
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Milf and the Old Man (Younger Woman/Older Man Erotica)

Chapter One: Setting the scene

My name is Chloe Jones. I'm 27 and a very happily married woman.

This is my world.

My husband James and I have been a couple since meeting in the first year of university, going back almost a decade. 

We have a wonderful little boy, two-year-old Harry, who is the apple of our eye.

Away from family life, I work as a senior sales manager for a digital marketing agency – a career that I love with a passion.

So, that's me in a nutshell. 

Oh, one other thing you should probably know too.

I'm obsessed with fucking old men. And I mean really old. 

My minimum age requirement for a one night stand is 75 years old. Forget youthful exuberance. You can’t beat the feel of real experience.

I can't get enough, it's like an addiction.

And you did read correctly earlier – I am happily married. 

Let me explain...


Chapter Two: Our story

James watched as I moved back up from underneath the covers to lie on the pillow next to him.

It was the third blow job I'd given him that week, swallowing his load each time.

Ever heard the old saying 'The perfect woman – slave on the kitchen, whore in the bedroom'? 

That's me to a tee.

But I'd like to pretend I'm a saint but life isn't that simple.

James is unwell. 

Wait, hold on. One of the main faults in my character is the uncanny ability to underplay absolutely any situation.

Let me rephrase. James is terminally ill. 

He has a rare breathing condition that is life-limiting. The disease is progressive, meaning his health only gets worse as time goes on. 

He has changed completely since we met almost ten years ago.

Back then, James was the life and soul of the party. 

He wasn't exactly handsome and his slim build belied his long-term health issues, which have been with him since birth.

But he had a cheeky smile and long, floppy blonde hair. Life was never dull with James, or JJ, as his less imaginative friends dubbed him.

Ill or not, he ticked all my boxes straight away.

Without being too big-headed, I chose James – not the other way round. Believe me, I wasn't short of offers.

I'm blonde with long curly hair, 5ft 7" tall and am pretty proud of my shapely figure. 

A deep-rooted love of horse-riding during my teenage years thankfully provided me with a nicely shaped backside, which looks great in a bikini. 

And my 34C chest has always been a hit with the opposite sex too.

Like I said, I had plenty of offers but had eyes only for James. As you could probably imagine, it didn't take me long to get him into bed.

We were at it like rabbits, day and night. James was insatiable for sex and, believe me, I tried to keep up.

I never had a huge sex drive and never even considered masturbating in those early days of my sexual journey.

But James definitely lit a fire in me, fanning a mixture of sexual desires that will never now be doused.

However, as time has gone on, James has been less and less able to make love to me. His breathing capacity has dwindled and, as a result, so has our love-making.

And since the arrival of our boy, our sex life is almost non-existent.

I still suck him off regularly but James can no longer repay the favour. 

He has no problem sustaining an erection himself but struggles for air almost all of the time. Even a small intimacy like French kissing can be difficult. 

And that makes foreplay for me near impossible.

I love him dearly and have never once considered taking a lover while he is still here with me.

I swear that's completely true. 

However, James now had a proposal for me – a filthy but intriguing plan. 

And it was one that would change both of our lives forever.


Chapter Three: The proposal

I was still busy wiping his spunk off my chin and placing my boobs back inside my purple vest top when James began to speak.

"Thanks, Beautiful."

He smiled at me, prompting me to grin back and gently kiss him on his forehead.

"I hate not been able to give you pleasure. It tears me apart."

His eyes were welling up with emotion and he was struggling to talk without choking on his tears. He rarely cried so to see my husband so emotional set alarm bells ringing in my head.

I opened my mouth to offer words of comfort but he raised his hand, indicating he wanted to continue the conversation without interruption. I kept quiet and waited.

"I've been thinking about this situation long and hard. Unless I get lucky enough to have a transplant, then we're never going to have full sex again."

James had been on the waiting list for a lung transplant for more than a year. 

Apart from a couple of false alarms that had done nothing but fleetingly raise our hopes, there had been no sign of the life-saving operation.

James' time was running out. If the transplant didn't materialise soon, James would no longer be strong enough to undergo the operation.

"Don't say that," I replied, trying to keep the emotion out of my voice.

"No, Lo." 

He had called me Lo from the first night we met. My husband was the only person I knew who felt compelled by the need to shorten a five letter name like Chloe.

"We need to face facts. I've been thinking a great deal about this so hear me out."

Concerned at the seriousness of his tone, I slipped my hand into his and waited patiently. 

"I love you, Lo, and, for that reason, I don't want you missing out on anything... and certainly not because of me.”

He looked at me with those beautiful blue eyes. "We've always had a great sex life. I still do, to be fair."

He shot me his trademark grin, knowing only too well that it was a weak spot for me.

I poked him in the ribs playfully, urging him to continue.

"But I can't satisfy you anymore. I know that. As a result, I'm happy for you to take someone else into our bed. 

"You don't deserve to be celibate before you’re 30 simply because I struggle to breathe."

My reaction was split. My heart was breaking – I realised the enormous sacrifice that my beloved husband was willing to make to keep my happy.

He really was everything to me. 

However I couldn’t ignore the other sensations in my body. My stomach had butterflies. I had never considered cheating on James but I admit that I had begun to crave sexual attention. I missed the closeness that only a lover provides.

My mind immediately flashed to Gareth, my boss with his expensive aftershave and designer suits. 

I'd turned him down flat at last year's Christmas party but I was certain he'd jump at the chance of a quick roll in the hay with me on a regular basis. 

I stopped myself as the naughty thoughts began to swirl. 

Not once had I ever considered Gareth as a potential fuck buddy, despite his suggestive banter and attempts to get me drunk every chance he got. 

Now, I was already beginning to plan an affair with him – only seconds after my sick husband had planted the seeds of extramarital sex in my mind.

Was I really that desperate for one-off mindless shag?

James, however, had his own specific thoughts on the type of man who should be sharing my bed in the future.

"I'm happy for you to bed another man, or woman if you wish,” he continued.

"However I'm not looking to become a full cuckold or anything like that. I don't want to be belittled or integrally involved in your sexual relationship. 

“I'm happy to meet whoever you choose and I'm sure there will be times when I'll want to know the saucy details but, essentially, this can be your game, your play."

He looked at me to see if I had any questions. I nodded at him, encouraging him to finish. 

"My second and final request is non-negotiable. I love you and don't want to lose you. I will find this whole situation much easier if it's purely about sex. Romantic entanglements will only make things more difficult for us.

"I'd hate you to meet someone and fall in love with underneath my nose, while I'm sitting here helpless.

"As a result, I think we should have an age limit on potential partners. Basically, you can sleep with anyone you like, Lo, as long as they're 75 or older. Does that sound fair?"

Chapter Four: The decision

I struggled to sleep after James' indecent proposal. 

He, of course, slept like a log, falling asleep the moment his head hit the pillow.

My head was spinning with the possibilities facing me.

Could I really break my wedding vows even with James' permission?

Did I really find grey-haired old wrinklies remotely sexy? 

And how would I even go about finding one, apart from lurking around tea dances, bingo halls or wherever else those golden oldies spent their time?

As I lay in bed running through the possibilities, I realised my pyjama shorts were wet. I was excited simply thinking about sleeping with another man. 

James was right, I realised.

I was a highly sexed woman, who has certain needs. I couldn’t continue with this life of near celibacy, turning only to masturbation on a regular basis to quench my desires.

It was clear that, in some ways, I was already beginning to resent James for being unable to fulfil my personal needs. 

At one time, I couldn’t wait to get my lips around his six-inch cock. I took pride in making him orgasm almost as soon as I got my head bobbing on his penis, my fellatio technique being honed to near perfection.

Nowadays, it was more of a chore – and James knew it. I still pleasured him, of course, but the excitement had been absent for some time.

I’m sorry for being selfish. I guess that’s the way I’m wired. Without getting any sexual gratification back, sucking off my husband every week was becoming a drag.

It was fairly obvious that I needed a long, hard pounding. My pussy began to throb at the very thought of becoming sexually active once more. 

As my mind wandered, I slipped a finger inside my silk pyjama bottoms and lazily stroked my clit. My folds were already dripping wet simply thinking about the idea of taking a lover.

James and Harry were by far the most important things in my life. I knew I’d never ever leave James, particularly as his health worsened.

However I was still a young woman. Playful banter at the office had seen me christened as “The Office Milf” by some of the more playful writers in the agency. Being a career focused professional, I’d shrugged it off with a laugh. 

Deep down though, I was thrilled that men still found me sexy. 

James’ idea of taking an old man as a lover had ignited something inside of me. I agreed with him – I didn’t want to find a replacement for him.

I just wanted to get laid. 

If James insisted it had to be an older man, someone who was almost my grandfather’s age, then so be it.

As long as he had the stamina to keep up with me and my sexual appetite, then some pensioner was about to get lucky. 

Real lucky.

I shuddered as I reached a swift orgasm, my fingers caressing the sweet spot with expert efficiency. 

I drifted off to sleep thinking about grey hair and big firm hands gripping my sex-starved body.


Chapter Five: The search

The following morning, James and I said nothing about the conversation that we’d had the previous evening.

It was my day-off from the office (I worked a four-day week after the company agreed to allow me to spend extra time with James due to his worsening condition). I dropped Harry at nursery and returned home, full of excitement.

I found James at the computer. 

He’d been busy already, looking at websites that specialise in matching older men with younger women for discreet liaisons.

And he hadn’t stopped there. 

He’d set up an account and even published some of the private, racy pictures that he had taken of me a couple of months ago.

They were anonymous – as far as you could not see my face or identify me – but they revealed almost all of my hidden bumps and curves.

I was wearing a pink bra and G-string, snapped in all manner of poses - bending over to give a full view of my ass, pushing my boobs together in a close up and crawling on the bed without the bra on, erect nipples on full show.

I gasped when I saw them onscreen and gave him a playful thump on the arm. This mad proposal really was going to happen. James had not been messing around.

He laughed but his tone was stern when he spoke. “I was serious, Lo. This is where we’ll find what we’re looking for. 

“I think it will be best if we choose a selection of candidates rather than just relying on one. It’ll be better for everyone if there’s no relationship building, just pure sex.

“If you pick one person and keep going back to them for more, that’s when bonds begin to form – and we’ll be in trouble before you know it.”

I was stunned. “So you want me to sleep around with multiple partners? Like some teenage slut going out looking for a good time on a Friday and Saturday night?”

James turned away from the screen to look at me. “I just want to see you sexually satisfied. I think you deserve that.”

“Do I?” I reached out and began massage his cock through his trousers. It was rock hard. He was getting off on this, almost as much as I was.

“I’ve written a description for you. Change it if you like, but I think it ticks all of the boxes for us.”

I looked at the text box beneath the pictures, the one that featured the close-up of my ass being selected as the profile picture for everyone to see. 

If only the office boys could see me know, I thought to myself, as I began reading the description that James had typed out for me.

“Extra horny 20-something Milf seeks an older man for no-strings discreet times. Husband understands situation. I love giving and receiving oral and would ideally like to meet a well-hung individual for a one-night stand. However, please note, I am only interested in men 75 and older. If you are younger than this, then I’m not interested. Am willing to travel or accommodate.”

“Oh. My. God.” I was appalled. I sounded like a gutter whore. “You can’t seriously expect us to meet anyone who I’d want to sleep with from an advert like this?”

James smirked, expecting my reaction. “You watch. The replies will come streaming in. All we have to do is still back and wait. Then we’ll sift through the potentials and decide which one is going to get lucky.”

I slipped my hand inside his pants. My husband appeared to love the whole situation, judging by the rock-hard state of his penis.

“OK,” I said reluctantly. “Let’s give it a try and see what turns up. No-one else can know about this, James. I mean it. My career would never recover.”

The smile instantly faded from his face. 

“You think I want to tell anyone that I’m encouraging my wife to sleep with pensioners?!” His tone was incredulous.

I retreated immediately, realising I’d overstepped the mark and had managed to upset him with such clumsy wording.

“Sorry, Baby, of course not. I just want us to be careful. Let’s make the account live and see who is interested in becoming my sex toy.”

James grinned again. He always loved me talking dirty. I felt my hand become covered in warm fluid as he calmly ejaculated from my casual hand job.

It seemed we were both up for this as much as each other.


Chapter Six: Picking the right person

Later that evening, we’d put Harry to bed and had a stir fry dinner before deciding to sit on the sofa together to look at potential responses.

It was beyond doubt that the whole process had been a massive turn on for my husband. 

He had been continually aroused, breaking away from his strict regime of medication and physiotherapy to press his hard cock in my direction.

He’d pleaded with me to wear some sexy underwear for tonight’s activity, which he’d kindly dubbed “Picking the Perfect Pensioner” evening. 

I’d obliged, being the obedient little wife I am. 

I was wearing a black push-up bra and a black and white striped G-string. I’d trimmed my pubic hair into a neat landing strip and put on my killer six-inch black heels that I only wore for important work meetings.

A black hair-band finished off my look, pushing my curly blonde locks out of my eyes and down my back.

James whistled as I walked in and snuggled next to him on the couch. It had been a long time since I’d dressed sexily for him.

Tonight was special though.

“Wow. Some old fella is about to get so lucky,” he said, as he gave me a welcoming peck on the lips.

He returned back to the screen and pointed at our account’s inbox. 

It had an icon displaying unread messages – a staggering 29 of them.

My vagina tingled just looking at the number of replies on the screen. 

How could there be so many responses with such an awful – not to mention tacky – description about me and my needs?

Perhaps people are right. Pictures do speak louder than words. Whatever the reasoning, there were a lot of people who wanted to get into my knickers.

Now we just needed to find the right one – or plural, if James had his way.

First impressions didn’t look too promising. My advert obviously screamed “desperate” because men of all ages, shapes and sizes had got in touch.

Some were easy to discard. Just over half of the responses were under the age of 50, trying their luck to see how picky I was. Time-wasters, as James decreed.

A further six wannabes were either aged in their sixties or declined to send a picture of themselves so they got the boot too. 

Two more sent charming pictures of their genitals and nothing else. 

They got dumped onto the reject pile too, at my insistence. Did that brainless approach actually work for any of them?

That left six men to choose from. Each of the replies were aged in their mid-seventies and sent sensible responses. Two were married but were missing an active sex life. The rest were either widowers or divorcees, looking for ways to fulfil their own sexual urges. 

James was quick to point out that it was only the first day and we didn’t have to rush anything, particularly as we had very specific criteria.

One had caught my eye though. 

A man named Charles, aged 77. Before he retired seven years ago, he had owned a landscape gardening business.

Years of hard graft had left in him great shape physically, despite his advancing years. 

He obviously loved the sun, his body tanned brown in the holiday photos that he had sent over.

And his smile spoke volumes to me. 

He had a real twinkle in his eye – not too dissimilar from the magnet that pulled me towards James. Charles seemed like a larger-than-life character. 

In other words, he was my type.

My husband watched as I clicked on Charles’ array of pictures and carefully scrolled through his message to me.

He was married but his wife had lost interest in sex. He had lived a celibate lifestyle for years until last year, when she finally agreed to have an open marriage – and allow him to find a sexual partner.

Charles, who boasted a full head of white hair and obviously had a passion for tacky gold jewellery, had become a regular on dating websites but had yet to find anyone to help relieve his sexual needs.

Most women his age were interested in companionship and little else. 

Charles had befriended a few of these women in the vain hope that it might lead to some action under the duvet.

Of course, it hadn’t worked, leaving Charles frustrated and back to square one.

It was then that he saw my advert and sent a message in hope rather than expectation. 

His offer to me was simple: he would take me to dinner – and my ‘special spot’ (as Charles rather craftily put it) would be the final course. 

I realised that I was breathing heavily and my nipples had become visibly erect poking through the skimpy sex undies that James had requested.

My hubbie was staring at me with a strange look upon his face, intrigued that I had become engrossed in a strange man so quickly. 

Feeling flushed and highly aroused, I didn’t mess around with my words.

“Him. He’s the man I want to fuck.”


Chapter Seven: Preparing for the date

Did I actually fancy Charles?

No, not exactly. He was fifty years older than me to start with. He was not unattractive. He was a big strapping man, had retained all his hair and time had definitely been kind.

But he had saggy love handles as you might expect for someone nearing the 80 mark. He also wore socks with his sandals, which made me cringe.

However, he looked powerful – a man who knew how to handle a woman like me. It was no good picking a wimpy, small man. They’d never the last the distance.

I needed a man with muscles. James was right – I wasn’t going online to fall in love. I just needed a good hard screwing.

And Charles was the man to do it.

James took my choice in stoic fashion. He knew that once my mind is made up, there’s very little chance of changing it.

He agreed to leave me to start chatting online with Charles while he monitored the other incoming responses. It turned out that I was pretty popular – there seemed to be a huge amount of interest coming in, more and more every day.

James had agreed to weed out the unsuitable replies; the wrong age range, the time-wasters and the no-hopers.

Even after our stringent vetting, there were still more than 30 males who were suitable for my consideration.

Our advert, as tacky as it was, was having the desired effect.

But I had shelved all thoughts of anyone else for the time being. James understood – I was focused on Charles for the time being. 

I needed to get laid badly, and I had my eyes purely set on him.

I assured James that, as we’d agreed, it would be a one-time thing and my next conquest would be selected as soon as I’d got Charles between my legs.

I wasted no time and began messaging Charles immediately. We had exchanged flirty emails numerous times in the past few days. 

What he lacked in grammatical skills and witty email banter, he made up for with complimentary remarks and lavish praise.

He made me feel special.

We exchanged family pictures and got to know each other a little better. He was a grandfather of four and was excited about becoming a great grandfather by the turn of the year.

He enjoyed cycling and swimming – the fairly obvious reasons behind the surprisingly toned body for a man of his age – and spent his evenings either listening to folk music or down his local with his wife.

After listening to mine and James’ situation, he’d quizzed me at length over my sexual preferences, which I answered as honestly and as accurately as I could.

I could tell that he particularly enjoyed this part.

Did I do anal?

Was I keen on lesbian sex?

How many facials had I received?

Did I enjoy golden showers?

Which celebrity would be ideal sexual partner?

What was more important to me – length or girth?

I have to admit I enjoyed the naughty, sexy talk immensely. 

Charles emailed me a pic – he didn’t understand how to use apps – of his manhood and it looked fine. 

It was a little smaller than I’d hoped for (probably four inches if I’m being kind) and the aged foreskin had become wrinkly over the years. 

However it looked clean and well-groomed, which were the important things. As long as it worked, that was all important to me.

In return I sent him a sneaky pic of my pussy, complete with an up-close image of my pierced clitoris. 

Judging by his response, this sent Charles wild. He was gagging to meet up already… and I wasn’t going to disappoint him.

We agreed to meet for dinner on Friday at a country pub 20 miles from where I lived. I assumed that was far enough away from home to bump into someone I knew and avoid any embarrassing questions that might arise.

However, I was a bit naughty too. I asked Charles to meet me for a coffee one day after work – just so I could give him the once over in the flesh.

I didn’t tell James about this one. It was already breaking his one-time only rule but I didn’t care. I just needed to make sure Charles was not the ultimate time-waster.

We met for half-an-hour at a coffee shop near my office. It was Tuesday, three days before our big date.

Charles was a real gentleman, standing up from his seat when I arrived, kissing my hand gently and insisting on paying for the drinks.

He had obviously made a real effort. His white hair was slick back and he absolutely stank of cheap, unbranded aftershave. 

He was wearing a brown checked shirt and cords, very smart indeed.

Charles may have been a gentleman but he still had the old male instinct as well. More than once, I caught his eyes drifting over my breasts, which could be partly seen straining through the tight, white blouse I’d picked this morning.

I smiled when I caught his ogling and he looked away embarrassed. I gently put my hand on his to reassure him that I wasn’t offended.

The informal meeting was friendly and polite. It contained none of the smut that had been pinging back and forth over email in the past few days but it did serve to confirm to me that Charles would be the next bloke I fucked.

Despite my reservations about meeting in public, no-one gave us a second glance. 

Why should they? They probably thought it was a daughter buying her old pops a nice coffee. If only they knew the full story.

As we left, I went to kiss Charles goodbye on the cheek. He turned and caught me full on the lips, catching my off-guard.

His strong hands pulled me closer to him and his tongue delved deep into my mouth. Despite being in public, I gave into the kiss, sucking his tongue greedily.

He grabbed my backside through the suit trousers, rubbing his fingers along the visible line of my black French panties.

As the kiss ended, I felt weak at the knees from desire. I was having trouble to stand, I wanted this old man right here and now.

Charles, seemingly ever the gentleman, held me close to allow me to recover my composure. I could feel his excitement against my hip. He was a randy old goat, that’s for sure.

Once I had recovered from the moment of passion, he bade me farewell, gave a sly wink and marched off in the opposite direction.

I watched him stride into the distance. 

One thing was for certain. I couldn’t wait to become a dirty little grandpa fucker. 


Chapter Eight: What to wear

The big date arrived and I’d agreed that James could help me decide on what to wear.

Charles had booked the table at the restaurant and had also taken the liberty of reserving a room at a nearby budget hotel.

Classy.

James and I discussed how I should play it out.

Should I drive and come back the same evening? 

Was it worth getting a cab and seeing where the night took us?

Or should I stay the whole night away, getting Charles to drop me home in the morning? 

This was alien territory for me, it was making me nervous.

James came up with the answer. He would arrange for his parents to look after Harry for evening.

My boys would drop me off at the restaurant, making sure I got there safely before driving on to James' parents’ house for them to take care of our boy. 

James would then return home and be on hand to pick me up if needed. He was adamant though that I could stay out all night if I so wished.

I started crying as he was talking. My husband was such a wonderful man; I couldn't quite believe that I was going through with this.

He was everything to me but fate was cruel. Despite everything, my husband couldn't give me the one thing I craved.

It dawned on me how hard this must be for him, deeply wounding that sense of pride that tends to make be part of the male psyche.

I held his hand and looked deeply into those big blue eyes. 

I loved him more than ever, even with the lustful thoughts about Charles continuously swirling around my mind. 

I was, in the matter of a few hours about to break my wedding vows for the first time ever – and it was my husband's doing. 

I leant forward and planted a tender kiss on James' lips. 

As he struggles with breathing so much, our kisses are short and sharp, usually touching tongues so he can still get air in at the same time.

By the time we pulled apart, he was desperately trying to catch his breath.

"Baby, I need to get ready. Will you help me?"

James nodded, I knew he loved watching me pull on my sexy lingerie.

I'd already had a long relaxing bath, shaving and moisturising my entire body. 

I kept a small triangle of pubic hair just above my clit, making sure my love buttons would be easy for Charles to find.

I walked over to my drawer crammed full of saucy underwear. It rarely got used these days. 

Looking at James, I asked: "Which naughty little panties should I wear tonight then? Which one will get his old cock standing to attention?"

These were pointless questions. I knew the set he'd pick.

"Where’s the light turquoise thong? That's the ticket. Wear that."

James had always loved that bra and G-string set, partly because it was see-through.

"Good idea. I was thinking exactly the same thing."

I pulled the tiny material from my drawer and slipped it on. The material fitted snugly between my bum cheeks.

I snapped the matching bra into place, pleased at the way it pushed my breasts together. Charles would be putty in my hands.

James whistled his appreciation. 

I winked at him, and moved towards my wardrobe on the other side of the room. I'd already decided what I was going to wear.

I picked out a white vest top that was low-cut and would show my cleavage off to the maximum.

On the bottom half, I’d elected for a pair of black, tight-fitting trousers with small white spots on them. 

They clung nicely to my curves, displaying my pert bottom, and were three-quarters in length.

I finished the look with a pair of six-inch black high heels – or my CFMs (Come Fuck Me shoes) as James called them.

Remembering something Charles mentioned in an email, I opted to put my hair up for the evening, my blonde curly locks being pushed into a high pony tail. 

My hair-band, earrings and necklace all had turquoise elements to them – matching nicely with my underwear. 

I was paying as much attention to my near-naked appearance as I was to the actual outfit, although I didn’t see the need to tell James this.

“What do you think, Baby? Will I meet his expectations?” 

I twirled around for him slowly, playfully wiggling my hips in James’ direction.

“Beautiful.” He looked wistful, almost sad.

I sank to my knees, licked my lips and undid his jeans. 

My make-up would have to wait a few minutes longer.


Chapter Nine: The dinner date

James dropped me off at the country pub restaurant ten minutes early and Charles was already there.

James had been quiet, although the nursery rhymes CD that was playing to keep Harry amused had successfully managed to stop any awkward silence from forming.

My heart was racing. I felt like an excited teenager with a crush. I couldn’t wait to be held by those manly hands again.

Charles waved as he saw me emerge from the car. 

He began to walk over but stopped halfway to the car – probably when he spotted who was driving the vehicle.

“Is that him?” James could not keep the jealously out of his voice, despite the obvious effort to be casual. 

It wasn’t a natural situation so I decided not to prolong it.

“Yes, Sweetie. That’s Charles.” I was now standing just outside the car so leant over the seat and gave his a big kiss on the lips. 

I whispered: “I love you. Don’t wait up.”

I pulled back as he replied: “I love you too. Enjoy yourself.”

Closing the door, I walked away from the car without looking back. I could hear the car beginning to pull off, the engine soon beginning to fade away.

When everything was finally quiet, I approached Charles, who had retreated to the restaurant’s entrance way.

He was smiling but also looked a tad apprehensive. It dawned on me that this date must have been awkward for him too.

“Chloe, my goodness. You look absolutely stunning.”

He took my hand and kissed me without warning on the lips. 

Shocked, I could feel his eagerness already. His tongue probed my mouth deeply before abruptly pulling away.

“I’m sorry. I couldn’t resist. You’re so beautiful.” He looked sheepish, embarrassed by his rather over-exuberant welcome.

“Don’t worry. I enjoyed it.” I wanted to put him at ease, even if I didn’t particularly relish being man-handled in public.

Charles smiled, looking relieved. 

“Ladies, first.” He held open the door to the restaurant, allowing me to enter ahead of him. 

And the gentleman with the wandering hands couldn’t resist on giving my backside a little gentle pat as I went past.

As we’d hoped, the restaurant was busy but not packed. 

No-one would overhear our conversation but neither would we be hurried through our meal as impatient customers waited to take our table.

Charles’ choice of outfit amused me. He had chosen to wear a beige corduroy suit with a crisp white shirt. 

It was rounded off, though, with a truly awful purple neckerchief cravat. He made several references to cravat in the first few minutes of the date so, as he was obviously proud of it, I decided to keep my fashion-related opinions to myself.

Mainly though, for his age, he looked great. 

He had really gone to town on the aftershave – again – and his silver hair was immaculate.

After ordering our food and going through the usual standard opening pleasantries, the conversation soon moved to the real reason for our meeting – sex.

“So will you be spending the whole night with me in the hotel, Chloe?” Charles was always direct with his questioning.

“That depends.” 

I was enjoying toying with him, although I had already decided to spend the night with him unless my chosen partner turned out to be a spectacular flop in the bedroom.

“Depends on what?”

“You. If I can still walk after we’ve been together, then I’ll go home.”

Charles spluttered on his pint. His face flushed, he was not used to women being so forthright over their sexual expectations.

“Well….” He stammered for the right words, looking around the restaurant to make sure no-one heard.

I slipped my hand into his giant palm on the table and laughed. “Relax, Charles. I can’t wait to see your moves.”

I glugged back another glass of the expensive wine that had been placed on our table and asked Charles to refill my glass while I nipped to the toilet. 

As requested, my glass was full to the brim when I returned. 

As I passed Charles to return to my seat, I dropped a little present on the table in front of him.

He gasped. My damp turquoise G-string was now sitting on the table for everyone to see. 

He snatched at the underwear and quickly hid it under the table as the waiter returned with our starters.

When he was gone, Charles pulled the tiny piece of fabric from beneath the table and put it into his suit jacket pocket. 

I noticed him take a little sniff the thong as he did so – the little pervert.

Charles hadn’t spoken since my underwear had unexpectedly appeared. 

When he did, his words were rushed: “Does this mean….”

“....that I’m not wearing any panties?” I finished her sentence for him, knowing the words sounded far filthier coming from a female’s mouth. 

“Yes, that’s right. Those knickers were getting too wet. That’s how horny you make me.”

Charles jaw dropped. I enjoyed the power I held over him. My pussy ached for the real action to begin.

Charles signalled to the waiter and asked for the bill. 

We hadn’t even started on the first course, let alone the main course.

I began to protest but was completely overruled by my date.

He looked at me intently and said: “I was starving when I arrived but I’m not interested in food any more.

“I’m hungry though… for you.”


Chapter Ten: Dessert

We fell through the hotel room door, our lips locked in a kiss that had been ongoing almost ever since leaving the restaurant in such a hurry.

Charles’ intense craving for sex seemed to have temporarily taken over his other sense.

The decision to casually present my wet thong to him in the restaurant seemed to have awoken the old man’s sexual appetite with a rage.

We had given the taxi driver quite a show on the short trip to the hotel.

Charles, it seemed, was beyond caring about other people’s opinions as his hands delved under my shirt to rub my nipples on the back seat.

He held me close, alternating between deep French kissing and nibbling away at the sensitive areas of my neck and collarbone.

I was enjoying the attention. 

However, I did draw a line when Charles began to unzip my trousers in a bid to finger me. I did have some standards.

The cabbie – who I’m sure thought we were father and daughter until all the sexiness began – was looking more at the action in the rear of his vehicle than on the road. 

In his mirror, I could see his eyebrows raised as he spied on the amorous couple in the back.

As horny as I was, I whispered to Charles that we needed to tone it down until we got somewhere a little more private. 

I was a married woman, after all.

Despite the pumping blood, the randy pensioner listened to my advice and held off until we were outside our hotel room.

It was nothing fancy but it didn’t matter. It had a big bed and that was all we needed.

Charles slammed the door close and turned to me.

Buttons flew through the air as he ripped off my shirt, his lips falling hungrily on my inviting chest.

I was stunned. Charles was like a man possessed. 

His large fingers struggled to undo the zipper on my trousers, forcing him to yank them down too.

I stood in front of my lover – a man 50 years older than me. 

He stood back for a moment and admired the view, soaking in every curve of my 27-year-old body with delight.

Wearing only my push-up bra and high-heels, I moved towards Charles in a bid to undo his trousers.

He pushed me away, gesturing for me to lie down. I didn’t need to be asked twice. 

I lay back on the bed and spread my legs wide, completely opening up myself to my one-night stand.

Charles climbed onto the bed and went straight down on me, lapping my vagina with rock hard tongue muscles. 

I’d never felt a sensation like it – his oral technique was relentless and all-consuming. He left no area unattended. 

My opening orgasm was fast and furious. I screamed as my body frantically bucked beneath his large frame.

As I came down from that earth-shattering ejaculation, Charles showed no signs of stopping the attention he was giving my pussy.

In fact, he continued licking, fingering and nibbling away for the next hour. It was after my second orgasm that I noticed something unusual was happening.

Charles had removed my G-string from his jacket and was gradually pushing the thin material deep into my vagina.

“Um…” I was a little unsure of what was happening.

He looked up, a twinkle in his eye. “Relax, my little whore. If you’re going to give a man a souvenir, at least get the panties properly wet for him.”

He returned his attention to my crotch. 

I lost count of the amount of orgasms that I had as I laid there. He was a machine. 

His jaw and tongue should have been screaming to be given a break but he did not let up. 

Finally, as I whimpered yet again, he pulled the now sopping thong from my pussy, stood up and began to undress. 

His body was flabby with the skin hanging loosely from his once-powerful frame. A thick gold chain was hanging from his neck.

Obviously embarrassed by the appearance of his elderly body, Charles turned off the light and began to pull on a condom – a specific demand I had made in our email exchanges.

We didn’t last long in the missionary position. Charles was functional but lacked any sort of zest that a younger man could provide.

“I want to ride this old cock to orgasm.” I told him, using my most authoritarian tone.

Charles looked at me, still thrusting away slowly. “I’m sorry. If I go any faster than this, I’ll cum and that’ll be the end for this evening. 

“I’m not a young man anymore, sadly. It’s once a day – if I’m lucky.”

I kissed him on the lips. 

“I don’t care. You’re a very, very generous lover. 

“This has been the best sex I’ve had in years. Let me make you cum, Baby.”

Charles nodded his acceptance and rolled off me before moving to a sitting position, leaning against the headboard.

I scooted off the bed and moved astride him, facing him to look into his eyes as he finally got the sexual release he had been desperate for.

As I lowered myself onto him, Charles gently removed my breasts from my bra. 

He began sucking my nipples as I began sliding up and down his small cock, which must have measured no more than four inches. 

It was a disappointment but, after his sensational oral performance, it mattered little.

Almost immediately, Charles began breathing heavily – his penis enjoying the feel of a tight pussy wrapped around it.

I leaned closer to him and whispered: “You’re the best granddad I’ve ever fucked. You make me so horny. 

“Older men make me go weak at the knees. But you make me cum… right into your face.”

I had surprised myself. I had never talked dirty to James anymore – he gave up asking me years ago, appalled at my pathetic attempts in the early days of our romance.

Not so with Charles. In fact, it appeared to do the trick.

With a grunt, I felt him spurt his semen into the condom, his cock twitching as it was finally satisfied by another person.

I held him to my breasts, allowing the orgasm subside fully. 

He looked at me bashfully. “I’m sorry. I really can’t go again.”

I smiled. 

“Never mind, Charles. You can lick me out in the morning again to make up for it, you randy old devil.”


Chapter Eleven: Farewell

It was almost 8am the next morning when Charles dropped me off outside my house.

There was no parting kiss – the neighbours may have been watching. Instead, we had a simple handshake and I left the car.

As I walked to the house, I could feel Charles cum sticking to my bra - he’d blasted spunk all over my chest after a quick foreplay session this morning. 

And, yes, he had licked me out again. He was a good boy, really.

He had asked for my mobile number but I’d refused.

I had James to think about. No second dates – that was the deal.

As I walked into the house, I heard Charles drive away. My mind had already moved on. I could only think of two things.

Firstly, how much James was going to love hearing about my multiple orgasms with a man fifty years my senior.

And secondly, looking through my ever-growing list of online admirers and finding the next old man to take into my bed.
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Preview

Here’s the first chapter from The Bridesmaid Sex Bet – one of Peter Speed’s short erotic tales.

**

Danny Buck checked his watch.

He was late for the wedding, but not seriously so. Rather fashionably late, as his dear old dad would call it.

He swung his silver sports car in the cramped car park in front of the village's medieval church.

Danny pulled on the handbrake, switched off the ignition and jumped out. He was blocking at least three people in, he estimated. 

However, in Danny's world, that was purely one of the benefits of being a late arrival. 

A potent combination of the best parking and enduring only a little time waiting ensured Danny was never early for anything. 

He gave his appearance a quick, appraising look in reflection from the driver's window. His grey designer suit looked the part, matched by his expensive loafers.

Danny had even gone to the effort of wearing a thin, grey and black tie, borrowed from his flatmate back in London.

As usual, his dark hair was immaculate. Blow dried to give some volume to his side-parting, Danny often told gullible females about his imaginary reality TV career during drunken nights out.

A corny chat-up line, perhaps, but one that reaped impressive rewards. 

At 30, Danny considered himself to be at his zenith of his looks. 

The odd grey hair flecked his hair and a hint of stubble gave him a look of maturity, without suggesting that middle-age was upon him.

Danny knew his traditional good looks appealed to the opposite sex, reflection or not. He worked far too hard not to be eye candy for the ladies.

He smiled at himself, his giant ego unnecessarily reassured. 

He looked at the vintage car slowly pulling up to the kerbside, finally ferrying the blushing bride to the church for her big day.

Ah, the beautiful Francesca Rose. Funny, intelligent and insatiable in the bedroom – Fran was the one that got away.

Danny's heart skipped as he watched the only woman he'd ever truly loved step out of the car, all set to marry another man.

The beautiful brunette looked radiant as she straightened her simple, yet undeniably classy, dress as she waited for her bridesmaid to disembark the vehicle.

Danny's smile faltered as Fran's best friend Tiffany Jeyes joined her side.

For every positive he could name for Fran, Danny could find a negative for her bestie. 

She may have looked an innocent little thing but men bewitched by her beauty soon learned the hard way. 

She was a bitch.

Still, Tiff was the very reason he'd decided to endure today's celebrations. 

Revenge was a powerful incentive and bedding her had become an obsession in recent months – it dominated Danny’s thoughts ever since that awful moment when he’d discovered that Fran was getting married. 

Ten years was a long time to hold a grudge, Danny knew.

But Tiff was an exception. Tonight would be fun. 

Danny casually strolled past the wedding party, cheekily winking at a blushing Fran and sauntered into the church with seconds to spare.

**

The Bridesmaid Sex Bet is available to download as an ebook in the Kindle store now.
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