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Chapter 1: The Call
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Eleanor Hargrove watched from behind the lace curtain as Ryan Caldwell’s truck rumbled down Maple Street again. At seventy-five, she had learned patience the hard way—two husbands in the ground and a lifetime of quiet afternoons had taught her that some things were worth waiting for. But patience didn’t mean giving up. It meant playing the long game.

She had chosen the name Eleanor because it sounded respectable, but everyone who knew her called her Ellie. Bold, silver-haired Ellie, with curves that still turned heads when she bothered to dress for it. Today she wore a soft floral sundress that skimmed her full breasts and hips, nothing too obvious, but enough to remind a man that age hadn’t stolen everything. Widowed three years now, the house felt too big, too quiet. She wanted warmth. She wanted strong hands and quiet hunger. And she wanted them from the shy young plumber she’d been watching for months.

Ryan. Twenty-eight, tall and broad-shouldered, with tousled brown hair and a gentle way about him that made her stomach flutter every time he passed. He never lingered, never flirted with the younger widows on the block. No girlfriend that she could see. That small detail had lived in her thoughts like a secret.

Today, she was finally making her move.

Ellie crouched carefully under the kitchen sink, her knees protesting. With a small wrench from her late husband’s toolbox, she loosened the old compression fitting just enough. Water began to seep, then drip steadily onto the towels she’d placed. Not a disaster—just enough to justify the call.

She wiped her hands, picked up the phone, and dialed the number she’d saved weeks ago.

“Pete’s Plumbing,” Ryan answered, voice calm and professional.

“Ryan? This is Eleanor Hargrove over on Maple. I’ve got a leak under my kitchen sink. It’s making quite a mess. Could you possibly stop by this afternoon?”

There was a short pause. “Yes, ma’am. I can be there in about twenty minutes.”

“Thank you, dear. I’ll be waiting.”

She spent the next fifteen minutes preparing. A pitcher of fresh lemonade, lightly spiked with just a splash of bourbon for warmth. Two tall glasses with ice. She fluffed her silver hair, dabbed a touch of rose perfume on her wrists, and left the top button of her sundress undone. Nothing desperate. Just... inviting.

When the knock finally came, Ellie’s heart beat faster than it had in years.

She opened the door to find Ryan standing there in his navy work shirt, toolbox in hand. Up close, he was even more striking—strong jaw, kind eyes that flicked away almost shyly when they met hers.

“Afternoon, Mrs. Hargrove,” he said, nodding politely. “Show me where the leak is?”

“Call me Ellie, please.” She smiled warmly and led him into the kitchen. “It’s right under the sink. I tried to fix it myself, but these old hands aren’t as steady as they used to be.”

Ryan set his toolbox down and knelt, his broad back stretching the fabric of his shirt. He examined the pipes, tools clinking softly. Water dripped onto the towel. “Looks like a loose fitting. Should be an easy fix.”

Ellie leaned against the counter, watching the way his forearms flexed as he worked. She could see a faint blush creep up the back of his neck. Shy. That made it even better.

“You’ve been working in the neighborhood for a while now,” she said casually. “I see you walking by with your truck almost every week. Always so focused. Do you live close by?”

“Yeah, a few blocks over,” he answered without looking up. His voice was low, a little hesitant. “Keeps me busy.”

“No one waiting at home for you? A girlfriend, maybe?” She kept her tone light, almost motherly, but her eyes traced the line of his shoulders.

Ryan cleared his throat, focusing harder on the pipe. “No, ma’am—Ellie. Too busy, I guess.” His ears turned pink.

*Good,* she thought.

She poured a glass of lemonade and set it on the counter near him, close enough that he’d have to notice. “It’s hot out today. Take a break when you can. I made this fresh.”

He glanced up, surprised. Their eyes met for a moment before he looked back down. “Thank you. That’s real nice of you.”

While he worked, Ellie kept the conversation gentle—talking about the neighborhood gossip, the old oak tree losing branches, how nice it was to have a reliable plumber nearby. She didn’t push. She let the silence stretch sometimes, letting him feel her presence. Every so often he’d steal a quick glance at her, then focus back on his tools like he’d been caught doing something wrong.

Ryan finished tightening the fitting and tested the water. The leak was gone. He sat back on his heels, wiping his hands on a rag, and finally took the glass of lemonade. He drank deeply, his throat working, a small drop of condensation sliding down his wrist. Ellie watched, mesmerized.

“That hit the spot,” he said quietly, offering a small, shy smile. “You make good lemonade, Ellie.”

She stepped a little closer, her hip brushing the counter. “I like taking care of people who work hard. Especially young men who are kind enough to come on short notice.”

Ryan stood up slowly, taller than her by a good six inches. He shifted his weight, clearly unsure what to do with the compliment. His gaze dropped briefly to the soft swell of her cleavage before snapping back to her face, cheeks flushing darker.

“I should probably get going,” he murmured. “Got another job across town.”

Ellie reached out gently and touched his forearm, her fingers warm against his skin. He didn’t pull away, but he tensed slightly, breath catching.

“Before you go,” she said softly, “let me get you another glass. Or maybe you could take a proper break? You look like you’ve been working since early morning.”

He hesitated, eyes flicking to her hand on his arm, then to her face. There was something there—interest, confusion, a flicker of heat he was trying hard to hide. His shyness made him even more attractive, like a man who didn’t know quite what to do with an older woman’s attention.

“I... appreciate it, Ellie. Really. But I shouldn’t stay too long.”

She smiled, slow and knowing, and let her fingers linger another second before pulling away. “Of course. But you’ll come back if anything else needs fixing, won’t you? There’s a faucet in the upstairs bathroom that’s been dripping for weeks. I keep meaning to call someone... maybe tomorrow?”

Ryan swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing. He nodded, almost too quickly. “Yeah. I can come by tomorrow afternoon, if that works.”

“Perfect.” She walked him to the door, her sundress brushing against his leg as they moved through the narrow hallway. At the threshold, she looked up at him. “Thank you for coming so quickly, Ryan. It means more than you know.”

He paused, one hand on the doorframe, looking down at her with those dark, uncertain eyes. For a moment, the air felt thick between them. His gaze drifted to her lips, then away again.

“You’re... not like the other ladies around here,” he said quietly, almost to himself.

Ellie’s smile deepened. “Is that a good thing?”

He let out a nervous little laugh and rubbed the back of his neck. “Yeah. I think so.”

Then he was gone, toolbox in hand, climbing into his truck with one last glance back at her standing in the doorway.

Ellie closed the door and leaned against it, heart racing. She pressed her thighs together against the slow, warm ache building low in her belly. He was shy, yes. Careful. But she had seen the way he looked at her when he thought she wouldn’t notice. The slight tremble in his arm when she touched him. The way he’d agreed to come back tomorrow without hesitation.

She had started this with a deliberate leak. Tomorrow, she would make sure the upstairs faucet needed more than just a quick fix. And she would take her time—drawing him in slowly, one shy smile, one lingering touch at a time.

Because Ryan Caldwell was going to be worth every careful, delicious step.

And the way he’d looked at her before driving off told her he already wanted to come back... even if he didn’t fully understand why yet.
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Chapter 2: Pipes and Promises
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The next morning, Eleanor Hargrove stood in her upstairs bathroom, heart already racing with wicked anticipation. The kitchen had been the bait. Today she wanted him upstairs, close, trapped in that small intimate space. She worked the wrench with practiced care, loosening the old joint under the bathroom sink until water sprayed in a sharp, messy arc. She mopped up most of it, then dialed his number with slightly trembling fingers.

“Ryan? It’s Ellie again. I’m terribly sorry, but that little drip became a flood. The pipe under the bathroom sink is leaking everywhere. Can you come soon?”

“I’ll be there in twenty-five minutes,” he replied, that shy warmth in his voice making her thighs press together.

She changed into a soft, pale yellow sundress that clung to her full, heavy breasts and wide hips. No bra. The neckline dipped low enough to show the soft valley of her cleavage, the skin there lined with faint age spots and delicate wrinkles. At seventy-five, Ellie’s body was a map of lived experience—soft belly with gentle rolls, thick thighs dimpled with cellulite, silver pubic hair peeking if one looked close—but she knew it was still delicious. Plump, warm, and eager.

Ryan arrived looking deliciously rumpled, toolbox in hand. His eyes widened slightly when she opened the door, gaze flicking down her body before he caught himself.

“Upstairs,” she said, leading the way, feeling his stare on her swaying backside.

In the bathroom, he knelt under the
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