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Chapter one



The dim glow of a single lamp cast long shadows across Richard and Elaine’s new living room, the unfamiliar space still feeling like a stranger’s house despite the months they’d spent settling in. Richard sat alone on the worn leather couch, his gnarled hands resting on his lap, his mind a swirling tempest of memory and longing. At 70, his body was a far cry from the robust frame of his days as a police officer, but his desires—those deep, twisted cravings that had defined his last four decades—burned as fiercely as ever. The clock on the wall ticked past 6 PM, each second stretching into an eternity as he awaited Elaine’s return from work. Monday evenings had taken on a new significance in recent weeks, a subtle shift in her demeanor transforming them into a day of unspoken promise, of electric tension that set his nerves alight. 

His thoughts drifted, as they often did, to their early years in Tampa. The swinger clubs, the pulsing music, the humid air thick with the scent of sex and sweat. He could still see Elaine, her petite frame—barely 4’10” but commanding every eye in the room with her 42DD breasts and firm, curvaceous body—straddling some faceless stranger, her graying auburn hair wild and her ice-blue eyes glinting with lust. He remembered the way her face contorted in ecstasy, the sounds of her moans mingling with the grunts of her lovers, and the way his own heart raced as he watched, always on the sidelines, always waiting for his turn to serve. The taste of their cum as he cleaned her afterward, the ritual that had become their most intimate bond, lingered on his tongue even now, a phantom flavor he craved with every fiber of his being.

But that was before. Before the heart attack five years ago that had shattered their world, before Elaine’s tearful insistence on monogamy to protect his fragile health. It had been a noble sacrifice on her part, one that had left her own insatiable desires simmering beneath the surface, and it had left Richard aching for the past. Now, though, something had changed. Her recent behavior—the way she dressed for work, her tight blouses and short skirts, the flirtatious remarks about coworkers, the gleam in her eye when she thought he wasn’t looking—hinted at a return to form. He stroked himself absently, a futile gesture given his impotence, but the mental stimulation was enough to set his pulse racing. Had she broken her promise? The thought both terrified and thrilled him. He recalled the first Monday surprise four months ago, the unmistakable evidence of another man’s seed when she’d come home, and her playful denial that only deepened his submission. She was in charge, always had been, and he craved her control like a drowning man craves air.

The sound of tires crunching on the gravel driveway snapped him out of his reverie. His heart thudded in his chest, a mix of dread and excitement coursing through him as he adjusted his position on the couch, stripping off the loose robe he’d been wearing to sit naked, vulnerable, awaiting her command. His mouth watered at the thought of what “treat” she might bring home tonight. The front door creaked open, and he braced himself, every nerve alight with anticipation.

Elaine burst through the door like a storm, her presence filling the room with an energy that was both intoxicating and intimidating. Her tight blouse strained against her ample chest, the fabric so thin that her nipples stood out in sharp relief, dark and hardened. Her short skirt rode high on her smooth, firm thighs, barely concealing the treasures beneath, and her ice-blue eyes sparkled with a mischief that sent a shiver down Richard’s spine. Her graying auburn hair was slightly mussed, as if she’d run her fingers through it in a moment of passion, and her lips—full and painted a deep crimson—curved into a knowing smirk as she strode toward him. Richard, already naked on the couch, felt his breath catch in his throat, his eyes locked on her as she approached with the confidence of a predator who knew her prey had nowhere to run.

“Miss me, Little Man?” she purred, her voice dripping with dominance, each word a lash that struck at the core of his submissive soul. Without waiting for a response, she hiked up her skirt with a casual flick of her wrist, revealing a soaked micro-thong that clung to her like a second skin. The fabric was translucent with moisture, and as she straddled his face, Richard’s eyes widened at the sight before him. Her shaved pussy, gaping slightly from recent use, glistened with a mixture of her own arousal and something thicker, whiter—a telltale glob of cum oozing from her swollen, dark lips. The scent hit him like a wave, a heady mix of her familiar musk and the unmistakable tang of another man’s essence. It was intoxicating, a drug he’d been denied for too long, and his mouth watered as he stared, transfixed.

“Eat me like a good boy,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for hesitation as she lowered herself onto his waiting mouth. Richard obeyed instantly, his tongue darting out to delve into her slick folds, tasting the salty, warm load that dripped down his throat. The texture was thick, coating his tongue as he lapped at her, savoring every drop with a hunger that bordered on desperation. Her lips were swollen, evidence of rough use, and he could feel the heat radiating from her as he worked, his mind reeling with the confirmation of her infidelity. Elaine smirked down at him, her eyes glinting with amusement as she played her part in their familiar game. “It’s just your imagination,” she teased, her voice light and mocking, but the taunting tone told him she knew exactly how much he loved this. His submission deepened with every lick, every swallow, as he worshipped her, lost in the thrill of being her servant, her cuckold, her willing slave to whatever desires she chose to pursue.

Elaine’s thighs, thick and powerful despite her petite frame, clamped around Richard’s head as she ground against his face, her movements deliberate and forceful. “Suck it all out, you pathetic little cuck,” she growled, her FemDom persona in full force, each word a whip that drove him deeper into his role. Her cavernous cunt pulsed under his tongue, releasing more of the stranger’s seed mixed with her own sweet juices, and Richard swallowed greedily, his own arousal peaking despite the limpness of his cock. The act of serving her, of consuming the evidence of her pleasure with another man, was a mental orgasm in itself, a rush of submissive ecstasy that transcended physical limitations. He could feel her body tense, her breathing quickening as she rode his tongue, her clit throbbing against his lips with every pass.

Her hands gripped his thinning hair, pulling hard enough to sting as she used him for her pleasure, her dominance absolute. “That’s it, clean me up,” she hissed, her voice a mix of command and raw lust. Richard’s world narrowed to the sensation of her—the taste of cum and arousal, the heat of her flesh, the scent that enveloped him like a fog. He worked tirelessly, his tongue probing every crevice, determined to please her, to prove his worth as her devoted pet. Elaine’s moans grew louder, more guttural, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure began to build. With a final, primal cry, she climaxed, her thick thighs trembling as she flooded his mouth with her sweet release, her juices mingling with the last traces of the stranger’s load. Richard drank it all down, overwhelmed by the intensity of the moment, his mind awash in a euphoria that needed no physical release to be complete.

Afterward, Elaine dismounted with a satisfied sigh, her smirk returning as she looked down at his slick, cum-covered face. “You loved that, didn’t you?” she taunted, her tone laced with amusement as she adjusted her skirt, smoothing it down over her thighs. Richard, still trembling from the intensity of the experience, could only nod, his voice a weak whimper as he replied, “Yes, Ma’am.” She laughed, a rich, throaty sound that sent another shiver through him, and patted his head like one might a favored pet. “Good boy,” she said, her voice softer now but still carrying the weight of her authority. “Keep behaving, and there’ll be more treats for you on Mondays. Maybe even other days, if you’re lucky.” With that, she turned and headed toward the bathroom, her hips swaying with a deliberate tease as she left him there, naked and quivering on the couch.

Richard sat in silence for a long moment, the taste of her still lingering on his lips, the scent of her infidelity still heavy in the air. His mind replayed the encounter, every detail etched into his memory—the way her pussy had gaped, the thick glob of cum that had dripped from her, the commanding edge in her voice as she’d ordered him to serve. He felt a deep, abiding satisfaction, a fulfillment that came not from physical release but from the act of submission itself. Elaine’s boldness, her unapologetic return to the sexual freedom that had defined their early years, had reignited something in their dynamic, a spark that had been missing for too long. He knew this was only the beginning, that her flirtations at work, her newfound confidence, promised more escapades, more “treats” for him to savor.

As he heard the shower start in the bathroom, the sound of water a distant reminder of her presence, Richard leaned back against the couch, his body still trembling with the aftershocks of their encounter. At 70, with a body that no longer responded as it once did, he found himself more alive than he’d felt in years. Elaine was his queen, his goddess, and he was her willing servant, eager to follow wherever her desires might lead. Mondays, once mundane, had become a day of anticipation, a day when the past and present collided in the most deliciously depraved ways. And as he sat there, waiting for her to return, he couldn’t help but wonder what the next Monday—or perhaps even sooner—might hold. The thought alone was enough to keep his heart racing, his mind alight with the promise of her next adventure, and his place at her feet, ready to serve.








