
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Dating Gerald

by

David Timmsdale



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



Copyright - All rights Reserved.

[image: ]




This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favourite eBook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

This a work of fiction, All characters and events are totally imaginary and bear no relation to real persons, living or dead.

Where real place names are used, they were located using Google Maps and no inference should be drawn about real persons who may live, or have lived, in those areas.

This book contains scenes and discussions of consensual sex between adults in a loving relationship.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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Originally from the UK but now I've retired to Australia. That's why my first story is set in the UK, I knew it better and I could ‘hear’ the characters better.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

BlueSky: @david-timmsdale.bsky.social

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

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

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

Mastodon: @DavidTimmsdale_Erotica@c.im

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

X/Twitter: @Dtimmsdale



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 - Waking Up
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It's one thing to wake up with an impressive morning erection and realise that you are fifty years old today and you’ve still got it and quite another to realise that this is the fifth year that you have not had sex.

I threw back the duvet cover and looked at my erection. Still hard, still standing proudly and when I gripped it, still as firm as it ever was. There are some benefits to rarely drinking, not smoking, eating sensibly and walking five miles a day. Pity it never got used on, or in, a woman any more.

Today is my birthday, I thought, and bloody hell, I’m fifty and it's Saturday so there’s no work, nothing to get up for but to go shopping, so how about I set myself a challenge? Four, see if I can manage four.

I looked at the bedside clock. It was oh-five-forty. No rush, but can you manage four in an hour, Gerry-my-lad?

I reached to the bedside table and reached for the ageing bottle of lube that I'd bought myself after previous challenges had rubbed up a sore spot where a finger had chafed against the underside of my cock.

I pulled back my foreskin, exposing my hard dome, darkened with the blood pressurised within it, the skin taut and shining. The rim was dark purple and I watched as the lube that I squirted directly onto the Jap's eye, oozed down the dome and was worked by a few slow strokes, over the rim, into the foreskin and then down the long, veiny shaft and between my fingers.

Anne would have been horrified. Anne, my wife for a quarter of a century of childless marriage, hated the sight of my erect cock. She'd called my suggestion of buying lube to ease and extend our twice-weekly love-making as 'disgusting'.

Well lubed, I started to stroke, picturing as always when I had a wank, Anne. And as normal, I replayed a memory of our love-making in my mind.

It wasn’t hard to select which one. Truth be told, twenty-five years of memories and I struggled to maintain ten good shags with Anne as memorable, in my mind. But I'd only ever made love with Anne, I had no other women to remember and our sex life had been extraordinary only in its repetitive vanilla flavour. Over the years, I considered that I had tried, repeatedly to expand our repertoire. I tried to go down on her, had done a couple of times, but she squirmed and pushed me away. She seemed to like it but thought the enjoyment didn’t outweigh the inherent disgustingness of the act. Both times she'd made me get up and wash thoroughly, and clean my teeth before I was allowed to go near her. Even then, she'd avoided kissing me for days, until the 'repulsive image of where my mouth had been' faded from her memory.

Similarly with fellatio. I'd soon realised how 'icky' she found 'down there' and how she cringed at even giving me a hand job, so I always made sure I was straight out of a long hot shower before I'd even suggest it. A shower, during which I'd denied myself a wank because I wanted to suggest a blow job and didn’t want to give her much work to do.

To be fair, she'd given it a go. All her friends talked of it and she didn’t consider it weird or perverted, just 'icky'. She'd held me in her fingertips, not wanting to get her whole hand in contact, and put me into her mouth like she was trying a sample of a very hot chilli. Apparently, there had been no discernable taste and she had smiled up at me wanly, and cautiously carried on. Four or five times her head had bobbed up and down, moving her lips up and down my shaft just below the glans, and then I'd twitched and having felt the movement of my cock, she'd dropped it as if it was a live eel.

It took several minutes to convince her that I wasn’t about to cum and to make her believe my promise not to cum in her mouth. By that time my hardness and enthusiasm were fading and when finally, she did have another go, she recoiled at the first drop of pre-cum and the experiment was over. So over in fact, that I wasn’t even allowed to put on a condom and 'finish off normally' until she'd got up, brushed her teeth and used mouthwash.

Still, it was a memory I treasured, and I stroked myself firmly as I replayed the visual memory of a few seconds of my cock in her mouth over and over again, time and imagination adding her enthusiasm to the memory until with a sudden quickening of my hand, I came. In my mind's eye, I came in her mouth and she liked it, in reality, cum arced up into the air to fall back and land in thick creamy strings on my belly.

I looked at it, gave my cock a final squeezing stroke and eased out a final drop, before looking at the cum pooled on my belly. Was Anne right? Was it disgusting? Suddenly, I had to know and for the first time in fifty years, I dipped the fingers of my unlubed hand in my own cum and tentatively lifted some to my lips. I paused. Why? I asked myself. I'd asked her to taste it, to take it in her mouth and swallow it. Is it really that horrible?

My lips closed around my finger and I sucked it clean, pulling my cleaned finger out between my lips and leaving the cum in my mouth. I couldn’t taste anything. A bit like my first taste of her, essentially tasteless. I reached down and scooped up as much as I could with two fingers and sucked them into my mouth. I could taste it now. A bit salty, but with no particular taste. If she'd tasted like this when I went down on her, it wouldn’t have put me off. Probably an acquired taste, but I could come (cum?) to love it if it was associated with her pleasure. I'd have done anything to give Anne pleasure.

I reached for the tissues on the bedside table and glanced at the clock as I started to mob up. That had taken less than five minutes.

My cock was still semi-hard in my hand and I began stroking it gently, not trying to make me cum, but just stimulating it back toward a proper erection as I decided I’d work forward into what I called my ‘Top Ten’. It had to be of of our firsts.

Anne and I met at university where we were both studying architecture. We were on the same course and both from the north of England, although from opposite sides of the Pennines. She was a shy, reserved Cumbrian, with a strict upbringing and whilst our friends started with sexual encounters that sometimes developed into relationships, we met and became friends, fell in love and edged towards sex.

Anne was conservative in her dressing, staid and old-fashioned some said, and most often seen in a straight skirt, blouse and a cardigan. With all my mates, the first question when discussing a new girl was 'how big are her tits' and with Anne, I really didn’t know. A blouse was never unbuttoned enough to reveal cleavage and the cardigans always dampened out any curves. It was weeks before we actually got an evening alone in my digs and when I went to place my hand on her breast, over her cardigan, she firmly pushed me away and said 'No'. That ended that sally of discovery and we spent the evening with nothing more than passionate kissing.

But the next time we were alone, she did wear a T-shirt and there was definitely some breast action going on underneath. I tried not to stare when she casually removed her jumper and moved in for a passionate kiss. I could see the pattern of her bra's material pressed through the tight cotton of the shirt, but when I went to touch her, again she pushed me away. This time she broke the kiss and pulled back as well, pushing her chest forward and looking more impressive than I'd ever seen her. I could feel my erection throbbing in the constriction of my jeans.

“Do you like me?” she asked shyly.

“Anne, I love you,” I replied enthusiastically.

“But do you like me, I’m not as big as the other girls, I’m certainly nothing like Pete’s girlfriend.”

Pete was my flatmate, who was dating an art student, famous for her well-displayed, sizeable boobs.

“You are lovely, beautiful,” I replied.

And she was. Tall and willowy, with long mousy brown hair, parted down the middle and normally casually pulled back with a hair tie. But when she brushed it out, it shone in the sun, flowed over her shoulders and perfectly complimented her slim form. And she had good hips. 'Breedable hips' my Dad would have called them, in his brash farmer's way of sizing all women up in the same way he did sheep. Would it breed, would it feed and did it have good teeth? But Anne had good legs as well, from what I could tell from what shape showed through, and what was allowed to show beneath, her skirt. And from the times I was allowed to rest my hand on her thighs, I had discovered she wore stockings and suspenders habitually too.

“I don’t want you to be disappointed,” she said as she guided my hand away from her chest. “I’m wearing a push-up bra, it makes them look bigger than they are. But next time, next time I'll wear a normal one and we'll see if you still like them.”

“I'll always want to touch you, Anne,” I'd declared, quite sure I was being truthful, quite sure that whatever she was hiding under her blouse would be adorable and desirable because I loved her and everything about her.

She'd kissed me then, placing her hand over mine as it rested on her upper thigh and I felt the line of her suspender belt.

And Anne never lied to me then. Not back then. If she said we'd do something I knew it would happen, and when we parted I knew I only had to wait until the following Thursday night, being as Thursdays were half-price shorts in the student's bar and all our flatmates would be out. On Thursdays, we had the house to ourselves.

And on that Thursday, she arrived, dressed as always in a skirt, blouse and cardigan but when I opened the living room door she turned to me, and took my hand.

“Why don’t we go to your room instead?”

I couldn’t believe my ears and almost bounded up the stairs, dragging her behind me. And then as I shut the bedroom door, she walked over to my bed, took off her sensible shoes and cardigan and laid down on the bed, her head on the pillow and her hands by her sides.

I whooped and leapt across the room, bounding onto the bed to lay beside her, my head propped up on my elbow and leaning over her, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Calm down, please,” she said quietly and I could see she was nervous so I slowly leaned in for a kiss.

As our lips met and parted, my hand hovered above her, not daring to touch her. But then slowly, as our tongues entwined, her hand took mine by the wrist and guided it to her breast.

My fingers shook slightly with the excitement and the first touch of fingertips to her blouse was like brushing an electric fence, but she held me firmly and guided my hand until my palm covered her boob. Cautiously I closed my open hand, my fingers curling until I felt the size of her breast. I was holding it, she wasn’t fighting me off and my cock felt like it was going to burst.

Our lips parted.

“Oh, Anne, you're beautiful, so lovely.”

She pulled away from me and sat up and I wondered what I'd done wrong, what I'd done to upset her, but slowly she unbuttoned her cuffs and then each button of her blouse in turn. I sat up and we faced each other across the bed. Slowly but surely, she shrugged the blouse from her shoulders and took it off, turning to fold it neatly and place it on the pillow. Anne turned to face me and I got to see her bra and her breasts for the first time.

The bra was unbelievably sheer. Black straps and totally unnecessary underwire, but with black fine-mesh cups that were totally transparent except for a tiny black rose motif. Her breasts were small, beautifully breast-shaped, with absolutely no sag and with pert nipples and shocking dark areolae against her pale, unblemished flesh.

“Wow!” I said, totally speechless for once in my life.

“You're not disappointed? They are very small.”

“They are perfect, absolutely gorgeous.”

I reached out and traced a circle around her nipple, feeling how firm it was through the lace.

“Wait,” Anne, said, and reached behind herself, unhooking her bra and then lifting it off. She sat facing me, totally topless.

“Can I kiss them?” I asked.

She nodded uncertainly and I leant in, cupping one and kissing the nipple of the other, before moving over, kissing her other one and then whilst cupping both of them, sucking at one nipple. Anne pushed me away.

“I said kiss, not suck.”

“Sorry,” I said and leant forward to place a ring of kisses all over one breast, kiss the nipple and then swap to the other breast. “Oh Anne, I want you so much,” I gasped, hastily tugging at my belt and then unbuttoning my jeans. My zip moved down under the expanding pressure inside and my erection pushed out, foreskin retracted above the waistband of my black briefs.

Anne stared at it, one arm now covering her boobs as the fingers of her other hand reached out to touch me. The second her finger brushed against my glans, I came, a fountain of cum arching up and landing over the duvet and her skirt.

“Sorry,” we said in unison and Anne scrambled from the bed, pulling on her blouse and pushing her feet back into her shoes.

“Don’t go,” I pleaded.

“I’m sorry,” she said a fled from the room.

My mind replayed that encounter like a video running in my head and I recalled the shame and the embarrassment that stopped me chasing after her, leaving her to think she had done something wrong. I remembered that night in exquisite detail, that first sight of her beautiful breasts in all their petite perfection, a love that would never fade for me, and I came again, cum pumping from my cock to flow down the shaft and add to the lubrication of my hand.
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Chapter 2 - Three
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By the time I'd cleaned myself up, I thought Anne must have had enough time to get home, so I went downstairs and rang her. Eventually, it was picked up.

“I’m sorry,” I started. “I've never seen anything so excitingly beautiful before. I’m sorry, I'll try and control myself in future.”

She giggled.

“As long as I can wash it out of my skirt, I'll forgive you.”

“It always washes out of my sheets alright,” I blurted.

“Happen a lot does it?”

“Most mornings when I wake up hard and think of you.”

“Or anybody else, with big tits.”

“No never. I only dream of you, honestly.”

“Really?”

“Cross my heart. And now I can dream of your beautiful boobies.”

There was a long embarrassed silence.

“And you’ve not got anybody else?”

“No, Anne, you know I haven’t. I've never loved anyone but you.”

“And you’ve never...”

There was a silence at both ends. Time to swallow my manly pride.

“No, Anne, I’m a virgin.”

More silence.

“So am I”, she said and then so quietly I almost misheard her. “But I'd like to, with you. I’m on the pill.”

Those words, whispered so softly, had echoed in my memory for decades. Even now, thirty years later, as I lay in bed alone on a Saturday morning, my lubed but twice drained cock in my hand, the words trigged the linked memory of our first time. I lay there dreaming of Anne, picturing her body how it was when I first saw it and how little it had changed, at least to my eyes when we parted company twenty-five years later.

I kept gently stroking myself as I remembered her, waiting for my body to recover, wondering now if, at the age of fifty, it was going to. It had been a long time since I'd asked it to perform more than twice in a row, perhaps I was no longer capable, not without an extended recovery time.

I thought back to our first time, remembering how we had waited what seemed an age at the time but was a mere blink of an eye looking back, to the weekend when the first of the summer festivals were staged and all our friends were going. Most importantly Anne’s housemates were all going, meaning we could have her place to ourselves. It was probably longer, I remember it being as only minutes between them leaving and me arriving at her house and being shepherded hastily into her bedroom, somewhere I'd never been before as the girls had rules of not inviting boyfriends back.

I can still picture Anne as she was that day, she must have been twenty-one I guess, and her long hair shone as she stood in her bedroom, midday sunlight streaming through a gap in the curtains and faced me, slowly and self-consciously unbuttoning the row of buttons that ran down the front of her summery flower-patterned dress. I remember the excitement at the glimpses of black beneath it as each button was undone, until finally, she released the lowest one, stood up and dramatically shrugged the dress off.

Anne had stood before me wearing the same translucent black lace bra she had worn weeks before when she'd first let me kiss her breasts, but now it proved to be part of a matching set of bra, panties and suspender belt. Through the panties I could clearly see her luxuriant bushy minge, then the pale skin of her thighs before black stockings covered her long, shapely legs.

“Wow!” I said getting off the edge of her bed and walking towards her.

“Don’t touch,” she said softly. “Do you like?”

“You're adorable, so incredibly sexy.”

“Did you bring some condoms?”

“I thought you said you were on the pill?”

“I am, but I still want to use one.”

“Okay,” I said, “I have some in my wallet.” I'd been carrying them for years, living in hope, never wondering if they were still in date or if the foil packets had survived the constant flexing from being carried around.

“Get undressed and put one on then,” she said, walking around me and getting into bed, pulling the duvet up to her neck.

Suddenly I felt very exposed as I took off my clothes, my young cock massively hard and my hands shook as I fumbled with the condom, before lifting the duvet and climbing in beside her. We'd looked at each other, both embarrassed and suddenly it felt very calculating and not the passionate romantic thing I had imagined. I'd held out my arms and Anne moved towards me, our lips meeting and our naked bodies pressing together for the first time.

I can remember that feeling now as if it was yesterday, the feeling of laying on her crisp, clean sheets and how cool they were, in total contrast to the warmth of her body and how her lingerie felt against my skin. We kissed and we could both feel my cock pressed between us, twitching as my muscles flexed. I moved one arm from around us as our lips parted, I placed my hand over her breast.

She looked at me and smiled, then lifted my hand off and guided it down between her legs. Delicately I placed it over the front of her panties and stoked gently with my middle finger. Anne looked at me and closed her eyes. I continued to stroke and felt her moisture seep through to my finger.

“You can,” she said softly, “I want to.”

My fingers reached for the top of her panties, hooking the edge and pulling them down. Anne lifted her hips from the bed and they eased away from her, she shivered and then reached down and pushed them down her legs, kicking them free of her toes.

“Be gentle with me,” she asked.

“Always,” I promised and pressing my lips to hers, I rolled on top of her feeling her legs part beneath me and starting to take my weight on my elbows. I thrust gently with my hips and my cock slid back and forth through her pubic hair, sliding over her vulva. We were both virgins and suddenly the bits of porn we'd seen didn’t explain everything. I lifted my hips and leaned to one side, pushed a hand between us and guided my cock down into the gap between her legs and pressed forward. Anne winced and her hand replaced mine. She touched the condom for the first time.

“It's greasy,” she giggled.

“Lubricated for your pleasure,” I quoted from the packet, “and it's got spermicide.”

She shuddered a bit at my words and I felt her guide it down and the glands slip between her vulva, warm and slippery. It stopped there, not moving.

“Very gently,” she said encouragingly.

I pressed forward with my hips and saw her wince. I stopped.

“It hurt?”

“No,” she lied, “just slowly.”

I pressed forward again and after a second I felt the wondrous feeling of my cock slipping into her tight vagina. I'd never felt anything like it before and it was unbelievably nicer than I had imagined. I also felt I was going to cum instantly. I froze, tensing every muscle I had, trying to fight back the urge to cum.

“You okay?” Anne asked.

“Mmm,” I said, through gritted teeth, but as the moment passed, I pushed in a bit further and then pulled back a bit, then back in. Slowly I start fucking her, gently and slowly. I looked down at her and her eyes were open wide. For a second I didn’t know if it was wonder or horror.

“Okay?” I asked.

“Yes,” she nodded.

I kept going for a few minutes and then the pressure was back and I wasn’t going to hold it back this time.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

Anne nodded and on the next stroke I came, my balls kicking as my cock pulsed and sperm pumped into the condom. Anne looked at me.

“I can feel that.”

I kept cumming and when it eventually stopped I held still, trying to carry my weight and not crush her. I leant forward and kissed her.

“I love you, Anne.”

“I love you too, Gerry.”

We lay there for some time until I felt my cock start to collapse and then I began to lift off her. Pushing one hand between us I reached for my cock, just before I pulled completely out of her and left the condom behind. I just caught it with my fingers, pressed it to my cock and pulled it out of her. I rolled over onto my back beside her and lifted up the condom. It was the first time either of us had seen one used and full.

“Eww, put it away. Oh god, there’s so much!”

I rolled onto my side, turning my back to her as I fumbled a knot in the condom and dropped it on the floor beside the bed. Rolling back to her, I held out my arm and she moved in for a cuddle, snuggling her head against my shoulder.

“Was that okay?”

“Hmm, nice. Didn’t hurt and I’m not bleeding. So nothing like the horror stories other girls talk of. Can we do it again?”

“I'd love to.”

“Only this time, don’t use a condom, it's horrible.”

Her hand reached down between us and delicate fingers stroked my cock.

“Will it take long?”

“I don’t think so,” I replied, hugging her to me and pressing my lips to hers and my hand reached in to squeeze her breast.

“I want to be naked too,” she whispered.

I smiled and let her go so that she could sit up and remove her lingerie, totally unashamed and without a hint of shyness. In the last few minutes, something had fundamentally changed in Anne. I didn’t feel any different. I was in love and I'd just done something unbelievably nice with the gorgeous woman I loved, but Anne had been changed by the experience.

I lay on my back now, replaying that memory over and over in my mind, feeling my cock harden again and then, as I began to stroke myself with purpose, I tried to remember the feeling of slipping into her that first time totally naked, the scents and aromas of her and her room, and the beautiful sensation of cumming inside her.

I was properly hard again now and wanking fast and hard, muttering Anne’s name under my breath as I strove to cum again, to bring myself off for a third time. Could I still do it, it was taking longer than normal and I tried to picture Anne again, in her lingerie and her breasts as she removed her bra. The feel of her naked legs as she removed her stockings and how hairy she was. Oh, Christ, she was hairy and it was so sexy. The more I thought about it the more I remembered her lush pubic bush. Later on, she'd shaved and then waxed, but when we first made love she was hairy and it was so sexy. I came. My cock pulsed and for the third time that morning, I came in my hand, directing it this time onto my belly, some of it reaching up my chest almost to my throat. Third time and still spurting, not bad for fifty. Not as good as twenty-one, but not bad.
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Chapter 3 – Four

[image: ]




Laying in bed, reminiscing about my ex-wife with my cock in my hand was enjoyable enough, but was it how I wanted to end my life? Five years of moping about the loss of our love and suffering the bitterness of her defection was enough. I was fifty now and it was time to do something about it.

The trouble was, in the nigh on thirty years since I had last been single the world had moved on. It was no longer acceptable, or even worth the risk, to approach a woman at work, for fear of being accused of sexual harassment. I didn’t drink alone in bars and doubted any woman of my age that I'd like to meet would either. Nor did I have any hobbies or pastimes that had me involved in clubs or societies where I might meet women of a compatible persuasion.

Even daydreaming of Anne wasn’t getting me hard again yet. Perhaps three times was my limit now. I got out of bed, loosely wrapped a towelling robe around me and went into the kitchen to make a mug of coffee and sit at the kitchen table with my laptop. Times had changed and perhaps I need to change too and try online dating. I browsed a few sites, but most either demanded a fee to even look or seemed to be solely pandering to those who just wanted casual sex. There may be women in my neighbourhood of my age who just want sex, but really I didn’t feel that I did. What I wanted was a replacement for Anne. Only someone, if I had the choice, with bigger tits and a more adventurous desire for sex. Just not too adventurous. I looked up and across the kitchen to where the early morning sun shone through the window.

I could picture Anne standing there, leaning against the sink and the sunlight illuminating her body through the thin and short negligee that she wore. I could picture the way her boobs thrust forward, curving upwards to her pert nipples. The way her trim and firm arse caused the cloth to hang. And I remember walking in behind her in our early days together in this house, on a morning just like this. A morning we had started by making love before she got up to make us coffee. A morning that I'd walked up behind her, rock hard at the sight of her and how as I pressed up behind her, she'd bent over and without a word between us, I'd entered her from behind.

“Oh God, Gerry, you're so hard again, so soon.”

Her head twisted back as my hand grasped her by breast and by hip and I thrust into her vigorously.

“Oh God! Oh, o, o, o, o, o!” she exclaimed on every thrust as I took her then and there with passion and desire.

And then, as now, I came. Then pumping spunk deep inside her, hearing her groan a sigh of completion as I came. Now cumming in my hand without even realising I'd started to wank, so wrapped up was I in my memory of her.

And there was our problem, the problem that she had taken twenty-five years to tell me. The groan she gave out every time I came inside her was 'a groan of completion, not an orgasmic groan'. Twenty-five years we'd made love, still at least twice a week and often twice on both occasions, but all she was finding was satisfaction from the completion of the act. And then she'd met someone at a conference, had one too many drinks in the bar and been persuaded back to his room for a 'nightcap'. And an orgasm. And that was it, twenty-five years gone.

Gone, not because she couldn’t teach me what to do, but because I couldn’t handle the betrayal, no matter how much she sobbed and apologised. We were exclusive and we had always been exclusive, and now we weren’t.

Even now, five years later, sitting covered in my own spunk, for the fourth time that morning, despite missing her so much, I didn’t want her back. What we had had was special and the worst way to hurt a man is not to take something from him, but to give it him back, broken.
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