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The pounding on my front door startles me as I sit on the couch, reading. I’ve had a shit show of a day, and I’m not expecting a soul, so I don’t know who would be knocking right now.

I glance at the time on my phone. “Nine o’clock? Who the hell could this be?”

But I know who it could be. I just don’t want to deal with that sleazebag. I told him not to come and get his things until tomorrow when my best friend and her boyfriend could be here with me for emotional support and to make sure things didn’t get out of hand. Obviously, he didn’t freaking listen.

Anger boiling up inside of me, I jerk the door open, ready to remind Carl of our agreement.

But it’s not Carl.

It’s his grandfather.

My forehead wrinkles in confusion. “Mr. Ryder? What are you doing here?”

He rolls his eyes, runs a nervous hand through his hair. “Hey, Reena. I’m so sorry to bother you. I’m here to get Carl’s things.”

I cross my arms over my chest. “I told him to come tomorrow.”

He pulls back. “Oh, I had no idea. He told me you were expecting me now. I mean, expecting him to get his things. He asked me to come for him, said …” My ex’s grandfather clears his throat. “He said you two didn’t end things on a good note.”

“We didn’t. Which is why I specifically told him he could come tomorrow at 2:30 when I get out of work. My friends will be here to supervise and serve as a buffer. No offense, but I don’t exactly trust him to be here alone.”

“Yeah,” the old man groans. “After what my grandson did, I don’t blame you one bit. I suppose I could come back tomorrow, but it might be after dinner since I have to work late. Is that okay?”

I give it some thought. There’s really no sense in sending him away. Especially if getting this over now means not having to deal with Carl later. “Since you’re already here, you might as well get his stuff. Come on in.”

“Thank you, sweetheart.” Mr. Ryder walks in, bringing his strong, masculine, sweaty scent with him.

And I don’t know why, but hearing him call me ‘sweetheart’ makes my heart skip a few beats.

“I really am sorry to be bothering you. He should have told you I was coming.”

“Don’t worry about it; it’s not your fault.”

He smiles softly at me, and a wild electric heat shoots through my core. His deep blue eyes search mine, and he shoves his hands in his pockets before glancing down the hall. “So … are his things at least packed up?”

“Oh yeah, follow me.”

I make my way down the hall, and you know how it is when a guy is walking behind you, and you just know they’re checking out your ass? It’s like you can feel the heat of their stare. Well, that’s what’s happening right now. And it should repulse me, but it doesn’t.

We walk into the guest room, and I point to the desk and the few boxes next to it. “That’s it in the corner. It’s all together, so it should only take a few trips.”

Mr. Ryder looks at me, then over my shoulder, into the master bedroom across the hall. “I can’t believe my jerk grandson cheated on you. I told him he must be the biggest idiot alive and that he ought to be ashamed of himself.”

I laugh. “Ought to be, but he’s not. I’m just glad I found out before he officially moved all the way in.”

And hello, I think. Thank you for acknowledging that he is an idiot and for telling him as much.

“I hear you,” he agrees, glancing down at my chest and making my cheeks flush. “Well, let me hurry up and start hauling out these boxes so I don’t take up any more of your time.”

Disappointment sets in as the silver-haired hottie spins on his heels and makes his way across the room. Why do I suddenly not want him to hurry up and be gone? There’s not a damn thing I can do about it, though.

This 60-something-year-old gorgeous older man is way too old for me, is my cheating ex-boyfriend’s grandfather, has waaaaaay more experience than I do, and probably has a girlfriend.

Yup. This granddaddy is off-limits, for all the reasons that exist. Still, I can’t let him deal with Carl’s crap all alone.

“Umm, here, let me help you.” I start to grab a box off the floor, right as Mr. Ryder lifts two at the same time.

“Oh no you don’t,” he grits out. “You aren’t going to lift a finger for this. It’s bad enough my son raised a cheating coward who doesn’t want to clean up his own mess. I’ll not have you breaking a sweat or pulling a muscle to clean it up, either.”

“Oh … okay.” I set the box back down, and Mr. Ryder stalks out of the room, holding two boxes stacked up.

His arm muscles ripple underneath the sleeve of his t-shirt, and I wonder why he’s so mad. I guess it really is embarrassing what his grandson did.

I met Mr. Ryder about six months ago when Carl first introduced me to his family. They invited me over for a cookout, and I remember thinking that his granddaddy was super attractive. I had also caught him glancing at me a few times, but every time he looked my way, I was staring at him, and he’d dart his eyes in the other direction like he knew he shouldn’t be checking me out.

The truth was, I was already checking him out.

I felt guilty about it, but it wasn’t like anything would come of it. Just a few sparks, a couple of curious glances, that’s all it amounted to, or so it seemed.

I find it interesting, that I could feel guilty for being attracted to Carl’s granddaddy, even though I didn’t do a damn thing about it. In fact, I had all but forgotten the man existed until he showed up at my door moments ago. And yet Carl has been sleeping with a girl from our old high school for the last month, with seemingly no remorse.

Why did he even want to move in with me?

I guess I’ll never know.

I walk out of the room so I won’t be in Mr. Ryder’s way, and as I turn the corner, I run right into him, our two bodies colliding.

“Oh my god,” I say, throwing my hands to his chest. “I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay,” he answers, peering down at me with those stunning blue eyes that are making me melt.

And then we do this dance, where I move to the right to go around him, and he moves in the same direction, so I dart left, and he does the same.

And before you know it, we’re both laughing awkwardly.

But then his hands go to my waist, and he grips me firmly yet gently before moving me aside. “There we go.”

I laugh as he walks past me, heat running through my veins at his touch. My heart pounds inside my chest as he disappears inside the room, and I swallow down the lust that’s bubbling inside of me.

I have a fleeting thought, one where I could get even with Carl by sleeping with his grandfather.

Oh my god, it’s genius. And I mean, come on. What better way to spend my evening than having sex with a man I’m wildly attracted to and hurt my cheating ex in the process?

I really can’t think of a better way to spend this night.

But then I immediately realize how crappy it would be to use Mr. Ryder like that. I could be upfront with him, but he’d see me as a shallow and insensitive human being. Besides, even though he did seem to be on my side about all this, he would never agree to hurt his own grandson.

I peek inside the room, catch Mr. Ryder sliding some boxes off the desk. “Can I get you a soda or something, Mr. Ryder?”

“That’d be nice, thank you, sweetheart.” He winks at me, and I can’t help but smile.

“I’ll be right back.”

I go to the fridge and slide an ice-cold lemon-lime drink from the top shelf, trying to put this man out of my head. I think the only reason I’m so drawn to him is that I just need to feel sexy, pretty, and desirable.

Because Carl made me feel none of those things. And it sure isn’t his grandfather’s job to make up for that.

After he leaves, I’m just going to put this whole family out of my head and stay single for a while. Maybe for freaking ever.

As I’m walking down the hall, I get near the office when I hear a loud thump, then Mr. Ryder swearing under his breath.

“Ow … fuck.”

When I walk in the room, he’s sitting in the wooden chair, clutching his calf, his face all twisted up in pain.

“What happened? Are you all right?” I quickly set the soda down and dart his way, dropping to the floor to inspect his leg.

“Yeah, it’s just a damn charley horse,” he groans. “I get them all the time.”

“Oh, good. For a second there, I thought you broke your leg or something.”

His eyes flick my way, and I can see how much pain he’s in. I realize how insensitive I sound. “I don’t mean that it’s good you have a charley horse; I just mean … I’m glad you aren’t seriously hurt.”

“I know what you meant,” he says, his voice more soothing than I would have expected. “I’m just surprised you seem concerned at all. You should hate me.”

I draw back. “Hate you? Why in the world would I hate you, Mr. Ryder?”

“Because of what my grandson did.”

“Well, that’s not your fault. Clearly, the apple fell far from the tree in this instance.”

He chuckles, and I can’t help but smile. “I think you may be onto something there, sweetheart.”

I watch as he massages his calf through his jeans, and I feel helpless. And then his face twists up again, and he hisses.

“Fucking hell,” he growls, wrapping his fingers so tightly around his legs that his knuckles turn white.

“What can I do to help? Do you want me to get a heating pad? Or a bag of ice?”

He shakes his head. “Would you mind rubbing it for a second? I don’t think I can stay bent over like this much longer without dislodging my spine,” he asks, releasing a pained laugh.

“I think I can manage that.”

He moves his hand out of the way, and I wrap my fingers around the lower half of his leg, feeling the balled-up muscle through the denim of his jeans. “Just give it a good, hard squeeze.”

“Wow, you really do have a charley horse.” I gently massage the lump I feel, worried I’ll hurt him.

“Yeah, they’ve been really bad lately. I haven’t been stretching like I should, and doing the kind of work I do without stretching is just asking to be injured.”

“What kind of work do you do?” I ask, working his leg while glancing up at him.

His face has relaxed a little, but he’s still in pain, I can tell. “I install office furniture for a dealer. And we’ve been crazy busy lately, so I need to get on the ball and stretch, or else I’m gonna need to hire you every night to massage my legs.” Mr. Ryder chuckles, and I laugh, too, feeling heat roll over my face.

“Feel free. I’m usually available at night, especially now that I’m single.”

“Don’t tempt me,” he says, lifting a brow at me.

I shrug, a coy smile on my face.

Is he flirting or just being friendly? I can’t tell. Carl was the only guy I was ever with, and in hindsight, he was never all that flirty or sexual with me.

“How’s this feel?” I ask, pressing my fingers gently into his calf muscle.

“It's nice. I think you might have a career as a massage therapist if you ever decide to go into that line of work."

“I’ll keep that in mind.” I glance at the desk. “You know, you could just leave this stuff here and let Carl get it tomorrow.”

“No no no,” he argues. “The cramp is almost gone. Just a few more seconds should take care of it, and then I can finish up.”

“Oh, okay. Let me try something.” I slide my hands under his jeans, not sure if I’m motivated to help him as much as I desire to feel his flesh.

But the second my hand slides up his ankle and I feel his hairs rub along the pads of my fingers, it’s like I’m intoxicated by his masculinity.

I work his calf, feeling the balled-up muscle instantly relax.

Mr. Ryder’s head rolls back, and he lets out a groan. “Ohhhh, that’s perfect, sweetheart. So damn good…”

I bite my lip and feel my nipples tingle. Okay, I’m not sure what’s happening here, but there’s some kind of electricity between us.

I watch his face morph into an expression of pleasure as I keep my fingers working his leg muscle, and he releases a deep, throaty groan.

I look away because I’m just … I don’t know. I just don’t know what to think.

“Fuuuuuck,” he whispers. “Your touch is amazing, honey. What I wouldn’t give to feel a massage like that on my upper legs, and even my back.”

My gaze instantly moves to his thighs, and I think about how much I’d love to give them a hard squeeze. His quads are thick and muscular, and just the thought of making him groan like this from my touch is making my pussy ache like it’s never ached before.

So without thinking, that’s just what I do. I pull my hands from under his jeans, and I rest them on his knees, immediately working the hard muscles there. I see a smile form on Mr. Ryder’s face, his eyes still closed, and I can’t deny how good this feels.

“How am I doing?” I ask.

“Perfect,” he answers, clasping his fingers behind his head.

Feeling my nipples harden again, I shift my attention, and that’s when I see the bulge between his legs.

It makes me freeze in place, and I let out a slight gasp in surprise.

Mr. Ryder’s eyes shoot open, and he looks at me, then looks down, and his lips part. “Oh fuck. Oh shit. I’m sorry, sweetheart. That … that’s not what it looks like.”

“It’s not?” I ask, hearing the disappointment in my own voice.

Because to me, it looks like an erection forming between his legs. And if that's the case, it's an erection that formed because of my massage.

Mr. Ryder gulps and licks his lips. “I don't know what it is. I mean, I know what it is, but... Oh Jesus, you probably hate me. I should go.”

He goes to stand up, but I keep my hands pressed down over the tops of his legs. “You don't need to go, Mr. Ryder. I haven't even finished massaging you yet.”

He pulls a face and rakes both hands through his hair. “You can finish the massage if you want. But I'm not responsible for any further progression of what's already happening. If you catch my drift.”

“Well then, I take full responsibility for that,” I say, dropping my eyes between his legs at the quickly growing bulge.

He releases a low growl and looks at me with hunger. “I'll let you take responsibility for it, sweet girl. But only if you knock the ‘Mr.’ off of my name. The only person I know who goes by Mr. Ryder is my pop.”

Feeling my pussy swell with need, I lean forward, and my hands find themselves roaming to the tops of his thighs, dangerously close to that erection of his. “Whatever you say, Granddaddy Ryder.”

I don't know why that word comes out of my mouth, but there's no denying it makes me hot. And the way his eyes flare at me with lust lets me know he likes it too.

“Damn, sweetheart,” he groans. “Call me that again and see what happens.”

I move my thumbs closer to that hardness between his legs and move them in slow, gentle circles. “Granddaddy, Ryder? How are you enjoying your massage?”

His cock thumps against my touch, and he releases another growl as he sits up and moves his face close to mine. “I think you know how I'm enjoying this massage, baby girl.” His voice is husky, and he fists the back of my head, making my insides quake with need. “Or do I need to unzip my jeans and show you just what you do to me?”

“You don’t need to, but you certainly can,” I answer, trembling with excitement.

“Better yet, why don't you do it yourself? Your hand is right there.”

My mouth pulls up into a smile, and I flatten the palm of my hand over his cock, feeling it bump at my touch. He lets out a gritty sound of pleasure, then presses his lips to mine.

Heat rushes over my body like a river as we kiss, and it is just as electric as I could have fantasized. I massage his cock through his jeans, feeling it twitch and throb.

Suddenly, I’m eager to see a real man’s cock.

And I can tell how big Granddaddy Ryder is!

His tongue slithers against mine, and our moans are the only thing I can hear right now.

I feel around for the button of his jeans and pop it loose, causing him to growl. And when he straightens his back, it breaks the kiss.

He leans back in the seat and watches me pull his zipper down, keeping his eyes locked with mine. I’m a nervous wreck, but only because I’ve never wanted anything so badly in my life.

“Stand up, baby,” he commands.

I do as he asks, and his hands go to my hips. He drops his gaze to my curves and studies me for a moment. “I want you more than I’ve ever wanted anyone. But I don’t want you to do anything that’ll make you have regrets.”

I put my hands on his shoulders, then straddle his quads, sitting in his lap.

His hands move to cup my ass, and our eyes lock once again. “If you’re talking about Carl, I’ve already forgotten about him. And I won’t have a single regret because, for the first time in my life, I’m with a man who makes me feel good.”

“And, I know how to treat a girl right, unlike some other members of my family.”

“Yeah,” I say, biting my lip. “So why don’t you show me how you treat a girl, Granddaddy Ryder.”

“You got it, baby,” he growls.

Standing up, he keeps a tight grip on my rear end. I hug his shoulders as he walks me across the hall to my bedroom, and once inside, he kisses me again. I hook my legs behind his waist and feel his hands roam up and down my back.

I’m shuddering with excitement as he sets my feet on the floor, and I know it’s only just begun.

I feel his strong hands grip the bottom of my shirt, and my arms instinctively fly up. He can’t seem to get my shirt off fast enough, throwing the fabric aside before returning his attention to me.

His eyes drop to my breasts, and I’m already undoing the clasp in the back.

“It’s been a while since I’ve been with a girl, but don’t think for a second that I’ve forgotten a single thing, sweetheart.”

“I wouldn’t know if you did forget a single thing, so don’t even worry about it.” I toss my bra aside, feeling my nipples pucker at his stare.

I grip the waist of his jeans and give them a tug because this hot older man needs to get undressed as quickly as me. And the way that his cock is poking from the top of his underwear, and the elastic is pressing into the crown, gets me all sorts of hot and bothered.

I slide my hand inside and wrap my fingers around his steely girth, and Granddaddy Ryder’s eyes narrow into slits.

“Fuck, baby,” he grits out, palming the back of my head. “You’re driving me wild with need, you know that?”

“You have from the moment you walked in here tonight,” I confess, moving my fist up and down his length.

He groans. “You have from the moment I met you earlier this year. The thoughts and fantasies I had about you that night felt like committing adultery.”

“Same,” I reply with a smile.

I move in to kiss his neck, taking in his masculine scent while thumbing the head of his cock. It’s slick with pre-cum, and when he thrusts his hips a few times, I immediately imagine him thrusting deep inside of me.

His hands move up to cup my breasts, toying with my nipples and giving them a soft pinch.

“Mmm, I really want to take you in my mouth,” I purr, then drag my tongue over his collarbone. His dick flicks to the side when I say that.

“Oh yeah, sweetheart. I want it too. But more than that, I want to curl my tongue up inside that sweet pussy of yours.”

My breath hitches in my throat. “You do?”

That’s one thing that Carl never, ever did.

“Yes I do. You don’t believe me?” he asks, still thrusting against my hand job.

I shake my head, wondering how he will prove me wrong.

“Well, let me set the record straight right now, that this granddaddy doesn’t lie. Never have and never fucking will.”

Giving my stretchy leggings a good, solid yank, this hot-as-hell granddaddy of my ex has me completely naked, my pussy wet and folds swollen.

And here I thought I’d be getting him off first, just like I’m used to. In fact, there were plenty of times Carl never tended to my needs. Just expected me to take care of him. I don’t know what to make of his grandfather acting like my needs are more important.

But here he is, lifting me up and plopping me down on the top of my chest of drawers, gripping me firmly by the ass and holding me still as he buries his face between my legs.

Flames lap at my insides, and I toss my feet on his shoulders, reveling in the sensation of his tongue doing things to my body that I have never experienced.

But lord knows I have craved it. Craved this attention and for someone to want me the way I want them.

I realize now that Carl and I never shared it.

But Carl is ancient history. I have everything I need, right here.

I grip the edge of the chest and roll my hips as Granddaddy Ryder swirls his tongue all over my femininity. He licks and kisses the most intimate and most sensitive parts of my body, bringing me to the edge and back.

His fingers sink into the flesh of my hips, and my core tightens as I get close to coming.

I fist his hair and huff out a breath as my thighs quiver.

“Oh god … yes,” I whisper, body shaking.

Right before I have the release that I crave, it feels like my body is being set on fire.

And it’s honestly the best feeling in the world.

I think Granddaddy can tell I’m nearing the edge, too, because he seems to feed off my lust, growling into my womanhood as I finally tumble off that cliff.

He inserts a finger inside of me and snakes his tongue all around my swollen lips, and I toss my head back in bliss, letting out a cry of pleasure.

My pearl dances and throbs, and before I know it, I’m being slid off the surface of the chest. My feet hit the floor, and I drop to my knees, taking his big, meaty member past my lips.

He grips my hair and holds it tight before rutting his pelvis and forcing himself to the back of my throat.

“God, the filthy thoughts I’ve had of you don’t even measure up to the real thing, baby girl. You’re so good.”

I can feel the smile taking hostage of my face while his length moves in and out of my mouth, and I know I’m doing it just the way he likes because he’s turned to steel and groaning loudly.

But he must not want to finish just yet. Because he pulls me to my feet and scoops me in his arms before laying me across the bed, only he lays me face down and lifts my ass up in the air.

I gasp from the sheer lust I feel and turn to look at him over my shoulder as he mounts me. I’m so desperate to feel him enter me that I find myself lurching back. But he’s got a tight grip on my ass, and he plunges deep, hard, and fast, making my toes curl.

I arch my back and let out a cry of pleasure, and soon, his voice is louder than mine.

My breasts sway back and forth as Granddaddy Ryder makes love to me, and yes, I mean makes love.

Because that’s how it feels, to me at least.

It’s rough and wonderful, but I can tell that he cares about me and wants to make me feel sexy and desirable.

God, do I ever.

My walls tighten around his tremendous width, and he groans uncontrollably.

“Go ahead and come for me, baby girl. I want to feel it, need to feel you come.”

His words are like magic, and I tumble over the edge again, my body rocking violently to the intense orgasm that he’s giving me. My buds tighten, and my head drops as he plunges in and out.

He flips me on my back and enters me again, and I wrap my arms and legs around him, feeling like I’m with someone who knows how to make my body come alive and sing.

Granddaddy Ryder grinds himself in and out of my womanhood, and I come once again with lightning speed. But this perfect older man is right behind me, emptying his seed into my depths.

I know I should tell him to pull out since I’m not on birth control. Carl always wore a condom with me because I didn’t want to take hormones.

But here I am with his grandfather, riding his thick cock bareback.

It’s dumb, and yet …

It’s making me come, knowing the risk we’re taking.

“Oh fuuuuuuck,” he growls, rutting deep inside my womb.

I feel his length bob back and forth inside of me, and then his lips are on mine. I’m needy for his kisses, so I grind against his orgasm while probing his mouth with my tongue.

I don’t think I’ve ever felt this good, this complete.

We lie together on my bed for a long while afterward, snuggling and making out.

“I have a confession,” Granddaddy Ryder says.

“What’s that?”

“My grandson didn’t send me over here. I offered to come because I wanted to see you.”

I smile and snuggle deeper. “And are you glad you did?”

“Hell yes, baby girl. Aren’t you?”

I nod and roam his chest with my hand. “Gladder than I’ve ever been about a single thing in my life.”

And that’s the truth.


~The End
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