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Disclaimer

This work is intended for adult audiences aged 18+. Be advised that this story contains sexual content some readers might find offensive. All characters are 18+ and consenting adults. Reader discretion is advised.
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Anika Fucks an Older Man Imagining He’s Jed
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Anika

JED FOCUSES INTENTLY on his work, tiny beads of sweat forming on his brow, glistening in the soft light of the office. His muscles ripple and flex under his tight-fitting t-shirt, hinting at the strength and athleticism hidden beneath. But his piercing green eyes hold my attention, pools of intensity carrying a heavy weight of responsibility and duty. Wisps of silver hair frame his ruggedly handsome face, giving him an air of distinguished maturity. It's as if he has stepped out of a magazine spread featuring attractive older men resembling a leaner version of George Clooney. My heart flutters as I look at him, unable to resist the allure of his mature charm.

I've always been drawn to older men, but there's something unique about my attraction to Jed. It's not just sexual attraction. It's not just my hucow side’s sexual needs that desire him; I feel a deeper connection towards him. His confident demeanor exudes authority and life experience, and the wrinkles etched into his face tell a story of a full and complex life. Yet, there are moments when I sense a deep sadness in him. Upon researching his past, I discovered that he had tragically lost his entire family. It's no wonder he carries such a heavy burden. The strength this man possesses is admirable. From the first moment I saw him, I was captivated by him, and the more I learn about him, the stronger my feelings for him grow.

As I stand here, taking in the sight of him, I realize I'm slowly falling in love with him. But our relationship has always been professional - he's my mentor, teacher, and friend. And although I've tried to deny my feelings for him for so long, they've only grown stronger with each passing day we spend together.

And now, as I watch him work, I can't help but feel a surge of longing and desire. But I know that I can never have him; I'm a hucow, and no one man can satisfy my sexual needs, which means there are not many men who are understanding enough that I can have a relationship with them.

I sigh deeply as I go back to the task Jed has given me and continue carving the intricate design into the piece of oak. My fingers dance along the wood, creating delicate lines that intertwine with its natural grain. The steady rhythm of the chisel echoes through the workshop, blending with the lathe's soft purr and the band saw's hum in the background.

As I move to another section of the assignment, my mind can't help but wander back to Jed. His face is etched into my memory, starkly contrasting the rough texture of the wood I hold. There's something primal yet gentle about him, a contradiction that fascinates me. 

I glance up to catch him looking at me, a soft smile on his lips. He nods slightly, acknowledging the moment, and then returns to his task. I know I must be careful. Falling in love with a man I can never have is a dangerous proposition that can only lead to heartbreak and disappointment. But as I continue to work on the project he gave me, I can't shake the feeling that there is more to our connection than just our professional relationship.

The scent of freshly cut wood fills the room, along with the tantalizing aroma of Jed's scent. It mixes musk, spice, and sawdust, a comforting and intoxicating scent. I find myself breathing more deeply, inhaling his fragrance with each breath. My heart pounds as I focus on the task, trying to block out my thoughts. But every time I look up at Jed, those deep green eyes seem to beckon me, inviting me to let go of the barriers I've built around my heart.

As I chisel away, I can't help but think about my time with him. How his smile and voice calm me when I'm stressed. Those memories fill my mind, and I know I can't deny my pull towards him. I want to be closer to him, to feel his warmth and strength, even though I know it's impossible. I glance at the clock and thank God it's time for a lunch break so I can go to The Barn.

"Jed, is it okay to take my lunch break now?" I ask.

"Sure," Jed says.

I hastily shove the tools back into their designated spots, my body quivering with anticipation and desperation. My pussy throbs with an insatiable hunger that demands to be satisfied. I drive my scooter to The Barn. Buck isn't there, and the guy behind the desk looks a lot like Jed. "Are you free?" I ask him.

"Huh?" He asks.

"Are you straight, and are you free?" I demand to know.

"Yeah, to both," he says, "You want me?"

"Uh-huh," I say.

"But... I'm old."

"Doesn't matter," I tell him and lead him into a private room, and we start undressing each other in a frenzy.

His rough, calloused hands grip my body with an urgent hunger, igniting a primal fire within me that threatens to consume everything in its path. The thought of Jed watching only adds to the thrill as we ravage each other, our tongues exploring every inch of skin with desperate abandon. He tastes like mint and danger, his touch electrifying every nerve ending in my body and driving me closer to the edge of pleasure and pain.
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