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Chapter One

Owning a diner at nineteen years old was not in my plans. The plan was to go to college after high school and get a degree in architectural engineering. But life decided it wasn’t to be.

The summer before I was to attend college, my parents were killed in a car crash, leaving me saddled with the diner. Sure, I could have just closed it up and gone on with my life, but owning and operating the diner gave me a sort of connection to them, even if they were gone.

The diner was a dream of my father’s. He had always wanted to own a 50s-style diner, and this was his dream come true. The floors were black and white tiles with turquoise trim along the base of the walls. The booths were also turquoise with a white triangle coming down the middle.

The seats were tufted in much the same way as the bench seat of a 1957 Chevy. The table tops were a turquoise color with silver flakes in them and chrome edging around the outside edge. It really did feel like you had gone back in time when you came inside.

But owning a diner left little time for dating or romance. It seemed that by the time I closed the diner and got myself home, I was either too tired or had diner-related work to get done. Dating was not high on my priority list to begin with.

I had never really dated much in school. I couldn’t stand the immature guys who were simply looking for a fuck toy. I had always preferred older guys, hoping they were more mature and a bit more serious.

Most of my sexual outlet was in the form of self-gratification when I wasn’t too tired from running the diner. I felt like my dildo probably thought I didn’t like it since encounters were few and far between.

I felt like I was attractive. I was five feet seven inches tall with auburn hair that was wavy and flowed just below shoulder length. I suppose by modern fashion standards I was a bit heavy, but in my eyes, I was a trim 135 pounds. My boobs were my greatest asset. They were large, round, and often very perky.

I hated padded bras, so it wasn’t strange to see my nipples poking out of my shirt. This often got me attention that I didn’t really want. Lots of men flirted with me and asked me out on dates. I assume they thought that because my nipples poked out from my shirt, thinking I was an easy lay. I never saw any guys I felt were worth my time anyway.

There were times I felt lonely and dreamed of someone waltzing in and sweeping me off my feet. Someone who would take me away from all of this and pamper me.Someone who wanted to please me.

“Order up!” Frank hollered, bringing me back to reality. “Got it, I replied.

I took the plates of food over to the older couple seated near the dessert case and set them down.

“Can I get you anything else?” I asked.

“We’re fine, dear. Thank you,” the woman replied.

I went back behind the counter and began wrapping utensils in napkins as I waited for the next order to come up. Wrapping the silverware was often my time to daydream. It was my time to wonder if this was as good as life was going to get.

“Ding!” I heard the front doorbell ring as an older gentleman came in.

“Sit anywhere you like,” I said, turning to look at him.

He was probably in his late 60’s or early 70’s by my estimation. He was balding with a slight beer belly. He was probably not much taller than me, but dressed well. I watched as he walked down to a table away from the other patrons and took his seat.

I grabbed a menu and headed to his table.

“Can I get you something to drink?” I asked him.

“Coffee, black,” he replied without looking up.

“You got it,” I said as I slid the menu in front of him.

He seemed sort of humble and lost as I looked over my shoulder at him perusing the menu. I got the coffee pot and returned to his table.

“First time here?” I asked, trying to strike up a conversation as I filled his coffee cup.

“Yes,” he replied, not looking up.

“Welcome then. I’ll be back in a few minutes to get your order,” I said and walked back behind the counter.

I waited behind the counter, glancing over at him, waiting for him to set the menu down, a signal he was ready to order. But he just kept looking at it. After several minutes, I decided to check on him.

“Are you ready to order?” I asked him.

He sat there for a moment and then replied. “Is the apple pie any good?”

“My mom’s secret recipe,” I said enthusiastically. “It’s the best in the area.

“I’ll have a slice ala mode,” he replied.

“Did you want that warmed up?” I asked.

“Yes, please,” he replied.

I got a slice of pie and warmed it in the microwave, then put a big scoop of vanilla ice cream on top. I took the pie to him and set it down in front of him. It was then that he finally made eye contact with me. He had piercing blue eyes, but his face showed a sadness that he didn’t try to hide.

“I used to own a diner,” he said as he looked back down at his pie. “Maggie and I ran it for close to thirty years.

“Oh, did you retire from it?” I asked curiously.

“No, I had to close it,” he stated.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. “Was it in the area?

“No, it was in Missouri,” he replied.

“Well, that’s a good distance from here. What brings you to this area?” I asked.

“I needed a fresh start,” he said.

I sensed that he didn’t really want to talk about what had happened, so I excused myself and went back to wrapping silverware. He seemed like a nice man. Sad, but nice. I was curious as to what had happened to his diner, but didn’t want to intrude on him. I let him eat in silence.

The afternoon rush started, and the rest of the night whizzed by in a blur. When I finally had time to take a break, I noticed the old man was still sitting in his booth. He had been there for several hours. It was getting close to closing time, so I thought I should check on him and let him know.

“Everything ok?” I asked.

“You were right,” he replied. “That was some good pie”.

“Well, thank you,” I said. “We are going to be closing shortly. Is there anything else I can get for you?”

“No, I’m good,” he replied.“Just the check.”

I gave him his check and went back to get some salt and pepper to start my closing routine. By the time I got back out front, the man was gone. I went over to his table to clear it and found a $10 tip. That was quite a tip for just some pie and coffee! I smiled, put the tip in my apron, and cleared his table. Little did I know this was just the beginning.


Chapter Two

It had been a couple of days since I had met Frank. To be honest, I hadn’t really thought about the old man until he came back into the diner.

“Frank, right?” I asked as he came in the front door.

“Yes, good memory, young lady,” he replied.

He walked back to the same table he had sat at before. With a slight umph, he sat down.

“Coffee? I asked as I walked up to the table. “Black, as I recall.”

“I’m impressed. Most young people these days don’t bother with the details.” He said.

“Well, I was always taught that it’s the little things that make a good impression,” I replied.

“I’ll have another piece of that apple pie as well,” he said.

“You got it!” I replied.

I poured his coffee and went behind the counter to make his pie. I don’t know why, but there was something sort of familiar about this man. He was one of those guys who seemed genuine, and he, in turn, made you feel relaxed around him. Maybe it was the way he carried himself, or maybe just the way he looked. But it made me feel like I had known him for a while.

“Here you go,” I said as I set his plate down in front of him. “Warm and ala mode.”

“Thank you, dear,” he said.

I went back behind the counter to get my coffee pot to refill my other customer’s mugs.

“Phone Allison,” I heard Bobby yell from the kitchen.

I put the coffee pot back down and went back into the kitchen to answer the call. It was Jim. He was calling off work yet again.

“Come on, Jim,” I said in an irritated tone. “I really need you here.”

Despite my rather irritated tone, Jim still was not coming in. I guess I must have said something a little too loudly in frustration because some of the patrons were giving me a look when I came back into the dining room. I refilled coffee cups as I fumed over having to carry the load yet again.

“Anything I can do to help?” Frank asked as I refilled his coffee.

“I’m fine,” I replied. “Just another employee calling off. Typical.

“I do have experience,” he said with a wink. “As the old saying goes, I’ll work for my dinner.”

It wasn’t a bad idea.

“Are you serious?” I asked with some trepidation.

“Sure.” He replied. “I kind of miss the work, and you need some help, so why not?”

I looked at him for several seconds, then decided to let him help. Even if he sucked at it, it would still be a help and let me get home at a decent time.

“Alright then,” I replied. “Let me know when you’re finished, and I’ll show you what needs to be done.”

I almost felt like I was taking advantage of the guy. Here he was, out to enjoy some pie and coffee, and suddenly he had thrust himself into helping run my diner.

“I’m ready,” I heard him say as I looked up and saw him standing at the counter.

“Ok, follow me,” I said.

I took Frank back into the kitchen with me and over to the dishwashing station.

“This is what I need help with the most,” I told him. “Dishes. They just stack up, and I can never seem to keep up with them. Jim tries, but I don’t think he really wants to do the job.”

“No problem,” Frank said. “I’ll have you caught up in no time.”

I showed Frank where everything was, gave him an apron, and turned him loose. You could tell he knew his way around a kitchen by how he attacked the stack of dirty dishes. I smiled and went back out front, confident Frank could handle the job.

As the night wore on, I could see the pile of dishes slowing shrinking. Frank was doing a bang-up job washing the dishes. He sure put Jim to shame. He looked like he was enjoying himself as he loaded and unloaded the dishwasher.

We were pretty busy that evening, and time flew by. Before I knew it, it was almost closing time. I walked back into the kitchen and was amazed. Frank had all the dishes done and was just finishing sweeping the floor.

“Holy shit!” I exclaimed. “I don’t think I have ever had the kitchen this ready to close this quickly.”

Frank stopped sweeping, looked up, and smiled. I could tell he was beaming from knowing he had helped me a lot.

“It’s not work if you enjoy it,” he said.

I laughed slightly and went back out front to close everything out. I locked the door and counted down the register. As I went back into the kitchen, I saw Frank finishing up drying the last of the pans. I walked over to him to thank him for his help.

As I got close, I got a strange feeling. I felt my nipples begin to harden. I knew it wasn’t a rush of cold air, but how could an old guy like this elicit such a reaction? I almost felt embarrassed because I knew if he looked at my chest, he would see my hardened nipples protruding from my shirt.

“I am so thankful for your help,” I told him. “I can’t remember the last time I got out of here so early.”

“It was my pleasure,” he replied. “I almost forgot how it felt to be useful.”

“Can I give you a hug?” I asked him.

“Absolutely,” he replied as he turned and put his arms out.

He pulled me to him, and I felt my tits being pressed against his body. I could feel his firm body against mine, and a slight tingle went down my body to my pussy. I know I blushed this time, but he couldn’t see it. I was ashamed that a guy old enough to be my grandfather was turning me on. It felt so wrong.

“I can continue to help you if you would like,” he told me. “I don’t need the money, but I sure do miss the work.”

I thought about his offer for a few seconds. If I could get out like this every night, I just might have a chance at a real life.

“I can’t pay much,” I replied.

Before I could give him an offer, he replied, “No problem, just pay me minimum wage. As I said before, I don’t need the money.”

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“Absolutely. I would love to help out,” he replied.

“Alright then, be here at 4:00 tomorrow afternoon,” I said.

“You got it,” he replied.

We left the diner, and Frank walked me to my car. We made small talk on the way.

“I don’t see your car anywhere,” I told him.

“Oh, I don’t have one. I walk everywhere,” he replied with a smile.

“Can I give you a ride home?” I asked him.

“No thanks,” he replied. “I like the exercise.

“Well then, goodnight,” I said.

“Good night, young lady,” he replied.

He gave me a sort of salute and headed out of the parking lot. I watched him walk to the sidewalk and disappear around the corner of the diner. How did I manage to luck into this guy? I wondered. Who cares how, I was just glad I did.

I drove home but could not stop thinking about Frank and how I had become aroused just by being near him. I was trying to rationalize it, but nothing was working.




Chapter Three

The next afternoon, Frank showed up right at 4:00, apron in hand and a quiet smile on his face. He slipped into the rhythm of the diner as he’d never left it—clearing tables, refilling coffees, chatting with the regulars in that calm, steady way that put everyone at ease. By closing time, the kitchen was spotless again, and I felt lighter than I had in months.

We locked up together, and he walked me to my car the way he had the night before.

“You sure you don’t want a ride?” I asked.

“I’m sure, Allison. The walk does me good.”

He gave me that little salute again and headed off into the cool night.

I drove home with the windows cracked, letting the air hit my face, trying to clear my head. But the whole way home, my mind kept circling back to the hug from the night before—the way my breasts had pressed against his chest, the unexpected warmth of his body, the faint scent of coffee and soap on his skin. It was ridiculous. He was old enough to be my grandfather. Twice over, probably. And yet… something about him made my skin feel too tight.

I got home, kicked off my shoes, and poured myself a glass of wine. The apartment was quiet, just the hum of the fridge and the distant sound of traffic. I took a long sip, then another, and headed to the bedroom.

I stripped out of my work clothes slowly, catching my reflection in the full-length mirror on the closet door. My nipples were already hard, stiff peaks jutting out from my heavy breasts. I cupped them, thumbs brushing over the sensitive tips, and felt a sharp jolt straight down to my pussy. God, I was wet. I hadn’t even touched myself yet, and I was soaked.

I lay back on the bed, legs falling open. My fingers slid down my stomach, over the soft curve of my belly, until I reached the slick folds between my thighs. I was swollen, aching. I traced my outer lips first, teasing myself, spreading the wetness around. My clit throbbed under its hood, begging for attention.

I closed my eyes and let the images come.

Frank’s hands—rough from years of work, but gentle—sliding up under my shirt. His mouth on my neck, warm breath against my skin. His body pressed me back against the prep table in the kitchen after closing, the cool steel against my bare ass while he kissed me slow and deep.

I circled my clit with two fingers, slow at first, then faster. My hips lifted off the bed. I was dripping now, my juices coating my fingers, running down to my asshole. I dipped lower, pushing two fingers inside myself, curling them up to hit that spot that made me gasp. My pussy clenched greedily around them.

This is wrong, a voice whispered in my head. He’s old. He’s… old enough to be your grandpa. It’s disgusting.

But the thought only made me wetter.

I imagined him sitting in one of the booths after closing, me straddling his lap, grinding against the hard bulge in his pants. His hands gripping my hips, guiding me. His voice—low, gravelly—telling me what a good girl I was, how pretty I looked with my tits bouncing as I rode him.

I added a third finger, stretching myself, fucking myself hard now. My thumb pressed firmly on my clit, rubbing in tight circles. My breath came in short, desperate pants.

He’d probably be gentle at first. Patient. He’d take his time with me, kissing every inch of my body like I was something precious. Then he’d flip me over, bend me over a table, and fuck me slow and deep, his belly pressing against my back, his hands cupping my swinging breasts.

The wrongness of it—the age gap, the taboo—sent a fresh wave of heat through me. I was ashamed of how much I wanted it. Ashamed of how my pussy fluttered at the thought of his wrinkled hands spreading my thighs, his gray head buried between them, licking me like I was the sweetest thing he’d ever tasted.

I came hard, my whole body shaking, pussy clenching around my fingers as I soaked the sheets beneath me. I kept rubbing, drawing it out, riding the aftershocks until I was limp and gasping.

When it finally faded, I lay there staring at the ceiling, heart pounding. My cheeks burned with embarrassment. What kind of person got off fantasizing about a man old enough to be her grandfather? I felt dirty. Depraved.

But even as the shame settled in, a small, hungry part of me whispered: I want it to happen. I want him to touch me. I want to feel him inside me.

I rolled over, burying my face in the pillow, and tried to push the thought away.

Tomorrow he’d be back at the diner.

And I had no idea how I was going to look him in the eye.


Chapter Four

The next day dragged on forever. Every time the bell above the door dinged, my heart jumped, half hoping it was Frank, half terrified it would be. When he finally walked in at 3:58, wearing the same neat button-down shirt and slacks, I felt my stomach flip.

“Afternoon, Allison,” he said with that quiet smile, like he belonged here.

“Hi, Frank. Right on time.” I tried to sound casual, but my voice came out higher than usual.

He tied on the spare apron and got straight to work—refilling ketchup bottles, wiping down the counter, greeting the regulars by name after only a few days. Watching him move around the diner with that easy confidence made something low in my belly tighten. He was old, yes—lines around his eyes, silver in what was left of his hair—but there was strength in his shoulders, steadiness in his hands. Hands that I couldn’t stop picturing on me.

By closing time, the place was spotless again. I locked the front door and flipped the sign to CLOSED, my pulse already racing.

“You want that ride tonight?” I asked as we finished up in the kitchen. The words came out before I could second-guess them.

He paused, drying his hands on a towel. “You sure it’s no trouble?”

“It’s on my way,” I lied. I had no idea where he lived.

He nodded. “All right then. Thank you.”

We walked out to my car in silence. I unlocked it, and he slid into the passenger seat—close enough that I could smell the faint trace of dish soap and coffee on him. The same scent I’d been fantasizing about last night while I fucked myself with three fingers and came imagining his mouth on my pussy.

I gripped the wheel tighter and pulled out of the lot.

“So where to?” I asked.

He gave me an address about ten minutes away—an older apartment complex on the edge of town. I knew the place; it was quiet, respectable, nothing fancy.

We drove in silence for a minute before he spoke. “You’ve got a good heart, Allison. Taking in a stray old man like me.”

“You’re not a stray,” I said quickly. “You’ve been a godsend.”

He chuckled softly. “Still. Not many your age would bother.”

I swallowed. “I like having you around.”

The words hung in the air, heavier than I meant them to be. I felt his eyes on me, but I kept mine on the road.

When we pulled into the parking lot of his complex, I put the car in park but didn’t turn it off. He unbuckled his seatbelt, then paused.

“Would you… like to come up for a cup of coffee?” he asked. “Least I can do after all the rides and the work.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. This was it—the moment where I could say no, thank him politely, and drive home to finger myself senseless again while hating how much I wanted this.

Or I could say yes.

I turned off the engine.

“I’d like that,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

His apartment was small but tidy—faded couch, a couple of framed photos on the wall (him and a woman I assumed was Maggie, smiling in front of an old diner sign). He brewed coffee the old-fashioned way, on the stovetop, while I sat on the couch trying not to fidget.

He brought me a mug and sat beside me—not too close, but close enough that our knees almost touched.

We talked about nothing at first: the diner, the regulars, the apple pie recipe my mom had passed down. But the air felt thick, charged. Every time his eyes met mine, I felt that same jolt from the hug the other night.

Eventually the conversation slowed. He set his mug down and looked at me—really looked.

“You’re a beautiful young woman, Allison,” he said quietly. “I hope you know that.”

Heat rushed to my face—and lower. “Thank you.”

He reached out, slow enough that I could have pulled away, and brushed a strand of hair behind my ear. His fingers lingered against my cheek.

“I don’t want to overstep,” he said. “But I’ve been thinking about you. More than I should, probably.”

My breath caught. “I’ve been thinking about you too.”

His eyes searched mine, like he was waiting for me to laugh or tell him to stop. When I didn’t, he leaned in.

The kiss was soft at first—tentative, almost reverent. His lips were warm, a little dry, and he tasted like coffee. I melted into it, parting my lips when his tongue gently asked for entrance. His hand cupped the back of my neck, thumb stroking my skin, and I felt my nipples harden instantly against my bra.

When we broke apart, both breathing harder, he rested his forehead against mine.

“Tell me if you want me to stop,” he murmured.

I should have. Every rational part of me screamed that this was wrong—he was seventy, I was nineteen, he’d known women my age when they were babies. But my body was on fire, pussy already slick and aching.

“I don’t want you to stop,” I whispered.

He kissed me again, deeper this time, and his hand slid down to cup my breast through my shirt. I moaned into his mouth as his thumb brushed over my nipple, sending sparks straight between my legs.

He pulled back just enough to look at me. “Bedroom?”

I nodded, unable to speak.

He took my hand and led me down the short hallway. His bedroom was simple—big bed, quilt folded neatly at the foot. He turned on a small lamp, casting a warm glow, then pulled me close again.

We kissed like we were starving. His hands roamed my back, then lower, cupping my ass and pulling me against him. I could feel him—hard, thick against my belly—and the reality of it made me dizzy. This was really happening.

He started unbuttoning my shirt, slow and deliberate, eyes locked on mine the whole time. When he pushed it off my shoulders and saw my breasts spilling out of my plain bra, he let out a low groan.

“God, Allison… you’re perfect.”

He reached behind me and unclasped my bra, letting it fall. My heavy tits bounced free, nipples stiff and begging. He cupped them gently, thumbs circling the peaks, then leaned down to take one in his mouth.

I gasped, threading my fingers through what hair he had left. His tongue swirled around my nipple, sucking gently, then harder. His other hand kneaded my breast, pinching just enough to make me whimper. My pussy tingled and I felt shivers going all the way down to my toes.

I reached for his belt, fumbling with the buckle. He helped me, and soon his pants were open. I slid my hand inside and wrapped my fingers around his cock—hot, hard, and thicker than I’d expected. He groaned against my breast as I stroked him through his boxers.

He pulled back, eyes dark with need. “Let me see you. All of you.”

I kicked off my shoes and shimmied out of my jeans and panties. Standing naked in front of him, I felt suddenly shy—but the way he looked at me, like I was the most desirable thing he’d ever seen, melted it away.

He stripped quickly—shirt, pants, boxers—and I got my first full look at him. His body was soft in places, belly rounded, skin pale and marked by age—but his cock stood proud, flushed and leaking at the tip.

He guided me to the bed, laying me back gently. Then he knelt between my legs, spreading my thighs wide.

“Been dreaming about this,” he said hoarsely, eyes fixed on my pussy. “So pretty and pink.”

I blushed hard, but before I could say anything, his mouth was on me.

His tongue was slow, deliberate—lapping at my folds, circling my clit, dipping inside me. He knew exactly what he was doing, sucking gently then flicking fast, building me up until I was writhing.

“Frank… oh god…”

He slid a finger inside me, then two, curling them just right while his mouth worked my clit. I came fast and hard, hips bucking against his face, crying out as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Chills traveled down my legs to my toes. Waves of ecstasy swept over me as I squirmed with pleasure.

When I came down, he kissed his way back up my body, settling between my thighs. His cock nudged at my entrance, hot and heavy.

“Tell me you want this,” he said, voice rough.

“I want it,” I breathed. “I want you inside me.”

He pushed in slowly, stretching me inch by inch. I was so wet he slid deep easily, filling me completely. We both groaned.

He started moving—slow, deep strokes that had me wrapping my legs around his waist. His belly pressed against mine, his chest hair tickling my breasts. It was nothing like the frantic fucking I’d had with boys my age. This was deliberate, intimate, overwhelming.

I clung to him, nails digging into his back as he thrust harder, faster. The age difference, the wrongness of it—all of it only made me wetter, made the pleasure sharper. The fullness of his cock deep inside my pussy made me squeal. Each thrust of his hips as he hit my sensitive clit made me pant.

“Come for me again, sweetheart,” he whispered against my ear. “Let me feel it.”

His words sent me over the edge. I came with a sharp cry, pussy clenching around him, milking his cock. He followed moments later, burying himself deep and groaning my name as he spilled his cum deep inside me.

We lay tangled together afterward, his arms around me, my head on his chest. The shame I’d expected didn’t come. There was only warmth, satisfaction, and the quiet certainty that this was only the beginning.


Chapter Five

I woke up to the soft light of morning filtering through Frank’s curtains, my body deliciously sore in places I hadn’t used in far too long. His arm was draped over my waist, heavy and warm, his breath steady against the back of my neck. For a moment I just lay there, listening to him sleep, feeling the rise and fall of his chest against my back.

Last night had really happened. I’d let a man more than three times my age kiss me, touch me, fuck me—twice, actually, once slow and tender on the bed, and then again in the shower when we’d gone to clean up. I could still feel the ghost of his hands gripping my hips as he took me from behind under the hot water, my palms pressed against the tile, moaning his name like I’d known him forever.

I shifted slightly, and he stirred.

“Morning, sweetheart,” he murmured, voice gravelly with sleep. He pressed a kiss to my shoulder, then nuzzled closer, his hand sliding up to cup my breast. My nipple hardened instantly under his palm.

“Morning,” I whispered back, heat already pooling between my legs again.

He rolled me onto my back gently and looked down at me, those piercing blue eyes soft now, full of something that made my chest tight.

“You okay?” he asked. “No regrets?”

I hesitated. There should have been regrets—plenty of them. He was seventy-one, he’d told me last night between rounds. I was nineteen. People would call it wrong, disgusting, predatory if they knew. But lying there under him, feeling the ache of where he’d been inside me, all I felt was… right.

“No regrets,” I said softly.

His smile was slow and warm. He leaned down to kiss me, deep and lazy, his tongue sliding against mine. His hand kneaded my breast, thumb circling my nipple until I was arching up into him. When he pulled back, his cock was already hard against my thigh.

“I Want you again,” he said, almost apologetic. “Can’t seem to get enough of you.”

I spread my legs for him without thinking, already wet. “Take me.”

He reached for a condom from the nightstand—he’d been careful last night, even when I told him I was on the pill—and rolled it on with practiced ease. Then he settled between my thighs and pushed inside me in one smooth stroke.

We both groaned. He felt even bigger in the morning light, stretching me perfectly. He started slow, rocking into me, watching my face like he wanted to memorize every expression.

“You feel so good, Allison,” he whispered. “So tight around me. Like you were made for this.”

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. His belly pressed against mine with every thrust, soft and real, and I loved it—the contrast of his age against my youth, the way his experience made every movement deliberate and perfect.

He picked up the pace, one hand sliding between us to rub my clit in tight circles. I was close already, embarrassingly fast, but he didn’t seem to mind.

“Come on my cock, baby,” he urged, voice rough. “Let me feel it.”

I shattered around him, crying out as my pussy clenched hard, waves of pleasure rolling through me. He followed right after, burying himself deep and groaning my name.

Afterward, we showered together again—this time without the sex, just gentle touches and soft kisses under the water. He washed my hair, his fingers massaging my scalp, and I nearly melted.

We dressed slowly, stealing kisses, and he made us breakfast—simple eggs and toast, but it tasted better because he cooked it while I sat at his little kitchen table in one of his old button-down shirts.

“I should get you to the diner,” he said eventually, glancing at the clock. “Don’t want you late on my account.”

I nodded, but neither of us moved right away.

“Frank,” I said quietly, “what are we doing?”

He set his coffee down and took my hand. “Whatever this is, Allison, it feels right to me. I know I’m old enough to be your granddad, and I know what people would say. But I’ve been alone a long time. Maggie’s been gone five years now. I never thought I’d feel this way again.”

I swallowed hard. “I’ve never felt this way at all. Not with anyone.”

He squeezed my hand. “Then let’s not overthink it yet. Let’s just… see where it goes. No pressure.”

I nodded, relief flooding through me. “Okay.”

He drove us to the diner in my car—I insisted on dropping him home later so he didn’t have to walk—and we opened up together like nothing had changed. But everything had.

Throughout the morning rush, our eyes kept meeting across the room. He’d brush past me in the kitchen, his hand grazing my lower back. I’d catch him watching me bend over to refill the napkin dispensers, and the heat in his gaze made my panties damp.

By afternoon lull, I was aching for him again.

When the last customer left for a break between rushes, I locked the front door and flipped the sign to BACK IN 30 MINUTES.

Frank looked up from wiping down the counter, eyebrow raised.

I walked straight to him, grabbed his hand, and pulled him into the storage room in the back.

“Allison—” he started, but I cut him off with a kiss, pressing him against the shelves.

“I need you,” I whispered against his mouth. “Right now.”

He groaned and kissed me back hard, hands already unbuttoning my jeans. I yanked his belt open, shoving his pants down just enough to free his cock. He was hard for me—God, that never got old.

He lifted me onto a stack of boxes, spreading my legs wide. No condom this time—we’d talked about it in the car, both clean, both trusting. He pushed my panties aside and slid into me bare.

We both moaned at the feeling—hot, slick, nothing between us.

He fucked me hard and fast, one hand over my mouth to muffle my cries, the other gripping my hip. The boxes creaked under us, the smell of flour and sugar all around.

I came first, biting down on his fingers to stay quiet, pussy pulsing around him. He followed seconds later, thrusting deep and spilling inside me with a guttural groan.

We stayed like that for a minute, breathing hard, foreheads pressed together.

“This is crazy,” I whispered, laughing softly.

He kissed me gently. “Crazy good.”

We cleaned up quickly, straightened our clothes, and went back to work like nothing had happened.

But everything had.

And I didn’t want it to stop.


Chapter Six

A week blurred by in a haze of stolen moments and secret smiles. Frank and I fell into a rhythm that felt dangerously natural. He’d show up at four, work alongside me like he’d always been there, and then—depending on how busy the night was—we’d find a way to touch each other.

Sometimes it was quick and frantic in the storage room, my jeans around my ankles while he bent me over crates of canned tomatoes. Sometimes it was slow and lazy at his place after closing, his mouth between my legs for what felt like hours until I was begging him to fuck me. Every time, he made me come at least twice before he let himself finish. He was insatiable in the gentlest way, like he couldn’t believe his luck and wanted to savor every second.

But the guilt started creeping in around the edges.

It hit me hardest one night after we’d closed up. We were in his bed, my head on his chest, his fingers tracing lazy circles on my bare back. The room smelled like sex and coffee, and I felt warm and safe and utterly wrecked.

“Frank,” I said quietly, “can I ask you something?”

“Anything, sweetheart.”

“Do you… do you ever think this is weird? Me being so young?”

He was silent for a long moment. I could feel his heartbeat under my cheek, steady and strong.

“I think about the difference in our ages every day,” he admitted. “I think about what people would say if they knew. I think about the fact that I held my granddaughter when she was born, and she’s only a few years younger than you.” His fingers stilled on my skin. “And then I look at you, and I feel things I haven’t felt since I was a young man myself. Stronger, even. It doesn’t make sense, but it’s real.”

I swallowed hard. “I keep waiting for the shame to hit me. Like, really hit me. But it doesn’t. Not when I’m with you. Only when I’m alone.”

He tilted my chin up so I had to meet his eyes. “Allison, if this ever stops feeling right for you—if the age thing ever starts eating at you—you tell me. I’ll walk away. I don’t want to be something you regret.”

“I don’t regret you,” I said fiercely. “I just… I don’t know how to reconcile it sometimes. In my head, I know how it looks. But my body… God, my body doesn’t care. It wants you constantly.”

He smiled a little at that, but it was sad around the edges. “Your body’s honest. Mine too. Been a long time since this old thing worked like it has the past week.” He glanced down at himself ruefully, and I laughed despite the heaviness.

I rolled on top of him, straddling his hips. He was half-hard already—just from talking about it, which made me feel powerful in a way I never had before.

“Let me show you how much I don’t regret you,” I whispered.

I kissed my way down his chest, over the soft swell of his belly, until I reached his cock. He groaned as I took him into my mouth, slow and deep. I’d never been particularly confident giving head with guys my age—they always rushed me or grabbed my hair too hard. But with Frank, I wanted to take my time. I licked him from base to tip, swirled my tongue around the head, savored the way he tasted. His hands stayed gentle in my hair, stroking, never pushing.

“Allison… Jesus…” His voice was ragged.

I sucked him harder, hollowing my cheeks, taking him as deep as I could. When he started to tense, I pulled off and crawled back up his body.

“Not yet,” I said, reaching for the condom on the nightstand.

I rolled it on him slowly, then sank down onto his cock in one smooth motion. We both moaned. I rode him slow at first, grinding my clit against him with every roll of my hips. His hands cupped my breasts, thumbs teasing my nipples until I was gasping.

“Touch yourself,” he said hoarsely. “I want to watch.”

I slid a hand between us, fingers circling my slick clit. The sight of him watching me—eyes dark, lips parted—sent a fresh rush of wetness around his cock.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured. “Look at you. Taking me so perfectly.”

I sped up, bouncing harder, my tits jiggling with every thrust. The room filled with the sounds of our bodies slapping together, my breathy moans, his low groans.

“Come for me, baby,” he urged, one hand sliding down to grip my ass. “Want to feel you squeeze me.”

I shattered, crying out as my orgasm ripped through me, pussy clenching hard around him. He followed seconds later, hips bucking up into me as he came with a deep, guttural sound.

Afterward, I collapsed onto his chest, both of us sweaty and spent.

“I’m not going anywhere,” I whispered against his skin. “Not unless you want me to.”

He held me tighter. “Never.”

But the next day, reality intruded.

I was behind the counter during the lunch rush when Mrs. Henderson—one of the regulars, a sweet older lady who always ordered the soup—leaned in and said, “That new helper of yours is a darling man. Reminds me of my Harold, God rest his soul. You two seem to get along real well.”

My cheeks burned. “Oh, he’s just… helping out.”

She smiled knowingly. “Well, whatever it is, it’s put a sparkle in your eyes, dear. Been a long time since I’ve seen you look so happy.”

I mumbled a thank-you and busied myself with refills, but her words stuck with me.

That night, after we’d locked up and were walking to my car, I finally asked the question I’d been avoiding.

“What happens if people find out?”

Frank stopped walking and looked at me. “You mean about us?”

I nodded.

He sighed. “Some will judge. Some will say ugly things. About both of us. I’ve lived long enough to know people love to mind other folks’ business. But Allison… I’m too old to care much what strangers think. And you’re young, with your whole life ahead. If it ever gets to be too much—if the whispers hurt you—I’ll step back. I mean it.”

I shook my head. “I don’t want you to step back. I just… I needed to say it out loud.”

He pulled me into his arms right there in the parking lot, under the flickering streetlight. “Then we’ll be careful. And we’ll be honest with each other. That’s all I ask.”

I nodded against his chest, breathing him in.

As I drove him home that night, his hand resting on my thigh, I realized something.

The guilt wasn’t going away. But neither was the want.

And for now, the want was winning.


Chapter Seven

The holidays were creeping up fast. It was mid-December now, and the diner was decked out with the same tired string of lights my dad had hung every year since I was a kid. A small artificial tree sat by the register, covered in mismatched ornaments customers had donated over the years. It should have felt festive, but mostly it just reminded me how alone I’d been the past couple of Christmases—closing up early, eating takeout in my apartment, pretending I wasn’t lonely.

This year felt different.

Frank and I had been together—really together—for almost three weeks. We still hadn’t put a label on it, but we didn’t need to. He spent most nights at my place now; his apartment felt too much like a museum of his old life with Maggie, he said. My bed smelled like him. My body knew the weight of his on top of it, the rhythm of his breathing when he fell asleep with his arm around me.

We were careful at the diner. Professional. No lingering touches when customers were around. But the regulars had started noticing something. Mrs. Henderson kept giving me those knowing smiles. Bobby, the cook, had raised an eyebrow once when Frank’s hand brushed my lower back a little too long while passing the coffee pot. Nobody had said anything outright, but I could feel the questions brewing.

One slow Tuesday night, just a week before Christmas, the snow started falling hard outside. By eight o’clock the place was nearly empty—just one trucker nursing a coffee at the counter. I told Frank I’d close early if it kept up.

At 8:30, I flipped the sign and locked the door. The snow was piling up fast, blanketing the parking lot in white.

“Looks like we’re stuck here for a bit,” I said, peering out the window. “Roads are getting bad.”

Frank came up behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist and resting his chin on my shoulder. “Could think of worse places to be stuck.”

I turned in his arms and kissed him—slow, deep, no rush now that we were alone. His hands slid under my sweater, warm against my skin, thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts.

“Been wanting to do this all day,” he murmured against my mouth.

I laughed softly. “You did do this. In the walk-in cooler at four-thirty.”

“That was just an appetizer.”

He walked me backward until my hips hit the counter, then lifted me onto it like I weighed nothing. I wrapped my legs around his waist as he kissed down my neck, tugging my sweater up and off. My bra followed quickly, and then his mouth was on my breasts—sucking, licking, teasing my nipples until I was gasping and grinding against the hard bulge in his pants.

“Frank… here?” I breathed, even as I arched into him.

“Right here,” he said, voice rough. “Been dreaming about bending you over one of these booths since the first night I worked here.”

He helped me down, turned me around, and bent me over the nearest table—the one by the window where the snow was swirling outside. The contrast of the cold tabletop against my bare breasts and his warm hands on my hips made me shiver.

He pulled my jeans and panties down in one motion, leaving them pooled around my ankles. I heard his belt buckle, the zip of his fly, then felt the blunt head of his cock nudging at my entrance.

“So wet for me already,” he groaned, sliding through my folds. “Always ready.”

I pushed back against him. “Please… need you inside me.”

He sank in slow and deep, filling me completely. We both moaned. He started moving—long, deliberate strokes that had me gripping the edge of the table, my breath fogging the window in front of me.

Outside, the world was quiet and white. Inside, there was just the slap of skin on skin, my whimpers, his low grunts. He reached around to rub my clit, knowing exactly how to touch me now—firm circles that had me climbing fast.

“Look at you,” he said, voice thick with awe. “Taking me so perfectly. My beautiful girl.”

The words sent me over. I came hard, crying out into the empty diner, pussy clenching around him in waves. He followed right after, thrusting deep and holding there as he spilled inside me with a ragged groan.

We stayed like that for a minute, catching our breath, his body draped over mine. Then he pulled out gently, helped me straighten up, and kissed me soft and slow.

“Merry Christmas to me,” he whispered, making me laugh.

We cleaned up, got dressed, and finished closing. The snow had slowed enough to drive, so I took him back to my place—our place, really, now.

Later, in bed, he held me close under the covers.

“I got you something,” he said quietly.

I propped myself up on an elbow. “You did?”

He reached into the nightstand and pulled out a small wrapped box. “Nothing fancy. Open it.”

Inside was a delicate silver necklace—a simple pendant shaped like a tiny diner coffee cup.

“I know it’s silly,” he said, suddenly shy. “But it made me think of where we started.”

Tears pricked my eyes. “It’s perfect.”

I kissed him, long and deep, then rolled on top of him.

“My turn,” I whispered.

I reached into my drawer and pulled out the little bag I’d been hiding. Inside was a pair of soft flannel pajama pants—navy blue, with tiny pie slices printed all over them.

He burst out laughing when he saw them. “Pie pajamas?”

“Because you like my pie,” I said, waggling my eyebrows.

He pulled me down into his arms, still laughing. “Best gift I’ve gotten in years.”

We made love again—slow this time, face-to-face, whispering I love yous for the first time. It wasn’t planned; the words just slipped out, natural as breathing.

Afterward, tangled together under the sheets, snow tapping softly against the window, I realized something.

The guilt was still there, quiet in the background. But it was drowned out now—by love, by happiness, by the simple truth that this old man with kind eyes and gentle hands had become my home.

And for the first time in years, I couldn’t wait for Christmas morning.


Chapter Eight

Christmas morning came quiet and white.

I woke up first, the apartment still dark except for the soft glow of the little tree I’d put up in the living room. Frank was on his back beside me, one arm flung over his head, snoring softly. The lines on his face were smoothed out in sleep, and for a moment he looked younger than his seventy-one years. I traced a finger lightly over his chest, through the silver hair there, and felt my heart do that funny squeeze it had been doing a lot lately.

We’d made it.

Three months since that first slice of apple pie. Three months of stolen kisses in the walk-in cooler, of slow Sunday mornings in bed, of learning every inch of each other’s bodies and histories. The whispers at the diner had started—Mrs. Henderson asking outright one day if Frank was “courting” me, Bobby giving us knowing grins—but nobody had been cruel. Not yet. And somehow, that made it easier to hold my head up.

I slipped out of bed, pulled on one of Frank’s flannel shirts, and padded to the kitchen to start coffee. The necklace he’d given me—the tiny silver coffee cup—rested warm against my collarbone. I touched it absently while the pot brewed.

Frank shuffled in ten minutes later, hair tousled, wearing the ridiculous pie pajama pants I’d bought him. He came up behind me, arms around my waist, chin on my shoulder.

“Merry Christmas, sweetheart,” he murmured, kissing the side of my neck.

“Merry Christmas, old man.”

He chuckled, the sound rumbling through his chest into my back. “Watch it, or no presents for you.”

We drank coffee on the couch, legs tangled under a blanket, watching the snow fall outside the window. He’d wrapped my gifts in newspaper because he said it was what his father always did—practical and no waste. Inside were three small boxes: a new leather-bound notebook for diner ideas I’d been jotting down, a jar of homemade vanilla extract he’d been steeping for months, and a simple gold band ring.

My breath caught.

“It’s not… I mean, it can just be a ring,” he said quickly, suddenly nervous. “A promise. That I’m here. That I love you. No pressure for anything more formal unless you want it someday.”

I stared at the ring, then at him, tears blurring my vision.

“Frank…”

“I know I’m too old for you,” he said quietly. “I know the world will say it. But Allison, you’ve given me something I thought was gone forever. A reason to get up in the morning that’s more than just getting through the day. If you’ll have me—if you’ll let me love you for whatever time I’ve got left—I’ll spend every minute of it making you happy.”

I slipped the ring on my right hand—it fit perfectly—and then I was in his lap, kissing him hard, tears mixing with laughter.

“Yes,” I whispered against his mouth. “Yes, yes, yes.”

We made love right there on the couch, slow and sweet, the Christmas lights twinkling behind us. He moved inside me like he was memorizing me, whispering my name like a prayer. When I came, it was quiet and deep, my face buried in his neck, his arms holding me like he’d never let go.

Later, after we’d opened the rest of the gifts—socks and books and a silly apron that said “Kiss the Cook” that made us both laugh—we got dressed and drove to the diner. I’d decided weeks ago to open for a few hours on Christmas Day, just like my dad always had. For the truckers, the lonely folks, the ones with nowhere else to go.

Frank and I worked side by side, serving free coffee and slices of pie to the handful of people who came in. Mrs. Henderson showed up with her grandson, eyes sharp as ever, and when she saw the ring on my finger and the way Frank’s hand rested possessively on my lower back, she just smiled and said, “About time.”

By three o’clock, the snow had stopped and the diner was empty again. I locked the door, turned the sign to CLOSED, and leaned back against the counter.

Frank came over, caging me in with his arms.

“So, Mrs. Future Whatever-You-Want-To-Be,” he said softly, “what now?”

I looked around at the diner—my parents’ dream, now mine, now ours. The turquoise booths, the black-and-white tiles, the faint smell of coffee and pie that never quite went away.

“Now,” I said, pulling him down for a kiss, “we live happily ever after. Or as close as we can get.”

He smiled against my lips. “I can do that.”

Outside, the snow started falling again, soft and silent. Inside, the old man who’d walked into my diner looking for nothing more than a slice of pie held me close, and I knew—without a single doubt—that I was exactly where I was supposed to be.

The end.
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