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While delivering meals to the elderly, Jasmine meets a sexy, much older man who shows her what a retired man is still capable of, and that every curve of her body is worth exploring.

The books in the GILFs series are very short standalone books and feature hot, OTT characters with a whole lot of instalove and HEAs.


~Jasmine~

Jasmine stepped up to the front door of the home, shivering from the cold and precariously balancing a large tray of food. Grateful this was her last stop of the night, she just wanted to go home and take a hot bath and forget this whole day even happened.

The reason for that was just two hours ago, she got fired from her job as a florist because a customer was pricked by a thorn. She couldn’t believe she’d be fired over something so ridiculous, but she had. And Jasmine, being only 19 years old and wanting to work with plants and flowers for the rest of her life, had cried the whole way home.

On top of that, when she got home, her mom didn’t even notice that she was upset and instead, asked her to take over the meal delivery service she volunteered for.

“I need to help your brother get settled in his new apartment. Do you mind, honey?”

Jasmine didn’t mind helping out; she was always eager to assist anyone who needed it. But she was a mess from being fired, and her mom was in too much of a hurry to talk to Jasmine about it. That wasn’t unusual. Jasmine’s mom never had time for her. She was always hanging out with her brother.

“No, Mom, I don’t mind,” Jasmine replied. “I’ll be happy to deliver meals to the elderly tonight.”

“Thanks, hon! I owe you one!” her mom called out before darting out the back door.

Jasmine had helped deliver meals before, and she knew she needed to put on a special uniform in order to be easily identified by the elderly whose homes she was visiting.

But Jasmine hadn’t helped in a long time, so the cute top and skirt no longer fitted her curvaceous figure. Well, it fitted, but it was awfully tight.

She sucked in her gut and forced the button through the small hole, swearing under her breath. It was pretty uncomfortable, but Jasmine followed the rules to a “T” and did not want to get fired twice in one day, especially when this was volunteer work!

And now, here it was, nearing 7:00 at night, and the temperatures were dropping, and she was freezing, and this tray of food was getting heavy.

She was so relieved when the front door finally opened, prepared to rush inside and spread out the food for Mrs. Sherwood—the elderly woman who lived there—and call it a day.

But it was not Mrs. Sherwood who opened the door.

It was an older man. A man who, by all accounts, was sexy and stunning and … familiar. Jasmine recognized him as Mrs. Sherwood’s son, but she’d only seen him one other time when delivering food.

“Umm, hi. Is Mrs. Sherwood here?”

“No,” the silver haired man answered, shifting his gaze up and down Jasmine’s body, pausing only for a second to glance at the tray of food. He answered so abruptly, Jasmine wondered if she had the right home.

“Oh shoot. I must have the wrong address. Or else she moved.”

“She didn’t move. She’s just not here,” the man answered, pointing his deep blue eyes at Jasmine.

Jasmine shuddered, taken aback by how this man, who was clearly old enough to be her grandfather, was making her feel. Heat flooded her innocent body, and she gulped, offering a nod. She couldn’t for the life of her remember his name, or even be certain it was Mrs. Sherwood’s son.

“Well, I don’t suppose you’re hungry, are you?”

Just then, the tray she was holding began to tilt, and everything seemed to move in slow motion as the man lunged forward to catch it before it could go tumbling down to the ground.

“Oh my gosh! I’m so sorry!” Jasmine cried out. “I’m such a clumsy idiot!”

The man’s eyes grew wide as he clutched the tray. “A clumsy idiot?”

“Yes, I’m sorry.” Jasmine reached for the tray, intending to take it and get the heck out of there before she made a complete fool of herself. But the man had a tight grip on it, and it wouldn’t budge from his strong, muscular hands.

“I don’t know what you’re apologizing for, sweetheart, but you’re not clumsy, and you’re not an idiot. This tray is heavy. Come on in and let me get the containers. I’m sure my mom will appreciate this when she gets back home.”

Jasmine was slightly hesitant to enter the home alone with a man, but it would appear her memory was not so shoddy after all; this was the old woman’s son.

“All right, thanks.” It was nice and toasty inside the house, and it was awfully kind of him to invite her inside.

“Sorry for the confusion. My mom gets these meals delivered a few nights a week, but I think she must’ve forgotten tonight because she’s out playing Bingo with her church group.”

“No problem,” Jasmine answered. “I don’t normally deliver the meals, but I’m filling in for my mom. I think I’ve been here once before.”

The man cleared the last container off the tray, then glanced at Jasmine, moving his eyes over her body once again. Jasmine should have been disgusted by this, but … she wasn’t.

And when she realized that her outfit was incredibly skimpy, and that’s likely what he was eyeing her about, her nipples got all hot and tingly, and she felt the need to explain.

“Yeah, sorry about this,” she muttered, gesturing to her skirt. “I know I probably look a tad unprofessional, but it’s been a while since I volunteered, and this got sprung on me last minute.”

He turned to face her and rubbed his chin. “Darlin’ you don’t have to apologize for the way you’re dressed. I may be sixty-one years old, but I consider myself to be a modern man, and I believe a woman should be allowed to dress however she wants, consequence-free.”

Jasmine’s eyebrows shot up. “You do?” She wasn’t sure she believed that herself.

“Yes ma’am. I mean, there may be consequences,” he chuckled, eyes sparkling. “At least on the man and how he feels, but … that’s not on the woman.”

Jasmine’s cheeks flushed. “I guess so.”

“Damn, listen to me being unprofessional now. You’re probably about ready to haul off and slap me. I should let you get out of here and finish your route.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t dare think about slapping you, Mr. Sherwood. You seem really nice. And this is my last stop of the night, so I’m in no hurry.” She smiled at him, feeling heat bloom between her legs.

He returned the smile. “That’s kind of you, sweetheart. But please, call me Rick.”

“Right, Rick. I think we met a long time ago. My name is Jasmine, and it’s normally my mom who brings your mom food.”

“Nice to meet you, Jasmine. And if you delivered a meal to my mom, and I was here, we probably did meet. Sorry if I don’t remember.”

“No worries.” Jasmine felt her nipples pucker, and she was beginning to think she’d lost her dang mind. What had possessed her to be sexually attracted to a 61-year-old man who clearly lived with his mother?

“Would you like to go into the den and warm up by the fire before you leave? I could put on some coffee, and you could keep me company for a few minutes.

“Yes. I’d like that.”

Rick smiled at Jasmine, and she noticed all his sexy wrinkles and fine lines that gave him character. He gestured behind her. “Den is around the corner, and I’ll be right back with some coffee.”

“Okay,” she replied, biting her lip. After walking into the den, she made her way to the crackling fire, glancing at the photos across the mantel. She saw pictures of Rick and his parents, and Rick with a few other guys holding up some fish they caught.

After several minutes, she smelled the coffee brewing and wondered if this was a good idea. She was fairly certain that fraternizing with the clients violated some rule.

But Rick wasn’t a client. His mother was.

“I see you found our family photos.”

The sound of Rick’s voice startled Jasmine, but when she turned to see him standing right there smiling at her, his deep blue eyes flickering with curiosity, she went from startled to aroused.

“I wasn’t trying to pry.”

“It’s fine. Mom wouldn’t have them out if she didn’t want others to see them.”

“Right,” Jasmine answered with a soft laugh. “So are you just visiting your mom?”

“No, I’m not just visiting,” Rick sighed and turned his back before pacing the floor. “I moved back in a few weeks ago. Mom’s been going downhill for months and finally reached the point where she can’t be left alone. And since I retired last year, and my wife of twenty years left me, I had no reason not to return to my childhood home.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. That must’ve been rough.”

Rick nodded. “It was bad enough realizing how boring it was to no longer be working. But then to find out my mom, who’s been a widow for ten years, could no longer live alone? Made me take pause and think about what really matters.”

Jasmine walked to Rick and touched his shoulder, feeling those stirrings of sympathy for the man. He turned to face her, smiling in a way that melted her heart.

“I’m so sorry. And then your wife dumped you? How awful.”

“Yeah. She didn’t want to live with an old woman. Can’t really blame her. My mom can be a handful at times.”

“But that’s your mom. How could your wife turn her back on you, just because you want to take care of an aging parent? That’s bull crap!”

Rick arched a brow at her, and Jasmine was shocked at her own behavior. “Wow, darlin’. I wish my wife’d been half as loyal as you.”

“I’m sorry,” Jasmine mumbled, covering her mouth in embarrassment. “I don’t normally act like this, but I was fired from my job today, and … I’m just not myself.”

Rick’s eyes went wide. “You were fired? My god, sweetie,” he said, reaching forward and brushing her face with his thumb. “That right there is some bull crap. You’re clearly a hard worker and a loving, devoted person.”

“Thanks. Try telling that to my old boss,” Jasmine said, hearing the disappointment in her own voice.

Rick stepped close to her and pulled her into a hug, sending hot sparks of need all through her curvy body. Jasmine felt her soft breasts press against Rick’s hard chest, and she held back a soft purr of lust.

“Sounds like we’re both going through a rough time,” he said, softly rubbing her back with his hands and stroking her long hair with his fingers.

“Yeah. Sounds like it. Sometimes I just wish one person could see the good inside of me. Or just make time for me.”

Rick looked down at her, hooking her chin with his finger. “I can see the good inside of you, Jasmine. And I’ll make time for you, any time you want.”

Her body was on fire, and she could see the way he was eyeing her with need. “You’re not just saying that because you’re lonely, are you?”

“Well,” he growled, thumbing her small chin between his thick fingers. “I am lonely, but I’m also picky about whom I spend my time with. And damn girl … this thing I feel for you isn’t from being lonely. It’s because you’re the most beautiful, and most sincere person, I’ve ever met.”

Jasmine felt those sparks dance along her flesh, and she could see his head dipping down to kiss her. But she couldn’t stop him.

Didn’t want to stop him.

But she knew she should.

Getting tangled up with a man who was 42 years her senior, when she was nothing more than a 19-year-old virgin who couldn’t hold a job, was a big, fat mistake.

And she was tired of making those.


~Rick~

Rick felt as though lava was flowing through his veins as he bent down to kiss this hot little angel on the lips. Fuck, she was beautiful, and sweet, and caring, and hot as hell on top of it all.

His cock was already growing stiff at the sight of her. She’d shown up at the house he grew up in, where he lived with and took care of his mother, dressed like a sexy little coed in her tight, knitted collar shirt and short pleated skirt.

It was an unusual outfit for the volunteers to wear, but Rick wasn’t complaining one bit.

Jasmine looked up at him with a sort of eagerness in her pretty brown eyes as he pressed his mouth to hers.

This could be the point where she slapped him. And he’d deserve it for taking advantage of a volunteer. But he didn’t care. Kissing Jasmine was worth risking a face slap.

His dick was stiff as a rod, and his balls heavy with need. He already knew he would have to find a way to take this girl’s innocence. Not just take it, but to have her beg him to take it. He liked the thought of this much younger girl needing him to that extreme. It had been a long time since he’d even had an erection because he’d been so busy caring for his mom.

But that all ended tonight.

Rick’s tongue entwined with Jasmine’s, and for a second, he expected to get that hard slap to the face. But damn if she didn’t purr and fold her body closer to his as they kissed.

Rick released a deep groan, feeling his cock twitch inside his pants, and right before his hands wandered down to cup her round ass, she curled her body and pulled away, breaking the kiss.

“I … I better go,” Jasmine whispered, rubbing her lips.

“Why, sweetheart?” Rick asked, stunned and disappointed that she was pulling away.

Jasmine rubbed her lips together. “I’m just not … I’m not ready to get my heart broken. This whole day has been disappointing as is.”

She started to dart away, got halfway around the wingback chair, when Rick begged her not to leave.

“Please, Jasmine. I want to make your day better. I want to make your entire life better. I can’t imagine breaking your heart. I’d probably kill a man who did that.”

She gulped, then turned his way, as if she were at least willing to hear him out. “How do I know if you’re telling the truth? How do I know I can trust you?”

The look upon her sweet face, and the desire brewing in her eyes, let Rick know that she was falling just as hard and fast as he was. How could he prove to her that he wasn’t looking to break anyone’s heart, least of all hers?

He dropped to his knees in front of her and clutched her legs, peering up at her, into those deep brown eyes. “Baby, just let me love you tonight, and you’ll see. I’ll still be here tomorrow. And the next day. And the next. I mean damn. I need you.”

With her teeth sinking into her lower lip, Jasmine ran her delicate fingers through his wavy hair, and it send pulses of hot lust through his veins. His cock thumped inside his pants at her touch, and he found himself lazily dragging his hands up the backs of her legs, taking in the smoothness of her flesh.

“I need you, too, Rick. It’s crazy, but I do.”

Navigating underneath the tiny, pleated skirt, Rick’s rough hands found the lower swell of her ass, and he cupped her supple flesh, feeling that white-hot need building inside of him.

He’d forgotten what it was like to be with a woman. Even when his wife left him recently, they hadn’t been together in a long while as she had been rejecting him at every turn.

He’d finally given up.

But with Jasmine, it was clear she wanted him as much as he wanted her. And for the first time in years, he felt … desired.

After finding the satiny material of her underwear, he snaked his thick finger under the fabric, listening as a hiss came from Jasmine’s lips. He peeled the fabric down and took in her natural sweet scent flowing in his direction.

“I’m glad to hear you need me, baby. Now I plan to devour you. Just my mouth pressed against every inch of your lips.”

Jasmine nodded as he looked up at her with a questioning gaze. He was making sure he had her permission, but he also wanted to see that look of desire once again.

Peeling her underwear down, Rick quickly tugged at the waist of her skirt and felt his erection stir at the sight of her pretty peach.

He released a growl and cupped her ass again, then pressed his face between her legs, thinking he could probably worship this girl. Worship, kiss, lick, taste, and hold all day and all night.

Planting several kisses along her folds, Rick made sure to give equal attention to her lower belly and upper thighs. And then he made his way to that part of her that he was eager to kiss.

His tongue explored every inch of her sweetness, and Jasmine’s fingers weaved through his hair. She moaned in response to what he was doing, making Rick feel like a King in a castle.

He wanted Jasmine to be his queen, his mind going crazy with all kinds of thoughts of making Jasmine his wife and starting a family together.

Was that even realistic? Would this younger girl want to have his babies?

Finding that swollen bump between her lips, he flicked it softly, noticing his own erection growing in size and threatening to pop out of his jeans.

“Oh Rick,” Jasmine murmured, thrusting her hips softly in his direction. “Don’t stop … please …”

With a low growl, Rick squeezed her bottom and sucked gently on her clit, feeling her thighs tremble against his chin.

He was eager to tug himself free, so he did, jerking down his zipper with force as he continued savoring Jasmine’s femininity.

Her body seemed to quake against him, and when he could feel her pearl swell up, he gave his own length a few strokes, knowing he was about to erupt.

But he wouldn’t do that here. Not at Jasmine’s feet.

He would do that inside of her if she would let him.

Gripping the base of his shaft, he sucked softly and rhythmically on Jasmine’s bump of tissue, hearing her cries of pleasure as she came.

She tugged at his hair and rolled her hips slowly, until she began grinding against his face as if desperate for more.

Oh, Rick wanted to give her more. So much more, in fact.

“I need you inside of me, Rick. Please …”

Angling his gaze up at her, Rick could feel her sweet nectar rolling down his chin, and his cock spurted out a drop of need.

“You know how badly I want to be inside of you, baby?”

With a shake of the head, Jasmine lightly stroked the side of Rick’s cheek, then glanced further down, where she undoubtedly saw his turgid cock pointed right at her.

“I’m about to show you,” he gritted out.

She stepped out of her skirt, pushing it aside along the floor with a devilish grin. “Good. But you should know, this is my first time with a man. I’m nineteen and all, but I’ve never done anything other than kiss.”

Rick groaned at her words, and how sexy she was, naked from the waist down. “I figured you were a virgin, honey. And that’s fine. I’ll go easy on you. Tonight and every other night. Until you beg me not to be so easy.”

He smiled as he stood, and Jasmine giggled. “After the way you just kissed me and made me come, I think I trust you now.”

“That’s my girl,” he said, sliding a hand behind her head and giving her a toe-curling tongue kiss.

She slid her body close to him, and his cock, long and hard, slid easily between her wet thighs. He moaned and deepened the kiss, feeling the weight of his seed tug down on his scrotum.

After pumping his length a few times, he thought he would burst. So he backed up and took a few breaths before kicking off his boots and pushing his pants down.

Jasmine seemed to be entranced as he removed his underwear, staring at his length with slight apprehension.

“Don’t worry, baby. It’s not as big as it looks.”

“Right,” she whispered.

Rick noticed her nipples puckering underneath her tight shirt, and so once he was fully undressed, he lifted her shirt up, exposing her perfect, pear-shaped breasts.

“Oh hell,” he muttered, pulling her to him.

His hands fondled her crinkled buds as they kissed, and within seconds, Jasmine was wriggling her curvaceous body against his, as if dying to feel him enter her.

Rick couldn’t wait any longer. He already felt as though he’d waited a lifetime for this angelic girl.

Sitting on the couch, he pulled Jasmine in his lap, and she straddled his cock as if it were the most natural thing in the world. As if she were made for his lap.

“You’re in control, baby,” he told her, sliding his hands behind her back and pressing his palms to her round cheeks.

“I know,” she whispered, rolling her hips in such a way that her feminine lips engulfed the crown of his cock.

Stifling a groan, Rick began kissing her breasts, flicking her nipples, and gently rutting his hips. He couldn’t wait to feel her slide all the way down over his length, and he knew the likelihood of him lasting more than a few seconds was slim to none.

“I know we should use protection, but I don’t want to,” Jasmine purred, hugging Rick close as her tight walls slid down his length.

“Oh yeahhhhh,” Rick groaned, feeling his length grow longer and more turgid. He didn’t want protection either. He wanted to feel her all over his cock.

He wanted to feel her forever.

He dragged his tongue back and forth over her breasts, and when he felt her push her tightness all the way down, he released a long groan and immediately emptied inside of her.

His cock twitched violently several times, and Jasmine whimpered as she began bouncing up and down.

Rick could never have predicted this night would turn out the way it did. But Jasmine … oh Jasmine was the best thing that had ever happened to him. And he would not let her slip away.

What was happening right now was the beginning of a lifetime together.

He held her close and thrust against her wild bouncing, remaining hard even after he came.

Jasmine’s walls grew tighter, cinching around his girth, and he felt her body shudder as she neared an orgasm.

“Go ahead and come for me, baby. I need it … I need you.”

“I need you too, Rick,” she moaned, grinding herself atop him and milking him dry.

His second orgasm came hard and fast, and he spent the entirety of it with his face buried in her neck, their now sweaty bodies rubbing together. He then stood up from the couch and laid her across the floor in front of the fire, watching the flames dance in her eyes as he entered her once more.

Her legs moved behind him, and she stared up at him with such intense longing as he pounded in and out of her, knowing that he was locking down her love.

And later, he’d lock her down with a ring.

Their bodies writhed together for the next hour, Rick taking her in every position imaginable.

Jasmine lay cradled in his arms afterward, facing the fire and softly stroking Rick’s hand as he cupped her breast.

“What time will your mom be back?” she asked, jarring Rick to the realization that they would not be alone for long.

“Any moment now. We should probably head to my bedroom.”

Jasmine rolled over and smiled at him. “I should get home so my parents don’t wonder what happened to me.”

“Okay,” Rick said, kissing the tip of her nose. “But I want to come over and meet them tomorrow.”

“Already?” Jasmine asked, touching the side of his face.

“Yes. The sooner the better. You’re my girl, and I want everyone to know it, especially your parents.”

Jasmine’s mouth dropped open, and she smiled.

Rick knew they might have a challenging road ahead with the age difference. But he was up for the challenge. Besides, this girl was going to be his wife, and the sooner she realized that, the better.


~The End
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