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 Chapter 1 - A Quick Visit

 


It had been many
years since I'd visited my birthplace near the town of Mansfield
but the chance came to house-sit for some friends, just as I had some leave booked. It
seemed like a plan had fallen into my lap and I'd get a chance to
visit family and look up some old friends. The day before I left
home, my brother, John, rang, “Do you remember June?”

“How
could I forget?” I replied brusquely.

He was referring
to my childhood sweetheart. 20 years ago she unceremoniously dumped
me on my 21st birthday and promptly married some bloke she'd been
having an affair with for several months. I remembered her as a
clever, analytical woman, a bit shy, who had hurt me
badly.

“What
about her, anyway?”

“Well, I bumped into her in ASDA the other day. In chatting, I
said you were coming up and she asked me to give you her number and
would you give her a ring?”

“I
didn't know you were on talking terms, where does she want the
ring? Through her
nose?”

“Don't be like that, I'll text you the number.”

And so it was, a
few days later, I was
sitting on a sofa of an old farmhouse on the edge of the village I
grew up in. Outside it was a cold, wet, miserable October day. I
was toasting my feet in front of a roaring log fire in the living
room, nursing a glass of single malt. Being back on home turf after
so many years away, plus the whiskey had me feeling a bit nostalgic
and I was reminiscing about the past. I had a moment of weakness
and reached for my phone.

“Hi,
it's me...” there was a silence at the other end, I went on, “John
asked me to ring...”

“Oh
sorry, I didn't recognise your voice, you've got a southern accent
now, thanks for ringing, can I come and see you?”

“What? Why?” I really didn't know why I was making this call,
suddenly it seemed like a really bad idea to rake up the past. Bad
and good memories rushed through my head like a herd of trampling
elephants.

“I
can be there in 20 minutes, I only live across the
green.”

“OK
then, I'll put the kettle on.” I hung up. Why had
I said that? What was I doing? I went and filled the kettle
and on a sudden whim, had a quick shower and put on a clean shirt
and underwear. Why am I doing this, I asked
myself? Old habits and passions die slowly and in the deepest
recesses of my soul, a small candle of hope and unforgotten lust
flickered precariously.

I'd just got
back downstairs when the doorbell rang. Through the frosted glass,
I could see a slim figure sheltering under an umbrella. I opened
the door, it was her, June, still as stick slim as ever, older
certainly but the same green eyes that pierced me.

“Come
in, come in, here, chuck us your coat.”

She put down the
umbrella and shrugged off the coat. She was just as I remembered
her. Dressed, as always, in public, for a woman twenty years older
than herself. A fine knit, pale green cardigan covered a thin white
blouse above a below-knee, straight brown skirt and sensible shoes.
I stopped staring at her and threw the coat over the
bannister.

“Here, go through to the lounge and get in front of the fire,
I'll make the tea. How'd you want it?”

“Don't you remember? White, one sugar.”

She went past me
into the lounge. I brought the kettle back to the boil, made two
brews and went into the lounge. She was sitting in the middle of
the sofa, facing the fire. I took an armchair at one
end.

“So
what you been up to, still married to whats-his-face?”

She looked at me
and tears welled in her eyes. Her fingers twisted her wedding ring
around and around on her finger.

“Jeez, what's up? June, tell me.”

It all poured
out, how she felt
neglected, how she was trapped in a loveless marriage, how
everything had been a bad mistake. I listened intently and kept
fiddling with the fire for something to do with my hands. By the
time I'd thrown the third log on the fire it had gotten rather too
hot. As she went on, my
heart softened. At some stage, June removed the cardigan to reveal
a sheer, white blouse through which I could plainly see a small,
white lace bra cupping her small, pert breasts. They looked to be
just as my memories of them. Before I knew what I was doing, I was
sitting beside her, first holding her hand in a comforting way,
then with my arm around her. I couldn't keep my eyes from her bra,
it was like a magnet tugging at me. I lifted my eyes and she stared
into them, the mysterious green of hers seemed to stare into my
soul. She leaned forward and kissed my lips. I kissed her back and
the years fell away, we were teenagers again and the lust was
raging. The kisses turned to serious snogging and my right hand
crept up to undo the buttons of her blouse. It fell open. It was
just as I remembered and just in time my memory prompted me. She
hated her breasts being touched and I dropped my head and kissed
the space between them. Then her neck, and earlobes and back to the
lips. It all came back to me now, the way she internalised orgasms,
on the rare occasions my inept fumblings gave her one. What she
liked, and what she didn't.

“Wait, stop!”

I pulled back
and put some distance between us. Seeing the alarm in my eyes she
added,

“It's okay, just…
hang on.”

She pushed her
head back against the sofa back, raised her arse and slid her skirt
up to her hips. This revealed sensible brown stockings held up with
a white, lace suspender belt and tiny white lace panties. Always
the conservative dresser externally, she always knew what to wear
to get me going. I felt a lump in my throat and a hardening in my trousers. She took my
hand and pulled me so I had to move to kneel in front of her. I
reached for a kiss and this pressed our bodies together and I could
feel her legs open and raise around my hips. I still wasn't certain
where we were going with this, I certainly wasn't
prepared.

“Do
you want to go to bed?” I asked.

“No,
just stay here and kiss me.”

I did as I was
bid but the position had me effectively laying across her and my
blood pressure was rising. I kissed her neck and worked down to the
middle of her chest. I reached behind and flicked her bra undone.
Between kisses, I lifted it gently until her rosebud like nipples
came into view, Just as I remembered. I kissed each in turn, long
lingering kisses with them fully between my lips. My hand reached
down to her leg and I felt the stocking beneath my hand. I slid my
hand up until I could feel the bare skin between the stocking top
and panties. She groaned slowly and kissed me harder. Her legs were
behind me now, pulling me in and my hand was crushed onto her
mound. I felt downwards and she was wet. I pulled back and her
hands were at my belt, trying to rip it off. I unbuckled and slid
my jeans and pants down. My cock was hard as steel and pointing
skyward. She stroked it with the fingers of one hand and lay
back.

“Come
on, bed,” I said.

“No,
now!” she urged.

I reached down
and pulled her panties to one side, my fingers coming away wet and
sticky. I could smell her moistness and I wanted what I'd missed
for all those years. I leaned in and without any guidance, my cock
slipped past her outer lips. She had always been tight and muscular
and once the head of my cock was in, she took a grip and squeezed.
I nearly exploded and went to pull out.

“No,
slowly,” she said, hooked her legs around my back and pulled me
in.

It slid in for a
long time and then, there I was, balls deep in her and well and
truly trapped. We kissed without moving for what seemed a long time
and then I felt her hips start to move. The pressure was intense.
Her legs were around my back and her arms around my neck. I
couldn't move, couldn't have set a rhythm if I'd wanted
to.

“Wait, slow down, I'm going to cum!” I gasped.

“Cum,
fill me, now.”

One last gasp of
sanity: “Are you on the pill?” but it was too late and she wasn't
letting go. Weeks of pent up spunk pressurised by years of pent up
emotions exploded into her. I slumped and felt her performing what
I remembered as her party trick, a rhythmic squeezing of her
vaginal muscles to suck
me dry. Oh, how I'd missed that.

Eventually, she
let me go and I fell backwards onto the floor. She stood above me,
pulled the wet, white panties to one side and dripped a load of
combined body fluids onto my groin. Straightening her skirt she
said “Bathroom up the stairs?”

I nodded
weakly.

A few minutes
later she came back into the lounge. I was still laying on the
floor. She had her coat on and umbrella in hand.

“Please stay and let's do that properly,” I begged.

“I'd
best be off. I’ve got hubby's dinner to cook.”

“Don't we even get to talk about what just
happened?”

“Why
don't you come around tomorrow morning after he's gone to work, no,
make it about 10, the nosy neighbour across the road will be out
shopping.”

And with that,
she was gone.


 Chapter 2 - The Next Day

 


The phone rang
at 9:30 the next morning.

“Come
round to the back door, see you soon...”

The call ended.
I'd spent the night in a state of turmoil, not quite sure what had
happened and whether I wanted to follow up. It had taken quite a
few whiskies before I got to sleep. Now it seemed I was expected. I
finished my strong morning coffee and put on my shoes. I’d best go
and find out what I was getting into.

Before I could
knock the door opened.

”Come
in,” said June. I did as I was bid and turned to look at her. Bare
foot, clad only in what
were presumably black stockings, a slim black skirt and a tight,
dark blue, t-shirt. The shape of the shirt suggested it enclosed a
padded, push-up bra. My gaze reached her eyes and saw she'd put on
blue eye shadow. This was how she used to dress in her late teens,
knowing that then, that was what pushed all my buttons.

“Pass
your coat.”

As I handed it
over she turned and I got a flash of lace stocking top and white
thigh. If that was the same split-skirt after all these years it
was mightily impressive. I knew I couldn't get into any of my
clothes from back then. Her hair was longer, still not quite black,
but nearly shoulder-length now and less wavy than I
remembered.

Having disposed
of my coat she came towards me, put her wrists on my shoulders,
raised onto tiptoe and kissed me. Without shoes, she was not overly
tall and my hands landed on her rib-cage rather than her hips. The
kiss was long and passionate and I felt her tongue probing forward.
I let it in and we spent what felt like some time probing each
other's mouths. Her hands had shifted and they were now pulling my
head down to hers. Eventually, I came up for air.

”What
are we doing here?” I asked.

“Bed,” June replied
and taking my hand pulled me towards the hallway and the
stairs.

“I've
made up the spare bedroom, we can't have the front bedroom curtains
closed all day, her across the road will get
suspicious.”

The back bedroom
was in darkness except for some candles, flickering in jam-jars. It
looked like the room that rarely gets used and consequentially gets
boxes of 'stuff' dumped against the walls. It was warm, obviously
they had central heating. She turned and kissed me and sat on the
bed.

“Come
and lay down.”

I walked around
to the other side of the bed, kicked off my shoes and lay down. The
mattress was soft but hard enough. Not one of those 'weekenders’:
good enough for a weekend visitor but they wouldn't want to stay
longer. June lay back, rolled onto her side and propped her head up
on one arm.

“So
is this reliving the past, recapturing past glories, you're after
an affair or am I down the road again tomorrow?” I
asked.

Her other hand
went to her hip, I could see her quick temper rising and her green
eyes flashed, but then she smiled.

“I've
not thought it through. I told you yesterday how loveless and
sexless my marriage is. When I heard you were going to be back in
town it stirred up my old feelings for you, I've lain awake most
nights since then remembering our lovemaking…”, she trailed
off, “then yesterday
happened so fast…”

“Yes,
sorry about that, it'd been some time.”

“I
didn't mean that, it was nice, just what we both needed I
thought,” she leant forward and kissed my
lips, “let's just enjoy today and see where it goes, but I will say
I've been thinking of leaving Barry for weeks. Perhaps this is the
push I need.”

“Oh.”
This was a bit much suddenly.

“I
didn't ask yesterday, do you have anyone back in
Abingdon?”

“No,
not really,” I
prevaricated, “I've been seeing someone occasionally but I don't
know if it's going anywhere.”

This wasn't
quite true, on the other hand, I wasn't sure if I wanted to
rekindle our relationship or if I would ever trust her
again.

“One
day at a time then, no plans, no dreams and let's see what happens.
The past wasn't perfect, I know that, I don't want a
repeat.”

“That's good because I'm not the person I was as a lad, years
change you.”

“Some
of you hasn't changed. What about me? Am I different?”

“From
what I've seen, remarkably unchanged.”

“From
what you've seen? You better get a better look.”

She planted a
peck on my forehead and stood up. Unfastening her skirt, she let it
slip to the floor. As I looked at the revealed tiny black lace
panties with just a wisp or two of minge hair escaping, she pulled
the t-shirt over her head and it joined the skirt on the floor. The
bra was a front-fastening, black lace, padded sheepdog, the sort that rounds them up and
pushes them forward. I instantly remembered that she'd flashed me a
glimpse of one like it just after we'd broken up, just to torment
me. Perhaps not the same one, but very similar.

“Wow!” was all I
could say.

She lay down
again and rolled onto her side to face me. Her skin was that very
pale white that I remembered, a tracery of blue veins just visible
in places and she was still very slim. The black of the stockings,
suspenders, panties and bra was a sharp contrast. The skin beckoned
through the lace.

“Well?” she said in
a questioning tone, her eyes travelling up and down my
body.

“Oh!”
I stood up and unbuttoned my shirt.

June moved
across the bed and undid my belt and jeans. Before I'd got the
shirt off she was pulling them down.

“Well
that's new,” she
exclaimed starting at the thin, press-stud fastened, cotton, black
posing pouch I was wearing.

I had thrown it
on at the last moment as I'd got dressed. I was glad I had now as
it suddenly looked very full, the tip of my rapidly hardened cock
was starting to poke out of the waistband. We lay back down on the bed. Laying on
our sides facing each other, we kissed and my fingertips traced the
length of her arm until our fingers intertwined. Still kissing she
rolled onto her back and released my fingers. I reached down to her
thigh and traced up her leg, lingered at the stocking top then
cupped her mound with my palm. As I stroked gently upwards with my
middle finger she gasped and I felt her draw breath through the
kiss. Slowly as I stroked and kissed, I began to feel moistness.
Her breath was quickening and the kisses had more urgency. Tearing
my mouth away from hers,
I kissed down her neck, down through the cleavage and, pulling
myself onto my knees, down her flat belly. June's fingers knotted
in my hair as I reached for her panties and slowly pulled them
down. I went to kiss her sweetness but the knotted fingers pulled
me back. I lay back down and resumed the kissing. My hand went back
to her mound but this time I parted her bush and let my middle finger fall between
her pussy lips. It was very moist and she gasped as my finger
entered her. Gently I reached inside until I could feel the patch
of the g-spot and stroked it whilst the palm of my hand pressed
gentle circles on her clitoris. I could feel her hips start to
thrust against my hand, willing it on. Her head pressed back into
the pillow and I lifted my lips from hers to give her room. Her
eyes were closed and her breathing rapid. With my other hand, I
unhooked her bra, lifted each cup from its hidden prize and gently
kissed each rosebud nipple in turn. They were small, pink nipples
with small areola atop pert AA cup breasts. I loved them now as I'd
loved them back then.

Suddenly she
gasped, her back arched and her hands clamped mine still. As she
relaxed I could see the flush of blood through the capillaries of
her upper chest from breast to neck, the familiar sign that she had
orgasmed.

Slowly her hands
relaxed, her breathing slowed and her eyes opened.

“Wow,
I've not felt that for a long time.”

“My
pleasure m'lady.”

I knelt and
quickly placed a kiss where I had just withdrawn my hand. Her
fragrance was intoxicating. She reached down and squeezed my cock
through the fabric of the pouch.

“Can
I cum on your tits?”

“Err,
that's new. I suppose so…” her voice trailed off and I could hear
the uncertainty.

I knelt astride
her and popped the press studs. June took my cock in her hands and
wanked it gently. The tip was already glistening with pre-cum. I
took both of her hands gently and placed them to cup her breasts.
Each nipple I anointed with a drop of pre-cum then rubbed the
nipple gently with my fingertip. She was looking straight at me. I
offered the fingertip to her lips and she kissed it. I kissed both
nipples and then turned to stroke myself. It didn't take long and
although I aimed for her cleavage, spurts made it to her neck and
onto the pillow. June smiled but looked uncertain as to what to do
now.

Drained, I
reached down and very gently massaged the cum all over her tits,
then giving each nipple a lick and a suck kissed her again. The
kisses went on and our chests pressed together, the fruit of our
endeavour anointing us both.

“You
are lovely,” I said, gazing fondly down at her.

“Well
that was new, what else have you picked up whilst I've been going
without?”

“I
don't know, we'll have to find out won't we?”

“Can
you still cum again after a ten-minute rest?”

“Jeez, I'm not a teenager any more, twenty perhaps,” I quipped.

“Good, I'll go make us a coffee, black and three?”

“Black and none!”

“You
have changed, wait here.”

She rose from
the bed and clad only in stockings, suspender belt and spunk,
strode from the room.

Moments after
I'd returned from the bathroom after sprucing myself up, I heard
her coming up the stairs. She entered the bedroom with a mug in
each hand and wearing what looked like her grandmother's dressing
gown. I laughed.

“What
now?”

“Well, you left looking like a picture of all my desires and
came back looking like someone's aged aunt.”

June put down
the mugs on the bedside table, stood up and shrugged the gown from
her shoulders.

“Oh,
you mean more like this?”

The black
stockings and suspender belt remained but she'd added a white, lacy
thong and a front fastening, black basque. 'I can hardly walk
around half-naked, what will the neighbours think?”

“Well, lucky you, if they're not too prudish, but for a woman
who claims to have no sex life, you seem to have a lot of sexy
underwear.”

“Well
there was a time I tried to awaken something in Barry but
eventually I just gave up. All this was handily packed in one box
in the airing cupboard, unseen for years. It's nice to have someone
appreciate it.”

“Oh I
appreciate it, more so what it contains.”

She knelt on the
bed and leaned forward to kiss me. As she straightened up she
glanced at the stiffening in my pouch.

“Oh,
you are ready again, here, drink this coffee first.”

She passed me
the mug. I sat up and cradled the mug in both hands. Suddenly it
all seemed very surreal. Here we were, both half-naked, dressed to
please, old friends and lovers but not the people we knew from
before. June was quite timorous as a young woman, now she had a
middle-aged woman's experience of life and the confidence that goes
with it. It seemed her sexual experience had not increased since
the first steps we took together in our late teens and early
twenties. I was 21 when we parted, ditched, I reminded myself, so she'd just have
been approaching 20. A decade had passed.

“I...”

“I…
No, you go first.”

“Ladies first, a lady should always cum first.”

“Is
that a rule? You'll have to teach me how to break that rule. No, I
was going to say, do you hate me for what I did?”

“I
did, for years, guess I've gotten over it. I just never understood
why you married Barry and why you went behind my back, that's what
hurt I think.”

“I've
thought about that a lot over the years, mainly as I lay on my cold
side of the bed, a chasm between me and the snoring Heffalump at my
side. You were a bit of a wild child back then, you're still not
married and settled down. I don't know, my school friends were all
married or settled and I just couldn't see us heading to suburbia,
2 pints of milk and a couple of kids. Barry promised
security.”

“But
no kids?”

“We
thought we'd wait a few years, but by then I was bored and just
settled for the status quo.”

“Still a great band!”

“Ha,
sex was so useless we just effectively gave up, I've stayed on the
pill for the odd night he comes home drunk from the pub and I can't
feign sleep long enough to put him off.”

I swallowed the
last of my coffee. June reached out, took the mug and placed them
both on the bedside table.

“You
never left him though or found a… release, somewhere
else?”

“I
told you I've been thinking about leaving, but where would I go?
Mother's? I'd never live 'the failure' down. I just resolved that
this was my lot. No, I'd not have an affair, I'm
married.”

“What
is this then?”

“Oh
you don't count, you pre-date Barry.”

“That's some twisted logic there. No, you are having an
affair, you had better decide which of us you want, quickly, he may
be dull but he doesn't deserve to be a cuckold, to be cheated
on.”

“Harsh. Okay, I'll make a decision and act tonight. Meanwhile,
you promised me a second go.”

“I
did? OK, I did, but we're adults now, we should set some ground
rules. I've been trying to remember what you liked and disliked but
it's a long time ago and perhaps you've changed.”

“I
don't know, after Barry's drunken fumbling aim, I never want to try
anal.”

“Thank gawd for that, you're safe there, your beautiful pussy
is more than tight enough. I noticed you pulled me away when I went
to lick you and I've been avoiding touching your
breasts.”

“I
don't mind them touched, just don't push them together to try and
make a cleavage I haven't got. I know I'm flat-chested.”

“I've
always loved your breasts, small but perfectly formed. Enough for
me to want to cum over, what more could I want?”

“You
liked that?”

“Very
much, didn't you?”

“Yes,
it was just a surprise, have I led a sheltered life?”

“It
appears so,” I
laughed, “but I'll
broaden your horizons, and oral sex?”

“I
remember trying 69 when we were… before. Teenagers are such sweaty,
hormonal creatures, I don't remember it being very nice, or
rewarding. Perhaps you can convince me now, I'll try and be
adventurous.”

“Well
dressed like that you don't come across as a prude. Just at any
time if you are not convinced, just say no, and if you don't know
if I like something, just ask or try it. I'll let you know if I
don't like it. This is about love and enjoyment, not your wifely
duty.”

“Sounds wonderful, just one thing?”

“Yes,
anything, my
love.”

“Can
we do it normally first? I want to feel you inside me, not be lost
in my own… orgasm.”

“Anything you wish.”

I pulled her
down to the bed, rested her head on my shoulder and bent down for a
kiss. There was real
passion in the kissing, from both sides. I reached in and after
some fumbling, unhooked the top few fasteners on her basque, just
enough that I could reach in and kiss her nipples. My hand went
down and felt for her thong. Before I could get a grip she was
wriggling it off. She flicked it from her toes and I never saw that
again. Suddenly she was holding my cock firmly, very firmly and
wriggling herself underneath me.

“June, slow down, there's no rush, I want you moist.”

“Moist! I'm dripping, quit mucking about, get in me
now.”

I needed no
further encouragement, my legs were between hers and I took my
weight on my elbows. I could feel the grasp of her hand on my cock
and the feeling as she slid it up her slit and to the opening. She
smiled and kissed me as the glans went in and then her legs were
around my back and pushing me in. I took a few cautious stokes and
felt her hips thrusting in time. She was certainly slippery when
wet but very tight. I could feel every inch of my cock being held
firmly. She stopped, lowered her legs from my back and rested them
on the bed. I started to pull out.

“No,
don't, stay in, wait…”

June squeezed
her legs together until they touched and I readjusted until mine
were outside hers. It felt like my cock was in a vice.

“Here,
feel.”

She reached for
my left hand and I tried to take all the weight on my right elbow
and not crush her. Her hand over mine, she guided it down until my
fingertips were just touching her bush. I thought she wanted me to
massage her clitoris but she held my hand still and pressed
down.

“Now,
and feel.”

Her hips started
to move and I resumed the thrusting, matching the
rhythm.

“Feel
it?” she asked and
smiled up at me.

And I could,
inside her something was moving up and down, me! As I filled her
vagina, her slim body pushed outwards to make room. I grinned and
kissed her again.

“Now
finish and fill me, quickly.”

I gasped, “Ladies first.”

“Oh
I'm ready’.”

I felt her
squeeze me again and I quickened my strokes.

“I'm
coming!”

“Good!”

One last thrust
until our pubic bones met and I was in and pumping. June squeezed
with me until every last drop was drained and I collapsed on top of
her. Quickly I gathered my weight onto my elbows and pushed to keep
my rapidly deflating cock inside her.

“Wait,” I said and reached for my pillow and then pulled hers
from under her head.

“What
you doing?”

“Hang
on,” I manoeuvred the
pillows to be level with her hips, “Now
lift…” as she raised her
hips I rose with her, struggling to stay inside and juggle the
pillows under her hips.

I slipped out
with an audible plop. June lay with her hips raised high, knees
bent and beautiful pussy pointing at the ceiling.

“That
was marvellous sweetheart, but what is this for?”

“It
sure was, darling. I could drink from your brimming cup, or, how
quickly do you think you can get me hard again?”

“Again? I don't know, we used to call it Raising the Dead. I
used to hate the taste of us. I think my tastes may have matured, come here and let me
try.”

I moved around
until my cock hung where she could reach it. She held it in her
hand and tried to stroke it.

“Let
me suck it.”

“You
sure?”

I moved until it
hung over her mouth. She parted her lips and guided it in. And
applied suction. Wow! she meant to suck it. I reached over to cup a
breast and tweak a nipple.

“Stop
it, you'll get me going again.”

She resumed her
sucking and now there was something to stroke as well. Sooner than
I expected I was hard again.

Holding it in a
vice-like grip June asked, “Now what?”

“On
your knees darling, time for a very long, sloppy,
doggy-style.”

June threw the
pillows to the floor and suddenly in front of me was her raised
arse, pussy lips puffy and creamy, a hint of spunk starting to
escape. The whole was framed by the black lace of her suspender
belt and stocking tops.

“That
is the most beautiful sight, oh gawd how I've missed you,” I gasped.

“Quick, get in, I can feel it starting to leak.”

I needed no
encouragement and quicker than a small Dutch boy, I plugged the
leak, albeit with a different appendage.

The strokes were
long, wet and very sloppy. And very delightful. As I thrust in,
June pushed back. After a while, I took my hands from her hips and
reached around to her breasts. They sat in my hands and I squeezed
them gently whilst she pushed back. We varied the tempo, sometimes
faster, sometimes slow with really long strokes until the tip
almost fell out. The produce of earlier dripped off us onto the
sheets.

After a long
while, June said, “Please cum, I'm exhausted.”

“Are
you ready?”

“Ha,
so many times!”

I quickened my
pace, she squeezed and with a few more strokes I spurted my last. I
collapsed onto the bed, utterly spend and June slumped next to
me.

“Oh
gawd, I might never walk again. What have you done to
me?”

“Me?
You're the one doing the draining.”

I reached out
with my arm and she moved to lay her head on my right shoulder then
guided my hand around until it cupped her breast. June twisted her
head for a kiss.

“I
like that now.”

“Which?”

“Well
I meant you holding my tits, but all of it.”

She glimpsed at
my watch. “Fuck! Get up!”

“What? Again? I've created a nympho.”

“No,
you daft bugger, it's 12 o'clock, Barry will be home for his
dinner, I've got to clear up in here, hide my kinky gear and get
the bedding in the washer. Jeez there is spunk everywhere and I
need a good shower.”

“Yes,
you've got it in your hair, I missed when aiming at your
tits.”

“Look,” I said, staggering from the bed and trying to put
socks and jeans on,
“put all the underwear
in a bag, I'll take it and get it washed and dried where I am, you
can just be putting a normal load of bedding through the wash. Blow
out those candles, open the windows to air the room out and close
the door. What's he need to come in here for anyway?”

“Oh,
you are wonderful,”
a naked June rose up on
tiptoes and kissed me,
“here's my clobber and a
bag, now get out of here before anyone sees you. I'll call you
tomorrow.”

We kissed again
and I galloped down the stairs, grabbed my coat, turned and
called, “Don't forget
the two mugs.”

She was standing
at the top of the stairs, shrugging into the old dressing gown. I
could still see the glistening moisture on her bush.

 


It was about
half-past eleven when my phone rang. I reached for it in the
unfamiliar bedroom and nearly knocked over the half glass of
whiskey I'd fallen asleep before finishing. It was June's
number.

“Haa
low?”

“Sweetheart, he's found out! He's gone mad, smashed the place
up and stormed out. He said if I'm here when he gets back, he'll
kill me.”

June was sobbing
uncontrollably, the words coming between gasps. I shook myself
awake. Was I pissed, no, by the look of the glass I hadn't had more
than a sip or two before I fell asleep.

“How
did he… oh never mind,”
that wasn't important
now, “OK, pack a bag and
be waiting outside in five, I'll be round in the car. You can come
here.” Be strong and decisive, she needs help now. Sort it out
later.

I stumbled out
of bed and threw some clothes on. As I passed through the kitchen
the delicates wash of her underwear had finished. I paused to take
it out and put it in the dryer on the lowest heat.

Outside was
cold, dark, wet and miserable. I started the car, put the lights
and wipers on and headed to June's house. It took minutes only to
get there by car. As I drove down the street I could see her on the
kerb, suitcase at her feet. Blimey, that was fast.

I pulled up and
leant across to open the door. She passed in the case. I took it
and pushed it over onto the back seat.

“What
had you got in there, the Crown Jewels?”

June climbed in,
“Go, quick before he's back.”

She sounded
terrified and her eyes, even under the car interior light, looked
red from crying.

“Please, just go.”

I headed off in
the wrong direction and took a circuitous route back to the house.
I don't know why, there were no other vehicles about at that time.
I reached over and put a comforting hand on her arm and felt her
flinch. Obviously, something very bad had gone on.

Back at the
house I walked around, dragged the case from the back seat then
opened the passenger door so she could get out. She took the
proffered hand and hand in hand we walked to the house.

Once inside I
sat her on the sofa, threw another log on the fire, put the kettle
on and fetched the whiskey and two glasses. Only once the coffee
was made and the malt poured did I get her to stand up and take her
coat off. She looked shocked. I held out the whiskey
glass.

“I
don't drink it.”

“Sip
it, get it down you, it'll do you good.”

She slipped and
shuddered but took another sip and another.

Slowly the
colour returned to her cheeks and her shoulders relaxed. I finished
my glass and put another log on the fire. The room had warmed up
now and I turned off the harsh ceiling light to leave just a couple
of wall lights. The room instantly seemed warmer and cosier. I took
a sip of my coffee, it was drinkable. I handed her the other
mug.

“Come
on, it'll warm you up. Now, are you ready to tell me what happened?
You said you were going to decide what to do tonight. I thought
after today you'd be leaving him anyway. Didn't he take it
well?”

“He
found out,” June
sobbed, “I never got a
chance to say I was leaving.”

“Never mind, the result is the same so what does it matter?” I
put my arm around her shoulders and she leaned into me, hands still
cradling the coffee mug.
“How did he find out anyway?”

“The
thong, the...
the... the white
thong.”

“You've lost me, I thought I brought all your underwear back
here.”

I did a mental
stock-take of the items
I'd moved from washer to dryer, the white thong she'd been wearing
when she came upstairs with the coffee. Come to think of it, I
didn't remember seeing it.

“When
I took it off, I just
flicked it off with my toes. It flew out of the room and landed on
the white landing stair rail. I didn't spot it because it was
white, on white and I was in a rush. He did though. Barry did and
he knows I never wear a thong normally, only to be sexy and when he
picked it up it was wet and smelt of…”

“I
get the picture,” I took
the empty coffee mug from her hands and pressed the whiskey glass
back in, “here you go,
drink up.”

June took too
big a sip and spluttered a bit but warmth, alcohol and cosy
surroundings were calming her down. She leant back into the sofa,
pulling me back with her. I stared into the fire, feeling its
warmth without and the whiskey within.

“So
what happened?”

“He
stormed into the kitchen, shouted 'Who you been shagging', threw
the thong at me, marched upstairs again and opened the spare room
door. He went mad after that, came downstairs, called me a whore
amongst other things, threw things about and eventually stormed
out. He said if I was still there when he got back he'd kill
me.”

“Did
he touch you?”

“No.”

“I'm
sure he won't, it's all piss and wind, but you can stay with me
tonight.”

“And
tomorrow?”

“Is
the first day of the rest of your life. Come on, get that
whiskey down you and
let's go to bed. To sleep.”

She looked into
my eyes and kissed me.

“Barry said he'll divorce me and it's my fault so I'll get
nothing.”

“a)
that's a long time in the future and b) Barry's talking out of his
arse. You'll be entitled to what you put in, so if you've been
working, about half.”

“Thank you,” she
snuggled into my shoulder some more and gazed at the glass in her
hands.

I drained my
glass and stared at the fire. What had I gotten
myself into and what about Jessica in Stourbridge? We weren't
exactly a couple, but only because my roving job/lifestyle kept me
moving and it was easier to maintain my flat in Abingdon, near the
company that paid for said roving lifestyle.

“Penny for your thoughts,” June asked, putting down her empty
glass.

“Only
that if we could see the future, would it change what we do?”

“Well
obviously.”

“So
if you'd known about tonight, would you not have spent the day in bed with
me?”

“Perhaps not.”

“Oh,
thanks a bundle, and you'd not have come here yesterday, or asked
John to pass on your phone number?”

“Perhaps that.”

“So
then the result would have been the same; you split from Barry.
Once you gave that number and message to John, you started down
that track. It might have taken a different path but the final
outcome would be the same. By trying to get in contact with me
you'd subconsciously decided to leave him. It's just taken the
shortest path.”

“Well, if you look at it that way.”

“You
could have bailed at any time. You could have come for coffee
yesterday, chatted about old times and left and nothing might have
happened. This morning you could have decided it was all a big
mistake, met me at the door in drab clothes, given me a bad cup of
tea and sent me away disappointed. No, you wanted this, you just
thought you could ease into it slowly. Well, darling, this is
riding life at full tilt, so hang on tight.”

“So
where do I go now?”

“Bed,
to sleep and we'll see what tomorrow brings.”

I stood up, took
her hand and lead her to the bedroom.

Suddenly things
were very different. A few hours ago we were passionate lovers, now
we were a middle-aged couple going to bed to sleep. This disturbed
me for some reason.

“I'm
sorry,” I said, “I can't
just get into bed with you and roll over and sleep. It's too much
like giving up already and selecting a 'normal' life. If we are
going to have a chance together it has to be based on something
different, something we only have with each other. What we have is
a passion for each other. That's what we didn't realise last time.
You went looking for normality and it bored you stupid. I've been
looking for what I lost ever since.”

June looked at
me. I could see she'd seen her own truth in my words.

“It
kind of makes sense, I certainly never want the bed to get to be
just a boring place to just sleep in. But darling, I don't think I
can make love again, I think I'm sore from this
afternoon,” she grinned sheepishly, “and I'm quite tired.”

“That's OK, I'll take care of you. Lay back in the
bed.”

We both got
under the duvet, her in a loose t-shirt and white pants, me in just
black y-fronts. We kissed for a while and then I ducked under the
duvet and moved down her body. Gently, I eased her out of her pants and got between her
legs. I could smell her pussy, clean but with a hint of
earlier.

“What
are you doing?”

“Sshh, just relax and enjoy it.”

I gently kissed
her bush and then gently
parted it and her outer lips. A row of kisses up each thigh and
then my tongue lapped slowly up her slit and circled the hood.
Very, very gently I took the hood in my lips and sucked slightly.
Her legs went stiff and I heard her gasp. I licked up the slit
slowly and my tongue circled her clitoris. I kept this up with
variations for a while. I was enjoying myself and she tasted
delicious. Her fingers played with my hair. Occasionally her hips
writhed. Suddenly her back arched and she nearly tore handfuls of
hair from my head and she pushed my face into her moistness.
Suddenly the woman that perhaps groaned slightly, that you had to
look for a flush to identify an orgasm was screeching, writhing and
shuddering. I hung on for dear life.

Gently the waves
subsided and June pulled me up to the top of the bed.

“Oh. My. God. What
did you do to me? Kiss me.”

“Gladly.”

I could see her
tasting herself in the kiss and deciding if she liked it or
not.

“Can
I lick your face, is that too weird?”

“Not
at all, go ahead,”

She did and then
reverted to kissing.

“Oh,
it's all wet down there.”

“Swap
over, I'll sleep in the damp patch. Now I know how gloriously wet
you get, I'll put a towel under us next time.”

“Oh
I'm sleepy but what about you?”

“I've
just had the time of my life, sleep darling, you need your strength
for tomorrow.”

She needed no
more prompting, rolled onto her side and was asleep in seconds. I
spooned to her back and was soon asleep. My last thought was,
Wow! That was a day.


 Chapter 3 - First Day of the Rest of Your Life

 


When I woke up
the next morning I was in bed, alone. No, I was sure it hadn't been
a dream. Both pillows had been slept on, I rubbed my face, yes I
could smell her on me. I sat and listened. I could hear noises in
the kitchen and then footsteps coming up the stairs. She came into
the room still wearing the old t-shirt, although she'd reclaimed
her panties. She had a mug of what smelt like coffee in each hand.
It was a cold, old house, hence the open log file in the living
room, and I could see her hardened nipples pointing at me through
the shirt.

“Morning sweetheart, I've made us some coffee. I was going to
cook you breakfast but you don't seem to have much in.”

I flipped back
the duvet and gestured to her to get in.

“Not
my house, I'm only house-sitting for a week. I figured I'd live off
takeaways and eating out. I wasn't expecting company.”

She leant
forward to kiss me and I could see her nose wrinkle at the smell.
That was enough, I didn't want to put her off anything, I
remembered what she'd said about teenage smells.

“Come
on, let's have a shower whilst the coffee cools.”

The house was
old but the owners had spent some serious money putting in a new
bathroom upstairs.

We went in. I
slid open the glass stall door and turned on the shower. Dropping
my briefs I turned and reached to lift off her shirt.

“Oh,
together.”

“Of
course, what did you think I meant?”

I hugged her to
me under the hot water and then bent down to savour a kiss as the
water trickled down her face. I reached for a bar of soap and
lathered down her back starting at her neck and working down until
I was grasping her arse. Whilst I did this she pressed up against
me, her arms loosely holding onto my hips. June turned around and I
started again from her neck, over her clavicle and to her breasts.
After applying the soap, I held them briefly and my stiffening cock
started to rise. June reached behind her, lifted it to vertical and
placed it between her buttocks. She pushed back and wiggled
playfully. I carried on soaping, down across her belly and gently
massaged, what I noticed was a newly, but neatly, trimmed
bush.

“You've been pruning.”

She must have
done it first thing before I woke up and she appeared with
coffee.

“Do
you like it? Should I shave it, or wax?”

“Love
it, and oh God no, you're a woman I want you to look like one, yes,
keep it exactly like this, it's beautiful.”

I crouched down,
turning her around as I did so. Despite the soap, I placed a kiss on the trimmed
hair. I set about soaping each leg in turn and then stood up. I
passed her the soap.

“Your
turn,” I said turning around.

June started on
top of my shoulders and worked rigorously down each arm and then my
back, lingering over my buttocks and down each leg in
turn.

“Turn
around,” she
ordered.

I did as I was
told. She looked up at me, water droplets running down her face,
her hair plastered to her head. I bent down and we kissed
lovingly.

June started
soaping down my chest, did each arm in turn and then reached for my
cock. She rubbed the bar of soap up and down the length, then,
letting go, rubbed up a lather in her hands and put the soap down.
She took me in both hands and rubbed up and down the length. Seeing
the glans poking out from my foreskin she pushed down until it was
fully exposed and then rubbed it thoroughly with a soapy hand. I
leant back against the wall, my head now out of the shower and the
water landing on my stomach. June continued to rub my cock until
all the soapsuds had gone and then knelt down. She kissed the tip
of my cock gently and looked up at me.

“Like
this?” she said and plunged her head downwards over the shaft, her
hands on my hip bones. I felt and heard her gag.

“Like
this,” I took her left hand and moved it to cradle my balls and her
right to grasp the base of the shaft, “now, gently.”

She took the top
two inches into her mouth and sucked hard.

“Don't suck so hard,” my cock felt rigid as glass and about to explode,
but not in a good way,
“your mouth is fucking
me, not hoovering me out.”

She relaxed and
started a gentle bobbing.

June
paused, “Is that
better?”

“Oh,
much, you can stroke with your hand on the shaft as well, oh gawd,
just like that.”

I could feel the
pressure rising. She noticed me tense and quickened her
pace.

“You
don't have to take it in your mouth.”

June paused
momentarily, “I want to try,” and resumed her endeavours.

“There will be a lot, just spit if you can't swallow or let
it, ahhhhh… dribble out.”

I was nearing
climax. I'd been very hard for a long time whilst licking her the
night before and hadn't cum myself. I knew that it would be a
gusher and I really didn't want to scare her off, destroy her
new-found
enthusiasm.

“June, oh June,” I
pressed my hands against the wall so that I wouldn't reach for her
head, “June! I'm
cumming!”

I felt the
internal thud as the first spurt pumped from my balls. I heard her
cough and choke, but then she was sucking again. The sucks and
strokes responded to my pumping. June removed her mouth and spunk
spilled out. Globs ran down her chin and onto her left breast. I
took hold of her upper arms and raised her up. I kissed her lips
and probed my tongue into her mouth. Salty. She
swallowed.

June reached
down and gave my shaft another full-length stroke, pulling the
foreskin tightly back until the glans oozed another
drop.

“Ooh,
missed some,”
she bent down and licked
it off.

“Jesus H. Christ,
that was bloody marvellous, I was going to say when did you learn to do that? But
apparently just then. Wow, and wow again.”

“I've
got a good teacher.”

We finished
rinsing each other off and turned off the shower. I stepped out
into the cold of the bathroom and rummaged in an airing cupboard
until I found a couple of big bath towels. We dried each other off
and headed back to the bedroom.

“I
bet that coffee has gone cold,” it
had. I pulled on some clothes and picked up the mugs. “I'll go make
us some more, and perhaps toast.”

“Where's my case?” asked June.

“I
left it in the hall last night, I'll bring it up to
you.”

“I
feel horny.”

“I'm
sorry, inconsiderate of me. I shall attend to your needs
immediately, as best I can, what would my lady fancy?”

“Nothing now, I just feel all warm and horny inside. It's like
a forgotten feeling returning. I like it. I just want to enjoy the
sensation for a time.”

“Oh,
well enjoy it then, I'll go rustle up breakfast, and bring you your
case.”

I'd finished
loading the fire in the living room and had got the kitchen range
going. I had next to no experience of using an Aga and it had been
out and cold since I had arrived. Now it started to show signs of
life and the kitchen was warming nicely. I poured two cups of
instant coffee and put a percolator I'd found in the pantry on the
Aga. I wasn't game to try toasting bread by the firebox. The
kitchen seemed equipped with electric and Aga versions of things.
Typical old farmhouse I imagined. Just as the toast popped in the
toaster, June walked in.

“Something smells nice.”

“Apart from you? Don't get your hopes up, it's only coffee and
toast.” I turned to look at her. Her hair had been dried and combed
until it shone. She was wearing a knee-length dress over bare legs
with flat shoes. The dress buttoned down the front with small clear
buttons. Although at first glance I had seen it as pale green, as
she approached I could see it was white with small irregular green
splodges.

“What
do you want to do today? I warn you, this might not actually be a
farm any more but Patrick and Moira still have livestock, that's
why I'm here, to feed them each day whilst they are away. We need a
chat about your plan, our plan perhaps, and we could go shopping if
you are going to stay a few days.”

“Do
you want me to stay?” June asked as she sat down and reached for a
slice of toast and the butter dish.

“Of
course I do, but you're still a married woman and it is your
choice, not mine. What about your work?”

As she
moved, the dress that
was cut to fit,
emphasised both her narrow waist and slim build whilst hinting at
her breasts. Nothing was ever going to make her look busty, she
simply wasn't, her charm lay in the delicate nature of her tits. At
least, I had always found them so. I'd grown up in a society that
objectifies women's breasts, indoctrinated men to think bigger was
better and given millions of women like June an inferiority
complex. As I'd grown up I realised that they were beautiful and
part of her beauty. She wasn't defined by them. The events of the
last two days had reminded me how aroused she made me feel. I
wanted to worship every part of her body and make her feel good
about it too.

“I
phoned in sick yesterday,” I snapped out of my reverie and back to the
present, “so I don't need to go in for a few days, then I've got
loads of leave saved up.”

“Have
you got what you need or do you need to go back home and fetch
more?”

“I
could do with some normal clothes if Barry has gone to work. I just
grabbed my box from the airing cupboard, toys from my bedside
table, toothbrush and make-up and a couple of dresses.”

“Toys, June? This is an unexpected side of you, or do you mean
Kerplunk! And Cluedo?”

“They
are nothing very exotic, just a small vibrator and dildo for the
odd endless night when Boring Barry was down the pub. I still
needed some release when Channel 4 put a French film
on.”

“Well
how about I feed the birds and then we go shopping, we can swing
past yours and if Barry isn't there, stop and grab what you
need.”

“What
I need is you,” she cast me a mock sultry look and blew me a kiss,
“can I tell you
something?”

“Anything. If there is anything I remember from our time
together when we were young, it is that feeling of embarrassment
and inhibition that stopped us from telling each other what we
wanted and liked or didn't. Don't start that again. I've worked for
years to try and learn to be more open and honest in relationships.
We should have that as a fundamental basic rule if we are going to
progress whatever this is. Don't you think?”

“Yes,
you are right in principle, I just find it hard to say some
things.”

“We
all do. But try. I think you'll find it liberating. I told you
yesterday, don't do something you don't like, not even for me. Now,
what did you want to say, let me know, I can take it.”

“Well,” she paused and her fingers pushed her empty plate back
and forth on the table, “well, we've done things in the last couple
of days I've never done, or never done like that before. I hope you
don't find me a disappointment because I've never had an orgasm
like last night's before.”

“Disappointment? My gawd No! Emphatically. No. You were my first love and this is my
chance to reclaim it and make up for all those naive fumblings. I
can't promise it will always be as good but I will try,
darling.”

June stood and
walked around to my side of the table, I was sitting side-on,
resting my left elbow on the table. She stood in front of me and
slowly unbuttoned her dress. Underneath she was naked. I drank in
her beauty and the combined aroma of soap and woman. She bent down
to kiss me and whilst her tongue explored my mouth, her fingers
undid my belt, jeans button and zip. She reached down and pulled my
rapidly stiffening cock into an upright position. She continued to
kiss and stroke me until, apparently satisfied by the hardness,
moved toward me and lowered herself gently onto my cock.

She was moist
but not wet and there was some resistance going in, but June knew
what she wanted. Satisfied it was in far enough, she removed her
guiding hand and placed it on my shoulder. Her weight sank her down
until I was fully inside her. She started to move up and down and
she leant her head back. This gave me a full view of her breasts
which due to their size and firmness moved with her body, there
wasn't the bounce of bigger breasts, or the flop of large ones.
June's moved with her, rapidly up and down. It was enticing. I bent
forward to try to kiss a nipple in mid flight, I missed and she
looked down.

“You
can hold them.”

I needed no
encouragement and gently took one in each palm, the nipples
squeezed between thumb and finger, my arms rising and falling as
they tracked the path of her breasts. I stiffened slightly
more.

“Oh,
you like that, it's nice,” June speeded her tempo and her breathing became
ragged, “Please cum,
please.”

Some things are
easy to do and I let fly. June tensed and slumped on my shoulder. I
dropped my hands to her hips to hold her in place. After a pleasant
while she sat up and kissed me. The movement was enough and my
flaccid member slipped out. June's hand shot to her crotch and she
stood up. My cock lay in a small puddle of spunk.

“I
didn't think you'd have much left,” she
said.

I reached across
and handed her a paper napkin from the breakfast table. Taking it
she fled to the bathroom whilst I mopped myself up and chucked the
tissues in the Aga.

A few minutes
later June came back, dress buttoned and not a hair out of place. I
was still sitting on the chair, jeans around
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