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About The Author

Originally from
the UK but now I’ve retired to Australia. That’s why my first story
is set in the UK, I knew it better and I could ‘hear’ the
characters better.

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

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






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

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

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

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

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






David’s Smashwords profile and Smashwords
Interview

BlueSky: @david-timmsdale.bsky.social

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

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

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

Mastodon: @DavidTimmsdale_Erotica@c.im

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

X/Twitter: @Dtimmsdale


 Chapter 1 – Letting
Go

“Wake up,
Sweetie.”

I blinked into
consciousness and looked up at Denise, who was kneeling on the bed
and looming over me, her breasts barely constrained by the
diaphanous nightie that she was wearing. Her nipples clearly showed
through and it was obvious that they were leaking milk and that the
front fastener was heavily stressed. One hand slid across my belly,
captured and pulled my cock to an upright position and started to
stroke it to readiness.

“Here, take this,” she
said pressing something into my hand and then waving a can of Red
Bull in front of my face.

“What? What is it?”

“Viagra and Red
Bull.”

“Bloody hell, Denise!
I’ve already got a stiffy, you trying to kill me?”

“I know you are going
home to her today, so I’m going to have everything I can get out of
you. When you leave me, I want to be delirious and unable to walk,
do you understand?”

I looked at the two
pills she'd pushed into my palm and remembered the one time, early
on in our relationship when she'd insisted I tried one. That had
led to some seriously excessive shagging, and we were fitter and
better tuned to each other's bodies now. Two tablets would, if it
didn’t kill one or both of us, probably have me going home still
nursing a hard-on.

“What am I going to do
tomorrow when I wake up, horny, leaking and alone?” she continued,
trying her hardest to sound pathetic and deserted.

She pushed my hand to
my face and reluctantly I swallowed the tablets and then accepted
the can of energy drink. This was not my normal milky breakfast but
I was never able to resist Denise.

“Come on,” she said,
settling back against the bedhead and releasing the clasp of her
nighty. Her massive breasts, released from their confinement sagged
heavily downward and Denise lifted one up, offering it and its
long, thick nipple, already dripping milk, towards me. “Here, shift
around and let me nurse you nicely.”

As she leaned back
against the bedhead, she straightened her legs and patted her
thighs. I noticed she was wearing lacy black panties, and as I
moved to rest my head in her lap, I rubbed my lips across them,
inhaled deeply and placed a kiss on the lace, before turning over,
resting my head and lifting her boob to my waiting lips.

“Hmmm, yes, I want lots
and lots of licking, but first you come and have a nice booby
breakfast whilst we wait for that lot to kick in, then I’m going to
give you such a sucking. If this is to be my last working wood for
a while, I’m going to make sure I start the day with some high
protein oral intake.” She sighed and squeezed my cock. “It’s not
fair, you know? Your Rose coming back after six weeks, not and
expecting you to be there,” she said, petulantly as she fished the
other boob out of her nightie, pressed finger and thumb either side
of the nipple and then watched it drip onto my forehead.

I lifted the one I was
suckling from my mouth.

“Stop wasting it, I'll
get there as soon as I can. Anyway, Denise. love, you know she
always intended to. We know she was only going to go and have
breast implants and then stay the first six weeks with her sister
whilst she recovered.”

“Yes, and now she
thinks she can come back and her big tits will sweep you away. I
bet they won’t be as big as mine or have milk.”

“That they won’t,” I
agreed and settled back to suckling gently.

Denise squeezed my cock
and carried on wanking me firmly, but steadily but the milk flowed
into my mouth and as I firmed up she relaxed. She took a long deep
sigh.

“I can’t help being
jealous, you know? These six weeks have been like a heavenly
marriage. Just the two of us, no bloody kids. I used to hate
sleepless nights, now I love them.”

“So, it’s different
waking up and feeding me?” I asked, pausing again.

“Yes, of course. With
you I wake up, give you a feed and then get an orgasm or three. It
is a bit different to feeding and then getting a shitty nappy. And
besides, look at the size of my boobs now? You’re always hungry and
they are massive. I’ve never had them so big. Now Jim's fucked off
Interstate with the kids I’ve decided not to fight for them. He
wants them, he can have them.”

“Very motherly.”

“I never was, Sweetie.
I had motherhood thrust upon me, it wasn’t something I set out to
get. You don’t mock Rose for not wanting any. Now are we going to
chat all morning, or are you going to finish off? Or have you gone
off my milk now?”

“No, never,” I replied
and sucked her nipple enthusiastically back into my mouth.

Denise started a
'humph' but it turned to a sigh as the milk resumed its flow.

We lay in silence for
about half an hour then, as I suckled my fill from her boobs and we
both just relaxed, cogitated our own musings, as my erection grew
harder and more solid in her hand.

I was looking forward
to seeing Rose again and I was more than eager to see what she
looked like with her new, enhanced tits. In the six months before
she'd finally elected to have them done and found a clinic she
liked, our sex life had settled back to a comfortable normality. I
might have imagined after Pet’s visit that it would be wonderful
sex daily but she soon returned to complaining that any
enthusiastic or deep penetration just hurt, and although she
enjoyed oral sex, the penetrative part just died a death again.

I wasn’t too bothered.
I had my nightly 'gym' sessions, when we both knew I was visiting
Denise whilst pretending to go to the gym on the way home from
work, and when Rose took up paper card making as a hobby with a
woman at work, her frequent weekends away to workshops gave me long
sessions with Denise. Everybody had seemed happy, until now.

“Okay, had enough?”
asked Denise, sitting back and pulling her breast from my lips.

“I am going to miss
this you know,” I said sadly, “but it won’t be forever, just until
she goes back to work, then we'll go back to normal.”

“Perhaps I don’t want
the old normal,” she replied, rounding up her boobs and corralling
them with the nightie.

I sat up and got to my
knees, looking at her, acutely conscious of how very, very hard my
cock was.

“Come here, Sweetie,
let me take some pressure off before you sort me out properly.”

“Don’t I always?” I
asked as I moved to kneel over her thighs and rest my hands on the
material covering her boobs. I remembered the first times we'd had
sex, how marvellous I'd thought it was, and how she'd taunted me by
asking me to make love again, and this time 'do me properly'.”

Her hands closed around
my cock and she stroked it firmly as she opened wide and sucked me
into her mouth. As her lips sealed around my shaft, she sucked hard
and her hands squeezed me tightly. Just as I thought something was
going to burst, she released me and pulled her head back, to watch
my cock bounce and twitch in front of her.

“Wank it, cum in my
face, face-fuck me, make me have it.”

“No, my love. I’ve
never abused you and I won’t start now. I understand you are
feeling that I’m deserting you, but you’ve always been adamant this
was an affair and just sex and told me off for starting to fall in
love with you. I want you very much, and my god that Viagra was a
stupid idea, I’m starting to feel like I’m going to explode.”

“Good,” she said,
smiling lasciviously, and taking a firm grip of my cock again.
“Let's see how long you can keep it up, but first, breakfast!”

Quickly she leant
forward and sucked me back into her mouth whilst her hard started
wanking my shaft quickly. From the first time. Denise had always
had the magic touch, the perfect grip, hold and pace to make me cum
as quickly and whenever she wanted. Now was no exception and as her
other hand cradled my balls, I knew I was not going to refuse
her.

“Oh, Denise, you
wonderful, glorious, beautiful woman. Oh my god, I’m going to cum,
fuck, I’m cumming.”

Her eyes looked up at
me but she never flinched despite feeling my balls move in her hand
and my cock pulse, giving her an instant of warning before I came,
flooding her mouth and making her swallow rapidly.

It was like a kick deep
within me and I felt my body dump the morning load into her willing
mouth. Finally, my cock stopped pulsing but I knew there would be
no softening. Not this morning.

“Mmm, lovely,” she
said, grinning widely, “now, get on top and suck my pussy whilst I
work you up another load.”

As I moved to one side,
she moved down the bed, slipped off her panties and spread her legs
widely, before laying flat, holding out her arm and opening her
mouth. I looked at her and tried not to giggle.

“Come on, pussy sucking
and mouth fucking. I don’t know what you are laughing at,” Denise
said indignantly.

“You, my love. Horny
and lusty, I’m used to. They are part of your charm, but this, this
morning, just seems desperate. And it’s not necessary. Don’t worry,
I’m going to make you cum, now settle back against those pillows
and let me do my work, you don’t have to get me hard, in fact, I
think that’s the last thing I need now, just relax and enjoy our
loving making, okay?”

Denise looked at me and
I could see real sadness in her eyes. For all her bluster and
determined independence, I had known from the very first time that
she had breastfed me, that there was something more than just
normal love between us, a deeper connection. We denied it, we hid
it behind passionate, rampant lovemaking, but it was there and
these six weeks we had just spent living together, sleeping every
night curled in each other's arms as we slept the sleep of the
truly sated and exhausted, had reinforced that bond. And now I was
threatening to break it, to abandon her and go back to my wife. No
wonder she was desperate and conflicted. So was I. Deep inside me
was a long-term love for Rose, a sense of commitment and a base
desire to see her new tits, but also I wanted to be disappointed
when I saw her, wanted her to reject me and to be free of the
relationship, the marriage. Suddenly, at that moment, it became
clear to me, the thing that I'd been trying to deny ever since the
night I first gave Denise a lift home and accepted her invitation
to go in. I wanted Denise more than I wanted Rose. Not only
physically, but on every level. And I was horny, so very horny.






I climbed off the bed,
walked slowly down to the foot and stood there. Denise propped
herself up on her elbows and looked at me, still lying there with
her legs apart. I took my rigid cock in my hand and stroked it
slowly, pushing the foreskin up so it bunched up over the glans,
then pulling it back until the bell-end was purple, taut and rigid.
Satisfied that I was truly hard and that it wasn’t going away, I
bent forward, gripped her ankles, pulled her towards me and then
knelt down at the foot of the bed and lifted her legs over my
shoulders. My finger stroked down the insides of her thighs, making
her shiver with anticipation before I trailed them up the line of
her slit, felt her wetness and then parted her vulva. I dipped my
fingers between her labia, stroked their pink softness and then
lifted them, wet and glistening to my mouth where I sucked them
with obvious relish.

“My god, you are
delicious,” I said, then stroked deep again, toying with the
entrance to her vagina, offering to plunge my fingers into her and
then withdrawing them to stroke up and down between her wet folds.
Slowly, I lowered my head, breathed into her pussy and then inhaled
deeply, feeling my own body shiver with anticipation and barely
controlled lust. “I want you, Denise,” I said softly, then licked
slowly up the full length of her, my tongue twisting and probing as
it went before I surrounded and tugged at her labia with my
lips.

“Oh, FUCK!” gasped
Denise and her fingers knotted in my hair, pressing my face to
her.

Straining my neck
muscles against her push, I lifted my face from her and then licked
around her clitoris, saw it emerge proudly from its hood and
greeted it eagerly, sucking it as wantonly as she had sucked my
penis.

“Fuck, oh fuck, get on
with it,” she cried.

But I was determined to
torment her now, drive her mad with as much desire as I knew I was.
Lust and pent-up emotions boiled inside me and I could feel my
heartbeat throbbing in my cock, chemically aroused, yet I fought
against them, pushed them down, pressurised them into a container,
waiting until she was really ready.

I kissed her clitoris,
oh, so very gently, just brushing my lips against it. I could feel
her straining, trying to thrust up at me against my weight on her
legs which bent her over and pressed her down. Denise’s body was
trembling now, shuddering with desire and an urge to fuck, and as
my lips caressed and my tongue toyed with her clitoris, I slipped a
single, thin finger into her. Pushed as deep as a finger would go
and felt her muscles contract, trying to squeeze something so
insignificant.

“Please, please,” she
groaned, “please.”

My cock throbbed and I
could feel the pressure in my head, the veins in my cock and in my
neck standing out as the pressure built within me. I wanted her, I
wanted her so much, as much as she wanted me, all of her, now, this
instant, now, in every way, with everything I had got.


 Chapter 2 - Please

I was beginning to
breathe heavily through my nose, snorting as the pressure cooker of
desire and lust built within me. Denise was writhing as much as the
pressure of my shoulders leaning on her ankles would allow, no
doubt desperate for me to surge forward and sate her desire. To end
the torment as I plunged into her depths.

Slowly I pulled myself
up and away from her, lifted her ankles and lowered her legs
carefully to the bed. Slowly I stepped back, and looked at her,
committing every millimetre of her beautiful, glorious, bountiful,
magnificent body to memory. Denise reached out for me but I stayed
just out of reach as she raised her knees, spreading her legs and
opening her pussy before me. I could see her nipples, hard and wet,
poking through the damp lace of her nightie. I took hold of my
cock, pushed it down to the horizontal and took two long slow
strokes of it, felt how absolutely solid it was and how much it
pushed back at me, wanting to stand vertical.

“I want you, Denise,” I
whispered.

“Please.”

I leant forward again,
but this time I reached for her chest, took hold of her nightie and
grasped a handful of the diaphanous cloth where it was clasped
between her boobs. Denise stared at me, her eyes wide and her
fingers reaching for my cock. They touched, the lightest of brushes
at the limit of her reach. But it was enough. My pent-up passionate
lust was ignited and I tore the cloth from her bosom, feeling the
initial resistance and then hearing the tearing as the seams gave
and the material gave way. Released from their confinement, high on
her chest, her boobs slumped down her body, spreading outwards and
to her sides.

As a reflex, Denise
lowered her arms, trying to scoop them up and push them back,
centre and forward.

“Leave them,” I said
softly, “they are the most wonderful, beautiful, natural...” I ran
out of words.

At that moment nothing
I could say seemed sufficient praise but it seemed it was enough
for Denise and she reached again for my cock as I lowered myself
towards her. With my eye fixed on hers, I felt her fingers take
hold, pulling my rigidity downward and then the feeling of warm
moisture as she pushed it between her folds.

“My god, it’s so hard,
be gentle, Sweetie.”

I smiled in reply and
lowered myself further until the glans nudged into her. Her fingers
fell away and as I stopped moving, I could feel the pressure on my
glans, the tug at the tendons of the base, as my cock was now
trapped by her pussy, held down at an angle to press into her,
trapped and unable to bounce back up and rest close to my
belly.

“I love you, Denise,” I
admitted softly and then began to move very slowly forward and down
onto her, my cock spreading her apart and sinking millimetre by
millimetre, inexorably into her.

Denise gasped and her
hands again went to her breasts, scooping them up and raising them
as a huge soft mound between us.

I could feel my cock,
slowly getting deeper and deeper into her. There was no unpleasant
resistance, no pain for her, just the sensations to me of my cock
being deeper and deeper into her, warm, wet pussy. I was enveloped,
swallowed whole, subsumed into her until finally I came to rest, my
pubis pressed to hers. Denise’s eyes were wide with delight.

'Oh wow, Sweetie,
I...”

But I silenced her with
a kiss as I pressed my lips to her, crushed her boobs between us
and slowly began to withdraw. Denise’s arms wrapped around me now,
hugging me to her as her legs wrapped around my waist and her
tongue probed my mouth.

Our mouths drew breath
from each other's lungs as our tongues duelled and sought the
recesses of each other's mouths. I could taste my spunk in her
mouth as without a doubt, she could taste her juices on me and the
aromas and flavours fuelled our passions, our faces twisting from
side to side as they pressed together, kissing with fervour and+
passion. And now I started to rock my hips, pushing slowly back and
forth inside her, my feet still resting on the floor. Braced as I
was, my thrusts drove me into her and as her pussy tightened around
my shaft, her body rocked up and down the bed, her tits starting to
slosh back and forth between us.

I felt her take a
shuddering breath and I lifted her lips from hers.

“Oh, Sweetie, you are
so hard, it’s pressing on my G-spot, I can feel the rim rubbing
over it, oh God, Sweetie!”

I pulled back slightly
and looked down until I could see my cock sliding in and out of
her, her fleshy and wet labia, wrapped around it, seeing how the
base of the length shone wetly with her juices on each stroke.

“Cum for me, my love.
Rub your clit and cum, let me see you cum.”

As if given a sudden
release, Denise’s fingers flew between us and she started to rub at
her clitoris, rubbing it side to side as I rocked back and forth,
sliding endlessly up and down inside her.

“Oh god, Sweetie, I’m
cumming, oh god, oh god, oh god, yes, yes, yes, FUCK!”

Her eyes squeezed shut
and I felt the shudder go through her and the rhythmic squeezing of
her pussy on my cock as I relentlessly slid back and forth inside
her. Once she stopped gasping for breath, I again pressed my lips
to hers, feeling her fingers trapped between us and the fingers of
one of my hands pressed into her soft flesh as I sought to tweak
one of hers nipples. I was speeding up now, thrusting deeper,
harder and faster, feeling the sensations more acutely through my
cock and knowing an orgasm was coming but also that it would not be
the last.

Pulling my mouth from
hers, I took deeper and deeper breaths, breathing quickly now as my
exertions increased, as I fucked her hard, thrusting deep into her,
seeking my release to go with her own.

“Denise, Denise, oh my
love, I’m cumming...”

I pushed hard against
her, held still and then felt the pulsing of my cock as, squeezed
deep inside her, it pumped my spunk towards her cervix.

“Oh, Sweetie, so much,
ohhhhhhh,” she sighed.

As the pulsing stopped
and I tried to pull back, I could feel she was clamped tight around
me and that there was to be no softening, no relaxation yet, so I
started to thrust as fast as I could, shagging her hard and fast,
as my cock moving readily inside her slippery pussy.

Suddenly another look
crossed her face and her mouth opened wide.

“Sweetie...” she
managed before suddenly she hugged me even tighter as her body
shook and I felt the warmth of the cascade of fluid as her pussy
squirted.

I got my arms around
her now, pulled her too me and pulled her up, lifting her as I rose
to a standing position, lifted her, wrapped around me and impaled
upon my cock, turned, stepped across the room until I could press
her shoulders to a wall and then piston up into her, shagging her
hard as she clung to me.

“Oh god, Sweetie, I’m
cumming, oh god, I’m going to again...”

Again I could feel the
warm fluid squirting from her, running down my legs. All I could
hear now was our panting breaths and the wet squishing sound as I
fucked her hard against the wall.

Denise hooked her head
over my shoulder, and I could hear her panting in my ear, her soft
whimpering as she came again.

“Enough, Sweetie, put
me down. Please.”

I ground to a halt,
turned, stepped back to the bed and bent over, lowering her to it.
Slowly I pulled back, and my cock slid out of her to bounce back to
the vertical, slapping against my belly as it did so.

“Oh my god,” she
gasped, starring at it, “you want more?”

“Do you?”

Wearily, she rolled
over and raised her buttocks to the air as she moved to a kneeling
position.

“Not my arse, not with
that bloody monster,” she cautioned, but I could hear the humour in
her voice, an eagerness as she shuffled down the bed so that her
knees were at the edge, her feet and lower legs in mid-air and her
dripping pussy at just the right height for me to take her whilst
standing. “Hurry up before it all drips out, if you can manage
another load, I'll sit on your face.”

“Challenge accepted,” I
said, laughing and rested my bellend in the moving creampie.
“Ready?”

Denise replied by
pushing back at me and I took the cue and slammed into her, causing
air and fluid to squeeze out of her in a series of amusing fart
noises. Denise giggled and pushed back harder.

I loved this about
Denise. No matter how determined and serious our sex was, how
passionate and intense, it was always joyous, there was always
amusement and teasing, laughter rather than condemnation.

“My god, you are so
slippery and wet,” I said bending over her as I pushed hard in and
wiped my hand over her vulva. I lifted my fingers to my mouth and
sucked them clean, tasting her juices and my cum. My cock twitched
harder.

“Oh god, and you are so
fucking hard. Two might have been a mistake.”

“Best see if I can cum
again then, eh?” I asked.

“Go for it,” Denise
replied with mock weariness and braced herself.

I pulled back until
only my bellend was in her, then spread the cheeks of her arse
wide, held her there and then slammed into her and started to fuck
as fast and as hard as I could, using up the last of the energy
from the Red Bull and the sugar in her milk. I was hard but I was
feeling the length of our exertions now and I fucked her with
gusto, throwing everything I had left at her, giving her as much as
she deserved. I wanted nothing less.

I slumped across her
back, one hand reaching for her swaying boobs and the other back to
rub her wet clitoris, to give her another chance to cum with me if
I could, indeed, manage another ejaculation.

“Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh,
oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh,” gasped Denise, voicing every thrust, “oh
god, I’m cumming, please, Sweetie, cum, one more, please.”

“Yes, dearest, yes,
yes, I’m trying, yes, just a bit longer, it’s cumming, yes, yes,
yes...”

We were both nearing
exhaustion now and I wondered momentarily if she could become
dehydrated with the constant fluid and squirting.

“Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh,
oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh.”

“Yes, yes, yes, yes,
yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, Denise!”

“Oh god, YES!”

I came, deep inside her
and at the end of a stroke, suddenly I was pulsing, pumping spunk
into her as she came too, both our bodies reaching a simultaneous
climax. I stopped held still, felt the last pulses squeezed out of
me and then she fell forward, pulling herself off me. My cock
sprang back to upright as I wavered back and forth on exhausted
legs.

Denise rolled onto her
back and looked at my cock.

“Fuck me, will it never
go down, come here.”

Wearily I crawled onto
the bed and lay beside her. She kissed my lips then moved down my
body and sucked my erection into her mouth, sucking and licking
until she was certain there was nothing left to be had.

“Shall I lick you?” I
asked, starting to sit up.

“No, I couldn’t stand
it, but I will do this.”

She reached over to her
bedside table and brought out her tiny clitoral vibrator and a
vibrating cock ring. Clambering over me to sit on my legs, she
stretched the ring over me and slid it down to press against my
body, twisting the body of it so that it was between cock and belly
and my erection pointed straight up, Settling herself on my thighs,
she turned her vibrator on, pressed it to her clit and switched on
the cock ring. I felt the buzzing vibrations sink into the base of
my cock and stimulate my prostate. Denise’s spare hand lifted a
breast, squeezing a nipple until it dripped milk.

“Are we good?” she
asked.

“I think we are very,
very good,” I replied.

“No, muppet. Is our
relationship good, are you coming back? Would you ever come back
and stay? Will you ever leave her now she’s got tits too, and not
saggy veiny tits like mine.”

“Denise,” I implored.
“Your tits are always the most beautiful, the most bountiful.
Wasn’t that enough? I don’t think there is any more I could have
done, I’m not saving anything for her, you know. Despite her
threat. Perhaps because of her threat.”

Denise closed her eyes,
shuddered and came, and in response spunk flowed from my bellend,
to run down the side of my erection and pool on my belly.

“Yes, well you go home
with that erection and see if you can manage to fuck her. Because
there is nothing more I could have done.”

“I love you,
Denise.”

“So you say.” She bent
forward and sucked my cock, pulling off the cock ring as she sat
up. “Now go and shower and then go home. I’m going to get some
sleep.”

She rolled over,
turning her back to me. I bent forward and kissed her shoulder but
she shrugged me off. “Go!”

“I'll be back,” I
whispered and kissed her buttock as I rose from the bed.


 Chapter 3 –
Homecoming

Back home, I went
through the house like a whirlwind. The signs of my infrequent
visits were everywhere, but after about four hours it was aired
out, fresh, clean bedding fitted, spiders banished and the kitchen
cleaned. Showered and shaved, I sat down on the sofa in clean
chinos and a linen shirt, to await Rose’s return.

Mid-afternoon, waking
from an exhausted sleep, I heard her car pull into the garage.
Noting that I still had an erection, I went out to meet her.

“Oh, you are here,”
Rose said, smiling broadly as I opened the car door for her.

Immediately I was drawn
to how long her legs seemed, from the second she turned in the seat
and swung them out. As she stood up I got my first good look at
her. It had only been six weeks that we had been apart but she had
changed. She seemed taller, but she was wearing such very high
heels that I wondered how she had even been able to drive in them.
Her hair was longer, still dark and straight, perhaps blacker,
perhaps dyed black now. And it was well over her shoulders now and
had a severely straight fringe. Just how black it was, was
emphasised by the big, baggy, white mohair pullover that she was
wearing, one with huge rolls of neck that hung softly across her
chest, camouflaging her chest size. As she turned I could see there
was something going underneath, but the pullover was too big, too
billowy to let me really determine what.

“Of course, I’m here.
My wife is coming home today, where else would I be?” I replied,
leaning in to kiss her.

“I thought after six
weeks with Denise, you might have decided to stay there, I know you
said not on the phone each night, but I did wonder, when push came
to shove, if I was driving home to an empty house and a ghost of a
life.”

“Of course not,” I
said, taking her bag off her and the car keys from her hand. “You
go inside and sit down, I'll unload your bags and then we can
talk.”

“Okay, but I know talk
isn’t what you want, you want to see, don’t you?”

She winked at me and
headed for the house, and as she walked she swung her hips. The
look was amazing. She was wearing pale blue, stretch denim jeans
that clung to her legs, emphasising how small and pert and
perfectly shaped her arse and thighs were. Whilst still sitting in
the car, in the second as I'd opened the door and she'd lifted a
leg out, momentarily I'd caught a glimpse and noticed that her
jeans were so tight, so clinging, as to give her a camel toe. Now
as she walked away from me, I could see her thighs barely touched.
Rose had never carried any excess weight, she wasn’t curvy and
rounded, not
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