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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 - Take you Home
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I fumbled to get the key in the lock, hindered by Maxine, who seemed to want to flow over my shoulders and have her hands rummage in my clothing at the same time. Distracting and obstructing, she hugged my back, as her hands ran over the front of my shirt and occasionally skirted across the front of my trousers. I kept twisting and buckling, not wanting her to feel the erection that was growing rapidly.

“Shh,” I hissed, “You’ll wake the neighbours.”

“Which floor are they on?” slurred Maxine.

“Next door,” I replied, “this is my house.”

“Ooh, isn’t Toby fancy, he’s got his own house,” Maxine giggled as the lock finally surrendered to my machinations, and the door burst inwards, crashing noisily against the coat rack and scattering stuff from the hall table.

“Shh,” I repeated, turning to close the door behind me and meeting head-on the determined assault of Maxine, who seemed to want to desperately rip my jacket and tie off. In which order, she didn’t seem to be bothered, as long as something came off.

“Do you want a drink?” I suggested, thinking that this might slow her down and give me more time. Time for what, I wasn’t sure.

“Okay,” replied Maxine brightly, “I’ve got a bottle of wine in my bag and,” she grinned as if this was a marvellous revelation, “I borrowed this tiny bottle of brandy, because no-one seemed to like it and it was all lonely and on its own in John’s desk.”

The revelation that Maxine had purloined a litre of Brandy from the boss’s desk struck me as scandalous and hilarious at the same time. It was theft, and yet she’d helped herself to a bottle during a party where all you could drink was free. Something it appeared Maxine had taken full advantage of.

“I’ll get some glasses,” I said, trying to detach myself, get the door closed and head for the living room, in one order or another.

“You do that,” slurred Maxine, stepping back and leaning back, with her breasts thrust forward as she weaved in what she imagined was a seductive manner. “I’ll go and get into bed.” She turned. “Where is it?”

Toby looked at her, lost.

“Your bedroom, which is it?”

“Oh, top of the stairs, first on the left. Little girl’s room is on the right.”

“Is that the same as the big boy’s room?” giggled Maxine, her foot slipping off the first step of the staircase, and her handbag crashing against the wall with a sound that was perilously close to that of a bottle of wine shattering.

“Why don’t I take that wine,” I suggested, lifting the thankfully-still-attached neck of the bottle from her handbag and stepping back to watch as she tried a second attempt of scaling the stairs.

Standing there, I watched Maxine’s firm, pert arse ascend upwards. Her narrow waist and wide hips gave her a classic womanly figure and made the exceeding tight material of her skirt slide from side to side over her buttocks. As she did so, the hem raised steadily each time she lifted a foot and eventually revealed what were definitely stocking tops. She was adorable, even drunk. Gorgeous and lovely. I watched her until she took the last step and her long blond hair, which cascaded down her back in a sea of waves, turned the corner and vanished from sight.

I took a deep breath and straightened my cock, which was now hard to the point of throbbing in my trousers. She was a live one, alright. I’d have to be careful and respectful. She certainly didn’t know what she was doing. A small drink, just a nightcap, and then I’d see her settled in bed and go and sleep in the spare room. After all, she had looked far too vulnerable getting into that Uber alone. It was undoubtedly a good move to bring her here, let her sleep the office party off, and see her on her way tomorrow. That is what a gentleman would do, and I was a gentleman, I told myself. Much as I’d love to hold her in my arms, that wouldn’t exactly be informed consent would it, she was, as my father would say in his broad Yorkshire accent, ‘completely blathered’.

I staggered through to the kitchen, knowing I’d drunk far more than I normally did, too. I was too drunk to drive, I’d taxi back and fetch the car tomorrow, but I seemed to be making sensible decisions. I wasn’t the one that was truly pissed. I put the cheap bottle of Liebfraumilch in the fridge and picked up a couple of tumblers. Brandy snifters seemed unnecessarily delicate and pretentiously refined.

From upstairs, I heard a toilet flush and then footsteps across the landing before the unmistakeable sound of my bed’s old bedsprings. It had been my grandparents’ bed, cast iron framed and ancient, and my parents had insisted I took it with me when I moved out. I did, however, get the removalists to take the mattress away and promptly went and bought a brand new one. That was about thirteen years ago, and the mattress now had a soft side and a harder side. One side softened by use, the other totally unused. For some reason, I could just not sleep on the right-hand side of the bed.

Putting my jacket over the back of a kitchen chair, I rolled up my tie neatly before putting it in a pocket, then undid the top three buttons of my shirt. I had been a long day, and I was tired. The strain of going to the office party, of socialising with people, of engaging in inane chit-chat was exhausting. But it had been worth it, once I finally plucked up the courage to talk to Maxine. And for a change, she didn’t just dismiss me, as every other woman I’d ever spoken to had seemed to do. Perhaps it was because she was drunk. Perhaps it was because she liked me? I straightened my shoulders, picked up the tumblers and started up the stairs.

I was half expecting to find Maxine asleep sprawled across the bed, and as I climbed the stairs I imagined carefully and respectfully tucking her in, turning off the light and retiring. That however was not the scene that greeted me as I turned into the main bedroom.

The ceiling light was off, and the room was only lit by a single bedside light, the shade of which had been turned to point at the far wall, then draped over by a thin red piece of unidentified clothing. Where the rest of Maxine’s dress had gone I didn’t know, but she was now laying in the bed, the sheets thrown invitingly back. All she was wearing was a red, lacy bra that displayed far more cleavage than I’d ever seen in my life, or even imagined. She truly was a big girl up there. Even when I had surreptitiously and guiltily looked down her top when she sat typing at work, I’d not seen such a delightful view. My cock throbbed again. But she didn’t look all modelly; half starved and but with infeasibly large, silicone breasts. No, she just looked busty. She had looked, well, cuddly, in the overly tight little black dress she had been wearing all night, but she actually had a very narrow waist. A waist that now was clearly ringed by a black suspender belt.

I gulped, highly aware that my cock must be pushing out the front of my trousers. I stood stock still, my eyes tracking down Maxine’s incredibly long stocking legs, then back up the hosiery to the tiny back G-string. Even in the dim lighting of the room, I could see a few dark tufts of hair escaping through the top of the triangle of cloth, before the narrow end vanished between dark, fleshy lips. I gulped again. She was almost naked, and in my bed.

“Well, are you going to stand there all night, or are you going to get your kit off.”

I stood, paralysed, like a rabbit caught in a hunter’s lamp.

“Have you got any condoms?” Maxine asked, flowing off the bed and kneeling before me, her hands reaching for my trouser belt. All of a sudden, she seemed very much in control and no longer slurring her words.

“No-o-o,” I stammered, the implication of her question seeming to blow the last remnants of alcohol fog from my mind.

“Never mind, I’ll get the morning-after pill tomorrow. Now come here and let me have a look at what you’ve been hiding.” Her hands finally released my trouser button, loosed the fly, and then pulled my trousers and underpants down in one swift move.

My cock, rock hard, veins bulging and glans already pushing back the foreskin, sprang out. Not outwards, so much as skywards, but pointing almost straight up from what I always thought was an over-sized ball sack.

“Oh, my lord!” exclaimed Maxine.

I bent at the knees, desperately trying to reach down and pull up my trousers, trying to hide away that that had so appalled Maxine.

“Sorry,” I mumbled, fighting off her hands as they continued to drag down my pants. She was going to mock my cock, my erection. I’d be a laughing-stock in the office on Monday. She wasn’t acting like this was the first she’d seen, all no doubt much bigger than me.

“What the F’ are you sorry for, you magnificent specimen. My lord, how many girls have you made squeal with this beauty?”

The question must have been rhetorical, if not mockery, but as Maxine tried to surround my cock with one hand and stroke it slowly, I thought I at least owed her an answer.

“None. Never. I’ve not...”

“What never?” Maxine was aghast. “What, you are a virgin?”

“Yes,” I mumbled.

“Oh, my sweet lord. Am I going to open your eyes tonight.”

Before I could wonder what she meant, Maxine’s lips surrounded my bell-end and pushed downward, retracting the foreskin and plunging the exposed glans into her mouth.
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Chapter 2 – In the Beginning
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On my thirty-first birthday, I woke up and decided I really needed to take stock of my life.

Despite having what most people would have described as a good job; working for a government agency, despite opening my own home and a newish car, I felt a pointless failure.

I was single, and not by choice.

It wasn’t that I’d never met anybody, it was that I’d never done anything about it when I did.

I knew why as well. It all stemmed from my parents. Growing up the only child on a farm, miles from anywhere else, I knew no one but my parents and a couple of farmhands until I was five. Then I went to the local school. Still there were only ten kids, mostly older than me, and old Miss Jones the teacher. So by the time I entered the nearest comprehensive school at eleven, I was a quiet, insular child that didn’t make friends easily, if at all. It wasn’t that I was unpleasant, I was just disinterested.

Life consisted of farm work, school, farm work and sleep. And that was all. Except on Sundays. My parents were particularly religious, if asked, I couldn’t say which church I belonged to. But, every Sunday, as soon as Father had finished milking the cows and turned them out, there was an hour of Bible reading and then prayers. Then the book was put away and never mentioned again until the following Sunday. It was just a ritual that I grew up with and never questioned. We all were too busy, and it would have been too time-consuming to actually go to a church.

Eventually, the time came when I was accepted into University, but the better one got turned down in favour of the most local one. I commuted in each day, driving the old farm pickup and running errands between lectures. When all my classmates went out drinking and to parties, I went home to farm work.

Finally, with a degree under my belt, I broke with the family. I took a job, bought a house and moved out, knowing that by unspoken agreement that eventually when my father’s health finally failed, I’d return to inherit the farm.

Girls never came into it. It wasn’t that I wasn’t interested, I was, but I never had time and if I’d had time, I had nothing to talk to them about, no common frame of reference.

Maxine was the total opposite. Growing up she’d been a bit of a wild child, living on an inner city council estate, and moving to a University as far away from home as possible where nobody would know her. Her past had made her wary of men, highly distrusting and cynical. Turning twenty-nine on the same day that I turned thirty-one, she looked around herself and found everyone she knew was either married or in a long term relationship. What was more concerning was that the men she met were now either would-be adulterers or single for very good reasons. Life suddenly looked depressingly solitary except for short term hookups. Dating sites were proving a disaster. People of her age were on there for good reason. Bored, defeated and lonely, she’d taken a meaningless admin post in a government agency in the same town she went to university in, solely because she couldn’t be bothered to move far. At work, she just wanted to be unnoticeable.

I had certainly noticed the pretty young woman with long, wavy blond hair that appeared at the admin desk that I walked past multiple times each day. She was gorgeous, smelt pleasantly and noticeably of patchouli oil, and tended to dress in cute cheesecloth blouses, blouses that exposed cleavage that I tried hard not to look at as I passed. The fact that she smiled presently and said “Good morning” when she did see me looking, make it worse. I longed to talk to her, but had no idea how to start a conversation or even what the conversation would be about.

Then came the night office party. Alexander, the head of Finance, was finally leaving. For some internal politics reason that I didn’t understand, this was a big deal and a huge party was being thrown, with free food and drink. I wasn’t going to go until my manager got wind of my planned absence and made it very plain that I was expected to be there. So I went, stood quietly and ignored, in a corner, nibbled on finger food and sipped a glass of wine.

“It’s Toby, isn’t it?”

A hand clutching a sausage roll jabbed me in the ribs, and I looked down at the blond hair framing Maxine’s beautiful face. Actually, I looked beyond her face, down into an acreage of cleavage. I guiltily dragged my eyes upward, to find hers looking straight at me, whilst she smiled a smile of delight.

“Yes,” I stammered, “Maxine?”

She nodded. “You can look. It’s why I changed into this little black number, so people would look. I’m pretty invisible by day. Everyone is so politically correct. I bet office romances never start around here. Everybody is afraid that a compliment would get reported to H.R. as sexual harassment.” She laughed, but she wasn’t laughing. “You’re not married, are you, Toby?”

“No,” I replied instantly, surprised at her directness.

“In a relationship?”

“No.”

“Gay?”

“NO!”

“Sorry, just checking. So how come you are single?” Maxine took a long slug of what looked very much like wine that she had in a pint glass, and stared at me with her grey-blue eyes.

“I just never found anybody, a woman, that wanted to talk to me,” I blurted, suddenly being more revealing with another human than I had ever been in my life.

“Well, I want to talk to you, if you are available.” The way she said ‘available’ implied much more than just talk.

“And you,” I retorted, “where’s your husband?” The last thing I wanted was to cause upset by been seen talking to, and lusting over, someone else’s wife.

Maxine held up her left hand, still clutching the remains of a sausage roll. She waved her fingers under my nose.

“Do you know that I’m twenty-nine today, and I’m single. Nobody wants me any more.”

“Oh, wow! Happy birthday. I’m thirty-one today.” I decided to gloss over the ‘any more’ bit. “I’m sure that’s not true. You are gorgeous,” I blurted.

“Men,” she announced, waving her right hand around to indicate the whole room, if not the whole world, and nearly spilling her drink in the process, “only want women like me for one thing. And it’s nor marriage. They have wives for that, already!”

I felt my conversation drying up, as it always did. I wasn’t going to argue with her. Her beauty, her blond hair and exposed cleavage were certainly going to attract men. I found her attractive. I just didn’t know how to do anything about it.

Maxine drained her glass and passed it to me.

“Another. Please.”

The way she added ‘please’ to the end of the sentence carried an implication that someone had already told her ‘no’, or that she thought I would refuse. I wasn’t going to. But I wasn’t going to take advantage of her either. If necessary, I’d make sure she got home safely, and alone.

“So what do you do, Toby?” she said, pointedly, as I passed her a wine glass. She looked at it as if dismayed at its diminutive size.

“I do statistical analysis.”

“No, not here. What do you do?”

I was lost. What did I do? I worked, I went home, ate, slept, went shopping once a week, came to work. Suddenly, it all seemed pretty pointless.

“Nothing much. You.”

“Not any more. I do nothing, too. I was a bad girl once, I had lots of FUN, but now I behave and life is BORING.”

I wanted to say something comforting, to calm her, but as usual, I was lost for words.

“Would you like to do something with me, Toby?”

“Such as?” I asked innocently, wondering what her hobbies were.

“Are you sure you’re not gay?”

“Quite sure.” I laughed.

“Good. And not married?”

“And not married.”

“Follow me,” she said and put down her empty wine glass, before turning and heading across the room.

I followed in her wake, quite aware she was cutting a swath through the crowd and heads were turning to track our passage. She opened a door and stepped out into a corridor. Years I’d worked in that building, and I’d never been through that door before. We were in a narrow passageway that led just cleaners’ stores and various utility rooms. Maxine stopped and leant against a wall. As soon as I came within reach, she took hold of my wrists, lifted my hands and placed them over her breasts.

“What do you think?” she asked.

As usual? I was lost for words. I stood there, the huge boobs of a beautiful woman in my hands, and I couldn’t think of a word to say.

Her hand gripped my cock through my trousers.

“You don’t have to say anything,” she whispered softly. “I know what you’re thinking.”

Still I stood there. Should I try to kiss her, was she waiting for me to do so, or would that be pushing it too far?

“Later. You can take me home, okay?”

It was like a promise, Something given and something gratefully accepted. I nodded, still holding her breasts through her dress, my fingers drinking in the sensations, the touch of the dress material, the feel of the bra beneath it and beneath that, the softness of her breasts. I dipped my head to kiss her, and she ducked out from my grasp.

“Come on, the booze is free, we should get loaded.”
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Chapter 3 – There’s Always a First Time

[image: ]




The sensations of Maxine’s mouth surrounding my engorged cock, and then sucking, were exquisitely delectable, pleasurable beyond belief. I could feel her lips on my shaft, rubbing up and down, pressing back and forth across the purple rim. And I could feel her tongue, moving about, tickling and teasing the dome as her head moved back and forth. My hands flew to the sides of her head, not to stop her, not to control her, just as an autonomic response and my knees buckled as my body instinctively wanted to fuck upwards, into her mouth.

“Ooh, Sweet Lord,” I groaned, and then tried to push her away as I knew I was about to cum. Nothing was going to stop it and surely she’d be horrified if I came in her mouth, or anywhere where she could see it. Surely a gentleman just didn’t do such things. Maxine carried on, her neck muscles counteracting the pressure of my hands. I pushed harder, trying desperately not to cum in her mouth whilst trying not to hurt her. “Maxine...” I was begging now, hoping she’d stop, hoping I wouldn’t disgrace myself.

“Going to cum?” she asked, looking up at me. “Go on, I want you to,” her hand continued to stroke up and down my erection, the sensations of her fingers moving the skin back and forth being so much better than any wank I’d ever had. Everything was so much more urgent now. “Cum in my mouth, Big Boy.”

Maxine’s lips sealed around my cock again, her head of beautifully wavy blond hair obscuring my cock from my view as she bobbed back and forth, her fingers stroking the bottom of my prick with a wanton disregard for any self-control I was trying to retain. She made a groaning sound of delectation, like she was enjoying herself and did actually want me to fill her mouth with spunk. She sucked harder and I looked down again. In a strange moment of clarity, I saw the darker streak of hair colour up the centre of her head where her natural hair colour showed through. She wasn’t really a blond! And below that, the sides of her huge boobs, still surrounded by red lace of her massive push-up bra. How did anyone so small and so thin have such huge boobs?

A blindingly quick flash of realisation that I couldn’t hold on any longer, snapped me back. I tried to pull my hands from her head, tried to not force myself into her, tried to back away, but her hand on my cock held me tight as I came, pumping an almighty deluge of spunk into her mouth.

I came so hard the first muscle spasm of ejection actually hurt.

“Mmm,” moaned Maxine as if some wonderful rather than disgusting was happening. She sucked harder and I could hear her actually swallowing as, whilst her mouth maintained a vacuum, her hand stroked my cock slowly, as if she wanted to empty every last drop of my cum into her mouth.

I stopped cumming and stood swaying gently as she sat back on her heels and smiled up at me.

“That nice?” she asked smiling, a finger of one hand wiping her lips, sliding from one side of her mouth to the middle, then lifting off and repeating the action from the other side. She licked the finger and lowered her hand. “Yum,” she said, whilst all the time her other hand didn’t stop wanking me slowly and gently. “That was... copious, and very lovely. No, not lovely, delicious. Hmm, big and delicious.”

“You liked that?” I asked, amazed. From the banter I’d heard, blow jobs were something women were bribed, or paid to do. Could it be true that she did actually like doing it, and really liked the taste? Never mind the whole ickiness of the whole act.

“Very much. I like you not going soft straight away too.” She swapped hands and turned around, standing with her back to me. “Undo me, then,” she instructed, as if I was missing something obvious.

I looked at her back and then realised that she wanted me to undo her bra strap. I fumbled around and eventually found out how the hooks unfastened, being surprised at the effort needed to pull the two sides together in order to be able to undo it.

Maxine turned back to face me, finally letting go of my cock. One arm was across the front of her chest and now her freed hand lifted, until she was holding the two cups of the bra in her hands. She looked at me and I stared, stunned and not knowing what to say. She was going to take her bra off and exposed herself to me. The night was just getting better and better. She stepped back.

“Ready?”

More ready than I’ve ever been in my life and also totally unready. I nodded and she leant slightly forward, letting the cups fall from her boobs, and then, as the shoulder straps fell down her arms, she let the bra fall away and drop to the floor. She stood upright, pushing her shoulders back.

It was like the world was in slow motion. As I watched, her boobs moved downwards and out, away from the high cleavage that the bra had imparted to them. But at the same time, she pushed her shoulders back and her boobs pushed forward. I just stared. I’d never seen a pair so big. I’d never seen a pair in real life, in front of me, unfettered, naked, presented for my delectation.

“Wow!” I gasped inadequately.

“You like them? Have a feel.”

I couldn’t believe my luck as I lifted my trembling hands and cupped the rounded outer edges, lifting them slightly and marvelling at the weight. I stared at her nipples, pert and pink, like the tips of two of my little fingers. Lovely though they were, they’d have been lost in the expanse of flesh if it hadn’t been her her large, slightly darker coloured areolae. I slid my hands inwards, lifted my thumbs and brushed her nipples with them. Maxine wriggled and shuddered, and her nipples seemed to firm up and stick out even more.

“They like that. Kiss them, I know you want to.”

In disbelief, I looked her in the eye, but she was smiling at me, so I bent my head and kissed one, then the other. Light brushing kisses, soft as a butterfly’s wing.
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