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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’. ‘The Love of a Good Dryad II – Fertilisation’ followed.

‘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’, ‘Denise: MILF vs Wife’, ‘Annika – Ride of my Life’ and ‘the Distractions of Susan’.

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
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Chapter 1 - Night call
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Helena and I married young. We started dating at eighteen, married at twenty-one and divorced at twenty-three when I discovered she'd been shagging a bloke at work.

An acrimonious divorce followed, which cost me more financially than it should and far more in my trust of women.

Consequentially, at twenty-eight, I was still single. I'd finally bought my own home, but I was convinced I'd never share it with a woman. I wasn't going to taken again. Dating was fine, and frequent, but I formed no long term attachments.

So it was a surprise one Friday night when the phone rang. Just as I was sitting down to am episode of my favourite crime drama. I looked at the screen, an 07 mobile number, but not one I or my phone recognised. I pressed the green icon.

“Hello?”

“Steve?” There was a pause. “It's me.”

The voice was familiar, but I couldn't place it.

“Me who?”

“Helena.”

A long pause followed. What the hell did she want? What did I want with her?

“What do you want?”

“Can you come and see me, please? Steve? I really need you.”

“What on earth for? Why?” And why would I want anything to do with you, bitch. Slag-bitch.

“Please?” The voice tagged at my heart strings and unresolved urges trampled a path through my reason.

“Why?”

“Please come, I'll explain when you get here. Please? I need you?”

Well, never say I'd ignore a damsel in distress and Helena always could wrap me around her little finger, but even so, I'd learnt a damaging lesson the very hard way.

“What's the address?”

That was it, I'd given in. I got up and looked for my car keys. Then lifted an armpit and sniffed. Hmm, shower first. And a shave, all of me, and a proper good scrub and then a scouring of my teeth.

Naked, I stood in the bedroom deciding what to wear. It had to be a scam, some twisted way to get at me, but hell, I could make her realise what she was missing. I always did look better than that toerag she ran off with, I thought, as I put on tiny briefs, that only just covered my cock and balls, and gave way at the two press-studs. Especially if the former started showing any interest in the local talent. Then tight jeans, a decent T-shirt and go.

The address she'd given me was a dark, morose inner-city street of narrow terrace houses. I parked up, luckily finding a gap in the on-street parking and lookup up to peer at front doors, I found I was standing outside number she had given me. I knocked, and a light came on inside, lighting up the window above the door. It opened.

“Come in, Steve,” she said, opening the door, hurrying me inside and closing the door behind me. “Come through,” she added, leading the way to the back room.

Now I was inside I could see that the front room was in darkness, the light was coming from the doorway which lead to the back sitting room. Following her through, I could see that she didn't seem to have changed much. Still about shoulder height to my six-foot in stockinged feet, still with a narrow waist and slim hips. Her hair had changed, still the same dark, mousey brown with a slight wave, but cut shorter. No longer shoulder-length, now it was cut in a neat bob.

“What's this about, Helena?” I asked, wanting to get straight to whatever the point of my visit was.

“Sit down, Steve,” she said, sitting down in the middle of a three-piece suite. I cast about for an armchair. “No, here, next to me.” She smiled up at me and placed her hand on the sofa cushion beside her. Now I turned and looked down at her.

“Bloody heck,” I cursed under my breath. “Where did you get them from?”

She pushed her chest out, emphasising the size of her breasts.

“Same as they always were. I've just got a decent bra on.”

“Bloody hell, you never wore a bra when you were with me.” I sat down. “You always said you'd been given flat, saggy boobs, wearing a bra was false advertising.”

“Neville likes me to show off what I've got.”

“Good for Neville. Where is the fatuous twat, by the way.”

“Gone to Holland for a football match with his mates. He won't be back until Sunday night.”

It didn't go unmissed that she'd told me where he was, that he wasn't going to reappear in short order, and that she hadn't challenged my insult of him.

“So, why am I here. Why, and how exactly do you need me?”

“I need you, Steve,” she replied, putting an emphasis on the word 'need'.

“How, exactly.”

“Need, Steve.” Again that word.

“Ey, so you said. How?”

She reached out and took hold of my hand. I resisted as she tried to lift it, but relented as she tugged at my wrist and allowed her to guide it to rest on her upper leg.

“Ha, very likely,” I said, snatching my hand back and standing up. A press-stud snapped open noisily, and she stared at my obvious erection, now presented to her at eye-level. I saw victory in her eyes as she stood up too.

Never breaking eye contact, she unhooked her skirt and let it fall to the floor. My eyes tracked it all the way down, taking in the black stockings and suspender straps holding them up.

“Hell, Hels? You pissed, or something?”

Her arms lifted her T-shirt up and over her head, revealing an underwired, padded, push-up bar with far more boob on show than I ever remembered her having.

She put a finger to her lips. “Ssh.” Slowly she sank to her knees, her fingers gripping my jeans and tugging expertly so that the button gave way and the zip pulled downwards. Another tug and my jeans were around my knees and my cock was pushing out and past my posing pouch briefs, which were only just hanging on by hope and one reluctant popper.

“Oh, just as I remembered, but shaven. It makes it look even bigger. Steve!”

Before I could stop her, or even think of doing so, her mouth opened, and she took a good part of my cock in, sealing her lips to the shaft and sucking. Her hand then pulled the cotton of my briefs from me and took a hold of my buttocks.

I had dreamed of her like this for years. Not in a push-up bra, not with black stockings and suspenders, she was always in jeans and a T-shirt, or naked when she was with me. But on her knees and sucking, not that she ever did, not voluntarily, not without a lot of cajoling and promised rewards having been extracted. That had been our whole relationship, bargaining, and extraction. And I'd always come off worse, normally financially.

Oral sex had been rare and she never finished the job. I pulled my T-shift up and over my head. She looked up, and her hands reached to slide up over my smooth skin.

“Ooh, your chest hair has gone too. You're so smooth now. Sit down, darling.”

She pushed me gently and I fell back onto the sofa, watching amazed as she untied my shoes then pulled them and my socks off. With a look of triumph, she caught hold of my trouser legs and pulled my jeans from me, tossing them carelessly behind her.

“Oh yes! You're shaven all over! When did you start doing that? Good grief, it's sexy. And what do you think of me in black lace and a decent bra?”

I was aghast. It was one thing to have washed and shaved and travelled hopefully, dreaming if perhaps reliving an episode from our youth. But this was a different Helena. Not the Helena that I'd married. One that gave in and had sex only once she'd secured some sort of recompense or concession. This was a woman who wanted sex and wanted it under her own terms. It also seemed that she was a woman who had a rather more developed sexual appetite than she'd had as a teenager.

“You're wonderful,” I finally gasped. “Have you had something done?”

“What do you mean?” Her brow furrowed.

“Your tits, they look much bigger.”

“Oh, you mean, have I had implants. No, it's just me. I've put on a bit of weight, and it's gone there and on my arse. But they are the same saggy hangers that I've always had. Want a look?”

She rocked back, leaning away from me as she reached behind her and undid her bra. Then, holding her forearm across her bosom as she pushed the straps from her shoulders, she slipped each arm out of the straps whilst maintaining the cups held to her chest.

“Ready?” she asked.

For an instant I thought I could see doubt in her eyes, then she lowered her arm, dropping the bra and revealing her breasts.

They were just as I remembered them in my dreams, night, and day. All my memories were of them as they were now; long and pendulous, with thick dark nipples surrounded by darker areolae. But her nipples were hard and erect, pointing straight forward, straight at me.

“Wow,” I gasped. “Some things only get better with age.”

“Really, Steve, do you mean that?”

“Of course! I never lied to you about things like that?”

“Neville says they are horrible, and they are to be in a bra at all times.”

“Neville's a twat.”

Helena pushed in between my legs, pressed my cock between her breasts and began to lift them up and down, wanking me off into her cleavage.

“Cum on them then?” she whispered, “or do you want me to suck you off first?”

“You offering?” I asked, shocked and pleasantly amazed at the change in her.

Without replying, she changed to fellating me, her hands pulling mine into her breasts.

“Oh good lord, Hels, you're going to make me cum!”

I thought she'd stop, get her mouth as far away from my cock and possible. If I was lucky, she'd finish me with a handjob, making sure none of the spunk touched her, but instead, she shifted up a gear, her head bobbing wildly up and down as her mouth worked her magic on me. It was no good, I couldn't resist any longer. Not that I'd been putting up anything of a fight. I dropped her boobs, grasped the back of her head and pushed her down into my groin. As my cock pushed into her mouth and I felt my taut purple dome touch the back of her throat, I came.
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Chapter 2 - For Real?
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As I came, I thrust my hips upwards, forcing myself into her and bracing for her struggles. I was waiting for her to fight, for her to try to push herself away from me, to reject the awful thing I was doing, pumping disgusting spunk into her mouth. Instead, the pressure of my hands lessened as she pressed forward, sucking hard on my cock as my balls unloaded, pumping years worth of pent-up emotion and spunk into her mouth.

Finally, she shook her head and sat back on her haunches, smiled and opened her mouth to reveal the quantity of spunk within, then smiled and swallowed.

“Tell me that's not all you've got, you are going to be able to get hard again soon, aren’t you?”

“Yes, in about ten minutes, probably, if you want?” I was in a daze. Had I come to the right house, was this really the Helena I'd been married to once? It didn't seem like it. If it was, she'd gone through some sort of transformation.

“Good,” she repeated, and reached for her bra, slipping it on and hauling her breasts back into the impressive show that she had first greeted me with. “I'll get us a drink.” She turned and walked, her hips swaying with exaggerated seductiveness, towards the back kitchen, returning moments later with two glasses and a large jug. “A litre of vodka, mixed with Red Bull. You do still drink, don't you?”

“Not Vodka and Red Bull, I don't. Haven't you got coffee, or even a beer.”

“Wuss, sup up and get pissed, and hard.”

She passed me a glass and sat down, straddling my legs. Rasing the glass to her lips, she drained half of it, gulping it down. I looked at her in amazement.

“Come on, I want wild sex, Steve. I want to get drunk and have fun and get fucked like you used to fuck me, long and hard and wild.”

That wasn't quite how I remembered it. Infrequent and quick were the words that came to my mind. We'd been adventurous to start with, but once we were married it was occasional, missionary, and quick.

“Are you still married?” I asked, looking at her fingers and seeing rings there. Engagement and wedding. But on other fingers were the engagement and eternity rings I'd given her.

“Yes, but Neville only fucks married women, when they are married to other men. Not when he's actually married to them. Bastard. Limp dicked, tiny, foul tasting bastard.” She drained her glass and twisted around to refill it, topping up mine and almost making it overflow. “Come on, Steve. Don't you want to get drunk and fuck me?”

“I don't need to be drunk,” I replied.

“Yes, but I want you to be, I want you to be drunk and fuck me really hard.”

“Ha, get me that drunk, and I won't be hard!”

“I don't remember it ever affecting you like that. Don't you remember that party at Kim's? We were sooooo drunk, that when we staggered home, you tied me up and fucked me all night long. You fucked me until you couldn't move any longer and until it hurt me.”

“Yes, and then you left me for Neville.”

“Sorry about that.” She took another long swallow of her drink. I drank some more of mine and could already feel the sugar, caffeine, and alcohol starting to course in my veins.
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