
        
            
                
            
        

    
Dirty Old Men Obsession

A Hotwife Story

by Peter Speed


Chapter One: Wrong move

The pensioner peeled off his polo shirt.

Oh Lord.

The sight standing before my eyes was grim.

How had I gotten into this?

Deep down, I knew this was a situation fully of my own making, primarily through my primal craving for sex.

My husband James and little boy Harry flashed through my mind as my geriatric lover carefully patted down his ruffled hair.

Why could I not resist older men?

The old man threw the shirt to the floor and smiled lustfully as his fingers began to swiftly unbutton the black trousers that concealed his huge waist.

I fought the urge not to laugh.

Or gag.

At least I was drunk.

Without the copious amounts of alcohol that I had slung down my neck earlier in the evening, I could not have faced this.

Jerry pulled down his slacks and a pair of stained black Y-fronts, revealing a tangled mass of public hair surrounding a flaccid penis.

It was not very tempting, to say the least.

However the old man's outlook on the situation could not have been different from mine.

His moderately sized cock was already beginning to rise as he soaked up every inch of my lingerie-clad body, lying temptingly in front of him.

My first sexual fling with an older man had been one of the most erotic experiences of my life. 

Charles had been a kind and caring lover, allowing me to dominate him in a cheap hotel room a few weeks ago.

However the follow-up liaison was already shaping up to be a disaster.

I'd had plenty of offers through my chosen online dating site – and Jerry had not been near the top of my list.

Yet for some reason, James had resolutely insisted that this strange man should be the next notch on my bed post.

For the first time, I began to doubt his intentions.

Surely James could see this guy was a turkey straight away?

But, due to his eagerness, I agreed to the date despite my reservations over the bulky 78-year-old's dubious charms.

It had led us to this point: alone in a swanky city hotel room, preparing to fuck.

The retired school caretaker licked his lips as his hands ran over the new black nylon hold-up stockings that fitted tightly to my shapely legs. 

I shuddered involuntarily as I caught a glimpse of his horrid stained teeth.

Yuck.

Jerry snorted, seeming to realise my revulsion. 

His tubby fingers crept clumsily towards my silky black French knickers as he continued to monitor my ample charms.

In a way, I didn’t blame him. 

I am 27 and a yummy mummy in every sense of the word. 

I had never been short of sexual offers but, since we'd begun actively seeking male lovers aged 75 and older, I had been besieged with interest.

My slutty pictures and no-nonsense criteria for potential lovers had seemed to attract men across the globe. 

I was able to take my pick out of the hundreds of indecent proposals that were flooding into my inbox.

Yet I had picked Jerry out of them all. 

In fact, I had actively pursued him – almost pleading with him to arrange a night of lust.

No wonder he was giddy with hunger.

And I was the only course on the menu.


Chapter Two: The inevitable let down

The randy pensioner must have thought Christmas had come early when I had responded to his uninspiring initial message.

He had barely had sex in the past 20 years since his fed-up wife had immigrated to Australia with a mutual friend.

The separation, even before his wife’s decision to emigrate, had been difficult. 

The experience had left Jerry a deeply bitter and lonely man. 

And time had not been a healer.

A lack of sexual action was hardly a surprise.

His stomach was huge and it seemed his entire body was covered in course black hair.

It was going to be like fucking a gorilla.

I swallowed with apprehension.

And here I was, blind drunk and willingly preparing to get personal with the elderly beast man before me.

I pushed the newly dyed brown hair out of my eyes and watched the stranger as he slowly crawled up the bed with his head edging towards my groin.

I smiled weakly as his eyes locked on to mine. 

He winked and returned the grin, revealing his gruesome teeth once more.

With a flash of sudden movement, Jerry grabbed my sexy panties with his wrinkly shovel-sized hands and pulled at them with a gesture of strength that surprised me.

I could only watch as my expensive panties were torn off and discarded on the floor without a second glance, leaving my immaculately groomed pussy fully exposed to the randy OAP in front of me.

Jerry stroked his flabby chin admiring the view before him.

His chunky thumb began casually rubbing my clitoris while two of his digits slipped straight into my vagina.

I flushed, unable to conceal the embarrassment that I was aroused by the limited attentions of such a man.

Unable to control his desire any longer, Jerry plunged head first into my groin burying his entire face into my pussy.

I grunted, unsure what to make his forthright approach.

Not one of my previous lovers had ever tried to bury their entire face into my pussy. 

This was a new one on me.

Initially I wondered whether the booze had finally taken its toll and Jerry had passed out before we could do the deed.

But within seconds, I could feel his cold slobber collecting on my skin around my erogenous zones as his tongue flicked over my lightly scented form.

His oral sex technique was hardly text book. 

Wheezing slightly, the old man’s facial features remained pushed up against my vagina while his tongue slurped along the entire length of my pussy.

Unlike more practiced men who tended to head straight for clitoris – ‘the key to the ignition' as James has always described it – Jerry opted to cover the entire area.

It was not unpleasant. 

James's terminal illness meant he was now unable to provide me with oral satisfaction, something I missed terribly.

So I was not going to complain when another man took over the duty of pleasuring me regardless of technical failings.

But it was strange, almost like Jerry was trying to put his head into me. 

I tried to clear my thoughts. 

Jerry kept licking.

I slipped a hand inside my basque, gently pulling on the swollen nipple inside. 

The other hand went down to the back of Jerry's head to provide some subtle guidance as he tried to pleasure me.

Somewhat unexpectedly, I groaned.

Jerry looked up at me, his eyes shining with glee.

The older man was dry-humping the far end of the bed as he licked me out, unable to contain his pent up sexual desires.

He returned his attention to my vagina, diving into my mound with even more enthusiasm than before.

A few seconds later, I panted again.

I was close. 

And then it happened.

“I’m going to make you groan all night, baby girl.”

Jerry pulled himself onto his haunches and moved his cock, already oozing with pre-cum, towards my welcoming groin. 

I braced myself for him to enter me, hoping a hard cock would deliver the orgasm that was unexpectedly looming.

But that release would never arrive.

Instead, I felt a warm gushing over my pubic area as Jerry spunked all over me without even getting his cock inside.

“Oh I’m sorry,” he muttered apologetically as the cum quickly turned to piss and began covering my stomach in his bodily fluids.


Chapter Three: Muddled thoughts

I let the shower’s steaming hot water massage my aching body.

At one time, hangovers were a regular weekend punishment but, since we’d had little Harry, they had become few and far between.

Perhaps that was the reason why this one was stinging so badly.

I had awoken at the crack of dawn, the early morning summer sun peeking through the hotel’s fancy blinds.

Thankfully I was alone.

Jerry had departed swiftly after his failure in the bedroom, leaving me to sleep in the spare bed by myself. 

Embarrassed and tongue-tied after his disgusting sexual performance, his exit had been excruciatingly awkward. 

I knew we would never speak or see each other again – reliving this huge mistake was not something I desired.

He had dressed slowly, undoubtedly hoping that I would offer to share the clean single bed for the rest of the night.

Not even the slightest chance. 

He had fluked an opportunity with me … and he’d blown it.

Scuttling around to retrieve his clothing, the hairy OAP kept looking at me and licking his lips with no shame.

As he prepared to depart, he informed me the room was fully paid-for and I was welcome to stay for the night. 

He had bent down to give me a farewell smooch, a gesture I diverted by turning my head so his lips landed upon my cheek.

His hand had dropped to my breast, which still remained unexposed. 

He’d missed out there too. 

I knocked him away gently and turned over to face away from him.

Jerry did not react to the snub, turning and passing the king-sized bed covered in his piss and cum without another word.

Seconds later, I heard the door open before being closed with a loud bang. 

It was over.

Finally I was alone and was soon drifting into an alcohol-fuelled sleep. 

Four hours later and I was awake.

My mouth had felt like something had died in it while my head throbbed ceaselessly, making it painful to move.

A pang of guilt entered my conscious. I should have text James last night to let him know that I was staying over but I hadn’t bothered.

But the snub was on purpose. 

I was still mad at him over his forthright insistence that I should fuck Jerry. 

Fuck him.

It was quite clear from the outset that Jerry was a no-hoper.

Subsequent events, unfortunately, had proved me right.

All this hassle and I still hadn’t been given any release. 

Standing directly under the large shower head, I closed my eyes as the hot water cascaded over my tired curves. 

I ran a slightly shaky hand down my toned body, casually stroking my clit as I considered my options.

An orgasm – even by my own hand – would make me a feel a little better, temporarily relieving the pain of this hangover.

But the concentration required even to masturbate was beyond me.

Rage at James’s demands continued to grow, my feelings towards him soon matching the blackness of my mood.

This whole fiasco was his fault.

He had suggested I sleep with old men to cure my sexual urges at the very beginning.

He had penned the ultra slutty introduction on my online dating profile.

And he had been adamant that Jerry should be my next fuck.

It was this sequence of his decisions that led to the disaster that I had been forced to endure last night.

Thanks for that, dear husband.

I could not remember feeling so bitter towards him.

I loved James and would never consider leaving him. 

With his continual declining health, he needed me too much.

Then there was little Harry to think about. 

The boisterous two-year-old was the centre of our universe – a cheeky, wonderful little chappy who never failed to make us smile.

But James opened a door when he had suggested this arrangement to quench my sex desires, one that he could not close now.

I pushed the shampoo out of my eyes and flicked my long hair backwards, allowing the water to rinse it through.

My half-hearted attempts at masturbation were forgotten as I mulled over how to deal with the situation upon returning home.

I switched the shower off and reached for the fluffy towel that had been hanging over the frosted glass door.

Breathing deeply to try to fight off the sudden urge to vomit, I wrapped the towel around my body tightly and did not bother to dry.

I grabbed another towel to dry my dyed brown hair and wandered back into the bedroom, hearing the familiar sound of The Flintstones’ theme tune ringtone.

The phone was buzzing in my designer clutch bag, which had been drunkenly discarded in the far corner of the room.

I sighed, deeply reluctant to talk to James in this mood. 

It would not turn out well.

Thankfully the phone soon stopped, diverting to voicemail.

I scooped up the bag and flopped down on the mattress, allowing the towel to come loose and fall to the duvet.

As I rummaged through the condoms, mints and receipts in the bag searching for the vibrating phone, I made my mind up.

I was going home and taking control of this situation.

I was deciding the identity of my next lover myself.

I would not be cowed by James over choosing potential partners.

And I would definitely not be giving this up easily – I needed the sexual release that our sordid deal offered. 

No, it was more than that. 

I desired it.

I would not be dictated to again … by anyone.

Teeth gritted in preparation for the stern talks ahead with my husband, a flick of a thumbprint opened my smartphone.

I gasped as the display popped up in front of my eyes.

The missed call had come from Charles.


Chapter Four: Temptation

Charles Kirby.

He was the lover that refused to go away, the notch on the bedpost that was determined to remain part of my life.

Only a handful of weeks had passed since we’d fucked like rabbits at a cheap hotel. 

It was the first time I’d slept with another man while married to James and was one of the most erotic experiences of my life.

Charles may have been 50 years my senior but he was a considerate lover, years of pent up sexual appetite pouring out in our night of lust together.

It was the evening that saw my descent into a dirty little grandpa fucker begin in earnest.

Yet my agreement with James had been crystal clear from the outset. 

One night stands only. 

No second dates, no return tickets.

Our deal was centred upon sex, not affairs.

We were both convinced that our marriage could survive – and perhaps even thrive – in this situation.

I just needed to control it rather than my over-enthusiastic husband, particularly after the whole Jerry debacle.

Charles complicated things though.

From the outset, I had been straight with him. 

There would be no second date, no chance of a repeat performance.

I’d refused to hand over my mobile number when he had requested it and made it clear that I was happily married.

At first, Charles seemed to accept the position. 

The horny old devil did not try to hide his disappointment about the situation but nonetheless appeared to understand my position.

Then the emails started arriving into my inbox, almost daily. 

To begin with, they were polite, courteous and well-mannered – not dissimilar from the manner of the man that bedded me.

The tone had become more forceful though as I held firm, resolutely ignoring his correspondence as I had agreed with James.

I could not fail to miss the burning desire in his wording, his need to place his hands upon my skin again becoming more desperate. 

Now he had somehow acquired my mobile number too. 

He was persistent, I’ll give him that.

And after Jerry’s failure, the temptation to return to Charles’s bed had never been stronger.

Such a move would only fan the smouldering flames of attraction, I knew.

Charles needed the cold turkey approach from me and, eventually, the message would have to sink in.

The merest hint of reciprocated affection towards the dirty old goat and he would be pushing harder than ever for another hook-up.

True, I was pissed off with my husband after last night’s failure but my love for him was all-consuming.

For years I have worked in a hard-nosed digital marketing agency surrounded by alpha males who would regularly attempt bed the office MILF.

I don’t deny that I enjoyed the attention – a little gentle flirting tends to go a long way for a sales professional like myself – but they had no chance.

James and I were meant to be. 

It was his overtly generous – not to mention trusting – nature that had led us to this curious point in our relationship. 

But our sex life had been on the wane for a long time.

It was not his fault.

His breathing capacity continued to deteriorate ending the sexual closeness that had been the bedrock of our early relationship.

With the likelihood of finding a suitable lung donor becoming less and less likely, my partner was happy to allow me to sleep with older men to meet my vivacious sexual appetite.

Having been my soul mate for the past decade, he knew the lack of sex had been slowly killing me – despite my protestations.

This deal had seemed the perfect solution.

Yet now I’d had a complete let down with a hairy grandpa and was unable get the message across to my other fuck buddy too.

I scratched my head, unable to think clearly with the hangover dulling my thoughts.

I needed to go home to James and talk this through with him. 

The whole Charles conundrum could wait for another day, once I’d laid down a few fresh ground rules with my hubby.

The smart phone beeped in my hand, making me jump.

Silly.

It was only a voice message. 

I dialled the answerphone immediately, feeling my heart begin to thump faster.

It could only be one person: the man who would not give up on me.

Charles’s voice was calm and clear although tinged with a hint of urgency. 

For some unknown reason, butterflies began to flutter in my belly as I listened intently.

“Hi Chloe, it is Charles here.

“Apologies for ringing this early on a weekend morning but I’ve been trying to get in touch with you.

“I know this seems mad. I know you said our night together was a one off.

“But I can’t stop thinking about you.

“You, Chloe Jones, are a remarkable woman.

“I….”

The message paused as the old man sought to find the right words.

“I think … I’m falling in … love … with you.

“Crazy, I know, considering we’ve only met a couple of times but that’s how I feel. 

“And I’m not afraid to say it.

“Please ring me on this number. 

“We need to talk. 

“Please.

“Speak soon. 

“Bye.”

I hung up and flung the phone on to the bed.

My throbbing head seemed to have become more distant.

I had more problems on my plate than a run-of-the-mill hangover.


Chapter Five: Rewriting the rules

“Mummy!” 

Harry raced up to me as I eased open the front door to our house.

It had taken me three hours to get home since hearing Charles’s message, my mind a full-to-the-brim melting pot of frustration, fears and recriminations.

I hugged my boy tightly, pulling him close to my heart and deeply inhaling the natural scent of his hair.

“I’ve missed you so much, H,” I whispered into his ear as the hug ended. 

He beamed and shot off to his nearby play-room looking for a dice so we could play snakes and ladders.

James hung back, uncertain how to greet me.

After a moment of uncomfortable silence, he took the safe option.

“Fancy a cuppa?”

Despite my brewing anger with him, I smiled and welcomed the casual offer of a drink and followed him into the kitchen.

The tea, as it turned out, was already made. 

It did not take a genius to work out that James had been waiting for my arrival.

He passed the warm yellow cup into my hand before wrapping his skinny arms around me and pulling me into his chest.

If he was pissed off with me staying out the entire night without even bothering to let him know, my husband did not show it.

I sank into his embrace, my heart breaking a little with the harsh rattling coming from his failing lungs.

Over his shoulder, I caught a glimpse of the usual stockpile of medication that James took every day to try to keep his fragile health stable.

He clung onto life day-by-day in the desperate hope of a life-saving transplant. 

Yet the call that would save his life had never arrived.

We had been waiting for months and – despite a couple of false alarms – no positive matches for lung donors had arrived.

James was running out of time. 

We, as a family, would only wake together for another year, perhaps two at most.

As we came out of the tight clinch, my eyes were moist and the hand holding the cup of tea was shaking.

With a look of concern falling over his boyish looking face, James spoke first.

“Was it really that bad?”

His tone was gentle, the words tinged with sadness. 

This could not be easy for him, I remembered. 

Some people may call him a voluntary cuckold but I would not have been one of them. 

He genuinely wanted me to be happy – not sleeping with dirty old men purely because it tickled a sexual fetish.

My husband still desired me but physically could not give me the attention that I craved so much. 

True, his fingers could bring me to orgasm adequately but it was never enough. 

I yearned for more attention in the bedroom and James knew it only too well, even if he was unable to comply. 

The age restriction was his protection, to limit the chance of me being swept off my feet by another man and wanting to leave.

James didn’t want to risk losing me. 

And if the chances of me leaving him for another man were slim, then the odds of running off with a golden oldie was zero. 

The arrangement made sense. 

Still last night had been a disaster and I would not lie about it to him.

Taking his frail fingers and kissing the loose skin on the back of his bony hand, I whispered: “Yes, it was horrid.

“I can’t go through another date like that.”

His face could not hide the anguish as he pulled his hand away and crossed his arms in a subconscious defensive pose.

“Lo, I’m so sorry. This is my fault. I…” he stammered, searching for the right words to explain his insistence over selecting Jerry as my date.

He exhaled loudly, wheezing as the air struggled to exit his body cleanly.

“I guess… I chose him because… you would never want to see him again.”

I could feel a solitary tear trickle down my cheek as my husband bravely revealed his innermost fears to me.

My fury with him evaporated as the tears began to flow. 

I had barely spoken yet James had already won me round.

“I love you, silly. 

“I love sex but I love you more.

“If this whole situation ever gets too hard, tell me and it ends straight away.

“I love you for allowing me this freedom – but picking a hairy brute to be my lover so I won’t run off with them is not the way to do this.”

A moment of silence hung in the air before we began to laugh together at the sheer absurdity of the discussion. 

I moved closer and draped an arm around his curved shoulders.

“I will pick my next date though. 

“No discussion or negotiation. 

“I’ll stick to the rules but it’s my choice. 

“If it’s another disaster, we’ll review this whole dating game business. 

“Does that sound like a plan?”

James nodded his acceptance and rested his head on top of mine.

“Okay, Lo, we’ll do it your way, I promise.”

We kissed delicately, a gentle and tender touching of lips to allow James enough air to be able to breathe. 

I could feel him grow hard as our bodies pressed together tightly.

My hand dropped to the bulge in his pyjama shorts and began rubbing the hardening penis inside the material.

“Want me to tell you about last night, big boy?”

James shook his head and laughed.

“No, not really, but you can keep doing that though.”

Despite his condition, James was still a horny bugger. 

But today he was out of luck.

As I stood on my tiptoes to continue our sensual kiss and slipped my hand into his shorts, a familiar voice came from the hallway.

“Mummy, let’s play snakes and ladders! Come on!”

We jumped together at the surprise intrusion, my hand automatically falling away from James’s private parts.

Oblivious to the scene he has interrupted Harry pushed the board game onto the kitchen table and eagerly urged us both to join him.

James and I did as our little boy requested. 

For once, we were simply a normal family enjoying a game on a lazy Sunday morning. 

It was like heaven.

The discussion about Charles, I decided as I rolled a six and took the lead in the board game, could wait for another day.


Chapter Six: Selection

“You have 47 new messages.”

My inbox flashed the imposing sentence at me impatiently as I exhaled slowly, mentally preparing myself for the absurdity of online dating.

Initially I had hated this part.

However it was slowly becoming an amusing pastime.

Well, almost, you know what I mean.

The liars, the cheats, the wannabes and the losers were far easier to spot now we’d been doing this for a while.

They were pathetic – offering the world and failing to back up grandiose claims with very little actual evidence.

They were swiftly kicked into touch.

Next up were the chancers – middle-aged men who resolutely ignored my explicit requests for the ideal partner.

They would inevitably send over a close-up picture of their over-sized manhood in the faint hope that I would see their glorious phallus and throw myself at their mercy.

They too were given the cold shoulder.

Married men tended to get the boot also unless their wives had specifically given them permission to play away. 

And there were not many of them.

Our situation was complicated enough without adding the extra hurdles of being secretive from some other woman.

As usual, I was ruthless. 

Within a mere ten minutes, I had whittled the list of prospective lovers down to three. 

The profile pictures sat before me on the screen, each suitor having attached a personal written message for my consideration.

I took a slurp of my café latte and clicked open the first old man on the list.

Walter, 79, was a ‘no’ almost immediately. 

He was a presentable balding gentleman but had a dodgy hip. He even mentioned the operation date in his message. 

Bless him.

He was a sweetie but I didn’t need a companion. I had one of those already.

I needed a lover.

The other two I could not initially separate until I read their messages. 

My heart fluttered a little as I considered which one I wanted to fuck all night long.

George was a strapping 76-year-old former labourer with wild grey hair and a bushy moustache. 

The widower – who was looking for long-term love but insisted he was still keen on a fling too – played bowls every week and looked in fine physical shape. 

His shoulders and bulky arms looked like they could fling a girl around the bedroom.

He was ideal for me but something held me back.

Edward. 

He was only 71 and married.

The pensioner made no mention of his wife, or whether she knew about his online activities, but the ring on his finger in the extra images that he’d sent over was a giveaway.

If I dated him, I would be breaking the rules – the meticulous criteria that James and I had planned together.

He was skinny, silver around the back and sides with only a wisp of grey hair remaining on top of his head. 

Edward could easily have been mistaken for a stern librarian by most people. 

He had that type of serious look about him.

He had retired two years earlier after spending several decades working as a Chief Financial Officer for some leading oil exploration company in Asia. 

Such a lofty position would suggest he was wealthy although, if he was loaded, he did not flaunt it with vulgarity.

Tanned and lithe, he represented the picture of a pensioner revelling in the twilight years of retirement.

Despite being presentable, Edward’s looks did nothing for me. 

But as soon as I read his message, I knew he would be the next man in my bed.

It read:

“Chloe,

“I’ve seen your profile. You need me.

“You are a woman who is crying out to be disciplined. 

“I will be your teacher. Your little games have gone too far. I am the person to bring you back into line.

“I will spank you and belittle you. If you are lucky, I may even fuck you. Not a quick jump though as you’re probably expecting.

“And, of course, it depends if you deserve it.

“It will be long. You will feel sick from too much sex. And all of the time, you will thank me for allowing you to get into my bed.

“Once you’ve tasted me, you’ll want more and more. And if you perform well, I may just allow you to see me again.

“You have 24 hours to respond. 

“Edward.”

My heart was racing. 

My panties were moist as filthy thoughts went into overdrive.

Merely considering being a subservient slut to this strange old man of power almost made me sick with desire.

I checked the time the message was sent. 

Yesterday evening. 

I still had an hour to respond to meet his time limit.

I paused and thought about James. 

No, he had agreed we would do things my way this time. 

So what if I bent a few rules?

Fuck the rules.

I followed his rulebook to the letter and where had it got me? 

It had ended up with me being spunked over by a hairy failure. 

I looked at the door. 

There was no sign of him. 

I would tell him about the message but the response for Edward had to come first.

There was not a chance in hell that I would miss that deadline.

I hit the reply icon on the screen, waiting while our iffy internet connection struggled to bring up the blank form to type out my reply.

“Come on!” I screamed inwardly as the wi-fi continued to struggle to gain a firm signal.

Finally the fresh screen came up.

My mind went blank.

How do you respond to something like that?

Should I be assertive in my response?

Or should I immediately play the role he had clearly laid out for me?

My pussy tingled as my mind mulled over the possibilities. 

I fought the growing urge to slip a finger inside my panties and satisfy my hunger for immediate attention.

Deep down, I knew the type of response that was needed.

My mind made up, my fingers flew across the keyboard as my breathing quickened in anticipation.

“Edward,

“Thank you for your lovely message.

“I have been naughty. I long for some truly firm discipline from a masterful hand.

“When would you like to administer my treatment?

“Chloe xx.”

With trembling fingers, I hit send. 

And then the waiting began.


Chapter Seven: Orders

The conversation had been difficult from the beginning but I continued to remind myself that I needed to remain strong.

“Let’s run through this again. 

“He’s 71?”

I’d lost count of how many times I confirmed Edward’s age to my husband, who was unwilling to hide his agitation about my new love interest.

We were sitting at the kitchen island, arguing over my next fuck buddy while we prepared our family meal of spaghetti and meatballs. 

Life in the Jones household had never been simple but, even for us, this situation was an odd one.

“Yes.”

“Hmmpphhh.” James had a face like thunder as he mulled it over.

“And he’s fucking married?”

I crinkled my cute button nose in thought, unable to stop a flinch at my husband’s unusual bad language. 

“Yes, I think so. 

“Well, he wears a ring on the relevant finger but that doesn’t mean a lot these days, does it?”

James’s response was blunt. 

“He’s married then. 

“This is so not what we agreed, Lo.”

Since sending the suggestive message earlier in the afternoon, I had been mentally preparing for this. 

Purposefully holding my voice steady, I pushed several long strands of hair off my face so I could look directly into my partner’s eyes.

“I know. 

“And I’m sorry. 

“I’m aware that you’re doing for this me. 

“But I want him. 

“He seems to be perfect for me.

“Besides, he’s still a pensioner and he knows I’m married – so there won’t be any complications about affairs or such nonsense.

“It’s just sex,” I finished before quickly adding: “and I need it really badly. 

“I did it your way completely with Jerry. 

“Look how that ended up!

“Last night was awful.

“It’s my turn.”

As I had been speaking, I had taken his hand and squeezed it reassuringly. 

To my relief, he gripped my hand in response.

James look downcast but, when he eventually lifted his gaze to meet mine again, his eyes were full of resolve.

“OK, baby. You’re right. 

“This is your call. 

“I hate that I put you in that awful position because of my eagerness.

“We’ll do it your way from here on.”

Our foreheads rested lightly against each other as he finished speaking. 

It was a familiar pose of togetherness that had been a mainstay throughout our decade-long relationship.

I lightly traced my fingers over his face, enjoying the rare moment of real intimacy with the man I loved.

He moved a fraction and the moment was gone. 

James shuffled in his seat, edging closer to me.

“Thank you, Lo.”

“What for?”

“For being so honest with me, I know it couldn’t have been easy to talk about. 

“It’s really tough, I can’t deny it, but I can handle all this stuff as long as we can truly trust each other.”

He buried his head into my chest, nuzzling my breasts through my tight-fitting T-shirt. 

I ran my fingers through the back of his floppy hair, trying to ignore the rising sense of guilt that was already nestling in my stomach.

“I love you, baby,” I whispered quietly, unsure if James could even hear the words despite our closeness.

I could feel my phone beep in my pocket. 

My heart leapt.

Surely Edward could not have responded so quickly?

I tenderly eased James away from my chest.

“You keep stirring the sauce. 

“I’ll go and try to prise Harry away from Netflix.”

James smiled meekly and turned the angle of his body towards the induction hob that our dinner was quietly bubbling away on.

With an unexpected spring in my step, I slipped off the kitchen stool and moved into the empty hallway with barely three strides.

I chewed my lip with excited apprehension as my fingerprint unlocked the smartphone and opened the browser to access the online dating site.

My messages were empty. 

The vibration had been to announce a pointless run-of-the-mill Facebook notification. 

Not what I needed.

“For fuck sake!” I exclaimed out loud.

“What’s the matter?” James called out from the kitchen.

“Nothing!” I shook my head at my increasingly erratic behaviour. 

I was going quite mad. 

Swearing aloud? 

What on earth had gotten into me?

Slotting the phone back into my tracksuit bottoms, I rounded up Harry from our toy-cluttered living room.

True, I had to bribe him to come to the table for our family dinner with the offer of continuing watching cartoons on the kitchen television.

But we were there together, eating as a family. 

It was a routine, mundane dinner – the type that most people sit down and enjoy every single day of the week.

Nothing special, no frills but, for me, it was a moment to treasure.

Then everything changed.

My phone buzzed again.

Family dinner or not, I could not ignore it. 

It may be him.

Something deep inside compelled me to answer it.

James shot me a puzzled look as I placed my cutlery on my plate and slipped down away from the table. 

I rubbed my stomach to suggest a toilet break was in order without having to go into the gory details.

Thankfully, Harry was too engrossed in his latest cartoon favourites to give me a second glance.

Twenty seconds later, I was in the downstairs lavatory with the door locked behind me. 

And this time there was no false alarm.

It was him. 

His message was short and to the point.

“Chloe,

“I hope you are able fulfil your undoubted potential.

“I will see you tomorrow night, Sunday.

“7pm sharp. 19 Falmouth Court, Rockington.

“Wear ONLY white. If you are wearing garments of any other colour, you will be refused entry.

“Be warned: I do not like to be disappointed. 

“Make note, this is the one and only time that I will say this.

“Edward.”

I read the message three times before closing down the browser on my phone and tried to control my breathing before returning to dinner.

Rockington? 

That was millionaire’s row on the leafy suburbs of the city. 

He must be even richer than I had originally predicted.

But the increasingly obvious signs of Edward’s affluence were the least of my concerns at the moment. 

How on earth was I going to explain to James that I was going on a second date with a geriatric fuck buddy in three days?


Chapter Eight: White-mare

I stood outside the huge double doors unable to avoid looking directly at a full-length glass reflection of myself.

Quite a sight.

I hoped my new playmate would approve.

After all, I had followed his explicit instruction to the letter.

Everything I wore was white – even the jewellery deliberately chosen to meet requirements. 

I was not taking any chances.

More than a minute had passed since I’d pressed the doorbell button. 

Yet there was no sign of activity inside the house, no lights or the merest hint of movement behind the glass.

I had no other choice but to wait.

The tight-fitting dress – an outfit that accentuated my substantial curves and only reached half-way down my thigh – had only been worn once.

The dress – “daring” as my leery boss had called it – had caused such a fuss among the men at the agency’s Christmas party last winter that I had never been able to pluck up the courage to wear it again.

Until now.

It showed no cleavage but it did display a lot of skin, leaving my slender shoulders and arms fully exposed to view.

I’d opted to not wear a bra but wore a small white G-sting underneath to contain some of my modesty. 

Underwear was a necessity for me – I had learned through embarrassing situations – when combining drinking and short dresses.

I liked this dress. 

It may have been a little provocative but the light-colour contrasted beautifully with the fake bronze tan that I’d slathered on last night.

I did have silk hold-up stockings to complete the look but had opted against them. 

Despite the summer coming to an end, it was too warm.

My high heels gave me an extra six inches in height. 

They were uncomfortable but made my legs appear as if they go on for miles.

The pain was worth it, I’d figured.

My raunchy look was finished with dangly earrings that contained large white opal stones embedded into the diamonds.

I was ready: except Edward wasn’t bothering to answer the door.

A dark thought fell across my mind. 

Could this have been some sort of elaborate joke?

My stomach dropped at the thought of being set-up. 

Why would someone do that?

I reached for the doorbell and pressed it again.

I kept my manicured finger on the buzzer for longer, making the ring sound more urgent to those waiting inside.

Nothing.

I looked over my shoulder towards the car still sitting on the road some 25 metres away, engine idling.

James had insisted on waiting until I was safely inside the house. 

Since telling him about tonight’s date, he had been quiet but understanding.

I knew he continued to blame himself for the Jerry debacle – and rightly so – and saw this as an opportunity to fix things. 

Whether he was completely comfortable with me seeing another man quite so quickly, that was a different story. 

Still, this was what I wanted. 

And Chloe Jones always got what she wanted. 

Well, most of the time, at least.

I gave him a small wave to show I was okay.

He returned the gesture. 

The car did not move though. 

The wait continued.

“Come on,” I muttered to the door that remained steadfastly closed in front of me.

Should I ring the bell for a third and final time?

How long should I stand here like a lemon?

What would I say to James if I went back?

Panic was beginning to seep through my veins when the double doors finally opened with a sudden flourish.

Edward stood in front of me wearing a satin black robe, matching slippers and a pair of thick set, designer glasses finished with a black rim. 

The cigar in his hand had not been lit. 

I wondered if the Cuban was for decoration – part of a premeditated projected image of being a sophisticated gent.

The pensioner stepped forward towards me without saying a word, wrapping his arms around me despite no formal word of greeting.

His tongue delved into my mouth without warning as he pulled me tightly into his grip. 

His small frame was deceptive, his arms were surprisingly strong.

Despite my mind warning me that my devoted husband was a watching bystander, I fell into the embrace.

It was a passionate, needy kiss. 

His tongue was firm and wide, exploring the inside of my mouth with an intensity that I had not felt since Charles.

When we broke apart, I was out of breath.

Edward took my hand without request, ensuring our bodies remained close to each another on the wide doorstep.

He finally spoke – but simply to bark out an order.

“Wave goodbye to James.”

Obediently, I turned towards the road.

But the car – and James – had gone.

Fuck.

My heart sank. 

I hoped he was okay. 

Watching that kiss must have been so painful for him. 

Why had I let that happen?

Instinctively, my hand dropped to my small white clutch-bag, containing my phone. I wanted to check on James.

Edward though had different ideas.

“If you try to use a mobile phone here, it will be banned … or destroyed depending on my mood. 

“Do you understand or would you like to see an example?”

I halted at the warning, split between the concern for my loving husband and this force of domination that had erupted into my life.

“I understand.”

James would have to wait. 

The lure of this powerful man was too great at the moment.

“Let’s go inside, Chloe Jones, and your education can begin.”

He held out his wrinkled hand as an invitation into the house.

With a final look over my shoulder, I took his arm and followed him into the mansion.

Our date was about to begin.


Chapter Nine: Slippery customer

“Chloe, I’m very disappointed.”

I frowned at the unexpected criticism.

“Why?”

Edward had escorted me straight to the master bedroom. 

No drinks, no small talk and no guided tour around this mansion he called ‘home’.

It was beautiful, light and airy. 

It was also immaculately kept. 

I sensed a woman’s touch behind it all but the usual family pictures were missing from the walls and shelves that we passed.

Edward seemed to be a closed book, even in his own home.

I was standing in front of the huge bed as he continued to appraise my appearance with barely hidden distain.

He had barely spoken to me, except to command me to stand still when we had reached the deluxe bedroom.

The old man had spent several minutes soaking up every detail of my all-white outfit and body, a scowl slowly descending over his weathered features.

I noticed his hair had been recently cut and carefully groomed since the online image that he had sent over. 

He did care how he looked to me then – even if he did not wish to show it.

“I wanted you to look like a vision in white, not like a slut going to some meat-market nightclub. 

“This will not do at all.”

I blushed, suddenly embarrassed by my look.

Edward placed the cigar into the top pocket of his robe to free up both of his hands and moved in my direction.

Instinct made me take a half-step away from his approach, a subconscious gesture that Edward did not miss.

“Where are you going? 

“Stand still.”

I regained my poise.

“Apologies, it will not happen again.”

If Edward heard my words, he did not show it.

He came towards me, took a firm grip on the flimsy material of my dress and yanked hard with both hands.

The garment tore easily in his strong hands, not designed to withstand such treatment. 

Several ragged remains of my designer dress fluttered to the floor either side of my high heels.

I cried out in surprise, my arms moving up to cover my exposed breasts in a defensive gesture.

“Arms down. 

“I did not say move.”

It was another command, not a request.

I complied immediately and allowed my arms to drop back down. 

I was almost naked, apart from the expensive opal earrings, the skimpy lace thong and the slutty high heels.

Despite the lack of clothing, I felt hot inside the room.

“That is better. 

“You have the required assets to be mentored by me.”

I did not ask what the random statement meant. 

I assumed he approved of my curves. 

He turned away from me and shed the robe.

Edward was naked underneath and, thankfully after my recent experience with Jerry, was almost completely hairless.

When he turned to face me, I gasped. 

His cock was big. 

It was nowhere near erect but it was already eight or so inches.

I wondered if I could take such a length. 

But I would have a damn good try, that’s for sure.

“Like what you see, my dear?” asked the randy pensioner, raising a thin eyebrow as he posed the question.

“Yes.” 

Already I had realised there was no point mincing your words with this man.

He nodded his understanding. 

“You will be rewarded in good time. 

“Fret not. But first, I want to taste you. 

“Get onto the bed on your hands and knees facing towards the headboard and away from me.

“You are allowed to orgasm.”

I followed his orders, crawling onto the giant bed on all fours. 

My backside was thrust into the air, only the slither of the lacy panties between my most intimate area and the old man.

As soon as I had positioned myself, Edward moved towards my ass – running his fingers over the delicate material of the thong.

With a gentleness that had been missing in our earlier interactions, Edward carefully moved the fabric over my right bum cheek, exposing my pussy to his view.

“That is very nice, Chloe, very nice.”

I was ready, perhaps even wetter than ever before.

His dominating manner and my subservience had excited me beyond belief. 

I had never been treated in such a way.

It was … sexy. 

Edward’s dominating demeanour turned me on.

And he knew it.

My folds were oozing as he ran his fingers along my clitoris and partially dipped them inside my vagina. 

The first orgasm would arrive before his tongue even got near my erogenous zones, I predicted with some confidence.

Edward focused on my clit, flicking my sensitive bud over and over as I began to moan lightly with the waves of pleasure arriving.

Yet something else began to go through my mind, despite the intense feelings beginning to flow through my body.

I was panting but my mind was distracted now – the same question running through my mind.

I spoke, unable to contain my curiosity.

“How did you know my husband’s name is James? 

“I never said in the message and it doesn’t say on my profile. 

“So how did you know?”

I kept in the same position on the bed but turned my head sideways so I faced back towards Edward, seeking an answer.

He grinned but said nothing. 

Instead he stuck three fingers deep inside of me, causing me to gasp with surprise.

“Oh fuck.”

The orgasm was coming. 

The pleasure was constant, unrelenting.

But I needed an answer despite my ragged thoughts.

“How did you know?”

No response.

His fingers drove into me again, deeper this time seeking out my G-spot.

“Urrggghhhh.”

I could not hold back the excitement any longer. 

“FUCK … ME … URRRGHGHGHHH!”

The orgasm was brief and intense, suggesting there would be plenty more to come.

Then a reply finally arrived.

“I told him.”

Time stood still. 

The response had not come from Edward.


Chapter Ten: Double trouble

Charles.

He sauntered over to the bed with an air of nonchalance. 

My eyes widened as my ex-lover scooted on to the bed in front of me. 

I propped myself up on my elbows so I could look at the man who had gate-crashed our sex session. 

Or had he?

He too was naked, sitting down on the bed just centimetres in front of me.

Edward continued to furiously work my clitoris, ignoring the new arrival.

His concentration remained fully on me – determined to bring another orgasm to my body in the next few moments.

“Chloe, you have no idea how beautiful you look.”

Charles smiled warmly as he surveyed the scene.

He spoke as if this was the most natural thing in the world – a 27-year-old MILF being pleasured by a pensioner while another OAP sat and watched.

“What is … going on?”

The focus on my pussy continued to play havoc with the rest of body despite the first release of pleasure having faded away. 

Confusion reigned in my mind.

Charlie smiled again and moved his face to mine, kissing me tenderly on the lips. 

It was a lingering smooch that I did nothing to stop.

His gentle manner was a world away from Edward’s authoritative approach – full of tenderness and caressing my tongue with care.

The white-haired lothario pulled away from the kiss, his eyes burning with a combination of desire and delight.

“Chloe, there was no way I could let you go. 

“Luckily, I knew exactly the type of man who would attract you.”

He chuckled to himself, not even attempting to hide the amusement in his voice as he revealed the dastardly plan.

What a sneaky bastard.

But he was right. 

He did know me.

I had been unable to resist Edward.

It had been a trap. 

And I’d fallen straight into it.

The rich man’s fingers drove fully into me again, making my hips buck with enjoyment. 

My emotions were all over the place with this unrelenting stimulation of my pussy.

“Open wide, Chloe.”

As my mind pondered the situation, Charles had moved up onto his knees and his erect cock was now pressing against my bottom lip.

I groaned as Edward placed a fourth finger – the most digits I’d ever had inserted inside me at one time – deep inside of me.

As my mouth opened to greet the extra vaginal stimulation, Charles took the opportunity to thrust his dick straight into my mouth.

I choked but did not withdraw from his manhood. 

Slowly I began bobbing up and down on his cock, feeling the shaft respond as the hotness of my mouth took its inevitable toll.

The two friends spoke to each other over my head as the no doubt pre-planned double oral session began in earnest.

“Isn’t she perfect, Ed?”

“Mmmm,” Ed’s face was buried deep between my ass cheeks, his strong tongue now lapping my pussy with growing vigour.

“Her blow jobs are to die for, old boy. 

“Wait until you feel those lips on your cock. 

“It is like a small glimpse of heaven.

“Will her training take long?”

Training? 

What the fuck did he mean? 

I did not say anything, waiting for Edward’s reply.

It did not take long.

To my disappointment, he withdrew his tongue but his fingers remained planted inside me.

“I do not know. 

“Let’s see how she responds to a little stretching exercise.

“Turn around, Chloe.”

I did as commanded, my eyes widening as I saw Edward’s almost fully erect member. 

It was thin, slightly wonky but was at least ten inches in length.

I’d never seen a penis that big before. 

He was massive.

I gulped, unsure if I could accommodate a manhood of that size enough if I wanted to.

“Climb on top of Charles and ride him.”

Again, I carried out his orders, climbing on top of the delighted pensioner, who had a huge grin stuck on his face.

Charles’s cock was more than satisfying as I had discovered a couple of weeks ago. 

Immediately I began grinding on top of him, sucking Charles’s willing tongue as the rhythm began to develop.

Then the pressure arrived upon my swollen pussy lips.

Suddenly I understood what Edward had meant with the term “stretching exercise”.

Double penetration was the duo’s plan for me.

“Wait!

“You can’t DP me! 

“I can’t cope with that!”

Edward smacked my ass cheek where my sodden thong still rested over. 

It was a strong blow, enough to make me cry out in pain.

“You can do it, my little hotwife. 

“Have you ever done it before?”

I shook my head. 

“No.”

“Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it, Mrs Jones.”

He did not say anything more. 

He held my waist tightly as he slid the tip of his cock into my pussy, almost on top of Charles’s member.

I tried to move slightly to help accommodate the second penis trying to enter me from behind.

Then another harsh blow landed on my other ass cheek, causing me to cry out in pain.

“Stay still. 

“We’ll do the movement.”

I followed as requested, trying to fight the overwhelming urge to shift position to avert the serious pressure being applied to my privates.

I feared they would tear me. 

Considering I’d had a baby, this was not realistic but that had been something coming out of me.

This was heading inwards, a very different feeling. 

After a while though, the pressure began to subside and both men began to thrust into me.

They moved slowly at first and then with more urgency.

Despite the concerns, my pussy was able to accommodate them both.

The sensation was overpowering, every inch of my vagina was filled and not a nerve ending was being missed.

I began to scream with unbridled pleasure within moments, all lingering thoughts of pain forgotten.

The men –for their part – encouraged me.

“Come Chloe, cum again.

“You love this. 

“It’s what you need.

“Tell us we’re better than your husband.

“Scream for us, you sexy little minx.

“You’re nothing but a grandpa fucker.”

I did not reply. 

I concentrated on the orgasms rippling through my body.

I came. 

And again. 

And again.

They were explosive, all-consuming, violent orgasms that drained every other sense in my mind.

My heart was pounding as my body shook uncontrollably.

Both men lasted longer than expected, considering they had a twenty-something woman orgasming relentlessly in front of them.

Finally they came together, both shooting deep inside my pussy with grunts of enjoyment.

We collapsed onto the bed as a three, a writhing mass of sticky limbs and sweaty bodies.

I could feel a trickle of cum dripping out of my pussy within moments. 

“I accept you were right, Charlie. 

“She will do fine.”

Edward spoke as if I was not there but did drop his hand down to pull on my exposed nipple as he talked to his friend.

“I am happy to train her.

“That is providing she raises her game, of course.

“She must be willing to improve.”

Charles nodded his understanding. 

He could not keep the smile from his face.

Edward looked at me as I wiped the sweaty brown hair from my eyes.

“Chloe Jones. You have passed the initiation.

“You have plenty to learn before you pass.

“Tomorrow we are going to take part in one of my favourite pastimes. 

“You will receive more instruction this evening. 

“You can go now.”

I looked at him confused. 

“Er, what are we doing?”

For once, Edward responded to my question with a smile – a wicked grin that did nothing to quell my apprehension.

“We are going trainspotting, my dear.”

My stomach dropped. 

That did not sound good.

To be continued….
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