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This is a prequel to ‘Evoking the Past’:

Set seven years after this prequel, ‘Evoking the Past’ found Stephen, ‘Stevo’, still heartbroken after her leaving, and unable to trust after their brutal divorce that had bled him dry. He’d rebuilt his, now solitary, life halfway across the world, convinced that if he saw his ex-wife again, it would be "too soon".

But the past came knocking with urgency one shocking morning.

Dagmar stood on his doorstep, having tracked him down after months of searching, ready to execute an irresistible plan of seduction. When she dropped her coat, she revealed a body encased only in black-lace lingerie, suspenders, and a push-up bra. To ensure his surrender, she revealed her most radical change: huge, firm breasts achieved through surgery, which she claimed were done "just for you".

Though Steve struggled with residual hatred and memories of her betrayal, his body responded instantly, his erection rising and pushing out from the front of his bathrobe. The sexual chemistry is immediate, chaotic, and utterly consuming. All he could remember were their legendary past encounters: the hot nights of endless sex and the fact that their first orgasms were achieved together.

From that explosive first re-encounter, with splattering cum and bodies writhing together, to kinky role-play and relentless passion in his secluded jungle spa, Dagmar was determined to prove she’d changed and that her new body belongs completely to him. She pushes him further than ever, demanding he use his massive cock to explore her every fantasy.

Could the profound, visceral desire for his irresistible ex-wife overcome the pain of the past? Or will the Evocation of a lost love leave Steve shattered once more?

‘Evoking the Past’

ISBN: 9798215289662

Available from all good retailers at: https://books2read.com/u/38JNlw
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NOW STEP BACK IN TIME to their first nights of bliss and sexual exploration.
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Originally from the UK, but now 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’, ‘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 - Virginity
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“Good Morning, Dagmar, and happy birthday, beautiful.” I looked at the love of my life, and knew instantly why she was just that. At around five foot eight, with icy blue eyes, typically enhanced by thick black eyeliner and pale blue eyeshadow, and with shoulder-length, curly, dark brown hair, to me, she was absolute perfection.

She had a narrow waist and wide but not fat hips, lovely legs and the very cutest little pair of 34AA breasts. Well, I imagined they were cute, I’d never actually seen them, or felt them except extremely briefly through a T-shirt and bra. But I loved them, just as much as I knew she hated not being busty, like so many of her ex-schoolfriends.

“Good morning, Steve,” she replied, looking up from her seat at the bus-stop and filling the cold morning air with instant warmth from the smile of her luscious lips and pearly white teeth. “Do you know what day it is?”

“Of course I do. Happy birthday, my love. I’ve got a card and your presents in my rucksack. I thought perhaps we could go for lunch somewhere?” I sat down beside her and she hooked her arm through mine.

“I’ve got a better idea. You do know what day it is?”

“Your birthday,” I replied, playing dumb, although I knew very well what birthday it was and what she was hinting at.

Dagmar leant in close, cupped her hand to my ear and whispered in to it. “Today’s the day I’m old enough. You’re old enough.” Her other hand surreptitiously squeezed my thigh. “Today you could take my virginity, legally.”

I swallowed hard and felt a hardness forming in my pants.

“Any ideas where we could go tonight after work? My parents will be at home.”

“Mine won’t be in half an hour. How about we both have a day off work? We can phone in sick. If we walk around until Mum and Dad have gone to work, we could go back to my house and... you know?” She sat back and smiled at me, blushing faintly at the audacity of her proposal.

I was shocked. Delighted, but shocked. For over a year, all I’d wanted was to get her into bed, to see almost any part of her naked and to lose my own virginity by taking hers. Hour after hour I’d lain in my own bed, watching porn and dreaming of doing such things to, and with her, but all we’d ever done was kiss and cuddle. Very occasionally, she’d let my hand linger over her breasts. Once she’d brushed my erection through my jeans, but that may have been a mistake. She’d made out it was, but for a second it had felt like her fingers were trying to get a measure of me.

“Let’s go,” I said, standing up and holding out my hand, instantly accepting her proposal.

“What have you got me?” Dagmar asked as we walked through the cold, grey morning, arm-in-arm, cowering under her umbrella from the incessant, dismal rain.

“A card.”

“And?” Dagmar snuggled up closer, teasing, trying to wheedle the surprise out of me.

“Two things. Well, two presents.”

“Will I like them?”

“I hope so.” Oh, I hope so.

“Are they for me to like or for you to like?”

There it was, Dagmar's intuition and insight. She knew me so well, and despite that, she seemed to love me.

“I hope you’ll like it, them, both of them, all of them?”

“All! Exciting? Come on, if we take the long way around by Birch Avenue, we should get there just after Mum and Dad have left for work. There’s a phone box on the corner as well, we can both ring work and put on our best ‘I’m dying’ voices.”

“You’ve got it all worked out, haven’t you?” I knew I was grinning like a Cheshire cat.

“I hope so,” she replied, quietly. “I’m a bit scared you know.”

“Don’t be. This is perfect, we’ve got all day, we can take it really slow. We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do, or even anything at all.” I was trying to be reassuring, but all I really wanted now that she’d provided the opportunity, was to rip her clothes off and get on with it.

She laughed. “Yes, right! Well, I’ve got a birthday surprise for you. I’m on the pill, I started two months ago so I’d be ready today.”

I looked at her in total shock. I’d not even thought about contraception or even considered buying any johnnies, never mind having the forethought to have a packet on me.

“Come on, close your mouth, it’s not much further to go.”

Inside Dagmar's house, we hung up our coats and went straight upstairs to her bedroom. I’d been in here before, this sea of pink, decorated with horse gymkhana rosettes and teenage pop-star posters. It was a little girl’s room, but it was slowly morphing through a teenager’s space to something else. Bits of her personality were getting to show through. It was tidy, but it was the way it was tidy. There were scented candles, all there for show and never lit, swags of LED lights hanging above the bedhead, hints here and there that the proto-adult Dagmar wanted a boudoir, not a little girl’s bedroom any more.

“So what have you got me?”

Dagmar was sitting on the bed, having kicked off her shoes. Her feet were in white socks which stopped just below her knees, which is where her pleated, grey woollen skirt reached to. Above that, her grey cardigan was open, revealing a white blouse. Perhaps, just perhaps, I could see denser white where a bra covered her small breasts. I fumbled in my bag, and pulled out a card. Dagmar snatched it from me, smiling broadly and tore it open as I reached back into my bag and sank to one knee.

“Ah that’s nice, thanks love. What are you doing?” she asked with a look of puzzlement as I reached into my rucksack and pulled out a small box.

I opened it to reveal a diamond ring. A very small diamond ring. That’s a ring with a very small diamond. A chip off a diamond.

“Will you marry me, Dagmar?”

She looked at me, her mouth open, but her hand reached out for the ring.

“But, we’ve never even, you know? You might not like me afterwards.”

“I want to marry you, Dagmar.”

“Where will we live?” There it was, her practicality, and perhaps, as she was asking, she was going to say yes.

“I’ve found a little terrace house not far from work. It needs doing up, but we could afford it, if we got a mortgage together?”

She took the ring, looked at it closely, and handed it back to me.

“You don’t want it?” My world started to crash down around me.

“No, I want you to put it on my finger.”

“So, what’s my other present?” asked my fiancée, as we sat side by side on her bed, her hand outstretched as she admired her ring. My lips still tingled from the most amazing kiss we ever had, and my cock was rock hard in my trousers.

“Oh.” Now I was embarrassed. I reached back into my rucksack and brought out a store bag from an  expensive lingerie store in town.

“Steven! What on earth is this?” She took the bag from me eagerly and lifted out the black, lacy push-up bra. “It will never fit, Steve. I don’t have the figure for this sort of stuff.”

“34AA, 24, 36,” I announced proudly.

“Oh, you do know. And you want me to wear this when we...”

“I hadn’t thought about it. I thought, at some time... I didn’t know we were coming here, today, now. Like this.” I was babbling, embarrassed, horny and not knowing if she was delighted or disgusted.

Dagmar dropped the suspender belt and stockings that she had just discovered back into the bag, put it down, and got up. Standing in front of me, she took off her cardigan and tossed it accurately over the  back of a chair, then unbuttoned her blouse just enough to show her white Broderie Anglaise bra. Leaning forward to give me a good view inside her blouse and at her sternum, she placed a hand on my groin and squeezed my cock. Her eyes closed and she shuddered.

“It’s massive, Steven. I’ll never...”

“We don’t have to until you are ready, We can do other things first.” I leant forward and kissed her, my fingers reaching in to undo the other buttons of her blouse.

“Don’t,” she whispered. “I’m too small there as well, you’ll only be disappointed.”

“I’ll be delighted. I love you, you know?”

“I know,” she whispered, one hand still resting over my cock.

“Show me, I want to see,” I said ever so softly.

Slowly, with her icy blue eyes locked on mine and never wavering, Dagmar undid the remaining buttons of her blouse and shrugged it off, dropping it carelessly to the floor.

“Your turn,” she said.

Standing now, I pulled off my pullover, undid my belt, unzipped and pushed down my trousers, stepping hurriedly out of them. My fingers fumbled with my shirt buttons as my cock pushed the front of my Y-fronts forward. Dagmar reached in and stayed my hands. Slowly, she undid my shirt and pushed it off my shoulders and then stepped back, and dropped her skirt to the floor.

And now we faced each other. Me in bulging blue y-fronts, her in a white Broderie Anglaise bra that covered and did nothing to hold or shape her tiny breasts, and white cotton panties that hinted at a dark bush beneath and already had a damp patch between her legs, and white knee-length socks. We both stood there, looking at each other and not knowing what to do.

“You are very beautiful,” I whispered.

I swallowed, gripped my pants, pushed them down and stepped out of them. All eight inches of my cock, rock-hard, the glans poking out of the foreskin and wet with pre-cum, pointed straight at her breasts.

“Wow,” whispered Dagmar. “It’s too big, Steven. I’ll never be able to...”

“I’m sure you will,” I said softly, hopefully, trying to reassure both her and me.

She shook her head sadly.

“I won’t. I watch porn too, you know. I see women having sex with massive cocks. And using dildos that are wider than my leg. It hurts when I try with just a finger. Oh, Steven. I want to so much, but there is something wrong with me. I can’t.” Her eyes filled with tears and she began to turn away.

Placing a hand on her shoulder, I gently stayed her turn, guided her back to facing me.

“You are perfect. Everything will be okay, I’m sure.” I picked up my cock with my hand and weaved it around dismissively. “See? It’s not anywhere near as big as those in videos, is it? You’re not the only one that is worried you know? I thought you might laugh when you saw it.”

“How could I laugh,” she replied, a smile creeping back to her lips. “It looks massive to me. In real life, it looks enormous. Besides, you should be the one laughing, laughing at me and my tiny tits.”

“I think you have beautiful breasts.”

“You’ve not seen them yet,” she pointed out.

“I want to cum on your breasts,” I blurted suddenly.

“Really?” she asked incredulously, then, as if suddenly making a decision, she reached behind her, and undid her bra. It fell down her arms and as she relaxed, it dropped to the floor. Dagmar stood now, arms by her sides, looking for a moment like a young girl rather than a woman, her tiny breasts, with perfect, rosebud-like pink nipples pointing straight at me. I gasped.

“Wow! You are so beautiful.” I started to reach forward to touch her tits. She stepped backwards, and the look on her face showed me that she wasn’t scared, that she wasn’t a girl, she was a woman in full control of a momentous moment in her life. Which was more than I was. My cock was twitching, further engorged by my arousal at the sight of her naked breasts, it bounced heavily up and down, threatening to cum at any second. “They are sexy, so perfect, so... so... Oh, Dagmar. Please. I can’t hold it. Please.”

Realizing my distress, Dagmar backed up to the bed and sat on the edge with her legs apart. Quickly I moved closer to her, stepping between them, took myself in hand and managed one complete stroke before with a cry of “Dagmar!” I let fly, my balls retracting upwards as my cock fired months of pent-up spunk straight at her chest. Quickly re-aiming my cock so that the subsequent spurts sprayed over her tits, I stared at her in disbelief and at the copious quantity of thick creamy spunk that was now starting to slither down the gentle curves of her boobs.

“Oh, Dagmar,” I groaned, my knees sagging.

Dagmar looked down at her breasts in either disbelief or shock. Both of her perfect, small, pert breasts were covered in my cum, and drops were coalescing on her pert, hard nipples.

Slowly she slipped off the bed, sinking to her knees, one hand reaching out, her fingers trying to wrap around my still hard cock and pull it to the horizontal. “Can I kiss it?”

I nodded and she kissed the very tip, her lips coming away with a gossamer thread of cum trailing from them. Her tongue traced her lips and she smiled. “Nice.”

Gently I placed my hand over hers, guiding her hand back and forth in a slow and delicate wank. As I pulled her fingers towards me, her hand retracted my foreskin fully until my bell-end was revealed in all its rock-hard, shiny, purple glory. The rim was so hard, so full of blood it was dark purple, almost black.

“Can I?” she asked again and leaning forward, she kissed the tip, and then took the glans into her mouth and sucked. Gently I guided her hand so that she stroked my shaft very gently, and then let go. She stroked me twice more.

“Stop,” I gasped. “You’ll make me cum,”

Dagmar looked up at me, she was smiling around the massive cock that filled her mouth and a playful glint was in her eyes. Her hand stroked me again, two, three times, quicker and with a firmer grasp. Her mouth sucked harder.

I came, again, this time into her mouth.

Dagmar gagged, pulled her head back but didn’t let go. She swallowed once, and swallowed again, making choking and puking noise simultaneously as she tried to not throw up.

“Oh, Dagmar,” I said, my voice full of admiration and astonishment as I gripped her upper arms and pulled her up. As soon as I could, I kissed her full on the lips, tried to poke my tongue into her mouth, and when I failed to gain entry, I bent down and sucked as much of a small, spunky breast into my mouth.

“Steve!” she exclaimed, her hand still holding my cock, as she twisted her grip and pulled my shaft up to the vertical.

Switching breasts, I sucked and then licked frantically, cleaning the spunk from her, and then returning to suck each nipple gently, staring in wonder as I let go and saw them at their hardest, and her small, round areolae crinkled with arousal. Her hand pushed me away.

“What are you doing!” It wasn’t a question, she knew what I was doing, it was why I was doing it, that was what was puzzling her.

“You’ve got beautiful breasts,” I said softly, my voice full of awe. “And you swallowed!”

“And you just licked your jizz off them.”

“You swallowed,” I repeated and tried to kiss her again.

“Don’t,” she said. “I’ve still got it in my mouth.”

“So? I have as well.”

Dagmar giggled then, realized the simple truth of what I was saying and stopped pushing me away. As her hand let go of my cock, we wrapped our arms around each other and hugged, our lips finally meeting, opening, and allowing our tongues to tangle in a passionate, spunky kiss.

“There was so much,” she said softly as we finally came up for air. She smiled, and wriggled against, pressing her cotton covered pubes against my cock.

“Sorry,” I said, acutely aware that all that stood between my cock and her vagina was a pair of very thin, white, cotton panties. “I’m amazed you swallowed. I thought you were going to throw up.”

“You surprised me. I didn’t think it would happen so fast, or be so much.”

“Surprised me too. You are very sexy you know?”

Gently she guided my hand between us and to the front of her panties. “I want to,” she whispered, “I’m just nervous.”

As my fingers touched her mound for the first time, brushing gently upwards, I could feel moistness in the cotton of her underwear.

“You’re moist,” I whispered, pressing a finger into her vee as I rose to my feet.

“Steven,” she whispered back.

“Shall we get into bed then?”

“Yes, please.”
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Chapter 2 – Bed
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Slightly self-consciously and from either side, Dagmar and I got into her single bed. We lay on our sides facing each other and she pulled the duvet cover up to our shoulders. I craned my neck forward and kissed her. Suddenly it felt awkward, artificial, whereas moments before it had seemed passionate and natural. Dagmar held one arm across her chest, hiding her breasts. As our lips parted, I took her hand and tried to pull it away, but she resisted.

“Can’t I look?” I asked.

“Their not very nice. I’m shy, they’re too small.”

“You’ve got beautiful breasts, Dagmar, my love. Perfect.” I smiled reassuringly at her. “And lovely nipples, they are like perfect pink rosebuds,” I added, feeling suddenly poetic.

“Really?” She didn’t sound convinced, but she lowered her arm and let me look at her.

“Beautiful.”

Her fingertip circled a nipple.

“This bit, it goes all manky and wrinkled when it’s cold, and just now when you sucked my nipples, when you licked your cum off. It felt very sexy and I was turned on and then this bit went all manky.”

“Crinkled. It’s very sexy when your areolae do that. Lovely. And sexy.”

“Oh. Really?” She didn’t sound convinced, but she reached down, and her fingers tentatively stroked my cock, exploring its flaccid length. “Will it get hard again?”

“Soon, very soon I hope.”

“I hope so too.” She let go of me and took my hand, guiding it to the front of her cotton panties. “I want to make love, but I don’t think I can, you’re so big.”

Gently I stroked up and over the cotton, tracing the line of her vulva with my fingertips, feeling her moistness soaking into the cotton. She sighed and closed her eyes.

“We’ve got all day. And we don’t have to do it today if you don’t want to, but I’m sure it will be alright. You’re made for having babies. That makes my prick very small, don’t you think?”

Dagmar giggled. “I guess.” Her hand rested on mine, not to stop it, but to press it firmer against her.

I continued to stroke, reaching a bit further down each time, down to where she was damper. Dagmar sighed again, lifted her hand from mine and rested it on my hip. We kissed again and as we did so, I eased my fingers up to the waistband of her panties, slipped my fingers between the elastic and her smooth, pale flesh and eased them back down. This time I could feel her pubic hair. Dagmar kissed me harder, as if losing herself in the osculation would allow her to ignore where my fingers were going. Gently I worked my fingers downwards, parting and smoothing her hair out of the way, moving slowly but gradually downwards. My fingertip touched her vulva. The first touch, skin to skin, my fingers to her sex. Very gently I brushed her tiny clitoral hood, making Dagmar gasp, and suck breath from my lungs mid-kiss as her hand shot downwards. But again, she wasn’t stopping me, her hand rested over mine, from outside of her panties.

“Okay?” I whispered, my lips brushing hers as I spoke.

Dagmar nodded ever so slightly, just enough to let me know I was okay to continue. I kissed her again, then slipped my tongue in between her lips as my finger slipped further down, easing between her labia and touching her warm moistness for the first time. I gasped as she shuddered, breathing in her breath and feeling her hand press down on mine.

“Do you love me?” she asked, very softly.

“With all my heart. That’s why you are my fiancée.”

“I am, aren’t I.” She kissed me again and her legs parted as she raised one, sliding her foot up the other ankle and propping up the duvet in the process.

I continued my finger’s exploration downwards, easing deeper into her moistness. One finger glided between her labia, and other one slipped along the sides of her vulva.

“Stephen,” she breathed, using my full name, “I love you.” She paused. “I trust you.”

I kissed her again, passionately, my tongue slipping back between her lips as my finger slipped further down, curled and eased into her vagina.

Suddenly her legs closed, and her hand pressed down on mine stopping it, then taking hold of my wrist. I froze, not moving, not pushing forward, not resisting her, waiting whilst she decided what she wanted to do. Seconds ticked past. Slowly her hand let go of me, her legs opened again, and now her hand moved away and moved instead to encircle my cock.

“Do it again,” she whispered.

Slowly I eased my finger further into her vagina, feeling how warm and moist she was and how tight around my finger. I eased in as far as my first knuckle, paused, then back out again, paused and slid in again. Her legs opened wider and she squeezed my cock encouragingly. We weren’t kissing now, but our lips just rested together, and I could feel her breath on my face, it was getting faster, warmer.

“More. Please.”

Slowly I slid my finger as far in as I could, eased it back, then began to finger-fuck her gently but steadily, my digit finding a rhythm.

“Aaaaaaaa,” she sighed, her eyes closed and her hand beginning to wank me gently, her strokes matching mine.

Faster I stroked her, probing gently but as deeply as I could reach, feeling how wet she was getting as she sighed louder and louder, and my cock firmed in her hand.

“Aaaaaaaa, aaaaaaaa, aaaaaaaa,” she moaned, her breath getting faster, more ragged as she gripped me even more firmly, wanking my now solid erection as fast as I finger-fucked her. “Oh, Stephen, aaaaaaaa, aaaaaaaa, a, a, a, a...” Her mouth was open now, her head bent backwards, her eyes open but with only the whites showing. “A...” Her whole body tensed and then suddenly I was cumming in her hand, spurting cum over her wrist and across her belly. “OOOOOOHHHH!” As her legs clamped my hand in place, her eyes rolled down and she smiled at me, then looked down under the duvet at the cum that was covering her hand and belly. “You made me come, and you did too.” Slowly she parted her legs, releasing my hand, and as she let go of my cock, she scooped some cum off her belly with her fingers, and then sucked them clean, before licking her wrist salaciously. Slowly I withdrew my finger from her vagina, my hand from inside her panties, and as she sucked her fingers, I sucked mine, tasting her wonderful moisture for the first time.

“I love you,” I whispered.

“I love you too,” she replied.

“Well I guess we know now,” Dagmar said happily.

“Know what?” I replied, still breathing heavily and feeling exhilarated from the shock of our first simultaneous orgasm.

“How long it takes you to recover before you can shoot your load again. About fifteen minutes.”

“Assuming I can keep going like this.”

“Or cumming,” she giggled. “Good job I am on the pill, think how many condoms you'll need for us to stay here all day.” She looked thoughtful. “Not that I'm sure I can keep having orgasms like that. It was rather exhausting.” I was just about to apologize when she added, “but I want to try.”

“We can do that, I'm game and you are even more beautiful when you're cumming, by the way. Spectacularly beautiful.”

Dagmar wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tight, and then as our lips met in yet another passionate kiss, she rolled on top of me and began to rub her groin against mine.

Pushing herself up, and leaving me staring straight at her lovely little titties with her nipples hard and the areolae aroused, she said “That was one finger, wasn't it? Can you try two? Oh, and you sucked it, what do I taste like?”

“Ambrosia, Nectar of the Gods, pure heaven.”

She swatted me lightly.

“Don't tease.”

“Honestly, you taste lovely. I want more. I want to lick your pussy when you cum.”

“Oh my god, why?”

“Because you taste lovely. Besides, you sucked me off.”

“I'm not being fair, am I?”

“In what way?”

“You're naked, and I'm not.”

“It doesn't matter. When you are ready.”

“You're so kind, loving, kind, gentle. The best fiancé a girl could have.”

“I think you are very much a woman,” I replied.

“I will be soon, promise.”

She looked down at the end of my cock, limp and resting between her legs and climbed off me and the bed. She bent forwards and kissed my cock, then curled her fingers around it, pulled the foreskin back and looked at it.

“Does it hurt when I do that?”

“Not at all, it's lovely when you do it.”

She bent forward again, kissed my glans and then stood up. First she took off her socks and then blushing slightly, she pushed down her panties and stepped out of them. As her body was revealed, I took in a deep breath, taking hold of my cock and wanking it gently without even thinking about what I was doing. Her mound was covered in a thick mass of curly brown pubes, and between her legs, I could just see the tips of the pink labia that moments before I'd been stroking to her first climax.

“Dagmar, you are so beautiful,” I said sincerely, “absolutely beautiful.”

“Really?” She replied, getting back into the bed and kneeling beside me.

I sat up, cupped her cute boobs and kissed each nipple in turn, lovingly and in depth.

“Very beautiful. When I'm hard, I'd like you to hold them like this, and then I'll cum all over them again.”

In response, Dagmar swung a leg over me and then brushed her vulva lightly up and down the length of my cock.

“I want you inside me,” she whispered, lifting free of me, then sliding her fingers under my cock, lifting it and then holding it against her labia where she could rub the bell-end back and forth.
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