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 Preface

This is the
third book in my ‘June’
trilogy.

 


In book one,
‘Nice in June’, our heroine left her abusive husband after twenty years of sexless
marriage, with the help
of her childhood sweetheart.

 


She
rediscovered the
pleasures of sex in a loving relationship and started to reassess her body image. With
her new boyfriend she investigated the joys and pitfalls of having an Adult
Breastfeeding
Relationship.

 


Book two, ‘June on
Top’, picked up the day after the first ended, as they
started a new life
travelling the country employed by the same company.This conclusion
to the trilogy, ‘June at
Home’, picks up nine months later. June and her
lover are now living in the old gamekeeper’s cottage they found at
the end of book two. The cottage is being renovated and June starts
exhibiting a strange connection to the site.
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David Timmsdale is originally from the UK
but has now retired to
Australia. That's why his first story was set in the UK, as he says, “I know it better and I can 'hear' the
characters better.”

'Nice in June'
was his first book, and
the trilogy is completed here with the continuing
adventures of
June.

David says he likes writing as a first person
narrative, although he
hastens to point out the
'hero' is in no way based on
himself! However
he likes having
someone else, someone fictional, to discuss and explore subjects
that he would never get
the chance to discuss in real life.
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 Chapter 1 - A New Beginning

“Sweetheart, it's from
the solicitor, my divorce is finalized and with Barry finally
having sold the house, the payout is on the way. I'm a free woman
again. You know what this means?”

“You are free
to remarry?”

“Yes, if
someone still wants me,
but more importantly, we
pay off the overdraft and finish this house.”

“What do you mean, more importantly, and
of course I still want you,”
I exclaimed, dropping to
one knee in front of her. “June will you marry me?”

“Yes, and while
you are down there…”

June playfully
pretended to start undoing her slacks. I dropped my other knee to
the ground and reaching up, undid her slacks for real and eased
them and her panties down. I took a look at the beauty revealed and
buried my face between her thighs, my tongue questing for her
labia.

“Oh, oh, stop.
Let's go to bed and do it properly, better still, let's go and have
a shower and then go to bed and do it properly. Hurry up, I was
horny, now I'm gagging for it.”

I stood up and
we rapidly undressed each other. As I removed her maternity bra I
noticed that her breasts still didn't droop but nine months of our
Adult Nursing Relationship, of me suckling on them two or three
times a day, had caused her breasts to become heavier. They had
gained volume and the bottom of them was heavier. They still
wouldn't trap a pencil but there was now a healthy curve between
chest and nipple. I had to admit they did look better. After years
of being a proponent of what June always called her tiny tits, I
preferred them as they
were now. What used to look good in a padded bra, now looked
outstanding in an underwired bra. Wearing the right bra coupled
with a tight t-shirt and June now turned heads, helped by her very
slim waist, now so very narrow after months of wearing an
increasingly tight corset.
That and her trim
arse.

“All this time
and you still get rock hard looking at my tits, don't
you?” said June with a
smile, as she turned and her perfect arse vanished towards the
bathroom.

 


“I love having
this twin spa bath as our shower, and your idea of putting twin
shower heads in was a stroke of genius,” said June.

“Well, anything
had to be better than the confines of the shower we had in the
flat.”

“Don't knock
it, we had some marvellous sex in that shower, there wasn't room
for you to get away!”

“Turn around,
please.”

June turned her
back to me and I stood close behind her, reached around and started
to soap her breasts, tweaking her nipples playfully. Her head
craned back and she sighed.

“Oh, Sweetie,
you make my nipples hard, I want you so much.”

She wiggled her
arse and my hard cock,
which was resting gently between the cheeks, twitched in response.
I rubbed some soap lather on my cock and started moving it out up
and down, sliding in her arse cleavage. My hands gently massaged her breasts, delicately
squeezing her nipples between two fingers.

Breathlessly
June whispered, “Oh, that feels nice, I really want you now.”

A hand
manoeuvred between us to move my cock from between her cheeks to
between her thighs. As I tweaked her nipples, her hand rubbed the
end of my cock and pushed it between her labia.

“Oh, I do want
you in me, turn the water off for a minute.”

With the water
off, June quickly rubbed my cock and up
and down herself until her lips were moist and then bent forward
and guided me into her.

“Oh jeeze, every
time, gently now, oh, oh, darling, I do so
love you.”

June stood up
and twisted her upper torso around to kiss me.

I dropped my
hands and rested them on
her waist. We stood still for a while, me inside her, my hands on
her waist, hers pulling my head over her shoulder so she could
crane around and our lips could meet. One of her hands let go and
our kiss ended.

“Keep still,
Honey, while I
just…”

June reached
down and started to rub her clit. I moved my hands up to hold on to
her firm, milk-filled breasts. As her breathing started to come in
short pants, I could feel her vagina start to squeeze as her orgasm
arrived.

“Oh,
Honey, sweetheart, ooh,
ooh, ooh.
Aaaarrrrhhhh.
Aaaarrrrhhhh, oh fuck, fuck, fuck me hard, now.”

June let go of
my neck and leant further forward. I transferred my hands back to
her hips and bending my knees to get the right angle, started to
thrust vigorously into her.

“Oh, fucking
hell you fill me, more, more, more, oh, oh, oh, o., YES! Oh
gawd, cum, cum now,
please.”

June started
to push back and squeeze me as I thrust hard
into her, feeling the familiar tremble run through her
body.”

“Oh gawd, now, please.”

A few more
thrusts and I was there, pumping spunk deep into her. I held still until she stopped trembling
and then turned the shower back on before we started to feel
cold. June straightened up, but kept a grip to stop me from slipping out of
her.

“My gawd, darling, I hope you are happy
because every time you make love to me I'm impressed. Nine months
of this and I still feel like you are stretching me to new limits
every time.”

“And you, my
love, are always tight and lovely. Perhaps those twenty years apart
taught us to appreciate what we had for each other.”

June relaxed
and let me fall out of her. Turning around, she took hold of my now
flaccid cock and tiptoed up to kiss me.

“Just let me
stand here and drip a bit, then we can go sit on our pretend bed
and you can suck my tits to empty.”

“I can help
with that,” I said,
gently inserting a finger into her. I pulled it out, moist and
spunky. I drew circles around her nipples, causing the skin of her
areola to crinkle further. As I reached down for a second go, June
widened her stance and held my hand.

“Two fingers,
and kiss me.”

As I slipped two fingers into her vagina and my tongue
into her mouth, I felt
June catch her breath and shudder slightly. I bent my fingers and
started to stroke her g-spot. She gasped and pulled her head away, arching her
back.

“Oh,
Sweetie, you'll make me
cum again, oh, oh, oh, aaaaaaaahhhhhhh oh yes, stop, stop. Oh,
darling, that's enough. For now.”

I withdrew my
fingers and sucked one dry and offered the other one to June. She
took it and staring at me with her deep green eyes, sucked it
lasciviously.

 


Eight months
earlier we'd come to see this house. Theoretically, it had been the
first time for both of
us. I had found
it on a website,
however, June had professed to having seen it for years in
her dreams. I'd taken
that with a pinch of salt, even after she had drawn pictures and
floor plans from memory.
The next day she had astounded both the estate agent and myself by
showing us around, revealing features that had been covered up for
decades. The sale had gone through quickly, at a price we could
afford, just. But it was derelict and the bank would only release
money as we rebuilt things. And they had to be rebuilt.

The house was
listed and in a couple
of acres of
protected forest. We could neither chop down trees nor modernise
the outside or structure of the house. However. the outside privy had now gone and the
septic tank had been upgraded. After the roof had been fixed and
the house rewired, one of the upstairs rooms was turned into a
modern bathroom. Once that was done and we had windows and doors
that closed, we moved in. It saved us the rent of my flat each month but we lived in
semi-squalor, more or less camping, but we could get clean. We
still had a bed inside a tent, inside the other upstairs room. Now
we could probably afford a kitchen instead of a camping gas stove
and takeaways. Eventually, perhaps, a living room and
furniture.

 


“Do you ever
regret buying this place, just nod if yes?” said June as I suckled on her
breasts.

I waved a hand
in denial.

“I do want a
kitchen, but a patio and a spa could come before the living
room.”

“How about I
put the hammock up under that big Oak tree this weekend.”

“If you do
that, I'll mow some more of the meadow, if you start the mower for
me. Now, get on with that other breast, I'm very horny.”

I moved my hand
down so a finger could rest gently between her labia. She put her
hand on top but didn't move mine away or stop it moving.

I suckled and
June leant back against the pillows, silently cogitating. After a
while, she sighed.

“To think, if I
hadn't bumped into your bother in the supermarket that day, and
you'd not accepted my request to ring me, none of this would have
happened. And even if I had, and then you did, I might just have
visited you and drunk tea and left. If we'd been more restrained
and not had sex, we might not be here, in our perfect little
gamekeeper's cottage.”

The milk flow
diminished and I sat up.

“Yes, but it
did, perhaps it was meant to happen. I don't believe in fate and
suchlike, but it does seem like we are supposed to be here. I do,
however, want a decent bed though. We've wrecked two camp beds and
now this collection of boxes and planks is collapsing. I'm sick of
not being able to have an unrestrained shag when we are at home.
How about we have this room and the living room plastered next week
whilst we are away?”

“Then what?
Sleep on the bathroom floor?”

“It's
July. On Sunday we'll
pack up this tent and this thing we call a bed, and empty out the
two rooms. Next weekend when we come home, we'll camp in the meadow
and paint the two rooms. We'll buy the paint during the week, and
do the food shopping, spend Thursday evening at a laundrette, then
we can spend all weekend painting. The following weekend we can buy
a real bed and have proper, unrestrained bed-sex in our new
home.”

“Ooh, a weekend
camping. Do you think my screams of ecstasy will put the owls off
their hooting?”

“Ha-ha, might
drown them out, at least. But now, young woman, my lass, I'm going
to lick you senseless, I've been dying to do it for
ages.”

June lay flat
on her back and raised her knees. I moved to lay between them, the
bed creaking ominously as I did so.

I bet my head
down and licked slowly over her vulva. She shivered and groaned
quietly in the back of her throat. I sucked her whole vulva and
then used my fingers to gently part her luscious labia. She still
showed the physical engorgement of arousal and she was still
wet with our fluids from
the shower coupling. I lapped it up and sucked her clitoris which
was showing prominently.

“Oh June,
sometimes you are more marvellous to lick after sex than before
it,”

She panted,
“Really?”

“Yes, I love
licking you and watching you become aroused, but when you already
are, you are so
delectable.”

“Thank you, but
do shut up and lick me.”

I lapped up her
length again, briefly sucked her clit and then probed into her with
my tongue before licking furiously between her labia.

“Oh fucking
hell, that's
nice,” sobbed June.

It used to
disturb me when June cried or sobbed during our lovemaking. However
as I realised that it happened when she felt particularly romantic,
I became inured to it. I gently took her clitoris just between the
edges of my lips and kissed it very lightly. I ran around it with
my tongue and as June thrust her hips towards me, gave it a pulsing
suck.

June trembled
and her hand gripped the back of my head. I pushed my tongue into
her and then sucked as if trying to empty her out.

June yelled,
“OH! FUCKIN' HELL!!”

Her hips banged
up and down and I had to move away as she thrashed about. The bed
creaked some more.

“Honey, oh, oh,
I can't take it when you do that, oh gawd.”

I licked her
clit and did it again.

“Oh,
Honey, oh no, oh I love
you.”

I gently
inserted two fingers, palm upwards, and started the come-hither
beckoning and then sucked her clit simultaneously, in
synchronisation.

“Oh gawd, Honey, no, oh, oh, oh, fuck, I'm cumming, oh
gawd, in going to, oh,
I'm, oh, aaaaaaaahhhhhhh FUCK!”

June shook all
over and fluid gushed from her.

“Oh gawd, again, please,
more.”

This was new,
June had always wanted to stop after a gush, exhausted and
replete.

I resumed my
finger action and bent back to licking and sucking. June started to
sob again.

“Oh,
Sweetie, I do love you
so. You are so good to me. I'm sorry I can't make you cum like you
make me.”

I didn't
understand this. I had orgasms with June that made the world go
black or white-out. I regularly came so hard it hurt, and she could
extract multiple orgasms from me. I had no idea what more she
thought or imagined she should be
able do. I carried on licking, then removed my fingers and
sucked up more of her love juices, swallowed and put my fingers
back. I licked around my fingers and then returned to sucking her
clitoris.

“Oh gawd, Honey, in going to cum again, oh gawd, oh, oh, oh. Fuck!”

Her hips banged
up and down again and with a final creak and crash, our makeshift bed collapsed
beneath us.

“June, are you
OK? Here darling, let me help you
up.”

“Yes I'm
alright, let us go to our field bed. This truckle-bed is too weak
for me to sleep.”

“OK, Juliet,
very good, tomorrow. No, bugger it. Let's get up and get dressed,
go and put this tent up in the garden and sleep out there tonight.
We might be camping on hard ground, but at least we won't get
injured if we get amorous.”

“Bugger, I was
just about to have my first double gush, wow, you had me turned on.
That's gone now.”

We got up and
set about clearing up the wreckage of crushed Styrofoam boxes and
plywood that had been our bed. June collected up our meagre bedding
while I took down the tent. The tent had been sheltering us from
the collapsing horsehair and lath, plaster dust and soot that
comprised the bedroom's walls and ceiling. At least we'd had
somewhere almost clean to sleep and make love, apart from the
bathroom. This would spur us on to get the room finished.

I carried the
tent out into the warm evening and set about putting it up on the
part of the meadow nearest the house, which we had mown the
previous weekend. We arranged some blankets on the groundsheet and
put the duvet and pillows on top.

“It will be a
bit lumpy, but it won't collapse.”

“I'll go on
top, then you won't hammer me into the ground, how about
that?” suggested June
with a wry smile.

“You know what?
I've got a couple of camping carry mats and a double sleeping bag
in a box inside. It's warm and dry. We could just sleep outside
under the stars tonight.”

“It's July,
it's not going to be warmer. Great idea, go and fetch
them.”

I went back
inside, located the box in the space beneath the stairs and carried
it outside. June was standing naked on the grass.

“I've dreamt of
making love outside in this meadow, naked under the stars,” she
whispered softly, as if trying not to disturb the still of the evening. “We've always
just been too practical and made up beds in the house because that
is convention. Do you mind?”

“No! Oh, how
could I mind? A beautiful woman, naked under the stars, wanting to
make love, and no one to see or hear us. Oh yes, perfect. Help me
spread this out.”

We picked a
flat spot, spread out the carry mats and put the sleeping bag on
top. June sat down cross-legged.

“I'm still very
wet, come and stand here and let me suck you back to
hardness.”

I walked over
but by the time June had taken a grip and put me in her mouth, I
was hard. The sun had now gone, there was no Moon and we had no
street lights near us so the sky was full of stars.

My eyes had
become adjusted to the light as the night had settled.

“Oh, my, oh,
June. This is possibly the first time I've ever seen your breasts
by starlight. You look magnificent.”

“This is very
new, apart from that hot tub in Falmouth, I don't think I'd ever
been naked, outdoors, at night before. I'm a city girl really, this
feels very wild. Can we
lay down and make love very quietly?”

“June, don't go
restricting yourself. I want you loud and orgasmic, not repressed
and quiet.”

“Make love to
me very gently, here and now, please, I want to be gentle and
quiet. Please?”

I knelt down
and June stood up. She spread out her arms and turned around and
around before taking my hand and laying down beside me.

“Be gentle with
me, please. I want my first time outside, naked, to be very gentle.
Please?”

I suddenly felt
what she meant and lay beside her and stroked her face, then turned
her chin towards me and kissed her delicately. As I lifted my lips
away I saw her nipples were rock hard in the cooling night air.

“Are you cold
dearest?”

“Yes and no,
it's cold but I'm glowing inside.”

She parted her
legs and pulled me to her. I bent my head down and sucked each
nipple in turn. Never before had they felt so gorgeous between my
lips. No milk, just beautiful hard nipples.

Her hand sought
my cock and rubbed it up and down her, with each pass it moved
easier as it became wetter with her juices.

“Honey, please
be gentle.”

She held me at
her entrance and waited, almost nervously, for my thrust. I edged
forward. My glans, which was very hard, met her vagina and stopped,
there was no easy sliding in, she was closed and tight. I leant and
kissed her.

“Oh, June, my
love. I love you so very much. I'll be gentle, I love
you.”

I kissed her
again and applied a little pressure. She relaxed and some of me
started to slip into her.

“Oh gawd, you're so big, I do love you
darling, honestly.”

This was June
re-enacting her loss of virginity, again, not that the first time
had been like this, that had been quieter and she had been more
eager.

I kissed her
again, held still and raised myself up so I could reach down and
stroke her breasts.

“Oh, wow, June,
you have such wonderful breasts, so round and full.”

“You like them?
They are yours to suck whenever you want.”

She relaxed
some more and now I was halfway in and started to stroke in and out
slowly. An owl hooted in the woods. June froze and then
relaxed.

“It's only an
owl, darling. He's calling for his mate, too.” I whispered.

“Are we mated
for life?” whispered
June.

“Very much so.
You are the beautiful, sexy, love of my life.”

“Better than
all the others?”

“Very much so,
you are all I want, now and forever.”

June relaxed
and I started to thrust a bit quicker, slowly getting deeper
with each stroke.

“Oh, darling,
not so deep, gently, please, and slower, please.”

I slowed down
and reverted to shallow, gentle strokes. June's green eyes, black
in the gloom, stared
into mine. Her hands moved to at first cup, and then squeeze, her
breasts.

“Sweetie,
darling…”

“Yes, dearest,
anything you want.”

“Would you
watch me cum and then cum in me? It's okay, I'm on the
pill.”

“Yes,
dear.”

“Out of me
then, watch me cum, do you mind very much?”

I realised,
suddenly, what she wanted to do. Gently I pulled out and sat back
on my heels.

June locked her
eyes on me, bit her bottom lip and then held her labia open with
the fingers of one hand. The other hand she placed over her vagina
and slowly and gently inserted one finger. She started to move it
in and out. Faster and faster.

“Oh gawd, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh,
oh, oh, oh, oh, oh,” her
shoulders shook, “I'm
cumming, oh dearest, now, please, cum in me.”

I leant down
and re-entered her cautiously, but her legs wrapped around me and
pulled me in.

“Oh Honey, that's so deep, YES! Oh yes,
now, please.”

Her hips
started to dictate our rhythm which sped up and up, faster and
deeper.

“Oh, yes
darling, I love you, deeper, please.”

I thrust deep
and hard and the pressure arrived.

“Darling, are
you ready? I'm going to cum, oh yes! Darling!”

“Yes, yes, yes,
cum in me now.”

I thrust hard
and came, several long hard spurts.

“Oh, good
grief, that's good, oh, darling June, I love you.”

June relaxed
and kissed me.

“Oh,
Honey, I like playing
the virgin, you don't mind do you?”

“No, why would
I mind?”

“Well, you
don't get a vigorous, hard shag. Did you mind watching me bring
myself off rather than you doing it?”

“Not at all, it
was very sexy and arousing.”

“As long as it
doesn't make you feel emasculated.”

“Ha-ha, by a
bit of play-acting, not that you were pretending to orgasm, but as
part of a scenario, a thousand times you've orgasmed with me in
you, licking you, fingering you, I don't think that was all fake
just so that my masculinity was protected and this revealed the
truth. Ha, no it was very sexy, I love watching you make yourself
cum, like you like to see me cum over you.”

“Good, now get
off, I want to go and drip on the meadow, fertilize it with our
fertility.”

“That sounds
very hippy, where did that come from?”

“I don't know,
it just seemed like something I should do, have done.”

“You do have
some strange connection to this place, don't you. I don't
understand it, but I accept it now.”

“Good, now wait
here, I'm going to fetch something.”

I lay back and
hunted for constellations as they wheeled through the sky. Two
satellites and a shooting star later, June reappeared.
She’d dressed in her
heaviest black basque, black stockings and black lace panties. In
her hands, she carried a bottle of good malt and two tumblers.

“Wow, even in
the dark you look fantastic.”

“I'll take that
as a compliment, I'm sure it was meant to be. So, that was Hippy
June, a new scenario character, this is your normal Sexy June,
requesting we stay up all night shagging and drinking and looking
at stars and talking. Are you up for it?”

“Very much so,
sit down, get that malt poured, I've just seen two satellites and a
shooting star.”

“I saw one when
you came in me.”

“Thank
you.”

“No, really,
just as you came, a shooting star flared and vanished right above
me. It was a sign.”

“I'm starting
to become uncomfortable with the amount of Mystic Meg June. A sign
of a piece of rock or space debris burning up, more
likely.”

“Dearest, I'm
as scientifically trained and as sceptical as you, more so
possibly. But there are things about this place that I can not
explain. Like that cupboard in the wall that was bordered over,
that I knew about.”

“Yes, I can't
explain it either, nor that the remaining paint is very close to
the colour of your eyes.”

“Okay, just
drink the whiskey and I want very loud sex. And, you better get
your timing right, I want an orgasm as the sun comes over the
branch of that tree there.”

“Which tree
where?”

“Just there is
an old oak. At dawn, the sun will come over a low bough if we are
laying here. So, doggy style, both of us facing the dawn.
Okay?”

“I have no idea
how you know that, but you can have doggy style any time you want,
especially in black lingerie.”

June squeezed
my cock and gave me a kiss.

We lay back and
stared at the stars.

“June, while we
were making love, you asked if you were better than all the others.
It doesn't really bother you that I had other partners in the
twenty years we were apart, does it?”

“It doesn't
bother me that you had them, I was married, I can't expect you to
have stayed celibate, waiting for me, when I left you. No, but
sometimes, well, I can't be better at everything than all of them.
It doesn't seem reasonable. One or more of them must have been
better at something than I am.”

“So you are
asking if I miss anything?”

“There is
something then?”

“Where did I
say that? Is it only sex you worry about or does cooking,
housework, shopping, I don't know, make-up, appearance, dressing,
come in for comparison? What actually makes you feel
threatened.”

“Are you
annoyed?”

“No, not really
but we do endlessly
circle back to this. I put it down to Barry spending two decades
undermining your self-confidence and self-esteem. Philipa had the
same issue and endlessly accused me of non-existent affairs. The
hardest to deny was that I wanted you back. Because basically, it
was true, that issue I used to sidestep, you were married, didn't
know where you were, not seen you for a decade, etc. It didn't stop her, she was
just a very jealous
person.”

“Oh, I don't
think I'm jealous, I just want to be better than them. Okay, in
order, which did you like best of all your girlfriends.”


“You.”

“Correct
answer, very good. Now, of the rest, top five.”

“Well Philipa,
Kathy, Trillion because that wasn't, I was just used. The rest are
indistinguishable.”

“Why Kathy
then.”

“Oh because she
taught me to love giving oral sex. She hated it to start with, and
never liked to give it to me, but when I got her to receive it, I
found out how enjoyable it could be to do. But the rest of her, no
thanks, and really, I prefer licking you any day, you always taste
better. So let's say she gave me time to hone a skill for use with
you, where it can be used much better and be
reciprocated.”

“Philipa had
bigger tits than me?”

“Bigger,
saggier, well every woman has saggier tits than you, yours are
pertly perfect. But she
was short and dumpy compared to you, gut, roll of fat. Not model
material like you. Most importantly, not as orgasmic as you. More
than you were, nothing like you now. Nobody was. Honestly, I've had
too many that I asked if they came and I'm not sure they weren't
lying. Philipa would normally come, but not always. There, is that
enough excruciating detail to confirm you are the best?”

“Philipa had
sex toys, did any of the others?”

“Perhaps, only
Philipa ever used them with me. Others may have had them for when
they were alone, as far as I know. Tell you the truth, I find them
a bit intimidating, I'm glad you never seem to need more than I can
give you. Unless you do?”

“Oh gawd, no, we tried a few times. I
prefer just you and me. As a game, the pantie vibrator when we go
shopping as a joke, the breast pump and you as a triple was fun,
but now I prefer just you suckling. The spit roast I didn't enjoy,
looking back, I hated it. Have you ever tried anything
else?”

“Philipa got me
a vibrating cock ring. We used it once. Neither of us got anything
from it, never used it again, apart from I took the vibrating
bullet bit out and used to annoy her nipples with it, but a cock
vibrating addition, useless. Imagine, if we were bonking, on every
in-stroke something buzzes by your clit briefly. And if it works,
it makes me cum quicker. Now, do you want one?”

“No, I'll take
you as you are.”

“OK, one from
me, very often, when you are doing your virgin act, you say that
I'm so big. I'm not. I have disappointed a few. What I am is a good
fit for you, and for that, I'm eternally grateful. So glad you are
so tight and muscular. Even when you are very wet and full of
spunk, it is still very grippy and I can cum. Iona, a second time,
a total waste of time, I
was never going to cum. You are simply the best, for
me.”

“Thank you,
darling.”

“No, thank you.
That you for giving me a second chance, for making that first step.
Still makes me horny you know, remembering that first, brief
bonk.”

“I've often
wondered what did have happened if I'd have agreed and gone
upstairs to bed with you.”

“Hopefully we
would have made love several times, each better than the
last, all better than
the first one we did have. Perhaps you'd never have gone home. Same
result. Us lying in a meadow, drinking malt, dripping spunk and
watching shooting stars, like that one.”

“Wow, and wow
for the star too. Do you really remember that first bonk as being
that bad?”

“I'm surprised
you wanted a second go. Well, now I know about your exe's tiny dick and inability to use
it, I'm not surprised. But I wasn't great.”

“I remember it
as being lovely, massive, I came and you filled me with spunk. I
couldn't have wanted anything more. You see, it all depends on your
standpoint. Are you really still dripping spunk?”

“No, only
metaphorically, but I'm sure a sexy woman in sexy lingerie could
entice some action in this sleeping bag.”

“Okay, one more
question. Where's your favourite place to cum? In me, on my tits,
in my mouth, or over me somewhere else? If I gave you the choice,
where would you choose?”

“Easy, in you,
when you are looking at me and having an orgasm. When you have the
look of enjoying your orgasm and then you feel me cum inside you.
That's the best. The worst is cumming on your face, you look
horrified for a few seconds. I not sure I like that at
all.”

“I actually
like that, it's just a surprise as it hits. So if I sat on you now
and made love until I came and you came with me and you could watch
my tits bounce, would
that be pretty good?”

“It would be marvellous. June, any lovemaking with you is superb. However
you fancy it.”

“Actually I
want to suck you, for a long time, and then finish on
top.”

“That too would
be lovely. How could I say otherwise? As long as you are warm
enough, it's getting quite cool.”

“I'll snuggle
down inside the bag.”

“Lots of kisses
first. What I think you deserve just now is kisses, and cuddles,
oh, and a grondeling.”

June snuggled
down beside me and we drew the sleeping bag close around our necks.
I held her in my arms and our bodies pressed together. I could feel
the lace and silk of her lingerie against my skin.

“Oh, June, you
feel and smell lovely.”

“I'm not
wearing perfume.”

“I know, that's
what I mean, you, not that you smell, I mean your aroma, oh, I'm
digging myself a hole here aren't I?”

“Yes, but I
know what you mean. Not a smell that you can put a name to, a
pheromone that only you can detect. Like if I go over you, I can
smell fresh spunk on your cock, malt on your breath, fresh sweat in
places, but then, just you. That identifies you and is lovely
because I love you, so I know what you mean.”

I ran my hand
over her shoulder and down her arm. She looked at me. Carefully she
raised her hand and slid her shoulder strap down her arm and lifted
her the basque cup off her breast. Still looking at me, she
whispered, “Kiss me.”

I moved down
and kissed her nipple and then placed kisses all over her
breast.

“Oh, I love
that,” she whispered and
slid off the other strap. I held the first breast and kissed the
second, slowly and with reverence.

“How did you
manage to do that as if you'd never seen them before? Twenty
minutes ago we were naked.”

“Because every
moment with you is a discovery. Roll over, I want to kiss your
back.”

June slipped
her shoulder straps back up and rolled over. Pulling the sleeping
bag over my head I moved down inside and lay over her legs. This
basque had hooks down the back and I undid them and lay the sides
down.

I eased her
panties down to the start of her cheeks and then kissed my way up
her spine, each kiss overlapping the other. I put my legs on either
side of hers, carried my weight on my elbows and kissed her
shoulders and the nape of her neck. June wiggled her arse.

“Sweetie, take
my panties off and do that again.”

I ducked down
and gently eased them down her legs and off her feet. I lay back on
top of her and started kissing from her neck downwards. Now there
was no pantie line I
continued down, kissing her arse cheeks, then working my way back
up her until I reached her neck and was resting along the length of
her body.

“Oh,
Honey, I can feel your
cock resting between my cheeks. Just slip it in me, please. I can't
get up, my basque will fall off, you'll have to take me from
behind.”

That sounded
like a poor excuse to me but I lifted my hips and June raised hers
enough that I could just enter her from behind, both of us laying
flat. It was a shallow entry position but we weren't going for
cervix banging orgasms tonight. I pushed with my toes and thrust
gently up and down, in and out of her. I nuzzled the back of her
neck and sucked her ear lobes.

“This is
lovely, just very gently, slowly, you are just in me, oh, that is
so nice. When you kiss my neck and breathe behind my ears, it gives
me goosebumps. Oh, so nice,”

We humped like
that for ten minutes or so. June was lovely and moist and she
relaxed so there was minimal friction. Neither of us were going to
cum but it was very nice.

“Faster my
basque up again, Honey,
I want to kiss you.”

I did up the
row of hooks, slowly pulled out and gently climbed off.

“Oh that was
nice, pinned down and taken from behind, but slowly and gently, I
was in another world for a time, just conscious of nothing but you
gently shafting up and
down inside me. Lovely.”

June rolled
over, crawled on top of me and buried her tongue in my mouth. Her
hips were moving around, trying to get my cock back inside her. She
gave up, retrieved her tongue from its assault on my tonsils and
kissed her way down my chest, vanishing into the sleeping bag until
she reached my cock. I felt her start sucking and she stopped and
re-emerged.

“It's very hot
in there and the taste of me on you makes me very horny.
Sorry,”

“I don't know
what you are apologising for. Let's do the facing each other on our
sides, legs intertwined bonk position. And no thrusting, I just
want to be inside you and we both lay and watch the stars. How does
that appeal?”

“That feels
lovely,” said June as we
wriggled into position, “get the pillows under us and we can sip malt, if
I'm gentle I can squeeze without pushing you out, I could probably
do it enough to have an orgasm and stare you in the eyes, how about
that?”

“This feels
wonderful. Did I ever tell you that you are both sexy and
beautiful? Oh, look, satellite, there, moving from North-ish to South-ish, that speck like a big star but moving
fast in a straight line. So all we need now is a shooting
star.”

We lay
together, coupled, for a long time. The whiskey and our love gave
us a warm glow. It wasn't actually cold out. Too cold to be naked
outdoors and not moving but plenty warm enough in a sleeping bag
with someone to cuddle.


“There!” said June as a
speck of coloured light streaked across the sky. I felt her
squeeze.

“Oh,
Aaaarrrrhhhh!
There, Honey, now you can truly say that
you bonked me so well that I orgasmed and stars fell from the
skies.”

“You are a very
special woman.”

“Put your glass
down and come here.”

She kissed me
passionately and pulled me on top of her.

“I've been
cheating,” she wished in
my ear, “you've had me
on the edge of one orgasm after another for ages, time for you to
orgasm, quickly,
I’m going to squeeze you
hard and stare into your eyes.”

I felt a
clenching of my cock, almost painful so I started thrusting into
her. Her legs came up.

“Over your
shoulders darling, nail me hard,”

She pushed her
basque cups down and fished her breasts out.

“Go on, make
them bounce, of gawd, yes,
bloody hell you are big and hard when you get going. Jeeze, oh
Fuck! Oh, another shooting star, wished, oh cum, please
cum.”

I thrust and
she was now she was tight, very wet but very tight.

“Oh, June, my
love, here.
Aaaarrrrhhhh, yes.”

I looked her
straight in the eyes, she was staring straight at me and all I
could see was love and desire. I pulsed deep within her, felt the
spurts of spunk leave me and her answering clenches, squeezing every drop out of me. I held
still and started to pull back, lowering her legs.

“Oh, stay in me
as long as possible, I don't want this feeling to end,”

I eased her
legs down, leaning forward as they went down past my hips. June
clenched her vagina and held me in place.

“How long can
you hold me like that, darling?”

“Not long,
about… that long.”

She
relaxed.

“Please, don't
fall out,”

She sounded
really saddened by the prospect so I leant in as far as I could,
and then kissed her.

The osculation
went on for a time. It was a lovely, warm, connected, loving
sensation. Like a bubble it burst.

“Sweetie, I'm
starting to leak, I can feel it starting to run out. Roll over, let
me get on top.”

We rolled and
miraculously, my, now-limp cock didn't fall out. Once we had settled,
June lifted off.

“Do you want to
eat me out?”

She
shuffled on her knees, leaving a trail of
spunk and fluid up my belly and chest, until she hovered above my
mouth. Slowly, she lowered herself down onto my lips. I licked once
and then sucked as much of her vulva as I could in one go.

“Ooooooh,
slowly, oh Honey, oh
that's fantastic, oh, oh my nipples are so hard!”

I pushed my
tongue out and June started to rock her hips, rubbing herself up
and down on my tongue and mouth.

“Oh, Sweetie,
you do such fantastic things to me.”

I was starting
to drown in our fluids so I sucked and swallowed a few times and
went back to licking.

“I'm sorry,
Sweetie, I need…”

June lifted
off, turned around and
pushed her pussy back at my face, but now she was on her elbows as
well and she could reach my cock. She took me into her mouth and
started to suck with her tongue writhing around me. I
craned forward and
licked at her clitoris.

June let go of
my cock, fell beside me and started to flop about with her hands
grasping her pussy.

Shortly the
shaking subsided and I manoeuvred her back into the sleeping
bag.

“Sorry darling,
I know you don't like 69 like that, but I needed to suck your cock.
Sometimes, when you cum in me like that, it makes me so incredibly
horny.”

“I'm sorry I'm
not hard enough for you.”

“If you
were, it would be because you had gotten one of your massive hard-ons
that let you just cum and cum. But I don't want that sort of fucking at the moment. I
just want that gentle bonking we were having.”

“I'm sure I
won't be long with you in my arms.”

“Sweetie, do
you think I've become a nymphomaniac?”

“You are only a
nymphomaniac if you want too much sex, when it is unwelcome by your
partner or you find other partners, or masturbation, to fill the
uncontrolled desire. And they don't use nymphomaniac any more, it's
hypersexuallity now. I always welcome your desires, I don't think
you masturbate except when we are together, so that's probably not
really masturbating. Would you say I have satyriasis?”

“What's that?
Men wanting it too much?” She reached and fondled my not yet hard cock. “Probably not.”

“So if neither
of us feel pressured by a demand for too much sex, there isn't a
problem is there?

Do you want me
to ignore you of an evening so you can watch television?”

“Oh,
gawd, no!”

June climbed on
top of me and lay there, pinning me down with her weight. She
wiggled her pubis against mine.

“I just needed
reassurance that this isn't, well, weird or wrong.”

“Many young
couples go through a shagfest when they first meet. You had twenty
years of drought, I had twenty years of wishing for you. We're just
making up for lost time and we create lust in each other. I don't want sex with anybody
else, not at all.”

“Not even that
girl in the supermarket last week, short skirt, massive tits, bent
over the frozen veg freezer. I saw you looking.”

“Yes, I
remember, and I'll tell you exactly what I thought, the second time
she bent over, her nipples were like Scammel wheel nuts and the was a flash of knickers when
she reached down, I'll tell you what I thought, she wants it and
hopefully some lucky man will give it to her, hopefully he'll
realise he's lucky, like I do when I look at you. And I looked at
you and had an urge to slip you a length over the freezer cabinets.
Not her, you. Yes, she was acting and
dressed in a sexually
arousing way, but it aroused me to want you, not her.”

“Yes,
I remember you turning
around and looking at my tits, I though you were comparing
them.”

“Nope, I was
desiring them, yours, you. You know what I mean. I love you, I only
want you, that doesn't mean I can't see other women as attractive
or desirable, I just don't desire them.”

“I only want
you too, some of why I
want you is because you want me back. The desire feeds of each
other. Once it was obvious that Barry didn't desire me in that way,
I just went off sex altogether, just rarely I’d get my vibrator out on a lonely night. I never used it
thinking about him, I've just realised. I was either thinking just
about cumming or about you. I had certain memories I played like
videos in my head.”

“Go on then,
what were they?”

“Our first
time, that time in a field, at your work in the changing room, on
your bed in my split-skirt doggy style, oh and I have this muddled
version of the first time when I was on the pill. Funny, I only see
you, not me, but I remember the feelings. So, I'm telling you this.
What were your favourite wank fantasies before we got back
together?”

“It's strange,
it sounds like you relive events, I have bits I mash together, the
noise you made the first time you came on my finger, the feeling of
entering you the first time unprotected, the view when you flashed
me that black front-fastener, endless images of your rosebud nipples, the taste of kisses, your flat belly,
stockings and suspenders framing your pussy and framing your arse.
And now I'm getting hard again.”

“Are my nipples
still as nice!”

“Better, even
though they were the most gorgeous ever, then. I miss kissing and sucking them and nothing
happening, but I wouldn't give up feeding from you until you want
to. I love that. It's very, very special.”

“Oh, you are
hard, could we manage a slow missionary, if I just, like
this…”

June slid the
straps back off her shoulder and pulled the cups to below her
breasts, then she manoeuvred each arm out and free.

“There, all
yours to look at and kiss. Let's stop taking about it. Honey, make
love to me, gently, go into me like the first time you did with no
condom.”

June closed her
eyes and held very
still, then she took a very light hold of my cock, just with her
fingertips and, biting her bottom lip, introduced the top of my
glans to her vagina. The eyes fixed on mine and I would have sworn
she looked nervous.

I eased very
sightly in and felt as the rim of my glans finally pass her
entrance.

“Oh,
Honey, slow, oh that's
nice, but so big. Slowly now, just a bit more.”

I eased in a
bit more. She tensed and then relaxed. If this was acting it was
remarkable. It was more like she was back there, making love for
the first time, first time at all, not just first time bareback.
Her nails dug into my back. I winced and then reached down and
spread her legs a bit further apart.

“Dearest, be
gentle, is it in now?”

“A bit more, my
lovely.”

Like another
two-thirds of the length I thought. I pushed and when she felt relaxed, I pushed in a good deal further.

“Dearest, oh,
so much, I didn't know I could take so much. It didn't hurt much,
it's quite nice. Do you want to suck my nipples.”

I bent my head
down and kissed and gently sucked her nipples. They were very hard
and I knew they would start to release milk in seconds if I sucked
properly.

“Are you OK
now? Is it alright?”

“Yes, I'm okay,
it's quite nice, just be gentle with me.”

I started to
stroke in and out very slowly. A little bit further in then out,
then a bit further in and back out, deeper and deeper on each
stroke until I was as
deep in as missionary allowed.

June's arms
tightened around my neck and pulled my head down beside hers,
onto her shoulder.

“Oh dearest,
you are so big, I never
knew, oh it's lovely, slowly please. Oh, good grief, oh, oh, oh,
darling, do you know what? I love you. Oh, oh, it's okay, I'm on
the pill, you can cum in me.”

I look the
weight off my elbows and
lifted first one of her
legs, then the other
one, up and around my waist and resumed
gently thrusting in and out.

“Oooh, there's
even more, I'm so full. Wait, stop, let me feel.”

June reached
down with her right hand and placed it, palm down on her belly,
with her fingertips by her trimmed triangle of bush.

“Gently now, oh
I can feel you moving in me, here, try.”

We'd done this
before, very early on when we first started making love, all those
decades before, and more recently when we were re-enacting a first time. So I knew
where to press, but I
let her fingers guide me. As I took slow strokes I could feel
something moving inside her. It really was a strange feeling. And
more so now than before, now her waist was even thinner.

“Oh, dearest,
now, make love to me. I want to feel you pump into me.”

I started to
thrust at a nice steady pace, one I could last at, could give her a
good chance to feel satisfied and hopefully, to cum. Wow, suddenly
I was trying to last long enough to make June cum. How good was she
at this? June was normally cumming as soon as I started, her acting
ability had just escalated. This really was like teenage June.
Except it wasn't really acting. June really seemed to have the
ability to put herself into that mindset, become that version of
her. I didn't have time to think about it now. Now I was making
love with the woman I loved more than anything in the world, and it was glorious.
We were glorious. With her arms and legs wrapped around me , June
moved with my thrusts, adding her own energy, not just being fucked. We were really working together as a pair,
as a team. There's fucking someone, being fucked by someone and
fucking each other. This was as different again, and as hard to define even
to myself. We were working together to make the fuck. And that
makes no sense in words. June leant her head to one side just as I leant mine the
other way so that we could kiss a real, deep,
engrossing kiss. It felt like every part of us was wrapped up in,
enveloped in, the other.
I started to feel something building inside me and June started to
increase our rhythm. We became more eager, more searching, the hug
became tighter and the kiss more passionate.

Suddenly,
without a word or parting our lips, June rolled over, or we rolled
over and quickly June was on top. We'd not missed a stroke but
suddenly her lips left mine, her legs were beside me and she sat
up. She lifted herself up and down a couple of times and then
pushed hard down onto me and threw her arms into the air.

“FUCK!
YES!” she shouted as I
exploded into her.

I had hardly
felt it coming, but there I was, cumming deep into her as she
orgasmed on top of me.

“Aaaahhhh,
oooohhhh, oh June, darling. WOW.”

June held still
until she was certain I’d finished cumming and then, as her own body quietened, lay down on
top of me, keeping me in her and her legs outside mine.

She slewed
sightly across my chest so she could lay with her head on one side
and look at me.

“Sweetie, that,
was, fantastic.”

“My darling,
beautiful June. The best ever, there are so many spectacular times
with you. But that! You were wonderful.”

“Sweetie, can
we roll into our sides and go to sleep hugging? I want to go to
sleep and just let all the lovely spunk leak out. And then, you
promised to cum on my back during the night, we can start tomorrow
with a shower.”

“Yes, of
course, darling. This side or, oh, this side. Sorry, I wasn't going
to be able to stay in forever.”

“That's lovely,
Sweetie, just kiss me and hug me until I'm asleep, asleep with your
lovely spunk trickling down my legs.”

I set my phone
alarm on vibrate and for 1 a.m. and
was then surprised when it woke me up. It took me a moment to recollect what it
was for and where we were, in the dark. Then it came back to me. June had
rolled over and was no longer facing me but she was fast asleep
yet I knew that just
going back to sleep would disappoint her. Needing to encourage her to lay on her
front, I took a hold of her upper thigh and moved it over her lower
leg. Unable to resist, I stroked over her vulva.
June pushed to meet me and groaned a sigh of pleasure in her sleep.
A touch to her arm and she moved to lay face down and I got to my
knees, straddling her. Carefully I undid the hooks of her basque and let the side
s down, exposing her back. Fishing around under her pillow, I found she'd stashed a bottle of massage
oil. Even out here in the
meadow, she’d had the forethought to bring some. I poured
some into the palm of one hand and preceded to oil between her arse cheeks and
up her back.

I added more
oil to my hands and started to rub my cock. Quickly I went from
semi-hard to hard and moved so that I could thirst up and down her oiled arse cheeks. I
started slowly, enjoying the sensation and waiting for June's
response.

“Oh, Sweetie,
oh, that's nice, oh, what a way to wake up. Do you want to make
love?”

“You asked me
to do this and cum over your back. Have you changed your mind,
darling?”

“No, keep doing
this. Sweetie, stop, wait, hold still a moment, hang on, yes,
there, now carry on.”

June had moved
one hand under her and one to hold my cock to her.

“That feels
nice, darling. Any contact with you is nice, I bet I could put it
in your armpit and cum over your tits and it would be
sexy.”

“Oh, oh, yes,
oh we'll try that someday, don't forget it, oh darling, will you be
long?”

“How long do
you want to be? I was joking, about the armpit.”

June was
rubbing her clit with the hand she had under her and was working
towards an orgasm.

“Oh, Sweetie,
oh, I want to feel your spunk up my back and your cock pumping, cum
please.”

I changed pace,
sped up to where it was not just enjoyable but summoning a cum.

“Yes, yes, yes,
oh, June, daring, love of my life, oh yes I'm going to
cum.”

“Yes, Sweetie,
I'm with you, oh, oh, aaaaaaaahhhhhhh. Yes!”

I pumped gushes
of sperm up her back, the first almost reaching her shoulders.

“Oh, that's so
nice. Oh, Sweetie, we came together, again. Oh. That was nice.
Massage it all over my back please.”

My hands
massaged her back, from cheeks to shoulders, just as if I was
massaging her with oil, but this was with my spunk.

“Oh, Sweetie,
the smell, it's driving me wild. Get off me and let me sit
up.”

I swing a leg
over her and she rolled over and set up, clasping the basque to her.

“Oh, your cock
has gone soft. And I'm so covered in spunk and horny.Sweetie
darling, spoon me and
let's go back to sleep. Spoon me and hold my breasts, please.”

I lay down on
my side and June shuffled backwards into the spoon. I hooked her basque back up and
reaching over her and around her neck, I rested my hands on
her boobs.

“Oh, yes, oh
yes, woken, spunked on,
a little orgasm and then back to sleep in a spooning. I'm a lucky,
lucky girl. Good night my darling, my lovely lover.”

June snuggled
and shivered some more. I pulled the duvet over her and joined her
in sleep.


 Chapter 2 - Dawn and a
Hammock

“Darling, Honey,
Sweetheart, quickly, dawn is coming.”

June was
shaking me awake. I blinked into consciousness. I didn't remember
going to sleep. We'd just been in the sleeping bag, drinking and
canoodling and watching the stars. Then I remembered. June wanted
sex as the sun came up. I hoped it would be a cloudless dawn. June
was climbing out of the bag into the chill half-light. She stood up
and quickly removed her
basque and stockings. She stood facing the lighter area of the
sky.


“There,” she said, pointing into the wood, “today it will come up over that branch,
quickly, take me from behind.”

She stood facing the dawn, naked with her arms spread
wide.

I started to
climb out of the warm
sleeping bag.

“Bloody hell, it’s cold. June,
sorry, I could do with
some encouragement here.”

“Ha, typical,
first time ever you've not woken up with a stiffy, here come and
rub it on my tits,” she
said, cupping them and pushing for a cleavage.

“Oh, June, what
a sight! That's having the desired effect. Are you moist,
dearest?”

“Not very, but
I'm still quite spunky, quick, it comes.”

She knelt down facing the dawn and wiggled
her arse at me. I knelt behind her, and she reached between
her legs and guided my cock to
her pussy. I pushed and looked forward. The dawn was
brightening.

“Quickly, fuck
me, fuck me and cum.”

There was real
urgency in June's voice. I started thrusting, in now and deeper with each stroke. June
kept squeezing her muscles and suddenly we were galloping towards an orgasm.
Then, just where she had said,
just where we were facing, an ancient oak bough was lit by the rising sun.

“Oh gawd, aaaaaaaahhhhhhh, oh gawd, Sulis!” cried June.

I felt the
orgasm shake through her and she squeezed and I joined her, pumping
deep into her.

“Stand up and
give,” said June.

Withdrawing
from her, I stood up and she turned around and started to fellate
me with great enthusiasm and effect. Suddenly, I was coming again. June squeezed and stroked my cock, milking the last drops from
me, sucking me
until I was completely
dry.

“Oh, June, that
was…incredible.”

“Yes, and
bloody cold, can we get back into the sleeping bag and snuggle
warm? Who's bloody silly
idea was it to be naked
and do that?”

I wrapped
myself around her and pulled the bag tight to us in an attempt to
warm up.

“Ew, for the
first time ever, I can feel spunk trickling down my leg and it's
cold and unpleasant. Not the spunk, the cold and wet feeling, you
understand?”

“I know what
you mean. Will you feel better if I rub your tits?”

“No, but you
can do it anyway. I was warm all night until we did
that.”

“Well, it was certainly fast and furious.
How did you know where the sun would come up exactly and
what's Sulis?”

“No idea, no
idea at all where that came from, it's another hidden cupboard in
the wall thing. Apart from the bloody cold, what do you think of
naked outdoor sex?”

“June, my
dearest, like all sex with you, it was spectacular. Even the hours
of gentle, drunken bonking last night were spectacular.”

“Oh, I've got
some knickers at the bottom of this doss bag somewhere, can you
find them?”

“They are here with your basque and stockings, I tucked
then under my
pillow.”

“It's just my
knickers I want now, until you are ready to go again, or shall we
go inside for a shower.”

“Let's stay and
warm up here first. When you are cosy, I'll suckle you.”

“What a
wonderful… partner you are.”

“You were going
to say husband weren't you?”


“Sorry.”

“Don't be, one
day I will be, although how much do you want you to spend on a
wedding and how much do you want the house finished?”

“I've had one
big, white, wedding and
look what happened to that dress.”

In the first
days of our rekindled relationship, I’d helped June collect and remove her clothes and
belongings from her marital home. We'd uncovered her pristine
wedding dress in a box. In a sudden act of insult to her husband,
she had put it on and then I'd partially torn it from her before we
made love on her marital bed. We'd left the torn, spunk-stained remains behind as a
final insult to her husband.

“Ha, gawd, that
was fun, wasn't it? Helped get your divorce started. I like to
think it helped him decide he didn't want you back!”

“You
scandalised me at the time, I could hardly believe we did that. So
no, registry office for me this time, unless you want something
showier.”

“No, I want to
be married to you, not make a show of it. I'd rather we spend money
on the house. I was thinking, we could probably get to add a glass
conservatory on the back, attached to the kitchen and use that as a
living room, then use the front room as your dressing room and my
hobby room.”

“I like that
idea. I'm warming up now, do you want to start suckling?”

Early on in our
relationship, we had decided to experiment with an Adult Nursing
Relationship, where June breast-fed me. We'd started her breasts
producing milk by regular and extended massaging and sucking of her
breasts. Although warned that this could have taken weeks to start,
June had started producing milk in days. Possibly helped by her
changing the type of pill she took at the same time. One benefit as
far as June was concerned was the slight increase in breast size
from a 34AA to a 34B. To maintain the flow, I had to suckle her
breasts two or three times a day for up to ten minutes a nipple,
although June also used a breast pump when at work or to produce
bottled milk, which she used for cooking and in her tea.

I moved down
inside the bag until my mouth was level with her breasts. I took a
gentle hold of one of them. It was quite firm and the nipple was
very hard with the cold. I took the other nipple between my lips
and started to suck. Very quickly the she started to let down and I got the now familiar taste of her warm, sweet milk. My other hand moved down her belly
until it rested on her panties, my fingers settled in her groove.
She was very damp. I lifted my mouth off, just for a moment.

“June, you are
very damp down here, how much did I cum?”

She placed her
hand on her breast, the nipple poking through the gap between two
fingers and squeezed, impatiently waiting for me to resume
suckling.

“A lot,
Honey, you do nowadays,
so much sometimes. Even that second time in my mouth was a good
amount. You are my lovely, spunky lover.”

“I love
you,” I said as I went
back to suckling.

June moved her
hips slightly.

“Sweetie, don't
press, but just rub your finger very slowly, please.”

In the early
days, we had discovered that if I fingered June, whilst suckling,
she would orgasm readily. If the breast pump was on one nipple, I
was on the other and I fingered her, and both my sucking and
stroking were timed to coincide with the pump's suck, suck, suck,
pause pattern, she would have a series of spectacular orgasms. We'd
stopped doing that when she found that she actually preferred just
the warm feeling of closeness that came from feeding. Perhaps she
was changing back, never assume a physical response or a liking,
was set in stone.

I began
squeezing her other breast in time with my sucks and rubbing.

June's back
arched, pushing her breast at my mouth, and her hips lifted.

“Oh,
Honey, that's wonderful,
don't stop. I'd forgotten this feeling. Oh, ahhhh,”

Her hand moved
down and pushed her panties down from underneath my hand, and then
pressed my fingers into her.

“Darling,
Sweetie, can you? In your special way, please?”

Two fingers
easily entered her and I pushed them in until I could feel the area
on her front wall that marked her g-spot. I started the beckoning
motion and timed it with sucking and squeezing of her breasts.

“Oh, don't you
dare stop, oh, I love you so much, aaaaaaaahhhhhhh, oh, gawd, I'm cummmmmmiiingggg, oh,
Honey, don't stop, no,
no, no, aaaaaaaahhhhhhh.” June's body shook and her legs trembled violently.
“Oh, please, no, here it
is, oh, FUCK!”

My hand was
suddenly very wet as June gushed. Tears ran from her eyes.

“I'm sorry,
darling, if you've any kind of hard-on, can you fuck me,
please?”

She raised her
knees and opened them, desperate for me to enter her. It hadn't
been long since our dawn spectacular but she was so sexy, so
alluring that I was rising, at least to a semi. I moved into
position and offered it to her. June took hold and helped me into
her.

“I love you,
darling,” June sobbed,
“even before you're
bigger and better, oh, do that growing inside me thing, oh, there
you are. You don't have to cum, I just want you inside
me.”

I still wasn't
fully hard but I started a slow bonk.

After a while,
June stopped me.

“It's okay, you
can stop. I'm sorry about that.”

“Sorry, why?
I'm sorry I wasn't hard when you needed it.”

“No I'm sorry,
I had one of those rare, mad, irrational urges. It doesn't matter
nowadays, but back when we used condoms, I'd get these sudden urges
to get pregnant, I'd want you to take it off and cum in me. Minutes
later I would have been horrified if you had done. And just then, I
suddenly wanted, no not me, not June, some primordial urge within
me, suddenly wanted to be fucked and made pregnant. I have no idea
why that happens, it is so irrational and not me and out of my
control. Sorry, dear. Madwoman thing.”

“No, I
understand, I get, well, used to, get those urges too. The times we
took risks, they were so much more… something. Alive, real. That
sounds stupid and like it devalues everything else, but it's only
for a few seconds, and then my rational mind puts it back in its
box,”

“Hug
me, then please go back
to suckling, no fingers
this time. Where did my knickers go, oh, I'm so wet. Oh, what a
mess, let's go inside and have a shower, and a cooked breakfast and
I'll use the pump, I need more milk bottles filled up anyway.

June got out of
the bag and stood up. I looked at her, standing there, naked in the
early morning sun.

“Oh, June, stay
just there, don't move, where did I put my phone, you look so
absolutely gorgeous.”

“Don't you
dare, I must look a complete mess, my hair, a night of drinking and
bonking, don't.”

I took a
picture and showed it to her.

“See, you look
magnificent.”

“I'm not bad,
am I? You know, wearing that corset alters the way I stand, making
my tits more prominent. Okay, you may take more for our private
collection. Quickly, I want to get out of the cold and into a hot
shower.”

I took some
more pictures and then we ran inside and to the shower and
warmth.

“Oh, the simple
joy of standing under a hot shower, soaping a beautiful
woman.”

“Yes dear, it's
lovely, done it with many?”

“Only you are
truly beautiful. But actually, no, showering together is only
something I've really explored with you. I have done it with
others, but only washing, not the way we arouse each other and make
love. That is a special us thing. Truth be told, I
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