

I ignored her approaching hand, signalled for the waiter and ordered a strong black coffee. Just as he was writing down my order, Jannine's fingers touched mine and I tried not to jump. It wasn't just a touch, it was as if an electric spark passed between us. In my briefs, something stirred and began to harden.

“A hole you apparently managed to fill, repeatedly, every night, you boasted. Something I never managed, I believe you said.”

“Sorry, that was unnecessarily harsh.”

“Harsh? It was damn right cruel, Jannine. I tried you know? You just didn't want to meet me half way,” I hissed, preparing to leave until, just at that moment, the waiter appeared with the coffee.
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