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Hotter Than Water

About the Author

I sat in the vinyl chair beside Mike’s hospital bed, nursing a lukewarm cup of coffee that tasted like it had been sitting in the dispenser for hours. The room smelled of antiseptic, stale pizza, and the faint metallic tang of the monitors that beeped softly every few seconds. Mike was asleep, his chest rising and falling under the thin hospital blanket, his face still carrying the faint tan lines from his Thailand vacation that he and Sarah had taken right after the stroke. He’d asked me to sit with his great-aunt Eleanor while they were gone, but all he’d said in that terse text was, “Take care of her, bro. You know how she is.” I didn’t mind. Eleanor Hawthorne had been a legend in our little town for as long as I could remember—eighty-two years old, sharp as a tack, and somehow still the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.

She lay propped up in the narrow bed, a frail figure under a thin blue blanket that barely covered her legs. Her body looked delicate at first glance, but when she turned her head and gave me that slow, knowing smile, I felt something warm bloom low in my stomach. Those sharp blue eyes hadn’t dimmed with age; they still sparkled like they had when she’d wink at customers back when she worked the counter at the old bank. I’d never really spoken to her much before, but I knew the stories. The ones that made grown men blush over coffee.

The first evening I arrived at her house on the edge of town, the sky was already turning that soft peach color of late spring. I carried two grocery bags—milk, fresh bread, a six-pack of beer, and a bottle of the cabernet she always liked—and knocked on the big oak door with its brass knocker. She opened it herself, still in her light-blue nightgown that skimmed her chubby thighs just right. It wasn’t frumpy. It hugged her full breasts, the lace cups straining gently over soft curves, her belly rounded and warm-looking, her hips wide enough to make any man’s hands itch. She was hot, no question. I’d never noticed before.

“John, honey,” she said, her voice still husky and warm like she’d just stepped out of a warm bath. “You’re a lifesaver. Come in. I’m going to take a shower and get myself presentable. The door’s open if you want to help an old lady out.” She winked, slow and playful, and padded down the hallway, leaving the bathroom door wide open behind her.

I should’ve turned around. I should’ve gone back to my car and driven away. Instead I stood there in the foyer, heart suddenly hammering, and listened to the soft rustle of fabric hitting the floor. The shower turned on. Steam began to rise under the door. I told myself it was innocent. I told myself I was just waiting for her to come out. But my feet moved anyway.

The glass shower was right there, curtain half-drawn. I peeked. Eleanor stood with her back to me, water cascading over her broad shoulders, down the soft rolls of her stomach, over the wide curve of her hips. She was naked, of course—the nightgown tossed on the counter. Water beaded on her skin, tracing the faint lines of stretch marks and the darker patch between her thick thighs. Her ass was chubby and round, the kind that jiggled softly when she shifted. I didn’t mean to watch, but my eyes followed every drop. My cock was already thickening in my pants.

I couldn’t help myself. My hand slipped inside my jeans, wrapping around my growing length. I stroked slowly at first, just the head, then longer, firm pulls while I imagined how her soft belly would feel under my palms, how she’d moan like a woman half her age if I pressed my mouth between those thighs. I was just getting to the part where I’d slide two fingers between her cheeks when the shower curtain slid open and she stepped out, dripping wet, completely naked.

“Well, well,” she purred, voice low and throaty, water still running down her body. “Looks like I caught you with your hand in your pants, John. You’re a dirty boy, aren’t you?”

I froze, face burning. She laughed, that rich, throaty
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