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This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favourite eBook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

This is a work of fiction, All characters and events are totally imaginary and bear no relation to real persons, living or dead.

Where real place names are used, they were located using Google Maps and no inference should be drawn about real persons who may live, or have lived, in those areas.

This book contains scenes and discussions of consensual sex between adults in a loving relationship.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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Originally from the UK but now I've retired to Australia. That's why my first story was set in the UK, I knew it better, and I could ‘hear’ the characters better.

‘Nice in June’ was my first book, and ‘June on Top’ followed shortly afterwards. The story just kept coming and completed with ‘June at Home’, which introduced a supernatural element.

That tied up the story of June, and her discovery of a sex life neither she nor I had imagined was possible before the words flowed from my pen. However, I kept re-reading the story, and probably like many authors, hated to leave it alone. To this end, I combined the three, added some scenes and released a book of the whole trilogy - think of ‘June: The Full Story’ as the Director's Cut version.

‘June’ was all written as a first-person narrative, although I hasten to point out the ‘hero’ in the ‘June’ trilogy is in no way me! But, I like having someone else, someone fictional, to discuss and explore subjects that I would never get the chance to discuss in real life.

The first fantasy story released was ‘The Love of a Good Dryad’.

‘Alternate Timelines’ looked not at time travel so much as reincarnation, reliving your own life.

‘Evoking the Past’ is when your past catches up with you.

Next came a couple of short stories, introducing a new couple, Philippa and Mike. Those tales were united and became ‘Philippa & Cyn’. Like ‘June’, Philippa was into breastfeeding her lover and I returned to the theme of Adult Breastfeeding Relationships with ‘Trillian: The Milky Empath,’ and ‘Leanna of Sales’ and ‘Denise: MILF vs Wife’. ABR’s have become a familiar theme of my stories.

BlueSky: @david-timmsdale.bsky.social

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/DavidTimmsdale/

Inkitt: https://www.inkitt.com/David_Timmsdale_Erotica

Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/davidtimmsdale/

Mastodon: @DavidTimmsdale_Erotica@c.im

Wordpress Blog: https://davidtimmsdale.wordpress.com/

X/Twitter: @Dtimmsdale

Pinterest:David_Timmsdale
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Chapter 1 - It's a Grower 
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“G'night Tiny” shouted my mate as I strode naked towards the shower stall, tossing my towel over an adjacent bench.

A snigger could be heard from the further down the changing room and looking up I saw a cleaner, turning their back to me as they pushed a mop back and forth. The body shape and the high pony-tail suggested it was a woman.

“What are you laughing at?” I called out pugnaciously.

“Tiny!” was the reply.

I'm six foot four and built like a brick shithouse, my friends call me Tiny in sarcasm. I looked downwards at the couple of inches of bunched up foreskin that sat on top of my balls. It had been cold out on the pitch, and it was not much warmer in the changing room, so I was looking forward to a hot shower. Especially as I'd stayed behind to take the nets down and put everything away and was consequentially, the last one there.

“You got something to say?” I wasn't in a very good mood, we had lost, after all.

The cleaner propped her mop and against a wall and turned around, revealing herself to be a youngish woman, late twenties perhaps, slim and tall, with dark-honey blond hair scraped back from her narrow face. Her dark blue, shapeless tunic and broad slacks camouflaged most of her figure, but there were hints of sizeable breasts as she walked towards me, smiling a toothy grin.

“I can see why they call you Tiny,” she replied, staring pointedly at my groin.

I took my cock in hand and stroked it a couple of times, and it woke up, doubling in size, but still looking pretty small.

“It's bloody cold out there,” I replied turning on the hot water and stepping backwards into the stream. I stroked my cock again, and it continued to expand.

“Sorry, that was rude of me, you're not so bad after all.”

“He just needs some attention. I'm sure you could wake him up if you wanted.” It was a challenge, and she knew it, staring straight into my dark brown eyes with her piercingly grey ones.

“Cheeky bastard,” she said, but kept walking toward me, stopping in the doorway to peel off her rubber gloves. I closed the distance between us, and she stretched out her hand, palm upwards, lifting my cock from below and then curling her fingers around it. Gently she stroked it back and forth, watching as it filled out, expanding to its full eight inches and widening until her slim fingers wouldn't close around it. “Fucking hell, that's a grower!” she exclaimed, letting go and stepping back to unbutton her tunic.

This revealed a pretty, white, lace-trimmed bra which was nicely filled with well-rounded breasts. Quickly she kicked off her sandals and pushed down her slacks and a tiny pair of white panties. Naked, except for the bra, she stood upright, reaching behind to unhook the bra. I looked at her smooth, shaven pussy and felt my cock twitch, firm, hard and now pointing skywards.

“I'm not normally a slag,” she laughed, “but for you, I'll make an exception.” The bra joined the rest of her clothes on the floor, and she stepped into the shower stall, closing the door behind her. As the cubical filled with steam, she dropped to a crouch and her hands cradled my cock, stroking it appreciatively and then tightening their grasp until my foreskin retracted, and my dome bulged out in front of her. “Oh wow!” she mouthed, rubbing a wet palm back and forth over it. “It might be too big to get in.” She leant forward her mouth open, paused and then pushed my cock into her mouth, her lips pressed to it. I felt just the lightest touch of her teeth as the rim pushed past, and then she was sucking, her head bobbing back and forth.
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Chapter 2 – Clean
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“Oooohhhh,” I sighed, “stop, please, you’ll make me cum, oooohhhh, sorry, it’s been so long.”

Her head moved back, but she continued to stroke me purposefully and with obvious intent.

“Don’t you like it?” She looked up at me, waiting until I nodded sadly. “Well, stop complaining then. Just do what I tell you.”

Before I could reply, she opened wide and surrounded the top third of my cock with her mouth, not sucking this time, just enveloping it as her hand moved faster and with a slightly firmer grip.

“Oooohhhh,” I moaned again, my hands coming to rest on the sides of her head, feeling her hair, now wet in the showers’ spray, on my fingers. She shook her head, sharp, short movements expressing disapproval, but without removing me from between her lips. Which was just as well, as her hand was achieving her goal, and just as I dropped my hands from her head, her other one, suddenly cradled my balls. My cock exploded, pumping a torrent of cum into her open mouth. I came with two big spurts before she moved her head away, spitting my spunk out onto the shower floor.

“I don’t know you yet,” she announced enigmatically as she stood in a lithe, fluid motion and moved to stand behind me. Her arms wrapped around me, her breasts pressed to my back, her hips to my buttocks, as she gathered into her hands a bar of soap and my cock, applying one to the other until it was covered in suds. “Should have done this first,” she whispered in my ear, squeezing a final drop of cum out of my collapsing erection as she continued to wash me clean, Finally satisfied, she let the shower water rinse my genitals clean, then she picked up my right hand and began scrubbing it meticulously. “You always have to be clean before you touch me, you understand?”

I nodded and said nothing. Whatever was happening, it wasn’t finished yet. Or she didn’t think it was. “I’m John, by the way,” I muttered, suddenly feeling a need to introduce myself.

“Fiona, Fi,” she replied dropping my right hand, apparently satisfied that she’d removed every speck of dirt from it and from underneath my fingernails. She picked up my left hand and started soaping and scrubbing it with the precision and practised movement of surgeon.

“Nice to meet you, Fiona,”

“Hmm,” her tone was non-committal, as if she was totally focused on what she was doing, “Right!” she suddenly announced, dropping my hands and moving from behind me. She was washing her hands and soaping between her legs as she moved in front of me, backing up until her firm, tight buttocks were pressed to my groin. “Your turn now,” she instructed, and it was clearly very much an instruction as she pressed the soap into my hands and lifted them to her breasts.

Standing behind her and looking down over her shoulder at her breasts, I could see and feel how firm and pert they were. My soapy hands followed the smooth curves up from her chest to the short, pink nipples which sat in small, perfectly circular, pink areola. A slightly darker pink ring delineated where each areolae finished. I rubbed my thumbs soapily over her nipples, wondering if they would firm up and grow, but nothing happened, but she sighed and turned her head backwards towards me.

“Gently,” she whispered, “they are very sensitive.”

“Okay,” I said softly and drew soapy circles around them, before returning to soaping the fullness of her boobs, the edge of my hands hunting for any overhang. There wasn’t any.

“Yes, they are all mine, I keep fit, not pay for silicon.”

“I didn’t think...”

“Enough.” Her hand took mine, lifted it from her breast and placed it flat on her belly, clearly indicating that I should probe further south.

Making sure my hands were well soaped, I slowly slid my hand downwards, curving gently down and around her mons, feeling her almost smooth vulva with not a hint of protruding labia. My middle finger curved down and around, slipping between the line of her vulva and in towards her vagina. Her hand rested on mine, stilling my movement.

“Kiss me,” she said, twisting her head back and around until I could bend around and kiss her. Her lips were moist and full, and as we kissed, she opened her mouth, and my tongue touched her front teeth. “Oooo,” she sighed, and her hand released mine as her legs opened.

Unexpectedly, my middle finger slipped easily into her and I could feel her internal moistness and willingness. Her pussy tightened on my finger and then her hand was back, resting on mine and then pressing me to her, pushing my finger in as her tongue pressed past mine and into my mouth.

“Oooohhhh.” She shuddered. “Do you want to take me home?”

“Mine or yours?” I whispered back, our mouths so close that lips brushed as we spoke.

“I’ve got clean sheets. Have you?”

Of course, you have, I thought. I bet your house is spotless. “Your place then.”

Her hand lifted mine from her pussy.

“I don’t normally act like this, just so as you know,” she said, pulling away from me and turning around. She looked down at my cock, still flaccid but also, still a good size. I had an inner pride that except when it got cold and shrivelled up, at warmer temperatures, its resting size was normally nearly full size. It was another reason the rest of the team ironically called me ‘Tiny’ in the changing room.

She stepped back, took the soap from me and ran it quickly all over her body, even the soles of her feet and then pushed me out of the way so that she could rinse off.

“Get washed then and let’s go. I’ll come back and finish this place tomorrow.”

As I stepped back under the shower and started to wash myself again, she plucked my towel from the hanger, dried herself off and picked up her bra. Turning to face me, she watched me as I watched her dress, her hands squeezing her breasts once they were sat in their cups. Bending down, she picked up her panties, examined them closely and then wriggled into them, before standing proudly before me.

“Do you prefer naked or lingerie? I can do either.”

“Either, you’re gorgeous,” I mumbled.

“Okay, we can try both then.” She looked at me standing still, watching her. “Hurry up, time’s a-wasting.” Grabbing her top, she turned and slipped through the stall door and out of sight.

The drive to Fiona’s took less time than I had been expecting, not that I’d known what to expect, but I certainly hadn’t expected to follow directions back towards my house, pulling up onto a driveway just a few doors down from my own.

“You live here?”

“Why not? Aren’t cleaners allowed to have nice semi-detached, three-bedroom houses as well.”

“I know,” I laughed. “I know exactly what it’s like. That’s my house over there, on the other side of the road.”

“Really?”

“Really! I might as well park at home, and we’ll walk back, or you get out here, and I’ll go park the car at home.”

As if feeling a need to explain, Fiona went on. “Cleaning is my second job. I got the house in my divorce. But I need two jobs to pay the mortgage.”

“I understand that, it’s a struggle, I know,” I replied sympathetically.

Fiona got out of the car.

“I’ll see you in a few minutes then?”

“Okay. Red or white? I’ll bring a bottle of wine,” I said looking up at her, wondering if I had made a mistake assuming that she might drink. “If you fancy it,” I added cautiously.

“Red would be nice,” she replied and closed the door.

I watched her unlock the front door and step inside, then drove down the street to my own house. As I stepped into my house, I realized my heart was pounding. Moving quickly, I rushed and picked a bottle of half-decent wine from the pantry, then looked around the living room. It wasn’t a complete tip, but it wasn’t exactly tidy. What if she wanted to come back to compare houses? Quickly I straightened the cushions, collected an empty mug and plate from the coffee table and took them into the kitchen. This was worse, so hastily I piled everything into the dishwasher, and then bounded up the stairs to survey the bedroom. ‘Have you got clean sheets’ she’d asked. She might want to come back here and use the bed. Dragging the sheets, duvet cover and pillow covers off, I hastily fitted non-matching but clean ones, then picked up any discarded clothing and shoved it in the wash-basket. That completed, I stood still, breathing heavily and heart thumping. I could feel sweat under my armpits. Fiona obviously had a thing about being clean, so I shed my clothes, then picked them up and added them to the wash-basket, before diving into the bathroom. In the mirror I looked dishevelled and scruffy, so I reached for my razor. With my chin and cheeks smooth, I felt my groin. Fiona was so smooth down there, and I wasn’t. Well it hadn’t put her off at the sports centre, if she didn’t like it, perhaps I could sort it out before next time, if there was going to be a next time. Still moving with haste, I leapt into the shower, soaped and rinsed everywhere quickly and got out again, then brushed my teeth and had a gargle, wondering why I felt so tense and nervous.

It’s probably because since Jane left and went back to her mother’s, I’ve not had a girlfriend. Not in two years. Because I’ve been too busy, I told myself, although deep inside I knew it was because I couldn’t trust someone again, not enough to commit to a lasting relationship.

Minutes, later, wearing a clean shirt, trousers and freshly washed boxers. Clutching the bottle of wine, I stood, lit only by the sodium glare of the street lights, on Fiona’s doorstep. I rang the bell and almost instantly, the door opened. Fiona stood there, a long silken, belted housecoat down to her black stockinged legs. From the driveway level, I was looking almost straight at her pussy, and lifting my eyes, I saw the outline of her breasts before my eyes reached hers.

“I’d about given up. I was just about to lock the door and go and sulk,” she said, smiling broadly. She was wearing make-up now too, red lipstick and smokey eyeshadow, her long, honey-blonde hair cascading in gentle waves over her shoulder.

“Wow, you look beautiful!”

“Stop your flannel and come in,” she said opening the door wide and stepping back.

I took the two steps in a single movement and bounded into the hallway to stand beside her, looking at the shape of her arse as she turned to shut and lock the door. Through the thin silk of the housecoat, I could see the lines of her bra strap and a suspender belt. She turned back, and I leant forward to kiss her.

Our lips met eagerly, although I could tell Fiona had some nervousness in letting me kiss her. Slowly she relaxed and kissed me back, our lips pressing together until I could feel my cock rising inside my boxers.

“That was nice,” said Fiona, referring to the kiss, adding “come through to the living room.” She was slightly breathless now that our lips had parted, but she smiled, picked up my hand and lead me towards a sofa. This was my first look at her domain, and I looked around in wonder. The room was spotlessly clean and neat. The furniture, a sofa, two armchairs and a coffee table and three shelving units were all old, not antique, but just aged. Aged but clean and obviously cared for. There was no television, but the shelves were all filled with sparkling glass ornaments.

“You don’t have children,” I ventured.

“I do, two, a boy and a girl, but they live with their dad and his new woman. When they visit, they aren’t allowed in here.”

“Do they often come?” I asked, genuinely interested. Was getting involved with Fiona going to entail taking on a family.

“No,” replied Fiona, “they live in Devon, I only get them alternate Christmases and some school holidays.” She picked up two cut-glass wine glasses from the coffee table, and as she sat down I could see, as her robe gaped open, her cleavage and the red, lace bra that she was wearing. It was her turn to stare at me straight in the crotch now. “Sit down, Tiny, and pour me a glass of this wine.”

I sat, pulling a corkscrew from my pocket and opening the bottle as Fiona adjusted the gown, not to cover up, but to reveal more of her cleavage and enough leg to confirm that it was stockings that she was wearing.

“You got any children, John?”

“No, I was only married six months before she found someone better off and moved out.”

“You’re divorced too?”

“Yes,” I replied, handing her a glass and watching how she lifted it delicately to her lips, sipped it, savoured the taste, took another sip and then rested the glass on her exposed knee.
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