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I wiped the sweat off the seat of the ab machine and moved
down the circuit to the leg press. The gym was blessedly empty—what with it
being a college gym and it being a Saturday night. All my bros were
either out getting laid or out getting drunk. Some of them were
probably doing both.

But for a single guy focused on making the football team
next year, I really needed to get stronger and bigger.
I needed the
scholarships that came with sports to get me through the next
couple years of school.

I racked up the weight and sat down on the machine.
I braced myself and
extended my legs outward. I grunted and sweat poured down my
forehead, but I kept pushing the weight. With fifteen reps done, I
let the weight down and paused to take a mouthful from my water
bottle. As I screwed the bottle shut, I watched as the door opened
and someone entered.

My jaw just about dropped when I saw who it
was—Samantha. I’d heard enough about her through the rumor mill. She was
the hot MILF that just got divorced last year and—supposedly—chose
this gym to workout at because she had a thing for young college
guys. Everyone claimed they knew a guy that fucked Samantha, but
I’d yet to meet anyone who actually claimed they’d done it
themselves.

We made eye contact and she smiled at me, brushing some
hair behind her ear. God, she was gorgeous. I’ve always had a thing for mature
women—I prefer experience over someone my age who just doesn’t know
what the fuck they’re doing in bed.

Cool down. I had to cool down. Samantha wasn’t coming on to me and the
rumors of her sleeping with college guys were just that—rumors.
Besides, I was here to workout, not to pick up cougars.

“Hi,” she said as she walked past me. Her voice was feminine
and husky.

“Hey.” My voice cracked at the end of the one word I
spoke—fuck, I hope she didn’t notice that. If I couldn’t make it
through one word without sounding like a twerp, I’d never bag this
bitch.
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