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Chapter One, This Older Woman’s New Beginnings

 

I never thought I’d be the kind of woman who craved something reckless, but the divorce papers had barely cooled before I felt the itch. Mark and I had married at nineteen—two nervous freshmen who mistook comfort for passion. Eighteen years later, the comfort had calcified into silence, and the passion had died somewhere between mortgage payments and his predictable missionary routine. When the judge’s gavel fell, I walked out of the courthouse lighter, freer, and terrifyingly hungry.

Three months after the decree was final, I found myself at my gym on a random Tuesday night. The divorce diet (wine, rage, and spite-fueled spin classes) had carved me back into the body I’d had at twenty-five: tight waist, toned legs, breasts that still sat high in a sports bra. My shoulder-length brown hair was damp with sweat, clinging to my neck as I racked the barbell after a set of hip thrusts. That’s when I noticed him watching me in the mirror.

Jacob.

He couldn’t have been more than twenty-five. Tall—easily six-three—with the kind of lean, carved muscle that only comes from youth and testosterone. Dark blond hair, a little too long, curling at the nape of his neck. Blue eyes that locked on me like he’d been waiting his whole life to see a woman move weight like that. I felt the stare in my spine first, then lower, a slow heat spreading between my thighs. I pretended not to notice, but I added an extra rep, letting my hips roll deliberately as I drove the bar up. When I finally met his gaze in the mirror, he didn’t look away. He smiled—slow, filthy, knowing.

I finished my set and walked to the water fountain, hips swaying more than necessary. He followed, casual as hell, like it was coincidence. Up close he smelled like clean sweat and something dangerously masculine.

“Nice form,” he said, voice low, a little rough around the edges. “Most women half your… experience don’t move that kind of weight.”

Half my experience. The little shit was teasing my age, and God, it made me wet.

“I’ve had practice,” I replied, letting my eyes drift down his body—broad shoulders, narrow waist, the obvious bulge in his shorts that twitched when I looked. “Looks like you’ve been practicing something too.”

He laughed, a sound that went straight to my clit. “Jacob,” he said, offering a hand. His fingers were warm, calloused, and wrapped around mine like he already owned me.

“Dana,” I answered, holding his grip a beat too long.

We started spotting each other that night—innocent at first. He stood behind me on squats, hands hovering at my waist, close enough that I felt the heat of him every time I descended. I “corrected” his deadlift stance, letting my palms slide along the hard planes of his back, lingering at the dip just above his ass. By the end of the hour we were both breathing harder than the workout demanded.

After that, it became a game.

He’d wait for me by the stretching mats, towel slung low on his hips, watching as I foam-rolled my quads with deliberate slowness, knees parted just enough to flash the damp spot on my leggings. I’d catch him adjusting himself when he thought I wasn’t looking. One night he cornered me near the lockers, voice a rough whisper.

“You know what you’re doing to me, don’t you?” His hand brushed my hip, thumb tracing the waistband of my leggings. “Walking around here like you need to be fucked senseless.”

I leaned in, lips grazing his ear. “Maybe I do.”

His sharp inhale was the most satisfying sound I’d heard in years.

We never exchanged numbers that first week—just filthy promises hissed between sets. He’d press against me while I held a plank, letting me feel exactly how hard I made him. I’d drag my nails down his abs in the sauna when no one was looking, stopping just short of the waistband of his shorts, smiling when he cursed under his breath.

It was torture. Delicious, aching torture.

And I was already addicted.

 




Chapter Two, Couldn’t Take The Teasing Anymore

 

I couldn’t take the teasing anymore.

It was a Thursday night in late September, the air finally cool enough to make the gym’s heat feel obscene. We’d spent an hour circling each other like animals—his hands on my hips during Romanian deadlifts, my ass brushing the ridge in his shorts every time I “stretched” my hamstrings. When the lights dimmed for closing, he caught my wrist outside the women’s locker room.

“My place,” he said. Not a question. “Five minutes.”

I followed his beat-up Jeep across town to the old brick tower on the edge of campus (fifteen stories of cracked stucco and fire escapes, bass thumping from half the windows). The lobby smelled like weed and cheap pizza. College kids sprawled on the couches, barely glancing up as Jacob pulled me into the elevator.

The second the doors slid shut, he had me against the wall.

His mouth crashed into mine, hungry, almost punishing. I tasted the salt on his lips, felt the scrape of his stubble. His hands were everywhere (sliding under my crop top, thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts, then lower, palming my ass hard enough to lift me onto my toes). I moaned into his mouth and he swallowed the sound, pressing the thick line of his cock against my stomach so I could feel exactly how badly he wanted this.

“Fourteen floors,” he growled against my throat. “Try not to cum before we get there.”

The elevator dinged. He dragged me down the hall by the hand, keys rattling. The second his apartment door slammed behind us, the pretense was gone.

Jacob’s place was pure twenty-five-year-old chaos: weights in the living room, protein powder on the counter, a mattress on the floor because who needs a frame? The only light came from a string of red LEDs draped over the window. It painted everything in dangerous, pulsing color.

He didn’t speak. He just yanked my top over my head, sports bra following, and stared like he’d won the lottery. My nipples tightened under the cool air and his gaze. Then his mouth was on me (hot, wet, merciless), sucking one stiff peak while his hand shoved my leggings down my hips. I kicked them off along with my shoes, standing naked while he still had all his clothes on. The power in that made me dizzy.

I reached for his shirt, but he caught my wrists, pinning them above my head against the wall with one hand.

“Been thinking about this pussy for weeks,” he rasped, sliding his free hand between my thighs. Two fingers pushed inside me without warning, curling hard. I was soaked; the sound was filthy. “Jesus, listen to you.”

I couldn’t answer. My head fell back against the wall as he fucked me with his fingers, slow and deep, thumb circling my clit until my legs shook. When he pulled them out, he brought them to my mouth. I licked myself off him without hesitation, eyes locked on his.

That broke him.

He let go of my wrists only long enough to strip. Shirt gone (Jesus, the body on him), shorts shoved down, cock springing free. Long, thick, flushed dark, a bead of pre-cum already glistening at the tip. I reached for it, but he spun me around, bending me over the back of his couch.

“Hands on the cushions,” he ordered. “Don’t move them.”

I obeyed, ass in the air, heart hammering. I heard the crinkle of a condom, then felt the blunt head of him dragging through my folds, coating himself. He teased me once, twice, nudging my clit until I whimpered.

“Beg.”

“Please, Jacob—fuck me. I need—”

He slammed in to the hilt.

The stretch burned so perfectly I cried out, fingers clawing at the couch. He didn’t give me time to adjust—just pulled back and drove in again, harder, setting a brutal rhythm. One hand fisted in my hair, arching my back; the other gripped my hip hard enough to bruise. Every thrust shoved me forward, breasts swaying, the slap of skin echoing in the small room.

“This what you wanted?” he gritted out, voice ragged. “Older pussy so fucking tight around my cock?”

“Yes—God, yes—”

He reached around, fingers finding my clit, rubbing in tight circles. The orgasm hit me like a freight train. I screamed into the cushions, walls clenching around him, thighs trembling so hard I almost collapsed. He didn’t stop—fucked me through it, dragging it out until I was sobbing from the intensity.

Only when I went limp did he pull out, flip me around, and lift me onto the couch. He pushed my knees to my chest, spreading me wide, and slid back in slow, watching my face as he filled me again.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

I did. His eyes were wild, pupils blown. Sweat dripped from his hair onto my breasts. He started moving (deep, grinding strokes that rubbed that perfect spot inside me). The red lights painted us both in blood and sin.

“Come again,” he said. “Want to feel you milk me when I lose it.”

I was already close, swollen and sensitive. He leaned down, sucking a nipple into his mouth, teeth grazing just hard enough to hurt in the best way. That pushed me over. I came a second time, harder, back bowing off the couch, crying his name.

Jacob followed seconds later—hips stuttering, a low, broken groan tearing from his throat as he buried himself deep and pulsed inside me.

We stayed like that, panting, his weight pinning me down, until the room stopped spinning.

Eventually he pulled out, tied off the condom, and collapsed beside me. I turned into him, tracing the ridges of his abs with lazy fingers.

“Next time,” he murmured against my temple, “I’m tying you to the weight bench.”

I smiled into his skin, already wet again.

 

“Promise?”
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