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Donna’s Sunday mornings were quiet—too quiet. The old house creaked with memories, and the only sound besides her slow, heavy breaths was the occasional hum of the refrigerator. She had been a widow for five years, and the emptiness had settled into her bones like dust. But today, it wasn’t just loneliness gnawing at her. It was the way her body still remembered what it was like to be touched, even if her mind had long given up on hoping.

The doorbell rang.

She shuffled to the door in her worn-out slippers, her thick thighs rubbing together with every step. When she pulled it open, there he was—Darren, the lanky, pimple-faced kid who had fixed her computer last week. He was all arms and awkwardness, his glasses slipping down his nose as he blinked at her. But there was something in his eyes—something hungry, something that made her stomach tighten.

“Mrs. Whitmore?” he asked, adjusting the toolbox in his hand.

“Donna,” she corrected, stepping aside. “Come in.”

He did, his gaze flicking around the room before settling on her. She knew what he saw—a woman in her seventies, her body soft and round, her gray hair pinned back in a messy bun, her floral dress straining against her ample curves. She wasn’t delicate. She wasn’t some fragile relic. She was *real*.

“You wanted me to check your Wi-Fi again?” he asked, voice cracking slightly.

She smirked. “Not exactly.”

Darren swallowed hard as she led him to the living room, her hips swaying with each step. The house smelled like old wood and lavender, and the air between them was thick with something unspoken. She could feel his eyes on her ass as she bent over to pick up a fallen pillow, her dress riding up just enough to tease.

“So,” she said, turning to face him, her hands on her hips. “You’re good with computers.”

He nodded, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “Yeah. Yeah, I’m good with computers.”

“Mmm.” She stepped closer, her bare feet sinking into the plush carpet. “I bet you’re good with other things too.”

His breath hitched. “Mrs. Whit—Donna.”

“Darren,” she purred, running a finger down his chest. “You can call me Donna.”

He was trembling. She loved it.

She grabbed his wrist and pulled him toward the couch, her body pressing against his as she guided him down. His toolbox clattered to the floor, forgotten. His hands hovered at her waist, unsure whether to touch or not.

“Relax,” she murmured, straddling his lap. “I’m not gonna break you.”

His cock was hard against her thigh, straining against his jeans. She ground against him, her thick thighs squeezing his hips. He groaned, his fingers finally gripping her ass, squeezing the soft flesh.

“Fuck,” he gasped.

She laughed, low and throaty. “That’s the idea.”

His hands were clumsy as he fumbled with her dress, pulling it up over her head
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