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After college graduation, I decided I was going to Portland. I didn't have a job lined up, but I was
going. That summer, I worked my final campus job and logged plenty of overtime. Everyone told me I
needed more money. I cut back my expenses, and ate Burger King for lunch and dinner. I even cut
out the beers. But it was still not enough. I was paying too much in rent.
With the help of my boss, who knew everyone in town, I found a place to house sit. The house, a
green and white Colonial home, was located in an affluent part of town. It had a full front and back
yard. plenty of trees, and a screen covered patio. I met the owners, an elderly couple that had been
together for half a century. They traveled every year. This summer, it was a month-long trip to
Europe.
They got to know me a little, and then they left. My job was to rake, mow the lawn and water the
plants. Aside from two hours every week, I basically had nothing to do but read and jackoff. That's
when I started to go a little nuts.
At my job, I looked at every woman with desperate desire. Didn't matter if she was old and wrinkled,
or a hundred pounds overweight. My friends were gone, my ex was gone, my family was 3,000 miles
away. I was one screwed up son-of-a-bitch. I have a feeling my coworkers recognized the
deterioration. The poor guy's a zombie, neither dead, nor alive, graduated but not gone. Ignore him.
He looks at all the women like that.
The masturbation only made the loneliness worse. In the evening I returned to an empty house. I'd
bring out my magazines, and, standing up or lying down, I'd stroke myself into a lull. The hours
vanished. I began to worry about my pathetic routine. I finally got it together and came up with a plan.
I borrowed the computer in the house, and with the aid of an AOL disk, I got back online. I went to the

personals. I read hundreds of them. After a while, I figured out what the codes meant, and how to
search for people in the area. I branched out and looked at surrounding towns. The ads didn't have
pictures. It didn't matter. They were descriptive enough.
Pretty soon, I started answering them. A few at first and then more and more. I looked for couples
and single women. I didn't mind if the husband/boy friend wanted to look, or whether they were young
or old, black or white. All these things excited me, I found out. It felt like I was breaking taboos just
thinking about it.
I got plenty of replies, some portraits, and many naughty pictures. Middle aged and overweight
women on all fours, guys with panties pretending to be women, torsos without faces, and bunch of
crooked white penises.
I replied to every ad that looked promising, but, it was no use. The couples wanted couples or single
women. You had to bring something to the table. Tit for tat. Others were looking for someone with
more experience. A 22 year old had to be broken in. No one had the time for that. I needed results.
They needed to run tests, have dinner, consult with their partners. I got discouraged.
And then, Karen emailed me. She told me she was 43, and lived a few miles away.
She was a divorced Jewish woman; owned an art gallery; had two grown up kids, none of them at
home. She enjoyed trips to the city; loved sushi, walks in the mountains and going camping. Dislikes:
mean people, airy ice cream, and bad coffee.
She attached a portrait and asked me to email her back. I told her about my plans. She sounded
interested and asked to for a photo. I sent her my set and got a reply minutes later. She attached
more pictures. One of them was of the Sears Portrait Studio variety. Cloudy blue background, beige
blouse, head slightly tilted, a nice smile, a large neat mass of brown hair crowning a slim face.
Traditional, old fashioned. Really old fashioned. She was nice looking. I smiled thinking about this
woman on the prowl. The sexy boudoir pics told me about her other side. A dark teddy with a feather
boa curled around her neck and arm. A stark white face with dark shadows, large eyes and black thin
lips. Her hair was free, teased into streams that merged and dissolved with other streams. Ringlets
curled around her forehead and down her cheeks.
In some pictures, she laughed. In others, she shut her mouth into cold slivers of lipstick. She had nice
breasts, beautifully defined cleavage that emphasized the little bones of her rib cage.
However, there was a conspicuously too much makeup, too much lace and smooth stocking. Here
was reality: it seeped in through the shape of her face, the elongation of her thighs, everything that

lacked realness or was conveniently hidden. I figured she must have been very beautiful once.
I thought about what it would be like to be with this mature older woman. I imagined holding her
hands, kissing her breasts. I thought about the feel of her skin and the suppleness of her lips. I
projected what I knew about age and filled in the gaps. I thought about her sex, like they say in the
books. Was her pussy tight? Did her breasts defy the incessant pull of gravity?
Could she still fuck?
I wrote to her, and complimented her on her pictures. I told her she was beautiful and sexy, and that I
wanted to meet her. I waited for a response. She wrote back. She wanted to speak over the phone,
and find out more.
I gave her a call later that night.
“Hi. Is this Karen?”
“Richard? I wasn't expecting you to call so soon.”
“I'm sorry, I can call later. Tomorrow?”
“No, no, right now is fine. I was just putting away my dinner. Give me a second.”
I leaned back on my swivel chair and waited. I drew some pictures.
“Okay, I can talk. You still there?”
“I'm still here. What are you doing?” I asked.
“I was going to take a shower, read a book, and then go to bed. What about you? What are you up
to?”
Jerking off. Reading. Playing with the piano. Jerking off, again.
“I think I might watch a movie,” I said.
I avoided talking about what I really wanted to talk about, what she knew this was about. I told her I
had to take it easy with my money. I couldn't afford drinks, couldn't afford to show her the good time
she deserved. I felt cheap, but honest.

She came up with the idea of coming to my place on Saturday. I agreed. I'd cook, and provide the
music and entertainment. I told her I liked her plan.
I wished her a good night and told her I couldn't wait. I hung up the phone. I was filled with so much
nervous excitement. I loaded her pictures on the computer, sat back, unzipped my pants, and jerked
off into a shirt that I then threw into the washer.
I stayed up late masturbating to pictures of naked older women. I found out I had a thing for them.
--The next day, I woke up earlier than usual.
I did my chores, mowed the lawn and raked the leaves. Afterwards, I showered and looked through
my suitcase. I found the shirt with the fewest stains and set it aside. I spent hours fixing up dinner and
then ruining it. I still had a lot to learn about cooking spaghetti and boiling potatoes.
I decided to go to the local market and buy kosher food from the deli. The guy looked at me funny.
Don't combine milk and dairy in the same meal, he told me. Why not, I asked. It's not kosher, he said.
You feeding this to a Jewish person? I took my food and walked back. I stopped by the wine store
and-- damn it all--put down twenty bucks for a bottle of red wine. On my way back, it started to rain
hard. I ran home.
I came back drenched and with only a few minutes before my date. I changed into my shirt, and a dry
pair of pants.
I had just enough time for a quick one in the toilet. I finished with a splash of cologne. While I was
doing this, I heard a car pulling into the front of the house. I looked out of the blinds and saw the dark
form of woman getting out of a Mercedes. I ran down the stairs and into the dining room. I made sure
everything was set.
The doorbell rang, followed by a knock. I ran to the door and opened it.
She stood under the awning, a sophisticated woman drenched in rain. She wore a dark pair of
glasses, bright red lip stick, and a buttoned up rain coat. Streams of water poured down on the
wooden deck.
“Do I have the right place?” she asked with a smile. “Richard?”

“Hi, Karen. Come in.”
I moved out of the way. Her shiny black strapless shoes clicked when she stepped in. With her heels,
she was about as tall as me.
“Let me take your jacket,” I said.
I got behind her, and her jacket slipped into my hands. I hung it on the rack by the door and walked
back. I stuck out my hand. She took a step forward, turned her face and with one arm behind my
back, pulled my cheek to hers.
She was warm. My heart raced.
She took a step back and held my shoulders at arm's length.
“Richard. You're even more handsome in person.” I made a quick study of her.
She had on a strapless black dress, pleated around the bust and tight around the body. She was trim,
with toned arms and a narrow almost long neck. The dress went only half way down her legs, didn't
even come close to her knees. A black pair of sheer pantyhose bent the light around her thighs,
knees and ankles.
She put her hands to her shoulders and gave me two tilts of her hips.
“Well, am I what you expected?” She caught me off guard. I didn't know what to say.
She took off her glasses and I noticed her blunted white nails, and then her eyes, green with specks
of yellow. They locked into mine. I had to force myself to look away. She had my number.
She shook the rain from her hair, which was tinted into a dark brown.
“Nice place you're house sitting.” she said and looked all around her. She was still standing by the
entrance.
“I'm sorry. Come in. Can I offer you a drink? I have red wine,” I said.
“Yes, please.” She pulled out a bottle of white wine from her tote. “I guess we'll be drinking tonight,”
she said.

She handed me her bottle.
I walked into the kitchen and grinned as wide as I could.
I came back with two glasses. “You look great,” I told her.
“Thanks, Richard. A woman likes to hear that. I don't mind you saying it as often as it comes into your
head.”
I blushed. I had to watch myself. This was a woman. Nothing like my other female friends. I knew that
from the moment she walked in, she had me mastered.
“The people you're house sitting for have very good taste,” she said.
She stepped down into the dropped down living room and walked along one of the walls. She paused
in front of a watercolor. She stood with her back to me and looked at a picture of a schooner. I took in
the shape of her ass and the smooth tone of her calves.
“I know this artist,” she said, turned her head around, and smiled. “He's a good friend of mine.”
I nodded at her and took a drink of the wine. At that time, I hadn't developed a taste for wine. It went
down hard. I hoped it was good. I hoped she liked it.
She walked around the room and looked at all the artwork. She turned at the end of one of the sofas
and sat down. I walked toward the center of the room and sat on the recliner opposite her.
“We're not going to start like that, are we Richard?” She made room on the sofa and patted where
she wanted me to sit. I walked over and sat next to her.
“You look nervous,” she said.
“A little. Maybe a little excited to have a beautiful woman like yourself in an empty house with me.”
Idiot. I wanted to choke myself.
She smiled with gentle appreciation of my nervousness.
“At least you're honest.” She moved in closer and put her arm around me. I turned to look at her.

She looked into my eyes and asked, “Is this is your first time?”
“First?”
Her perfume was getting to me, subtle, discreetly arousing. It was the only thing about her that wasn't
overt and aggressive.
“First time with someone you met online?” she asked.
“First time,” I said.
“Well, don't worry. I'm not a man.” She laughed. I chuckled and finished with a grin.
“How about, is this your first time with an older woman?”
She dissected me and found her answer without much effort.
“Yes,” I said, as a matter of fact.
“Well, you can relax. It's easy. Just like any other date. I just happen to be more experienced, and
open.” She pressed her legs against mine “So, what do you think?”
“I think I like you.” I said.
She knocked me with her knee.
“How about you? Do you do this much?”
“Sometimes. Depends. I check the personals every once in a while. I liked yours. I like the way it was
written. Not many people take the trouble of writing so eloquently about themselves.”
I was curious. “How long you've been doing this?” I asked.
“A long time, Richard.”
“Tell me.”
“Of course. But first, how about dinner?”

She put a hand on my lap, and got to her feet. She bent over. Her hair fell down in front of me. It cut
the room into bars of dark and light. She lowered her face to mine and softly breathed on my mouth. I
tasted the sweet tackiness of her lips.
She walked away and climbed the step before I got off the couch.
--“It's not what you think.” She took a sip. “The fact that we slept with other people had nothing to do
with it. My husband and I drifted apart, we became different people. People change, Richard. You
wont be who you are now, 20 years into the future.
“So, Richard tell me something. This is a very exciting time for you.”
“You mean with you here. I think so.”
She laughed with food in her mouth. “That's not what I meant.”
I laughed, too.
She jabbed a piece of bread in my direction.
“What are you doing in Portland, Richard? Do you have family there? Do you have a job lined up?”
“No, I don't have a job. I don't know anyone. I'm going there to be a writer.”
“A writer? Now, that sounds fascinating. You want to work for a newspaper or magazine? Maybe one
of these new online magazines?”
“No, I figured I'd get a job-job and work on my writing, try to publish some stories.
“Am I going to end up in one of these stories?”
I had her going. “Depends.” I nodded.
She threw a croûton across the table. It swerved in midair and landed a yard away.
“I was a writer once,” she said.

“What did you write?”
“I wrote articles for a swinger magazine, The Lifestyle. I wrote up meeting notes, calendar of events,
profiles on people, that sort of thing. I did it for about ten years. A few hundred pieces later, I got tired
of it and quit. I went back to my first love, painting. I did that for a few years. I realized I wasn't good
enough to make it professionally, but still wanted to have a foot in the art community, maybe help
young artists stay the course.”
“So you started an art gallery?”
“I started that with my husband. I kept it going after we split up. It's a lot of work, but I love it.”
I listened to her and followed the sound of her voice.
“So.” She paused. “Do. What. You. Love. I'm so happy for you, Richard.” She moved away her plate
and took a sip from her glass.
I ate the last bit of rice and chicken on my plate and wiped my mouth with a napkin.
“Let me help with the dishes,” she said and came over to my chair. She put a hand on my shoulder.
“Thanks for dinner, Richard.” I looked up a her face. “It was thoughtful of you to get kosher food. I
don't maintain a kosher diet, but I love the food anyway. So, thank you.”
She leaned over the table and grabbed my plate. I enjoyed watching her move away. I kept my eyes
on her behind. I didn't think she was looking, but that's where women have it over guys. They know.
She reached back and grabbed the hem of her dress. She lifted the material to about waist height
and leaned forward. I caught a glimpse of her panties before she pulled down her skirt.
“Did you take a good look of that?” she asked and shook her derrière.
“Not nearly enough. I think I missed a thing or two.” I got off my chair and walked over. I stood a few
feet away.
“Oh, like what?”
She shook her ass again. I pulled her close and kissed her mouth.

“The panties,” I asked. “were they blue or black?”
She turned a thigh to me. I moved my hand along her hip. She grabbed her skirt and hiked it again.
I bent down to the crotch of her panties.
“Blue,” I said. “Dark blue.”
“Are you sure? Take a closer look.”
I got both my hands on her hips and stared into the middle of her crotch. Straggly hairs escaped her
panties, down her two legs.
“No. Black.”
I put my lips to the material between her legs and kissed it.
Her nails pinched my scalp. I squeezed her ass and stroked her thighs.
I stood up, and moved my hands over her slim form. When I was about eye level, she stepped out of
her shoes and dropped down 2 inches. Her forehead kissed my lips. I kissed her there over and over
again.
“I could kiss you all night Richard,” she said. Her nose pressed into my face.
I put my arms around her back and held her close. She leaned back on the half wall and knocked
down a bunch of cookbooks. We opened our mouths. Our hands explored each other.
It took all my discipline not to tear off her dress. I bent my head to her neck and pressed my lips to
her shoulders. Her hair was in my face and I smelled the flowery scent of her hair. She raised her
shoulders. I gave her small bites and licks down her throat. Inside my arms, she moaned and turned
her body around. She put her hands on the table and pushed her ass into me. She writhed and
flexed. I pushed back.
“Richard, I want to show you things.”
I gave her a big push with my cock. She bounced. I tried it again but she barely moved. She sat back
on me. I moved my hands to her front and squeezed her tits. She was still, incredibly, wearing her
dress.

“Oh, Richard,” she said.
She put her hand up to one of her breasts and brought down the cup holding it in. She maneuvered
my fingers to her nipple. She pushed out her chest, while I half twisted her tit, and my other hand
rubbed her stomach. I licked her neck.
“Richard, Honey, where's do you sleep?”
We let go. She picked up her shoes. I took her hand and walked to the green carpeted stairs.
“Up there, to the left.”
No one ever walked a set of stairs the way she did. She went up a few steps and then she started to
pivot her weight from one leg to the next. I put my palms on her behind and gave her a gentle upward
push. Her ass flexed, the muscles of her legs tightened and relaxed. She took it nice and slow. She
paused and looked behind her shoulder.
I beamed her a hard smile. Midway up he stairs, I moved my hands into her dress. She paused. I
rubbed my thumbs between the crease of her ass and her leg. I smacked her ass hard. She ran up
the stairs. I grabbed behind her knees and dropped her.
She turned herself around and pretended to kick me off. I hung onto her feet and grabbed her all over
her legs. She calmed down and I relaxed my hold. She put her hand to her chin, and smiled gently.
She laid back and pulled her dress up above her bellybutton, and spread her legs. I saw her full
panties.
I put my face to her crotch and she pulled me to her. I smelled her wet scent. I nuzzled my nose into
her springy satin covered bush and breathed her woman's aroma.
“Karen, I want to see your pussy. Please.”
She took her index finger to the elastic band that ran down her bush and hooked it with her long
middle finger. She slowly pulled her panties to the side. She uncovered a beautiful black mound of
black hairs, a little bare in parts, but covering much of her lower extremities. All natural, nothing
trimmed or shaved.
“I used to shave, but got tired of the ingrown hairs. Other guys-- you don't mind me talking about other
guys, do you, Richard”

I shook my head, no.
“Guys told me they preferred me with a hairy bush. It was different and that made all the difference.
She inserted her long manicured finger into her slit. She took it out and signed her juices on the side
of my lips. I turned and kissed the open palm of her hand.
I plastered my face to her crotch and rubbed my hands down the inside of her legs. She instinctively
closed her thighs on my head. It wasn't so tight I couldn't move but they held me snug. Her nails
massaged my scalp.
“I want to eat you, Karen.”
“I was hoping you would,” she said and opened her legs.
I lifted my face from her patch, took a deep breath and reached under her legs. No way I could do
anything the way we were lying down. I lifted her thighs a foot higher. I looked at her face which was
anxious for the first time that night.
I slid under her legs. I felt through her bush with my tongue until I licked the smooth, tangy warmness
of her pussy. Some women's cunts are higher up, closer to their stomachs. Hers was almost exactly
on her underside. I tilted her body and got into her wonderful center.
“Richard, thank you for having me over. You've been a perfect gentleman to me. And now you're
eating me out. You've had an excellent college education, haven't you.”
“Uh huh.”
“I shouldn't be surprised if you graduated Magna-cum-ladda.”
I managed a “yeah” as I continued to lap at her long wet labia. I worked diligently on licking up the
most outside exposed parts of her pussy.
“Richard, deeper, please.” She pushed on her arms.
I kept licking her now perfectly clean but sloppy wet pussy. “Richard, please, what are you doing?”
“Getting you ready.”
She didn't speak anymore after that. She surrendered herself to me. I tried my best to keep her on

edge. When I had enough of cleaning her up, I gave her outside thighs a tight squeeze and then,
having tasted her buildup of pungent female cum, I dug my tongue as far as I could go. She bucked
and threw me back. I held her legs tight and fucked her with my tongue.
She screamed. “Richard, Richard.”
She slapped her forehead with her arm. I took a few more licks and dropped her legs. Carelessly,
unceremoniously. It was my best acting.
“You macho pig bastard.” She jerked her head back and smiled.
I passed my shirt sleeve across my mouth.“Karen, you taste good.”
She breathed hard on the steps. I sat down next to her.
“I'm not old, if that's what you're thinking,” she said. Sweat dripped down her forehead. It was not that
warm in the house.
She got up and kept walking. She didn't try to show off, she was just trying to get going. She walked
into my room and collapsed in my narrow bed.
I walked in and opened the double hung window to let in the cold air.
There wasn't any room on the bed for two people, not unless one of them was on top of the other.
And she looked like she needed the bed more than me. So I just sat on the edge and smoothed her
pantyhose. Her hand fell delicately on my back.
“Give me a second, Sweetie,” she said. “There, rub my legs. “Where'd you learn to suck pussy like
that?”
“I didn't know I could. I just did what felt right.”
“Get undressed,” she said.
I got up and took off my shirt and pants. She helped with the briefs. She had her legs over the bed,
now, and she was looking at my naked body.
I posed and looked down at her face. She smiled. She reached her hand to my cock and leaned
forward. She gave it the tiniest kiss on the tip. It gently sprang up and fell down. Blood started

rushing.
“Let me see. You're a guy. I bet you don't have a bottle of lotion.”
“No lotion,” I said.
“Wait here.”
She turned and ran down the steps. She hurried back and came into the room carrying her purse.
“Lie down,” she said.
I crawled into bed. She walked up and stood over me. She smacked the white bottle into her hand
and worked the lotion thoroughly between her fingers, palm, and the back of her hands.
“This is so I don't hurt you.” She smiled.
She got on her knees and then sat down on her bottom. She pulled my farthest leg closer and my
other leg fell off the bed.
Her face came within inches of my cock. She talked to me in a low voice.
“You probably think you'd rather have me suck your dick?”
“Thought crossed my mind.”
She grabbed the base of my cock with her thumb and index finger. She blew a long wind through the
shaft and hair. Chills ran down my body.
“Wrong.” she said.
I sat up on my elbows and looked at her. She ran one of her blunted finger nails lightly down my
shaft.
Her large green eyes locked on the target. She adjusted her thumb and finger and jacked me up and
down by my stomach. Her eyes darted to my face and back to my cock.
I licked my lips.

Her face was intent and seemed devoid of emotion. She could have fooled me except that she kept
breaking into laughter and smiles.
She moved her fingers and palm into every conceivable choreography of motions. She pulled on my
foreskin. She bent It back and stroked the bottom of the head. She used the tips of her fingers. One,
two, three fingers slid over my cock. My cock glistened. She passed a finger over my pisser. I wanted
to cum. She kept on the delicious torture.
She jacked me with one, now two hands. She released me and just looked. I reached for my cock.
She slapped my hands.
I studied the lines on her face. I wanted to know what she'd do next.
“Please,” I said.
She nodded and reached for my cock.
She rolled her thumb over my frenulum. Don't know what that is? Look it up. Next time you're sucking
cock, remember me and drop me a note.
She got into a rhythmic smoothing motion with the flatness of her thumb. I knew I'd be cumming soon.
Then, she tightened her hold on the base of my cock. She kept the semen from flowing out of my
balls! My cock grew even harder.
“Hey!” I wanted to leap off the bed.
With the tips of her fingers, and sometimes the bottom of her palm, she gently rubbed the spongy top.
I tingled. She held me with two hands and we both watched as drips of clear cum seeped out and ran
down my length.
She let go. Load after load erupted in streams of cloudy white. In the middle of this, she planted her
lips on the purple head and sucked. I groaned and twisted, and finally crashed on the bed.
“Karen, Karen,” I yelled. I closed my eyes.
She ran the water in the sink and washed. She brought me back a shirt from my drawer and dabbed
at the cum. She came down on my stomach. She slipped my wilted cock into her mouth. She pulled
the hair back from her face so I could watch. I stroked her head. She hummed.

“Did you like that?” she asked.
I stared at her in open-eyed disbelief.
She got off the bed and started to take off her dress.
I marveled studying the slight sag of her tits, her dark sharp nipples, the wonderful roundness of her
belly, the lean long muscles that ran down her spine. I watched the imperfections imposed by age
and held together through effort. She looked at me with a vulnerability that urged for my approval.
She gathered her hair and pulled it above her head.
This is me, she said.
A lump grew in my throat. I nodded as she lowered the dress down her beautiful legs, rolled her
pantyhose to reveal her white smooth skin, She removed her panties, and thrust her cunt to my face
so I could kiss her there again. I rubbed her legs, kissed the roundness of her hips, licked her navel,
and the creased flesh below her stomach. I had her turn around. I licked the flat base of her spine,
and rolled my tongue down between her buttocks. She clawed at my neck.
“Richard, Richard.” Seemed like all we could do was say our names.
She came to bed.
We kissed and rubbed each other's bodies. I fucked her late that night. We had enough strength for
that much more. We covered up with a thin sheet and talked about my future and her past. In the cool
night air, we held each other like long time lovers.
That night was not an end, just the beginning.

