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The alarm buzzed softly in my earpiece as I pulled into the quiet subdivision on the edge of Madison, Wisconsin. It was a crisp October afternoon, leaves crunching under my boots, the kind of day that made you wonder why anyone would need an in-home care nurse. My agency had assigned me to “light housekeeping and light personal assistance for Mrs. Margaret Ellis.”

I was twenty-eight, six-two, with shoulders that still made my old football teammates text me memes. Broad, a little rough around the edges from too many shifts on my feet and not enough sleep. The ad I’d answered on the agency site had asked for someone “fit and reliable.” They hadn’t said muscular, but here I was anyway—Ethan Thompson, twenty-eight, six feet two, two hundred pounds of lean muscle from the gym and the occasional pickup game on weekends. Short brown hair, green eyes, and a jaw that I knew women noticed. The photo the agency sent back had been a generic one, but the real woman who opened the door looked like someone had taken a twenty-five-year-old and aged her up with class.

Margaret Ellis was eighty-five, but she looked like a goddamn goddess. Silver hair cut in a sleek, glossy bob that framed a heart-shaped face still carrying full cheeks, a small stubborn chin, and blue eyes that could pin you in place. She wore a soft lavender cardigan over a cream sweater and loose black pants, barefoot, toenails painted the same color as her fingernails. Not a wrinkle out of place. Not a gray hair out of line. She looked like she could still teach yoga or seduce a man half her age.

“Mr. Thompson,” she said, voice low and amused, stepping aside so I could enter, “you’re taller than the photo. Come in before my neighbors start speculating.”

I blinked, trying to keep my professional mask in place. “Speculating, ma’am?”

She smiled, small and knowing, like she’d just caught me in a lie. “I called in a ‘young, fit caregiver.’ They sent me you.” She stepped aside. “I like a man who can carry things without straining. And I like a man who doesn’t lie to me with his eyes.”

I followed her into a house that smelled like cinnamon, fresh coffee, and something warmer underneath—maybe her skin. The living room was tidy, sun streaming through bay windows onto a grand piano and a wall of family photos. Every picture was impeccably framed. No dust on the shelves. No clutter. Just elegance.

“Sit,” she ordered, pointing at the leather couch. “I’ll make tea. You look like you’ve been on your feet all day.”

I sat. She moved with surprising grace, no cane, no hesitation, disappearing into the kitchen for a minute and returning with two mugs. She sat close enough that I could feel the heat of her body. At eighty-five she looked like a woman who had decided the world owed her nothing and taken everything she wanted anyway.

“Tell me about yourself,” she said, sipping. “Not the agency line. The real one.”

I told her. Twenty-eight, from a small town outside Milwaukee, six years in home health because I liked the work, liked the people—changing beds, cooking simple meals, giving baths, listening when they cried. I played weekend basketball, lifted when I could, and my last girlfriend had left because I “never had time to look at her.” I didn’t mention the age difference yet. She didn’t either.

She listened like she was taking notes, head tilted, eyes never leaving mine. When I finished, she set her mug down with a soft clink.

“My daughter left six months ago. Just vanished. No note, no call, no nothing. I have Medicare and enough money to live another twenty years, but I need a bath. Not a shower. A proper bath in my tub. It’s been... six weeks.” She said the number slowly, like she was testing the word on her tongue. “I can’t reach the handles anymore without my arm shaking. And I’ve been so tired of washing myself.”

I nodded, professional mask sliding into place. “We can do that. My agency is licensed for personal care. It’s fine. I’ve done baths before.”

She studied me again, slow, deliberate. “Most young men would have said no already. You’re still sitting here. That’s... refreshing.”

“I’m here because it’s my job,” I said quietly.

She laughed, soft and low, the kind of laugh that vibrated in her chest. “Mmm. Jobs have changed since I was your age. Back then we had jobs. Now we have... opportunities.” Her eyes flicked down to my hands, then back up. “You’re shaking your leg, Ethan. Nervous?”

I stopped. “No.”

“Liar.” She reached over and rested her hand on my knee. The touch was light, but electric. “Relax. I’m not going to bite. Unless you want me to.”

My cock twitched in my jeans. I shifted, trying to hide it. “Mrs. Ellis—”

“Margaret,” she corrected. “Margaret. And it’s time we stopped with the formalities.”

We finished the tea in silence. When the mugs were empty, she stood and offered me her hand. “Come on. Let’s get you settled. I’ll show you where everything is. Then we’ll get that bath started.”

The bathroom was on the second floor—her room, really. King bed, reading lamp, windows overlooking the backyard with a small fountain trickling. The bath was a claw-foot tub, enormous, with brass fixtures that gleamed under the afternoon light.

“Fill it with the hottest water you can stand,” she told me, voice steady. “I like it scalding. I’ll get in when you’re done. And turn on the bath salts. They smell like jasmine and something... wicked.”

I filled it, tested the temperature with my elbow—perfect, hot enough to make sweat bead on my forehead—and stepped out. She disappeared into the bedroom for a minute, returning in a plush robe the color of dark chocolate. Her hair was up in a loose bun, a few strands escaping to frame her face.

“Ready?” she asked, tying the robe tighter.

I nodded. “Lead the way.”

She stepped into the tub slowly, sinking with a little sigh as the water rose around her. The robe slipped off her shoulders, pooling at her feet like a dark puddle. She was naked underneath, of course. At eighty-five or not, no one bathes in a robe and stays modest.

The water lapped at her breasts. She was lean but not fragile—full breasts with faint stretch marks across her ribs, nipples the color of pale rose and already tightening in the heat. Her belly rose gently over hips that still looked strong, the kind of hips that could carry a child or a man to orgasm. Between her thighs, silver curls were neatly trimmed, not shaved, framing a soft, puffy pussy that glistened with the heat of the bath. She looked... powerful. Like a queen who had decided to let the world see her body again after six weeks of loneliness.

I turned the water off, adjusted the temperature, and grabbed the washcloth. I soaked it, lathered it with soap, and started at her shoulders.

She was still. The only sound was the drip of water and her breathing—deep, steady, controlled.

“You’re shaking,” I murmured, working the cloth into her skin in slow circles.

“I’ve been waiting six weeks,” she answered, voice husky. “You’re the first man in six weeks who’s touched me like this. And you’re so good at it already.”

I moved down her arms, feeling the fine down on her forearms, the slight tremor she tried to hide. “It’s just a bath, Margaret.”

She opened one eye. “It’s not just a bath, Ethan. You’re hard. I can see it under your jeans.”

I didn’t deny it. Just kept washing.

Her breasts were next. I lifted each one with one hand, letting the water run over her, then soaped the cloth and slid it across one nipple. It tightened instantly. She inhaled sharply.

“Cold,” she whispered, eyes still closed.

I smiled despite myself. “Not cold. Your body’s awake.”

She opened both eyes now, looking down at me through her lashes. “You’re enjoying this.”

“I’m doing my job.”

“Liar,” she said, but her tone was delighted, filthy. “Keep going. I want to feel your hands everywhere.”

I washed her back, her spine, the curve of her waist. Lower. Between her legs I was careful at first, circling just outside her folds, avoiding the most sensitive spot. She parted her thighs a little wider, inviting me in.

“There,” she breathed when I pressed the cloth directly against her clit. “Right there, Ethan. Don’t be gentle yet.”

I kept the rhythm slow—small circles, pressure just enough to
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