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Monica Radcliffe, mistress of her own destiny, stared at the naked woman looking back at her in the bedroom mirror. 

Jesus, how did I get so old?

Not that she was that old. However, now, at fifty-seven, she was quickly headed toward the dreaded age of sixty, that age that screams, “You’re old now!” She had stopped dressing up in pretty clothes long ago, wore her gray hair up in a matronly bun, and wore simple blue jeans and a polo shirt, with a comfortable pair of sneakers. Still, she worked out at the local gym, fearing the inevitable sagging that sneaks up on one. Not having had any children though, her belly was still flat, and her breasts, though heavy and pendulous, had no stretch marks. Only her face revealed the secret of her age. Her eyes were slightly sunken with wrinkles at the corners, and her jowls had begun to sag. She pulled back on the skin near her ears, stretching it to make her appear younger.

Maybe a facelift? Or some Botox?

Don’t be stupid, Monica.

She had a thick patch of dark pubic hair between her thighs. She considered shaving it off like all the girls do these days, but why bother? No one is going to see it anyway.

Sex? She hadn’t had sex in fifteen years. She hardly ever got aroused anymore since her menopause, and her dildo lay unused and neglected in her panty drawer where she put it last year. When you think about it, sex is icky. You swallow someone else’s spit. You suck on a dirty cock and make a sticky mess between your legs. You sweat and stink like you haven’t showered in a week. You work hard to put on nice makeup for him, then he spurts his slimy load all over your face. You drip cum from your pussy. It just wasn’t worth it anymore.

She remembered her college days. She was a slut back then, fucking any boy she met, sucking their cocks, inviting them with her flashing green eyes. After she married however, those feelings gradually faded as she became a neglected housewife. 

No woman my age should be concerned with sex.

She turned around and looked at her back. She had pretty shoulders and a narrow waist, with an ass that was still full and round. She felt her ass with her two hands, lifted up the cheeks and let them fall back with an enticing bounce.

I guess not so bad for an old lady. What a waste of a good woman.

She sighed, then stepped into the bathroom. She quickly showered and shaved her armpits, dried off and put her gray hair up in a bun, and got dressed. She considered putting on makeup, but didn’t want to be bothered, and turned to leave the bedroom. As an afterthought, she put on some pale pink lipstick, then grabbed her purse and left the house.

She had retired early after her husband passed away, leaving her enough money that she could easily live on without having to work. She now spent her time with the book club and volunteering at the library. There was a guest author giving a writing seminar at the library, and Monica had been called upon to help manage the event. 

She drove into town, parked in the library parking lot, and went inside. 

The woman at the front desk had a kindly smile. She always wore pretty dresses and makeup, and had her hair dyed regularly. She was in her fifties, like Monica, though rather more chubby, with a round face and ballooning breasts like a German beer garden frau.

“Monica dear, thanks for coming on such short notice.”

“No problem, Grace. You know I love to help out.”

“The guests are starting to stack up. I’m afraid you’ll have your hands full today.”

“Are we providing snacks?”

“Yes, and they’re already making a mess.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of it.”

“If you don’t mind, line up the chairs in the conference room and make sure everything is set. So how have you been?”

“Oh, the usual. My life is pretty humdrum.”

“You need a good man.”

“Oh please, Grace. What do I need a man for?” said Monica, smiling and frowning.

“Oh, they have their uses. Changing lightbulbs, getting rid of dead mice.”

“I can do that myself.”

“And other things.” She grinned mischievously.

“Really, Grace. You still...”

“Every Friday night at ten o’clock sharp.”

Monica giggled. “Every Friday at ten o’clock sharp?” 

“Yes. I have my needs and it’s his responsibility to satisfy me.”

Monica laughed and covered her mouth with her hand. “Grace, you naughty girl.”

“Don’t knock it. Whenever he tries to squirm out of it, I feed him Brussels sprouts for a week.”

“You’re bad.”

“He hates Brussels sprouts.”

“I’ll bet.”

“And if he’s really bad, I turn on all the hot water in the house while he’s showering.”

“Oh my God, Grace. You’re truly evil.”

“They need to be trained, but they have their uses.”

“I see that. Well, let me get the room set up.”

“Thanks again.”

The guests were mostly middle-aged women like herself- bored, undersexed, and lonely with nothing better to do than find a hobby to occupy their time. Some women volunteer at the library. These particular women had turned to writing. 

They stood in groups of twos and threes, chatting amongst themselves, spilling their coffee and dropping pastry crumbs on the floor. Most of them wore gaudy makeup and had on handfuls of perfume like French whores in a seedy alley bordello. They all dyed their hair and wore push-up bras. The majority were fat and loud, laughing with exaggerated enthusiasm, desperately trying to hold onto what little youth they had left. We try and defy the calendar, thought Monica, thumb our noses at the clock, but there is no escape from the slow, steady passage of time.

When the seminar was finished, the women went back to their homes, leaving debris scattered over the room as if a tornado had hit. Most of them would never write a word.

Monica tidied up the mess, folded and stacked the chairs, and took the trash out to the dumpster. When she was done, she went into the library stacks and busied herself reshelving books. In a corner of the library, she noticed a young man intently poring over some books. He had messy dark hair and two-day old stubble on his face. He was frowning as he read, seemingly lost in what he was doing. He looked up suddenly and caught her staring at him. She quickly looked away and continued working.

When she was done putting the books away in their proper places, she gathered her things and checked in with Grace.

“How was it?” asked Grace. “Did they tear the place up?”

“They were fine,” said Monica, smiling. “I cleaned up and reshelved the books for you.”

“Thank you, dear. I appreciate your help.”

“I love helping out. Say, who is that kid over in the corner? I haven’t seen him before.”

Grace looked over. “Oh, that’s the Miller’s boy, Gregory. He’s in law school I think, here on summer break.”

“He sure is concentrating hard on whatever he’s doing.”

“He’s always been like that. A little different. While the other boys were out playing baseball, he stayed home drawing pictures or reading. He’s a nice boy, though. A little dark, but always polite.”

Monica glanced at him again, then said, “Well, I better be going. See you.”

“Goodbye, dear. I have you on the schedule for next week. And don’t forget what I said.”

“I won’t,” smiled Monica. “See you.”

She went home, put her purse and keys on the kitchen table, and went up the stairs to her bedroom. As she walked down the hall, she passed by the Queen Anne display cabinet that she had acquired from her grandmother. It was a beautiful cabinet made of burled maple, enclosed by a thin sheet of curled glass. She kept her collection of small Victorian vases and statuary in it. She stopped to admire a porcelain statue of Cupid that she had purchased recently on an online store, lined up neatly next to a small flowered vase. As she used a corner of her polo shirt to wipe a smudge off the glass, her eyes readjusted and focused on her reflection in the glass. What she saw disappointed her. 

My God, she thought. I’ve become my mother. The loose mom jeans, the baggy pink polo shirt, all meant to hide her body and draw attention away from her. 

Well, it worked, she thought. No one gives me a second glance. Is that really what I want? Would I like the young man
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