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This is a true sex story. I’m writing it anonymously because it’s pretty gross and I wouldn’t want word getting back to my boyfriend that I’ve shared it with the world.

I’m not really sure where to begin. I guess I’ll start by saying I’m a twenty-two-year-old girl and I’m dating a sixty-five-year-old man. No, that’s not the disgusting part. I know you’re thinking, “Boy oh boy, that girl’s got daddy issues up the wazoo!” and maybe I do, but that’s not the gross part of the story.  Not even close.

Actually, John (we’ll call him “John” because that’s a common name) is damn good in bed.  He’s even better than a lot of the young guys I’ve been with, not that there have been many young guys.  The thing about younger men, when I used to sleep with them, was that they fumbled around a lot and then it was over really fast.  I never had an orgasm with a man until I started sleeping with John.

The best thing about having sex an older guy is that they’ve been around the block a few times. They know what women want and they’re not afraid to take it slow.  

I think patience is the big difference.  Young guys always seemed to think that if they didn’t tear off my panties and stick it in me within five seconds of getting me alone in a room, I would regain my sanity and run away screaming.  

They never seemed to understand that I was into it.  I was there to fuck and I was looking for a good time.  It’s like they thought they were scamming me.  Stick it in her quick before she notices, then take the orgasm and run.

Young guys didn’t seem to realize I wanted an orgasm too.

With John, it’s all about me.  If I’m not happy, he’s not happy.  Sometimes I get the sense he feels like he’s living in a dream.  How many old guys can take a twenty-two-year-old out to dinner and then back home for dessert without offering her cash upfront?

Some people think I’m a gold-digger.  My own mom called me one, once.  It’s not true.  I like John for who he is, not what he gives me. He does give me presents sometimes, but that’s not why I date him.  John could be a penniless pauper and I’d still love him.

Maybe that’s the key difference: I really do love John. I don’t think I loved any of the younger guys I slept with.  I think I was infatuated with some of them, but that’s about it.

The first time I went to bed with John, we almost didn’t fuck at all.  I know what you’re thinking: he couldn’t get it up. Nope, that wasn’t it at all.  His cock was like tree branch jutting out from his body by the time I begged him to put it in me.  

He’d been kneeling beside my little bed for the better part of a half hour, licking my pussy, sucking my clit, and giving me the first orgasm that wasn’t by my own hand.  Then another, then another.  I lost track after I came five times by his mouth.  His talented tongue knew just when to slow down, just when to lay off for a while, and when to pick up the pace again and go at me so hard I exploded.

After five orgasms, my clit was huge.  My arousal made it so wildly engorged it stuck out between my neat pussy lips like a tongue.  It felt so thick and hot and throbbing I couldn’t close my legs, but I also couldn’t stand any more licking, any more sucking, anymore teasing or stroking or rubbing by John’s masterful fingers. 

I begged him to put it in me.

“But you said you’ve had enough,” he replied, in a tone that could have been teasing, or maybe not.  I wasn’t sure whether to take him seriously.  He said, “You screamed that you’d had enough.”

That’s when he stood on his creaky knees, obviously trying to hide the pain he felt after kneeling for half an hour on a hard floor.  His back cracked, but his cock stood like a soldier ready for battle.

“It’s only my clit that’s worn out,” I told him.  “My pussy isn’t.  My pussy wants more.”

At first he said we should perhaps leave it for another day.  Maybe he was nervous because we hadn’t discussed birth control or sexually transmitted diseases or any of those topics responsible adults are supposed to talk about before they go to bed together.

He didn’t have to worry about me, though.  I was clean as a whistle and on the pill.  And I trusted him because he’d been married for a million years.  He hadn’t had sex with anyone but his wife, and hadn’t even had sex with her since before she got cancer.  He’d been a widower more than five years before we got together. So it had been a long time for him.

When he put it in me, I knew I’d never go back to young men.  John’s cock pulsed against the tight walls of my pussy, like a heartbeat in my most sensitive spot. He felt huge in me, even bigger than he looked, and the slower he moved the larger he felt.  

Spreading my thighs with his palms, he slowly inserted himself into me.  This was a new experience, remember.  Every other guy I’d been with had banged me hard and fast, right from the start.  It had always hurt, because my pussy was never quite ready for it.  Pussies grow, just like cocks, when they’re aroused.  Pussies want to accommodate cocks.  They know how, but it takes a bit of time, and John had given me that time by eating me for half an hour.

When he’d buried himself balls-deep, my pussy was hungry for action.  He pressed his palms so hard into my thighs I knew there’d be bruises there the next day, and I was glad because that way I’d be able to relive the amazing sex he was laying on me.

My pussy hugged his cock so hard he grunted shamelessly as he ploughed me.  I knew he liked fucking me by the way his face contorted as he did it.  When he twisted his fingers around my thighs, digging them into my skin with enough force to make me scream with pain as well as pleasure, I knew he was about to come.

Burying himself to the hilt, he blasted his load deep in my pussy.  Then he pulled out, reached for my hand mirror, and showed me my tight little snatch dribbling his cream. There was so much of it it drizzled down my ass crack, pooling against my hole.  I’d never seen anything like it.

Until that moment, I’d thought of John exclusively as a distinguished gentleman.  Now I knew he had a perverted side just below the surface.

But nothing could have prepared me for what happened a few months later.

Actually, before I tell you about that, I’ll tell you about an event that preceded the most disgusting sex I’ve ever had.

We were in my living room.  We started kissing on my couch, fooling around.  He stuck his hand in my pants, I stuck my hand in his.  He was hard.  I was wet.  We rubbed each other’s bits for a while, but I got it into my head that I wanted to suck his dick, so I pulled down his pants and gave him a quality blow job.  He came pretty fast, considering his age, but when he got up after to use the bathroom, he left something behind.

On my couch.

There was a smear of shit on my couch.

My stomach turned.  I think I was less disgusted than embarrassed, to be honest.  This guy was my boyfriend, for lack of a better word.  My boyfriend had just smeared poop on my couch cushion?  What, did he not know how to wipe his ass?  Was he really that old?

Before John came back into the room, I covered the shit smear with the fleece throw I keep in the living room for cold winter nights. The fleece happens to be brown, which was convenient, but my couch is a sort of taupey-beige.  It took three tries to lift that stain.

After the shit smear incident, I didn’t respond to John’s phone calls for a week.

Yes, I know how immature that sounds.  I realize
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