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The afternoon sun poured through the lace curtains of the old row house on 23rd Street, casting soft gold stripes across the faded Persian rug in the living room. Tom Riley stood by the front window, arms crossed tight over his chest, watching the sidewalk like it owed him money. Twenty-four years old, built like a damn Adonis—broad shoulders, ripped abs you could grate cheese on, dark wavy hair that always fell just right, and a jawline sharp enough to cut glass. Women turned heads. Guys nodded in respect. But none of it meant shit when the woman he loved kept lying right to his face every single day.

His phone buzzed again. Amy.

Amy: Baby the register’s jammed and Randy’s being a dick about it I’m bagging as fast as I can and I swear I’ll be home in 25 minutes max. I miss you. ❤️

Tom stared at the words. Twenty-five minutes. Right. Last week he’d followed the supermarket in his beat-up Civic and seen her in the parking lot, Randy’s hands all over her waist, her laughing like it was the funniest joke in the world. She’d kissed Randy goodbye with her tongue down his throat. Tom had driven away slow, hands shaking on the wheel. The burn sat in his gut like a live coal.

He glanced toward the kitchen. Rhonda Jones was there, humming off-key while she folded laundry. Seventy-eight years old and still turning heads in the best way possible. Five-four of pure Philly womanhood wrapped in curves that looked like they belonged on a magazine cover instead of a seventy-eight-year-old. Silver-white hair in soft waves, face lined but beautiful in that no-bullshit way—high cheekbones, full lips, eyes that could see straight through you. And her body... damn. Heavy, plush, and so fucking alive. Those legendary legs—long, strong, the kind that belonged on a runway even if she was pushing eighty. Today she wore black cotton shorts that rode high on her thighs and a thin white tank top that clung to her full, heavy breasts like it was painted on. The soft jiggle when she moved. The way her hips swayed.

Tom caught himself staring. Not just her face. The way her shorts hugged those powerful thighs when she crossed them. The way her heavy tits sat high and full, nipples faintly visible through the thin cotton. The faint vanilla-lotion scent that somehow always found him. His cock twitched. He hated himself for it. But she was Amy’s grandma. Amy’s family. Still...

The front door creaked open behind him. Rhonda appeared in the doorway, basket of towels in her arms, and gave him that warm, knowing smile.

“You look like you’re plotting world domination again, Tom,” she said, voice low and smooth, the way she always talked—like she had all the time in the world. “Coffee’s hot if you want some. I just made it the way you like it.”

He forced a grin. “Thanks, Mrs. Jones. Smells amazing.”

She set the basket on the coffee table and settled onto the big black leather couch—the one Amy usually claimed after work. The one that had seen too many family movie nights and not enough what it was about to see. Rhonda crossed her legs slowly, the movement deliberate. The shorts rode up another inch, giving him a perfect view of the smooth, tanned skin above her knees. She leaned back, one arm draped along the back of the couch, and looked at him with those clear blue eyes that saw everything.

“Rough day at the gym?” she asked, tilting her head. “You’ve been pulling some heavy numbers, haven’t you?”

Tom sat on the opposite end, trying not to notice how the couch dipped when she shifted. Their thighs brushed—his smooth and warm, hers soft and plush through the thin fabric. The scent of her lotion wrapped around him like a drug.

“Yeah,” he said, voice rough. “Pulled some heavy deads. Missed you at the house. Amy said she’d be home by now.”

Rhonda’s smile didn’t waver, but her eyes flickered—just a split second. “She’s a hard worker, that girl. Always has been. Once a cashier, always a cashier.” She reached for the remote, turned on the TV to her favorite soap opera, and patted the cushion right beside her. “Come here, sweetheart. You’re too far away. I don’t bite... unless you want me to.”

Tom hesitated. Then he moved. The couch dipped under his weight. Their thighs brushed again, this time longer. Rhonda didn’t move away. Instead she turned slightly, facing him more, and her hand rested lightly on his knee.

“You know,” she said quietly, “I’ve been thinking about you and Amy. You’re a good boy, Tom. Strong. Hardworking. Kind. Amy’s... she’s been distant lately. Maybe too wrapped up in that job. Maybe she forgets how special you are.” Her fingers squeezed once, gentle. “You deserve someone who sees how special you are. Someone who appreciates a man like you. Someone who’s not afraid of a little... heat.”

Her hand slid up his thigh, just above the knee. Not rubbing. Just resting. Warm. Steady. Tom’s pulse kicked up so hard he felt it in his ears. He looked at her face—those deep lines around her eyes, the faint smile playing on her lips, the way she held his gaze like she knew exactly what he needed.

“I appreciate that, Rhonda,” he said, voice rougher than he meant. “But Amy’s my girl.”

Rhonda’s laugh was low, almost throaty, like warm honey sliding down his throat. “Call me Rhonda, baby. We’re family. Sort of.” She uncrossed her legs and recrossed them the other way, slow and deliberate. The shorts rode higher. “And I’ve been here, all alone, every night after Amy’s asleep. You think I haven’t felt the heat in this house? You think I haven’t noticed how you look at me sometimes? Like you want to taste me?”

Tom swallowed hard. His cock was already half-hard, straining against his shorts. He could feel the bulge. “Rhonda... we can’t. Amy could walk in any second.”

She leaned in closer, the vanilla scent stronger now. “Then tell me to stop. Right now. Tell me you want to wait for Amy like a good boy.” Her hand slid higher on his thigh, thumb stroking the inside seam. “But you’re shaking, Tom. Your hand is on my leg and you’re not moving it. Admit it—you want this. You want an old woman who knows exactly what she’s doing.”

The words hung in the air. The TV droned on—some drama about a secret baby and broken hearts. Outside, a car horn honked. Rhonda’s breathing was slow and even, like she had all the time in the world and she was going to use every second.

Tom looked down. His palm rested high on her thigh, thumb just brushing the hem of the shorts. He could feel the heat radiating through the cotton. Her skin was so soft, so warm.

“I... fuck,” he breathed. “I shouldn’t.”

Rhonda smiled, slow and wicked. “Then stop talking and kiss me like you mean it.”

Their mouths met. It started soft—slow, sweet presses of lips, like they were testing the water. Tom
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