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With Kay’s encouragement, John rang the bell of #3 Esther Court at 1:00 p.m. the following afternoon. Rose had been getting ready to go out for the afternoon to stroll the boutiques of the fashion district of Maryland Plaza in the Central West End. Carl left her financially secure when he passed away five years ago. She no longer felt comfortable going to bars, hoping to get hit on. Afternoons shopping and putting herself on display in street-side cafes and wine bars felt more appropriate for her age, and she could easily meet potential companions in a relaxed, social setting. It had been six months since she got lucky and was picked up and taken to get laid. And it had been six months before that. They were both in their late fifties or early sixties and had difficulty maintaining an erection. Gone were the days when it was easy to get picked by younger men with hard cocks.

Most of her preparation for her afternoon outing focused on her makeup. Her body remained a shapely attraction, though the unmistakable signs of age had begun to show. Her facial skin was no longer taut and firm like Loren’s, but had softened and settled over time, reminiscent of well-worn, crumpled silk fabric. In certain areas, it appeared thin and almost translucent, revealing a delicate tracery of blue veins at her temples that shimmered subtly beneath the surface. Rose meticulously refined her makeup techniques and selected high-quality products to counteract her visible signs of aging. Her eyes, the most youthful feature remaining, were set deep within a frame of fine lines and wrinkles, with the skin surrounding them forming a complex web of delicate lines radiating outward like the rays of a starburst. Around her lips, a faint vertical tracery created a permanent slight pucker. A close inspection in the mirror reassured her that her efforts had successfully taken at least fifteen years off her appearance, making her feel far from her actual age of nearly seventy.

She gently slipped her silk robe off her shoulders, revealing the smooth curve of her collarbone and the graceful lines of her neck. Her thoughts flickered: “This body can seduce any man in his late forties if I get the opportunity to get my dress off.” Her figure bore a resemblance to her daughter’s—delicate yet seasoned like a retired pornstar—with a softness that spoke of a life well lived. Her spine curved slightly forward in a graceful arc, aligning her posture with a natural elegance that bestowed her with a grounded presence. Her shoulders were relaxed, the muscles loose, embodying a quiet confidence. At the same time, her head was held high with a dignity earned from self-knowledge and acceptance, creating a silhouette of profound resilience and grace.

Her skin was a map of her life's journey. It draped softly over her frame, its surface textured with the marks of aging and experience. The elasticity she once had had waned, especially across her abdomen and at the upper thighs, where slight sagging hinted at the passage of time. The thin, delicate lace of her panties revealed the inviting, slightly sun-kissed skin of her lower abdomen, where a faint, silvery stretch mark traced a gentle line across her hips—a testament to the four children she had nurtured.

Her skin was also marked with a constellation of blemishes and stretch marks: silvery streaks and fine lines that crisscrossed her hips and belly, creating a vivid roadmap of motherhood and the years that had sculpted her body. Her abdomen was soft and supple, a quiet reminder of the lives that blossomed within her and the physical changes that came with bearing four children.

Rose’s breasts were no longer pert like Loren’s, but soft and pendulous, having long lost their youthful lift, but were full and soft. She was grateful for the aid of her lacy white push-up bra that allowed her large, rosy nipples to show. Her arms and legs lost the firm muscle tone of youth, but not their definition. Calf and thigh muscles were still long and graceful, and the skin on her upper arms was a bit loose, but soft. Her hands, resting calmly at her sides, were expressive—veins subtly visible. From behind, her spine displayed a gentle, natural curve as she slipped into a floral garment with thin straps that accentuated her silhouette and revealed glimpses of her smooth, ivory shoulders.

Rose heard the sharp chime of the doorbell echoing through the quiet house and wondered who the caller might be. She had just seen Loren the day before—her only child with whom she regularly kept in touch. Her two oldest children had long since moved out and established their own lives in distant cities. Her youngest son, a quiet and reserved man, worked nights alone as a janitor at the local university, rarely seen during the day. She slipped on her elegant heels, adjusted her sundress bodice, and slowly made her way to the front door. She glanced through the peephole, checking the visitor’s face before cautiously opening the door. Her heart fluttered with a mix of anticipation and excitement when she recognized the handsome man in his late forties, whom she had met just the day before, standing on her porch with a shy smile.

“I hope I’m not catching you at a bad time,” John said as the door opened. “You were so captivating and straightforward when we met yesterday, I thought I'd take you up on your offer to stop by and get to know you better.”

“Oh, what a surprise, your timing is perfect. I was about to go out for the afternoon, but I’d rather spend that time with you.”

She led John to the kitchen, where she patted a comfortable stool at the center island and swept by to grasp a bottle of wine and a corkscrew. “I’ll let you open this while I get some glasses.” While John opened the wine, Rose continued, “I’m glad your open-minded wife meant what she said when she offered to send you by.”

John replied, “My wife and I have a great relationship; neither of us is jealous. Kay and Loren have already set up a date for us to get together. They share the same core values of personal autonomy and the freedom to explore different sexual connections,” John said as he poured wine into their glasses.

Rose held her glass for a toast, saying, “Like mother, like daughter, she gets that from me.”

“Loren is terrific,” John said, as he smiled and took another sip of wine. She mentioned when we hooked up a few years ago that she got her sexual desire from you.”

Rose laughed, “I wasn't the best role model for a young girl. She knew I slept around, so it was just natural for her to want more than just one man. She got lucky when she met the senator who loved her so much he would do anything to satisfy her needs.”

Although their conversation was frank and open, Rose became anxious, wondering, “Did he come here to have fun with me, or did he just want to talk?” He hadn't made any advances, so perhaps he wasn't sexually attracted to a much more mature woman. Undeterred, Rose grew impatient and took the opportunity to show him her assets.

She flicked the thin straps of her sundress off her shoulders and leaned forward with a sultry smile, “I meant what I said yesterday when I told you you could stop by anytime.”

John glanced down the top of her dress, enjoying the view of her full breasts and the edge of her rosy nipples. John grinned, “Just like Loren’s,” he said.

“Let me show you some more,” she said, as she stood and turned around. “Please unzip my dress,” she asked boldly. John obliged. Her sundress fell to her hips. She turned to face John, and with a simple tug, the sundress pooled around her ankles. The sight of Rose in lingerie and high heels aroused John. She looked like an aging porn star, still hot. She unhooked her bra with a flick of her fingers. Rose’s full breast fell into John’s hands. “I’m self-conscious without a bra’s support,” she said shyly. “I’m no longer as firm as Loren.”

“Your tits are wonderful,” John replied with a grin. “I’ll give them all the support they need.” With both hands gripping her tits firmly, John made her raise to her toes. Rose was thrilled that John was a man who knew how to handle her. She felt the return of heat building in her chest that she had forgotten.

She squealed with delight as John lifted her effortlessly and carried her to the couch. Her heart fluttered as she watched him undress, captivated by his presence. Even nearing fifty, the toned physique of a bomber pilot was unmistakable. Every muscular division—deltoids, pectorals, quadriceps—was sharply defined, skin stretched tight over hard muscle. Veins traced his forearms, biceps, and calves, a testament to his extreme vascular conditioning. At last, John’s cock leaped from his boxers—a magnificent sight Rose hadn't seen in over twenty years.

She raised her hips and eased her panties down to her thighs. John took over, removing them, and eased his cock inside Rose’s pussy. She arched her spine and raised her hips, feeling like his cock inside her was what she deserved. In that moment, nothing else mattered but the space between her legs and the contractions she was having. After twenty minutes, he was still going strong, giving Rose multiple orgasms. He turned her over, and she rose to her hands and knees. Without warning, she felt the burn of his cock penetrate her ass, followed by a fantastic euphoria as his balls grazed her pussy with every powerful thrust. Her incredibly hot and primal anal orgasm was the best of the few she experienced, then she felt the joy of finally getting him off as she felt his hot cream fill her. Rose collapsed face down as semen gushed from her ass. She caught her breath and said, “Loren was right, you're fantastic!”

They had more wine and talked, filling in each other on their individual stories. Rose acknowledged that she had always been a slut and fucked hundreds of men. Only her first
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