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      Katherine Anderson stood peeking out through her kitchen window as usual, she was the neighborhood watch in her own mind.

      At 54, married for a good 33 years with two kids that already had flown the nest she had given up life on adventures.

      Her husband, Marcus, was a workaholic. The more time he could spend at his job the better he though his life was.

      It wasn’t that they disliked each other, they had just reached a point in life where everything was complacent to them both.

      She was still a beautiful woman with a petite frame standing five-seven above the ground, lean muscles from hours at the gym and dark brown hair that always seemed perfectly styled.

      Her curiosity was hitting new levels when she saw her new neighbor leaving his house to pick up the paper that laid on the sidewalk for a change.

      Suddenly, she felt itching between her legs. A dry throat. Her eyes widened when she studied the man closer.

      He was beautiful. Gorgeous. A man’s man. The kind she only had seen in magazines, never in life.

      There was something about him that made her excited, chills ran up and down her spine as if they had a competition on which one would make her touch herself first.

      It had been so long since she had done it, sex wasn’t a common thing in their household. And when they did it, nothing felt that great about it.

      Not like it had been when they had met, or not like when she had been in college either. Katherine shivered from the memories as she saw the man look around as he stood on his lawn.

      His eyes fastened right on her.

      She panicked. Surely, he couldn’t see her. Quick thoughts rushed through her mind as she saw him smile and wave, then he slowly walked back into his house.

      Without realizing it, she was fingering herself through the big bush of hair she had grown lately.

      Closing her eyes, she saw the man behind her eyelids. Grunting worse than a boar charging, she erupted in a wild orgasm that took her by surprise. Wetness covered her wrist, soiling her pants, as she fell to the floor.
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      Not remembering when she had felt such a rush in her body and mind before, it had been mind-blowing. A brand-new experience at her age that had almost blinded her as she fell to the floor.

      Standing up, she felt how wet she was. It was dripping down her legs inside the jeans. Her eyes saw how much darker the fabric was where her wetness had soiled her.

      Smiling she took a step, not realizing she was almost out of energy from her explosion a few minutes earlier. Wobbling, her hand caught the edge of the counter at the last second. It was almost a second visit to the floor in no time, she giggled to herself like a little teen.

      Her eyes wandered out through the window, across the street to the neighbor’s windows. There was no movement that caught her attention, not a single sign of life.

      If she only had looked up at the windows on the second floor, she would have seen something blue staring right back at her.

      Trembling fingers managed to grab a glass, the wine bottle, at the same time she buttoned up her jeans.

      Not for one second did her eyes leave the other house when she poured herself a tumbler full of the chardonnay.

      Naughty thoughts ran through her head, hitting her nerves one by one as the flew by. All of them had one thing in common, to get her to go over there and introduce herself.

      Somehow, she couldn’t think of when he had moved in. There had been no truck outside, no movers with boxes. One day, just like that, he had lived there without anyone noticing him moving in.

      Her curiosity grew even more. She decided to visit the neighbor. Just like the typical cul-de-sac woman with a pie in the hand, to welcome him to the neighborhood.
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      She lost her breath when he opened the door. He was more than beautiful when she saw him up close. There were no words for her to describe him. He was just too perfect.

      Stammering the words as she tried to welcome him to the neighborhood. He accepted the pie with one hand and shook her with the other, and still managed to close the door behind them somehow.

      He led her into the kitchen, offered her a seat at the table.

      Her eyes followed him as he moved around, opening cabinets, making coffee, slicing pie.

      It seemed like he was gliding in the air over the floor, she felt dizzy from his presence.

      ‘I am so sorry … what was your name again?’

      Her cheeks were burning, she was sure they were redder than beets as well.

      ‘Clooney … Clooney McGregor.’

      The extreme bright white smile he gave her made her weak. She felt everything inside her turn to mush, blood was rushing through her faster than a spring flood down the mountain side.

      ‘But you can call me whatever you want to. It’s okay by me.’

      Another flashing of the pearly gates turned her into pudding. She could feel how she was soiling her underwear, creaming them with her female juices.

      ‘Nice … nice to meet you, Clooney.’

      It sounded more like a moan than anything else when it came out, but he showed no reaction whatsoever.

      ‘So, where are you from? What do you work with?’

      As soon as she had asked the questions, she felt how silly it was. Like a nosy little teenager, she quickly looked away when he approached her.

      ‘How do you drink your coffee?’

      It was like he hadn’t even heard her questions, or he neglected to adress them. Maybe he was that smooth that he was just playing her.

      No matter what, if he wanted inside her pants, she was more than willing.

      Katherine was lost in his presence.

      His beauty was unreal, and she was in heat.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FOUR

          

        

      

    

    
      She sipped on the strong coffee, it was easy to tell he wasn’t used to making it.

      Their eyes kept meeting, each time looking away like children that just had been caught with their hands in the cookie jar.

      ‘You didn’t say where you were from?’

      Her voice almost broke as she asked once more. There was something about him that made her warm, willing and ready.

      ‘Oh, you won’t know it. I am from very far away.’

      ‘I see. A man of mystery. I hope you don’t mind me asking you all this. It’s not every day a handsome … ‘

      She caught herself, blushing like a wildfire, her eyes tried to look at everything else but him.

      ‘No problem. I like when humans, I mean people are friendly to me.’

      His eyes glowed in a way she had never seen before. And there was something else about them that she just realized.

      He hadn’t blinked a single time.

      Something tickled her between her legs, caressing the mound outside the fabric.

      Squeezing the legs together, she swallowed hard, trying to concentrate. The touch had set off flares inside her.

      ‘So, Katherine. Tell me about yourself.’

      As she looked over, his eyes squinted back at her in an oval shape, the pupils had contracted into slivers of black mass.

      Again, something pressed against her sex. She moaned as she tried to answer him. The pressure was relentless.

      ‘I don’t know what to tell you, to be honest. I have never been good at talking about myself. Can’t you just ask a question instead. To get it started I mean. Once I know you, I probably will talk more than you want to.’

      She giggled at herself, the pressure on her mound kept building up the heat. But each time she looked down to see what it was, there was nothing. Still, she felt something touching her.

      Katherine was worried that she would cum at the table if, whatever it was, continued touching and teasing her the way it was.

      ‘How old are you?’

      He blurted out the question without hesitation, not even looking away from her.

      Mesmerized by his eyes, she didn’t even think twice about answering.

      ’Fifty-five, and you?’

      ‘Oh, I am older than you. Much older. Age is nothing of concern to me.’

      ‘Are you single?’

      It was her time to ask a sporadic question, she had to know. Even though she didn’t even care if he was, she had to ask. Her mind had made her decision. She wanted him to ravage her in all ways possible.

      ‘Single?’

      Confused at his answer in the form of a question, she shivered.

      ‘Yes, are you married? Have a partner? Or, do you live here alone?’

      ‘I see. Yes, I am alone. I do not have a partner.’

      Katherine licked her lips form the satisfaction of hearing his reply. If he had a wife or a partner, it would have meant planning
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