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At eighty-six, Rhonda Adams still woke up aching for young men. Not in some dreamy, nostalgic way—oh no, she wanted them raw, hard, and exactly the way she’d always craved them since her early widowhood. She’d buried her husband at forty-nine, and from that day forward she’d chased cock like a woman half her age. Store clerks, delivery boys, the college kid who mowed her lawn on weekends—there was no age limit in her book. The only thing that had changed was the way the world looked at her now. Seventy years had softened her hips into plush Southern curves, her silver hair was still thick but threaded with more gray, and her full breasts hung a little heavier than they used to. She was gorgeous, yes, but she was also an old lady in a town that had long since decided she was “done.” So she did what she always did: she found her own ways.

That particular Tuesday she ran into old Betty at the Piggly Wiggly. Betty was seventyy-eight, still perky and curvy as ever, and they’d been swapping dirt for forty years.

“You look like you swallowed a whole bottle of Red Bull, Rhonda,” Betty teased, pushing her cart toward the tea aisle.

Rhonda grinned, her red lipstick still perfect. “I’m thinking about taking a trip to the dark side, sugar. I met this twenty-two-year-old kid—actually, twenty-three, but he still looks like he just stepped off a surfboard—and he’s been sleeping with a friend of yours who works at that little boutique on Main. You know the one? The manager? He only keeps young boys around to look respectable, but honey, that boy is a freak for older women. I got his name, his number, and his address. He’s got a two-bedroom apartment right off the interstate. You want in?”

Betty’s eyes lit up like Christmas lights. “I’m in. But I’m not the one who’s going to try on clothes, darling. That’s your department.”

Rhonda laughed, the sound bright and unashamed. “I’ll pretend I’m shopping. Just for the excuse. And you can come along for moral support... or moral support with benefits, whatever.”

They made the plan that afternoon. Betty would stay in the car while Rhonda walked in. If the kid was there, she’d flirt just enough to get a meeting. If not, she’d come back empty-handed.

At eight o’clock that evening, Rhonda stood in the boutique’s fitting room, heart hammering like a teenager’s. She wore a simple black sundress with thin straps, no bra, and a pair of lacy white panties that showed just enough. The fluorescent lights felt too bright on her seventy-six-year-old skin, but she didn’t care. She wanted to be seen.

The manager’s name was Marcus. Tall, dark-skinned, twenty-three, with a fade so sharp it could cut glass and eyes the color of strong coffee. His voice was low and smooth, the kind that made older ladies forget their own names. He looked up from the counter and froze.

“Rhonda?” His eyebrows shot up. “Betty didn’t say you were the one coming. She said... well, she said you’d be by.”

She stepped out of the fitting room, letting the sundress ride up just a little, flashing the bottom curve of her ass. “Surprise. Betty said you liked mature women. Figured I’d see for myself.”

Marcus swallowed hard. He was trying to stay professional, but his gaze dropped to her cleavage and stayed there. “You look... damn. Like you could snap a man in half.”

Rhonda smiled, slow and wicked. “I like you, Marcus. I’d like to have a friend like you. A counselor. I like young men, and I know you must have good friends to introduce me to.”

He rubbed the back of his neck, cheeks flushing. “Well... I don’t know if I have a friend, but I have myself.”

Her laugh was throaty. “Perfect. Tonight. My house. Seven-thirty. Wear something you’d wear to a bar. I want to see what a young man like you can do with an old lady.”

He blinked, stunned. “Seven-thirty? That’s... that’s tonight?”

“Tonight,” she confirmed, already turning back toward the fitting room. “And Marcus?”

“Yeah?”

“Wear something nice. I like to see what I’m getting.”

By the time she got home, her panties were already damp.
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Marcus showed up at exactly 7:30 wearing a black button-up shirt unbuttoned just enough to show a strip of smooth, dark chest hair and slim black slacks that hugged his tight ass. He looked nervous but hot as hell. Rhonda answered the door in a silky red robe that barely covered her thighs, her silver hair loose and cascading over her shoulders.

“You came,” she said, voice low. “Good boy.”

He stepped inside, eyes wide. “I... I’m sorry I’m late. I had to psych myself up.”

Rhonda closed the door and leaned against it, letting the robe slip open just enough to show the heavy swell of her breasts. “Psych yourself up? Baby, you have no idea what’s about to happen. I want to go to a bar first. Not tonight, but soon. I want to see you in public, knowing what I’m going to do to you later.”

Marcus nodded, cheeks burning. “Yeah. Yeah, I can do that.”

The bar was a smoky little place on the edge of town. Marcus tried his best—dancing, buying drinks, letting her grind on him in the corner. But he kept glancing at the clock like he was counting down to her house. Rhonda could see the embarrassment in his eyes and the way he kept adjusting himself in his slacks.

“You’re so fucking cute when you’re nervous,” she whispered in his ear, her hand sliding down his stomach. “I like that. Makes me wetter.”
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