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Originally from the UK but now retired to Australia, David Timmsdale set his first story, the dialogue heavy ‘Nice in June’ in the UK, because “I knew it better, and I could ‘hear’ the characters better.”

‘Nice in June’ rapidly became trilogy, being followed by ‘June on Top’, and completing in ‘June at Home’, which introduced a supernatural element. However, David wasn’t finished with June.

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

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

The first fantasy story released was ‘The Love of a Good Dryad’ and had a sequel in ‘The Love of a Good Dryad II – Fertilisation’.

‘Alternate Timelines’ looked not at time travel so much as reincarnation, and getting a chance to relive your past love affairs, whereas ‘Evoking the Past’ is when your previous lover catches up with you.

June had introduced the subject of Adult breastfeeding Relationships and this topic features in many stories including ‘Trillian: The Milky Empath’, ‘Leanna of Sales’ and ‘Denise: MILF vs Wife’, ‘Philippa & Cyn’, ‘The Boatman and his Lovers’ and ‘Kidnapping Mary’.

There are a number of biker girl stories, such as ‘Annika – Rode of my Life’, ‘Veronica - Sex and Speed’ and ‘Vibration for Stella’.

Stories are often first released in serial form on Inkitt.
https://www.inkitt.com/David_Timmsdale_Erotica
Subscribers to David’s Premium Early Access Tier get to read the stories first, to comment, and to provide input as they are written.

BlueSky: @david-timmsdale.bsky.social

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

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

Mastodon: @DavidTimmsdale_Erotica@c.im

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

X/Twitter: @Dtimmsdale

Pinterest:David_Timmsdale

https://www.patreon.com/c/DavidTimmsdaleErotica
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Chapter 1 - The Bone of Contention
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The ringtone was sharp, an insistent digital jolt that ripped through the heavy, isolating silence of Eddy’s small flat. He ran a weary hand over his short brown hair, already damp with the sweat of a half-formed nightmare, and felt the smooth, cold plane of his clean-shaven jaw. He was only in his mid-twenties, yet the last six months of their separation felt like a prolonged, grinding misery. Six months since Vanessa, his first and one-and-only lover, had packed her designer bags and walked out, leaving a hole where their intense, fire-and-ice relationship used to be.

He glanced at the screen. Private number. Almost certainly the sales call he had been dodging all week. He snatched it up, ready to bark a refusal, but the moment the sound registered in his ear, he froze.

“Eddy?”

The voice. That low, husky sound that always sounded like whispered secrets and unfulfilled promises. The voice that belonged to the woman with the long, straight black hair, the woman who had dominated his dreams and his reality since they were teenagers.

“What do you want, Vanessa?” he demanded, injecting a roughness into his tone to hide the immediate, seismic shift of feelings rocketing through his body. The lust, the anger, the deep, abiding regret, they all hit him at once.

“I want to see you,” she said, the tone soft but carrying that familiar edge of steel. “I want to talk. I want to win you back, Eddy. I was wrong to leave.”

He scoffed, the bitterness rising like bile. He knew why she’d left, or at least, the primary consequence of their inability to bridge their physical gap. “You never even gave me a blowjob when we were together. Not once in four years,” he spat. “That single point, Vanessa, that refusal to go down on me, or let me go down on you, was always the bone of contention between us. You always considered it ‘icky’ down there, even though I kept myself smooth for you.”

He had hated that, the feeling that a massive part of their sexual expression was permanently off-limits. She liked everything to be aesthetically pristine. He knew that this rigid aversion was inextricably linked to her disgust for tactile sensation of pubic hair in her mouth, of even the thought of her hair in his mouth gave her an imagined sensory overload that triggered a gag reflex. Thus, the slightest hint either of them actually performing of oral sex was something which she refused to contemplate.

He needed to put her off. He had to extinguish the small flicker of hope that the sound of her voice had ignited. For his own sanity, eddy knew he needed to describe a condition so graphic, so deeply transgressive of her sensibilities, that the old Vanessa would recoil and slam the phone down instantly. He wanted to push her limits. Only by using the most vile, most explicit challenge he could conjure up, tying his specific desires to her biggest taboos, could he get her to leave him to his solitude and misery and stop this pathetic taunting.

“Only if I can lick you out until you cum in my face,” he started, making the most extreme demand for oral pleasure he could imagine, “and then,” he paused, giving the second condition time to sink in, his voice dropping to a harsh whisper, “I want you to suck me and to let me to cum on your tits. A full, thick, creamy load right across them.”

He held his breath, waiting for the predictable shriek of disgust, the indignant fury that would confirm the ending was permanent. That should do it; the vulgarity of the demand, combining two of his most desperate fantasies into one ugly ultimatum.

There was a silence on the line, long and thick enough to feel like a physical presence between them. Eddy thought he’d gone too far, that she’d hung up.

Then, a single word, barely audible, yet seismic in its implication.

“Okay, I’m on my way.” she whispered.

Eddy’s hand, which had been clutching the phone, went limp. He lowered the device slowly onto his lap, staring at it in utter disbelief. He had expected denial, conflict, and anger. Instead, he had got compliance.

She was coming.

The internal battle was instantaneous and fierce. A rising panic battled with a scorching, overwhelming rush of lust that made his cock harden instantly, painfully, deep in his trousers. He was rock-hard now, the pressure tautening the skin, as he threw himself under the shower, frantically shaving himself completely smooth.

The doorbell rang exactly twenty minutes later.

Eddy stumbled to the door, hands trembling slightly. He yanked it open. She stood framed in the aperture, somehow more stunning than his memory allowed.

Vanessa. Her long black hair gleamed under the porch light, a curtain of straight, luscious silk. Her face, that small, cute, round face, was set in that determined look he remembered so well, the look of a woman who had weighed the cost of what she was about to do and decided the price was worth the conquest. She wore skin-tight, dark denim jeans that hugged the curve of her hips and a simple, thin black top that emphasized the roundness and sheer voluptuousness of her breasts. That familiar sight always made his chinos a tight fit.

He stepped aside, unable to form coherent words, feeling his massive erection press uncomfortably against his fly.

“You came,” he managed, his voice thick with raw desire and disbelief.

“You gave me the conditions,” she said, her voice steady, asserting her agency immediately. She walked past him, exuding a perfume that seemed to reek of expensive regret and burning intent.

Eddy closed the door, locking it with a heavy, final click. They stood in the lounge, the atmosphere immediately saturated with tension and the charged energy of their six months of unspoken, unfulfilled desire.

Vanessa didn't hesitate. She took his hand and walked straight to his bedroom, before slowly turning to face him. Her fingers went deliberately to the button closure of her jeans. He watched, mesmerized, as she unfastened them, the metallic sound loud in the small room. She pulled the zip down, slowly, agonizingly, until the denim peeled away from her hips. They dropped to the floor with a soft thud, pooling around her ankles.

She stood before him, clad only in a tiny black lace bra and matching panties. Her midriff was flat, taut, and firm, creased only slightly as she stood. The black lace bra did its job admirably, lifting and shaping her breasts until they seemed to bulge entertainingly outwards.

Eddy inhaled sharply. Her boldness, the deliberate presentation of her body, was a shock to his system, flooding his mind with images of conquest and passion. He could feel his rigid cock pulsing, demanding release. He ripped off his own clothes, tearing his t-shirt over his head and kicking off his trousers and briefs with savage haste.

Now they were effectively naked and facing each other, the visual stimulus driving his lust to an almost uncontrollable, fevered pitch. He was completely clean-shaven, his manhood standing proud, thick, and fully engorged.

Vanessa’s eyes immediately locked onto his erection.

She took a slow, deep breath, finally breaking eye contact only to kneel on the carpet. Eddy watched, confused, as she peeled off the black lace panties.

The sight below her flat belly was the central monument to their
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