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    CHAPTER ONE – VANESSA 
 
      
 
    Feeling sexy in a silky purple dress with a flirty, revealing neckline, I waited for my first online meeting with Rollins, a new member of Ms. K’s dating service. His profile was emailed to me with a note stating how well-suited Ms. K thought Rollins was for my needs. She was right, and the attraction I felt towards the younger man was instant.  
 
    Positioning myself in front of my laptop, I was ready to see his handsome face beyond the pictures Ms. K sent after vetting the young man.  
 
    Rollins was a young stud fresh from serving five years in the armed forces. Ms. K knew I had a thing for military boys and insisted on introducing us after I favorited his portfolio.  
 
    From his sculpted chest to his broad shoulders and muscular back, to his overall relaxed, almost wholesome appearance, I felt authentically drawn to him. His handsome image mesmerized me and caused a stir in my pelvis, which was a positive sign for us to meet.  
 
    Although I had scheduled an extended spa retreat in another country, I decided to postpone in favor of meeting Rollins instead. 
 
    “He’s a highly recommend,” Ms. K had told me on the phone to confirm my interest in Rollins. “A perfect match for your wants and desires.” 
 
    “He’s caught my attention, for sure,” I admitted to Ms. K, sensing a heat building in my chest just thinking of his gorgeous face, as well as the bulge in the dark blue jeans he wore in his profile pictures. But I played it calm and cool. “I’m okay with postponing my travel plans in favor of meeting him. Please, let him know I’d like to arrange a video call as soon as possible.” 
 
    My last romantic adventure with a Treasure Trails Dating Agency match was spicy as hell. His name was Emerson, a built twenty-two-year-old athlete whose stamina was above and beyond any young man I’d experienced before him. A tanned, muscular guy with chest and ass for days and a good deal of charm and intelligence to keep my mind entertained as well, one French-kiss from Emerson and I was smitten. Our lust affair went on much longer than I had originally anticipated—six months—which is usually where I draw the line. Dating one stud longer than half a year often encourages the deeper feelings and emotional attachments that come with time. I’m midway through my forties and have been married and divorced twice—once to a guy my age and once to a man older than me by two decades. The pain of lost love, of building lives with men unworthy of my devotion, is too heart wrenching to experience for a third time.  
 
    I’ve developed a major dislike for long-term romantic involvements, preferring limited affairs with lovers at least ten to twenty years my junior. For me, setting an exit date encourages living in the moment and spontaneity. With age and experience I’ve evolved into a woman totally in command of my own love life. And I’ve never been happier since becoming a member of Ms. K’s agency. She does the background checking to ensure my ultimate pleasure – as well as the pleasure of many other discerning women seeking compatible lovers without fuss or drama. I’ve also met a few lovely ladies signed with Ms. K and we have plans to meet in the future, alone and perhaps as couples. 
 
    Ms. K understands and respects my needed boundary as a twice scorned ex-wife and only matches me with those not looking for or expecting longer term commitments. From what Ms. K has shared with me about Rollins, he plans to attend a college four States away from where I live. He has his plans, and I have no interest in interfering. I simply want to enjoy him and our time together to the fullest like there’s no tomorrow. 
 
    Turning my attention back to my laptop, I accept a video request from Rollins. The camera caught the late afternoon sunlight streaming through the windows, casting a golden, almost heavenly glow around me. 
 
    “Hello there, Rollins,” I purred, pleased with his gorgeous smile.  “How are you doing this evening?” 
 
    “Well, thank you.” He took a moment to gaze at my image. His eyes sparkled with interest. “You look spectacular. Purple is my favorite color,” he confessed. 
 
    “I know. I recall that adorable fact in your agency bio.” I wanted to kiss the natural blush in his cheeks, and slowly move my mouth to his tender earlobes for a nibble. “My favorite color is green.” 
 
    “I’ll wear green when we meet then,” he replied with confidence even before he knew for sure if I wanted to move forward with meeting in person. “If that’s okay with you.” 
 
    I had no complaints. “Fine by me. I’m sure you look hot in any color, though.” His natural blush intensified as he thanked me for the compliment, making his screen image more delectable by the second. My first impression of Rollins was excellent, and I felt compelled to move ahead without hesitation. All the right bells and whistles were having a party in my pelvis. And I wanted him to join me there. “So, I have an opening in my schedule tomorrow afternoon. You mentioned before about having time this week for a meeting?” 
 
    “Tomorrow’s great.” He looked a bit surprised and relieved over my quick interest. “I’m wide open.”  
 
    “Perfect. I’ll text you my address and time of arrival.” 
 
    “Can I bring anything?” 
 
    “No. I have everything we need to enjoy ourselves.” I thought a moment, considering my options. "You should bring a small bag with enough clothes and toiletries to last a few days, just in case I want to extend our first visit into a multiple night event.” 
 
    He agreed, taking me very seriously. As he should.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
    Later that night I indulged in erotic visualization as I showered. I couldn’t stop my wondering mind from imagining Rollins in bed with me. Hands slipping over my breasts with silky body gel in the hot water, I found my firm nipples and rolled them between my fingers. Pleasure shivers coursed through my center, making my pussy ache for his touch. I imagined his taught muscles flexing with solid strength as he made love to my writhing body, slow and steady. His manhood like a rod of steel, moving inside my sweet passage, plunging deeper, set on making my pussy come on his cock. There, in the shower, my fingers worked furiously over my swollen clit, lost in my mind, feeling my pussy throb. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Rollins,” I sighed out loud. Warm steam encircled my overheating body, and I shook as I came on my hand. Cupping my palm over my mound, my slick hole squeezed and released in rhythm with my pants. I’d worked myself into a dewy frenzy, and I wanted Rollins to feel me this way, too. I imagined bathing him in my juices. And he loved it, begging to suckle from my opening until I screamed for him to stop. I let him, holding his head between my thighs as he drank my release… 
 
    **** 
 
    I had a decision to make, undistracted and undiluted by my overactive libido. Did I really want to rush in with Rollins and invite him to stay for more than a few hours? For more than one night? The instant chemistry I felt with him was overriding my more conservative side. And that hadn’t happened with Emerson. I kept him waiting for an invitation to my bedroom for several dates. But I thought seriously about breaking my own rules for what I felt for Rollins. It scared me a little. I wasn’t one to languish in fear, though.  
 
    I remember Emerson enjoyed the tease of not knowing when he would be offered more than a passionate make-out session on my couch. I enjoyed the slower pace with him as well. The building tension gave way to a wild and explosive first encounter. And a second, third, fourth… and many smoldering hot nights for weeks and months until it was time to say goodbye. Both of us could have turned a blind eye to the half-a-year mark and kept going with each other. Parting had a bittersweet quality reminiscent of my younger years dating in college when love was less complicated and free flowing. Back then, I dated women and men, and I wasn’t sure about choosing one or the other, identifying as openly bisexual. More than a decade passed without a woman in my bed, and I missed the scent and taste of female flesh. Ms. K had mentioned recruiting younger women into her dating agency and expanding into lesbian matchmaking. Perhaps after Rollins I will engage with female lovers—or maybe with him…  
 
    “So, what’s your decision?” I asked myself, still in shower post orgasm, caressing my delicate folds with the most glorious, scented shower gel. The difficult choice of inviting Rollins for a few hours or for a sexy sleepover lingered. I decided on the overnight option, even if he sleeps in the guest bedroom, alone. I could ravish him the next morning, sliding into his bed to enjoy the first erection of the day, ripe, warm, ready.  
 
    Toweling off, I gazed at the beads of water rolling gently down my neck and pooling between my breasts. I imagined Rollins jutting his tongue to lick the droplets from my soft skin. A flutter crossed my chest, excited for our first romantic encounter taking place in less than twenty-four hours. 
 
    My phone vibrated with a text message from Ms. K. asking for me to call her. Wrapping the towel around my hips, I remained topless, still airing out from the steamy shower. 
 
    “Hello, Ms. K,” I greeted the enigmatic woman invested in my sexual well-being.  
 
    “Good-evening, Vanessa,” she replied, friendly, curious. “Rollins let me know you two spoke and have a meeting happening tomorrow? He said you’re a lovely woman who exudes warmth and sensuality. I’m glad you’re interested in going to the next step with him.” 
 
    I smiled at the sweet feedback he gave. “He’s a darling. I’m glad, too.” 
 
    “Will you be meeting at your house?” Ms. K. never failed to stay in the loop, assuring accountability by all parties involved. “Or a different location?” 
 
    “My house. I’ve asked him to bring a small suitcase of overnight supplies.” Not wanting to predict how things will go, I stopped my thoughts from rushing ahead. “I’ll keep you informed, as always.” 
 
    “Thank you, Vanessa.” Ms. K’s voice was smooth and silky, a little hypnotic. “I’m very excited about you and Rollins. I have such a good feeling about it all.” 
 
    Her excitement enhanced my own. “I do, too.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The next day I slept until noon, proactive about getting as much rest as possible in anticipation of meeting Rollins later in the day. Emerson could rock my body until the wee hours of the morning and if I wasn’t a woman of wealth, I would have been fired from a job, for sure.  
 
    Leisurely, I drank coffee, and enjoyed a scrumptious breakfast before my pre-date beauty ritual began. I soaked in a luscious lavender-scented bath, then lathered my skin with a very expensive lotion that used to drive Emerson wild. I swear, that boy loved to sniff me, neck to toes, inhaling the seductive scent like an addict. It was precious, and now a wonderful, erotic memory to stir my desires.  
 
    Imagining the future, I let my past romances go in favor of opening the door to fresh, exciting, new experiences with Rollins… and whoever I chose to be with after he and I eventually close the book on whatever happens between us. 
 
    I selected a sexy outfit I hadn’t worn yet—a lacy green mini dress that showed off my Pilates-sculpted legs. Sliding my feet into a pair of gold designer stilettos to complete the look, I layered on fine jewelry—earrings, jewel-studded necklaces and large precious gems on my fingers. An intoxicating perfume dripped from my wrists, neck, and the back of my knees in hopes of him kissing me in all those erogenous zones.  
 
    Posed in front of a long, elaborate mirror hung on the main wall of my bedroom, I admired and approved of my polished appearance. I looked radiant and glowing, like a woman who’d claimed her inner Goddess, well-aware of my power and how to use it wisely. 
 
    Checking the time, my heart fluttered, just thirty-minutes from our meeting time. My phone suddenly rang with a call from Ms. K.  
 
    “Hello, Vanessa,” Ms. K said with a tone in her voice that didn’t sound like a check-up call. I know you’re expecting Rollins soon. I wanted to tell you quickly about a call I just received from another member. I’ve told you about her before. Her name is Michelle.” 
 
    The name did strike a bell. “Sure. What’s going on?” 
 
    “Michelle has a female lover that she’d like to share with a woman from my agency,” Ms. K explained. "Although she didn’t meet her through my services, she’s been vetted. You’ve mentioned wanting to date a younger female, so I was curious to see if you had interest in meeting her, too.” 
 
    Stunned by the unexpected invitation, I nodded before I spoke. “Yes, I am. I’d like to know more. However, I don’t want to be distracted while spending the evening with Rollins.” 
 
    “No, of course not.” Ms. K added, “Do keep in mind that Rollins is open to multi-partner arrangements, especially a two-woman scenario.” 
 
    “Yes, I recall reading that in his bio.” Truthfully, I didn’t put much thought into Rollins openness on paper. My bio says I’m open, too, but I’ve yet to prove I truly am. In my case, my statement was a hypothetical to be discussed with the right partner, not an absolute. “Thank you for thinking of me. Send her bio and pictures. I’m happy to consider any situation that you recommend.” 
 
    For a naughty minute or two I entertained the images of being tender and intimate with a lady lover. The softness of her skin against mine, our breasts pressing together, teasing, touching, wanting. 
 
    And then the doorbell rang. My handsome Rollins had arrived, and I couldn’t wait to meet him. 
 
    **** 
 
    “Sorry, I don’t mean to stare,” Rollins said after we had our first intimate hug and a gentle kiss on the lips. “You’re gorgeous. And I can’t take my eyes off you.”  
 
    His warm, sexy smile melted any caution I may have felt.  “You’re sweet.” I touched his cheek, feeling authentic affection towards him. “No worries, Rollins.” 
 
    “Excuse me if I sound like a fumbling fool.” 
 
     “I understand you’re new to these types of arrangements. I’m thrilled to be your first.” I embraced him again, smelling the pleasing, aromatic scent on his neck. “And you’re gorgeous, too.”  
 
    The way our bodies connected while we held each other was intense from the get-go. His arms were strong wrapped around my waist, pulling my pelvis to his and keeping me there. We hadn’t moved two feet from the front door and yet it felt like we were already making love in my bedroom. I offered, “Would you like a drink?” 
 
    “Water, or anything bubbly.” 
 
    “With alcohol, or?” I took his hand and lead him into the kitchen. 
 
    “As much as I love sipping a good bourbon,” he admitted, “I want to be completely clear-headed with you tonight.” 
 
    Appreciating his thoughtful disposition, I told him, “The military served you well. I like a young man who’s mindful of his behavior and actions.” 
 
    “Well, thank you.” He took the sparkling lemon-flavored water I poured for him and sipped. “I learned the importance of discipline and I take those lessons seriously.” 
 
    “Where did you serve?” 
 
    “Overseas.” Patting his chest from the bubbles, he added, “Europe, Africa, Asia. I was in Spain for the last few years of serving.” 
 
    “Sounds like quite an adventure.” I wanted to hear his stories, but I also wanted him to get naked. The caution I had yesterday over this date was gone, entertaining this beautiful man with a stunning physique and charm to spare. “What will you be studying in college?” 
 
    “I.T. security, to be specific.” His tone turned serious. “Coding is my thing. I’m a tech nerd.” 
 
    “Nerd?” My smile curled with his boyish admittance. “You’re far from a nerd, Rollins. At least, on the surface. You seem more like a model than anything else. But I do appreciate having a tech-savvy man around.” I teased, tapping his hip, “Maybe you can take a look at my computer?”  
 
    “If you need me to.” He shrugged, ready to help.  
 
    The plans I wanted to act upon had nothing to do with the laptop in my office. “I was kidding with you.” I brushed the side of his face and cupped his clean-shaven chin. “But you’ll be the one I call if I do need your IT skills in the future.” 
 
    Rollins fell into my gaze. There was no sign of hesitation from him, either. His desire was on par with mine. “Your bio stated you were a model. Runway? Magazine? Nude?” 
 
    “I still am,” I corrected, even though years had passed since my last professional photo session. I’ve never closed the door on my modeling career, remaining open to the right opportunities. “I have an extensive portfolio filled with two decades of my work. I’ll share it with you some time, if you’re interested.” 
 
    “I’d love to see it.”  
 
    “I was a bikini model for years. And I posed for many lingerie shoots.” My gaze lingered on his inviting mouth and smooth lips, wanting more kisses. “I was photographed nude once or twice. Tasteful, of course.” 
 
    “Wow. Now I really want to see it.” 
 
     “Rollins?” 
 
    “Yes?” He shook a little from my seductive stare. 
 
    “Are you thinking and feeling what I am?” I read his mind so clearly. He was ready to do whatever I wanted. “I realize you haven’t been here longer than twenty minutes, but…” 
 
    “Yes,” he replied, definite in his answer to my question. “Feels like longer, in the best way.” 
 
    “May I touch?” Hovering my hand over the growing bulge in his pants, I waited for the greenlight.  
 
    “You may.” Rollins flexed his erection as my hand touched down. I gripped onto his hard rod stuffed behind the zipper it pressed against. He let out a moan, loving my slow caressing. “That’s so nice.” 
 
    I licked my lips, purring softly, hungry for a taste of his manhood. “I love giving pleasure.”  
 
    “It shows.” He closed his eyes as I rubbed his stiff bulge. “Feels like I could burst right though my jeans.” 
 
    “Yes, you’re so confined.” Using both hands, I worked my palms and fingers around his trapped shaft, cupping and squeezing till my lustful curiosity won over my lady-like tendencies. “Can you unzip for me?” 
 
    “Sure.” His breathing was measured and deep, attempting to unzip his pants over a massive erection. “It’s tough, though.” 
 
    “Here, let me help.” Gently, I pushed his bulge to his pelvis, allowing him to pull the zipper down. “There you go.” Once his pants were removed, I saw the clear outline of his rod through his boxer briefs. The head of his cock dripped pre-cum, and I needed to wrap my tongue around it. “Now take the boxers off.” 
 
    He did, sliding them off his hips and pelvis with ease. Fully exposed, I watched his cock unfurl, hard and strong, pointing in my direction. I gasped at the sight of it, perfectly shaved to the base, thicker in the center with a juicy head.  
 
    “Look at you, Rollins.” Primed for a full attack, I asked, “Can I have you completely?”  
 
    “Yes, please.” 
 
    I behaved like a greedy MILF, starving for a mouthful. “Here in the kitchen?” The windows were coverless, not wanting to obstruct the view of the extensive backyard and elaborate water features.  
 
    He shrugged. “Fine with me.” 
 
    With a kick, I moved a floor mat so I could kneel on it, knowing the porcelain tile would hurt my knees. He nodded, approving of my quick thinking, both of us too horny to go anywhere else. 
 
    “Darling, Rollins,” I purred, “Remember to inhale and exhale while I do my thing on you. I can be quite aggressive.”  
 
    “Will do.” He wasn’t intimidated, confident in his discipline training. He drew a breath, held it, and then exhaled with wink.  
 
    With dramatic flair, I kicked off my shoes and sunk down to the mat, careful to place my knees for balance and support. I had his complete attention as we journeyed into explicit territory with each other. I could smell the cologne he sprayed on his pelvis, enhancing my sensual mood.  
 
    “You’re such a sexy boy.” My palms met his shaft and formed around it. He reacted with an adorable body shiver and anchored himself by holding onto the kitchen counter. “Got a grip?” 
 
    “Yes, you do,” he answered, coy. “Please, don’t let go.” 
 
    I had no intentions of loosening my hold on him. “You like when I stroke you like this?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” he moaned, his eyes on mine. “You know how I like to be touched.” 
 
    God, he made me hungry. Chemistry fully ignited; I wagged my tongue at his bulgy head. “Mmm. You’re so nice and thick. I want to suckle you, baby.” 
 
    His body shook a little more. “Oh, please, please, please.” 
 
    I gathered warm saliva on my tongue and slathered his tip to mid-shaft with it. His hips trembled from the shock of sensations. “Oh, oh, oh,” I sighed, then slid his cock into my mouth, inch by inch. Both of my hands kept his dick in proper position and firmness, one gripping his base and the other moving in half circles, back and forth. My mind was lost in this erotic daydream, suckling this virtual stranger’s cock less than an hour after meeting him face to face. It was unlike me to jump on a young stud’s dick without a meaningful conversation first. Yet, his rod was sliding in and out of my mouth, desperate for him to face fuck me.  
 
    I gargled on the head of his rod as it poked the back of my throat with his rhythmic hip thrusts. My mouth overflowed, a hot bath of saliva, dripping down my hands, arms and elbows. He was well lubricated and used the silky passage for his orgasmic pleasure.  
 
    “Vanessa.” Rollins could barely say my name, his torso moving faster and faster, pumping his thick cock into my mouth. He confessed, “I might not be able to hold back.” 
 
    “Mmm, mmm, mmm.” His dick was delicious, drizzling precum, lathered with my bubbling spit. My hands worked harder, twisting and turning, rubbing on his sensitive spot till I heard him cry out. 
 
    “Vanessa!” He shook harder, but I wasn’t stopping, hell bent on making his shaft explode. “Oh, my fucking…” His voice trailed off into blissful oblivion, holding the counter for dear life as he lost control.  
 
    Suddenly, several fast shots of his lustful release coated my tonsils and filled my mouth. He tasted delicious as I swallowed his cum, gulp after gulp, like a starving whore.  
 
    His whole being shuddered, sending more cum my way. He was a healthy young man, capable of overloading me with his orgasm. I broke suction, letting a pool of jiz slip from my lips so he could see what he fed me before slurping it back into my mouth for a final swallow.  
 
    “Fuuuck,” was his only statement, delirious. 
 
    I laughed like a dirty, dirty lady, drunk with cum, horny as fuck. “Hello Rollins. And how are you this evening?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m fantastic,” he exhaled, his eyes unfocused as he blinked at me. “What the fuck did you just do to me?” 
 
    I licked my lips and wiped my wet chin. “I welcomed you in.” 
 
    “That was insane,” he complimented, still dizzy, trying to regulate his breath. “Thank you. I swear, I don’t usually come so fast.” 
 
    Pleased, I slowly rose from the floor and fixed my dress which had rolled up, exposing my ass. “I’m ready for a glass of wine. Would you like one, too?” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
    An easy get-to-know-you-better conversation post mind-blowing oral sex flowed as we sipped a couple of glasses of Chardonnay in the living room. Rollins massaged my feet on his lap, working his magic into my soles and in between my toes. He was flirty with me, charming, sharing greater detail about his life and military experiences.  
 
    I listened to his interesting stories, but my mind kept replaying the explicit, erotic scenario of the blowjob I gave him thirty minutes earlier. His masculine scent was in my nostrils, reminding me of his erection flexing in my mouth. Glancing at the clock and our empty glasses, I pondered refilling our drinks or putting them aside in favor of further exploring each other in bed. 
 
    I let Rollins decide. “I love everything you’re telling me. However, I’m wet…” I guided his hand through my inner thighs until his fingers came upon my pussy. “And wanting you inside me.” 
 
    He laughed a little with anxious energy, aware of my absolute seriousness. Tickling my clit with his fingertips, I saw the same shiver of excitement run through his body as it did when I gripped his cock.  
 
    We held hands down the hall and into my bedroom. The air was cool and smelled of blooming flowers and the lavender candles burning on the vanity. Wasting no time, I crawled onto the bed. Rollins watched me, waiting for a clear invitation. I smiled, motioning for him. “Come. Join me.” 
 
    The look on his delighted face was priceless. There was an innocence to him despite his travels and experiences. He removed his shoes and unbuttoned his shirt before making his way across the bedspread till he slid next to me. “What can I do for you, Vanessa?” 
 
    “Hmmm, well,” I directed his attention to my top-shelf double-D breasts, “you can start by kissing me…everywhere.” 
 
    “Of course.” He played into my lusty plan, wanting my body with a youthful exuberance. He ran his fingers along my neckline, tugging a little at my dress to see more of my chest. “How about we get comfortable first?” 
 
    “You first,” I instructed, having already seen him naked from the waist down.  
 
    He climbed off the bed and stood in front of me, quick to drop his pants again and remove his shirt.  
 
    “Nice,” I purred as he flexed his chest and arms. “You should consider modeling with a body built as yours. I know some incredibly talented photographers who can shoot a portfolio.” Opening my arms, I brought his nakedness back to the bed, feeling his skin, massaging his muscles. 
 
    “I’ll pose for you if you want to take pictures,” he teased, half-serious. “If you let me take pictures of you.”  
 
    “I see.” Kissing him, his tongue slipped into my mouth like it belonged there, clear in its intention to make my pussy drip for him. I swirled my tongue around his, just as I did with his cock. The sound of our kissing and soft moaning filled the room, stimulating my desire to make love to him. “Take a picture of me with your cock inside my pussy. Does that sound hot to you?” 
 
    “Yes,” he hissed through our kissing, “it does. But first…” His hands moved fast to undress me. I assisted the removal, pulling the dress over my torso and chest, careful not to rub my face before he tossed it to the floor. “Oh my god,” Rollins took a good, long minute to let his eyes navigate my captivating canvas. Tiny at the waist, hourglass hips, round, strong ass and oversized breasts with firm abdominals and long dancer’s legs. “Wow. You’re an absolute Goddess.” 
 
    “Thank you, Rollins.” I lifted a leg to reveal what he was hoping to see. “Come taste this sweetness.” With my index and middle fingers, I slid them between my glistening pussy lips before spreading them open. My tender clit was his to devour. “Put your mouth on my pussy and see how much I want you.” 
 
    He charged forth without second guessing, confident in his love-making skills. Placing his manly shoulders between my thighs, he glanced at me, assuring my view.  
 
    “Go slow.” I told him, “My clit is ultra-sensitive.” 
 
    His warm tongue found my sensitive bud. “Mm mm mm,” he moaned against me, sending vibrating sensations though my cunt. And then he slathered me with his spit, rolling his tongue in glorious circles until I cried out with pleasure. I wasn’t one to come quick, yet I writhed beneath him, legs spread wide, my cunt filled with his plunging middle-finger, hanging on the edge of a sudden, breathtaking orgasm. 
 
    “Yes, Rollins! Yes!” I was lost with desire, barely able to hold a thought as his tongue and finger took control of me. He found my inner trigger, rubbing it in circles just as his tongue traveled around my clit, faster, deeper, intent on making me explode on his face. “I’m coming!” 
 
    With a wild jolt, my pussy went off on him, squeezing his finger as my cunt turned into a juicy pool of female cum. Desperate to be filled with his thick shaft, I called out, “Fuck me, baby. Put that fucking cock of yours in my fucking pussy right this second!” 
 
    He went to his knees, gripping his hard shaft with the same hand he fingered me with, rubbing my juices all over his erection.  “Look how wet,” he said before positioning his body to fuck me senseless. The head of his cock found my quivering hole and tapped against the creamy entrance. “Vanessa, you’re gushing.” 
 
    “I know,” I sighed, using my fingers to spread my pussy for his cock. “You did that to…”  
 
    He pushed inside my warm, silky passage before I could finish the sentence. “Rollins! My god, your cock is gigantic!”  
 
    Aware of his power and strength, Rollins impressed me with his stamina as his cock throbbed with every thrust, deeper and deeper. He grunted, picking up speed, rocking his cock in and out like a man unafraid to fuck like a pro.   
 
    The luscious sound of his cock slamming into my wetness turned me on beyond belief. His cock was huge inside me, pumping at full speed, relentless in his quickening pace. My head turned from side to side, delirious, pressed into the bed with the force of him. 
 
    “Vanessa,” he said through clenched teeth, his face serious and focused, “I can feel you coming on me.” 
 
    And I was—like a lightning bolt hit my core and radiated through my pelvis. My tight little cunt exploded on his shaft as he pumped. A massive wave of bliss overtook me, and I clung to my legs, pulling them wider, wanting every throbbing inch of him to let loose, too. My breath was fast and shallow, hanging on as he drilled me. His heavy balls swung at my asshole, smacking my puckered backside hole until it felt like I could come there, too.  
 
    We moaned as one, louder and louder, until I was certain my neighbor could hear us.  
 
    Suddenly, he slammed his full weight and girth into my body, ferocious in his final attack. He roared with the intensity of his release, so deep inside my cunt, jolting with pleasure. His thrusts slowed but his shaft still spewed a few more shots of cum.  
 
    We were a sweaty mess of spent desire, inhaling and exhaling as if we’d run a race. “That was everything,” I told him as he collapsed and rolled from my body. “Thank you.” 
 
    He laughed, also delirious, gazing at me. “You’re welcome. Thank you for instigating. I wasn’t expecting you to…” 
 
    “Me, either.” I smiled, gazing back at him. “And I’m so glad I did. I’d like you to stay the night.” 
 
    He nodded, not wanting to leave. “Whatever you want. I’m happy to, of course.” 
 
    “Rollins?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You have quite a cock.” I stroked his ego, imaging more sex before the night turned into morning.  
 
    “And you have a sensational pussy.” 
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO – MICHELLE and KATIE 
 
      
 
    A woman with insatiable sexual desire—that’s how I’ve been described by my lovers.  
 
    They weren’t wrong, but I describe myself as an insatiable woman who desires other women specifically, usually younger ladies—with a young male in the mix, too. A bisexual by nature, I’ve never felt complete in my love affairs unless I have both a female and a male lover. Accomplishing a perfect blend of two lovers who don’t want to love each other—only me—is a challenge, to say the least. On more than one occasion I’ve caught my lovers in bed together without my knowledge, which is simply unacceptable. I must be the center of the relationship and the one in control of two obedient lovers who understand the rules of my romantic desire and don’t try to change things once they’re comfortable in their roles.  
 
    I’ve never had an issue with living an unconventional erotic lifestyle, either. And I’m not “open” in my relationships just because I prefer three rather than the traditional one-on-one. Bisexuals usually need to exist in threesomes, and if handled with care and respect, it can be absolute bliss for all parties involved.  
 
    Five years ago, I met Darren, who was twenty-three years old then. Seventeen years my junior. We met at the gym. He approached me first, asking me out after we’d had a casual post-workout chat a few times. Darren was a trainer there and had many female clients, so I was caught off guard by his sincere interest in dating me as he had a surplus of easy, attainable pussy available. I witnessed how some of his clients acted during their training sessions with him and frankly, it was rather embarrassing to see. Their need to take him for more than his training skills appeared desperate—an unappealing trait I despise in both men and women. I suppose it’s easy to feel closer to a young stud when he knows your body well and stretches out the sore limbs after a tough, sweaty session. Darren is an absolute catch, but he’s not the only hot guy at the gym. 
 
    Regardless, I was the one who’d caught his eye and interest over anyone else.  
 
    My gym attire was usually a pair of tight-fitting exercise pants that accentuated my toned ass and thighs, topped off with sexy, strappy sports bras. I’d catch Darren glancing at my plumb breasts, and thought it was adorable and sweet. Maintaining excellent physical fitness was top priority for me and I took my exercise sessions very seriously. He noticed and respected my health regime as a middle-aged woman who looked better than most girls in their twenties.  
 
    I’d gaze and glance at him, too, attracted to his strong body equipped with glutes that flexed hard when he did dead lifts, or squatted, or lunged, like a Greek sculpture. The physical and magnetic attraction we shared was obvious. Once we spent a few nights outside of the gym, we realized our deep compatibility in unexpected ways.  
 
    “I feel a closeness to you I haven’t felt for anyone else I’ve dated,” Darren confessed to me over a relaxed dinner at a local hotspot one night. “I’d like to move to the next step with you, Michelle, if you have interest in getting more serious with me.” 
 
    Touched by his sincerity, I took the opportunity to reveal my true self. “Darren, I’d love to get more serious with you. However, I need to let you know about how I most enjoy being involved.” 
 
    He was curious, raising an eyebrow. “Okay. I’m listening.” 
 
    I laid it on the table. “I’m into both men and women. Two months ago, I met a lovely young lady named Katie. She’s around your age and the situation has grown with her, as it has with you and me. The idea of having you as my boyfriend and Katie as my girlfriend simultaneously, feels good to me. It excites me.” I studied his facial expression realizing my admission wasn’t a joke, but total seriousness. He blinked, considering the information. I could see his mind imagining the scenario of being in a Menage a Trois and liking it. “To clarify further, I don’t mean for the three of us to be involved, but for you to be involved with me, and also for Bailey to be involved with me—just not you two together.” 
 
    “Oh.” He nodded, borderline shocked, unsure of how to respond. “That’s different.” After several minutes in quiet contemplation, he replied. “So, you get both of us separately? And we get you, and not each other?”   
 
    “Yes.” Sensing uncertainty, I gave him a friendly out. “I understand what I’m asking for—what I’m wanting for my romantic life—isn’t for everyone. Probably not for most. It is for me, though. Do you think and feel like it could be for you as well?” 
 
    “Well,” he considered his next words, “how would we work it out? Do I get to meet Katie? Or does she stay a mystery woman on the other side of the bed.” 
 
    “You and Katie get to meet,” I confirmed, happy for his openness. “It’s important to me and the entire situation for you two to like being around each other.” 
 
    With a half-smile, he replied, “Interesting,” and gave me a slow nod, absorbing the twist he hadn’t anticipated. “She and I don’t get to be involved beyond friendship. But do I get to watch you two together? Sometimes? On special occasions?” 
 
    I laughed, caught a little off-guard. “I mean, I suppose so. If Katie’s okay with it as well. I don’t mind. In fact, I think it’s sexy if you do.” 
 
    “Good.” His half-smile expanded into full-size. “Because I do have fantasies about lesbians.” 
 
    “Most men do.” I stated a well-known fact. “And so do women.” 
 
    “Honestly, seeing two women making love really does it for me. It’s what I prefer when I watch, you know…” 
 
    “Porn?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    A door we hadn’t opened in our previous conversation was blown wide open and I loved it. “Nice. What’s your favorite scenario?” 
 
    “Older women with younger lovers.” 
 
    I wasn’t surprised. My age is part of what drew him to me in the first place. “Very hot, Darren.” 
 
    “It can be, for sure.” 
 
    “Does this mean you’re okay with my relationship needs?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he assured, “I’m cool with it and open to new experiences.” 
 
      
 
    Later that evening, I met with Katie at my house. She could tell I had something on my mind to discuss. Although I had a good sense about her willingness to do whatever I wanted, there was still a shred of doubt over introducing a male into our budding romance. 
 
    “Katie, there’s a topic I’ve been wanting to bring up with you.”  
 
    “I can tell,” she smiled, kissing my cheek. “What about?” 
 
    “I love being with you,” I told her. “And I love how close we’re getting.” 
 
    She blushed, holding my hand, looking sweet and submissive. “You’re a wonderful woman.” 
 
    “Thank you, darling.” I cupped her chin and kissed her luscious lips. “So are you.” 
 
    “Is there more to tell me?” 
 
    “Yes. You’re aware that I’m bisexual. And I’ve told you I’ve started to casually see a young male about your age.” 
 
    “You have, yes.” 
 
    “Well, this afternoon, our casual dating turned more serious.” 
 
    “Really?” She smiled; a bit uneasy, unsure of where the conversation was going. “How serious?” 
 
    “I told him about you, about us,” I shared, genuine in my feelings towards her. “He knows I have no intention to stop seeing you. You, Katie, are the girl of my erotic lesbian dreams and I don’t want to lose you. In fact, I want you to be mine, and only mine.” 
 
    Katie’s initial mix of feelings flowed into a kinky curiosity. “Yes!” She jumped at my offer, throwing her arms around me and kissing my cheek. “I’m ready and willing to be your girlfriend.”  
 
    “Wonderful.” Holding her face in my hands, I gazed at her pretty features. Her dark complexion was exquisite and complimented my lighter skin tone in the sexiest way. Brushing her long brown hair from her shoulders, I kissed her neck, and worked my way to her chest. “And you’re fine with my relationship with Darren, to?” 
 
    “I mean, you told me from the start this might happen if you met the right young man.” Tilting her head to the side so I could kiss the length of her neck, I lavished her with my tongue, collarbone to her eatable earlobe. “And I trust your decision to be with him as well.” 
 
    “Any questions?” I asked between nibbles and kisses. “I made it clear my relationship with you is private. He’s not to have anything more than a platonic friendship with you, and vice versa.” 
 
    “Understood,” she moaned, melting with each kiss.  
 
    “He asked if he could watch you and I together.” 
 
    Katie pulled away, a little surprised. “What did you tell him?” 
 
    “I told him he could.” I studied her eyes, making sure she was okay with the evolving scenario. “Unless you’re against the idea.” 
 
    “Not against,” she shook her head, still in the game with me. “I think it’s naughty. But only watching? Right?” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “Can I watch you two together?” 
 
    I laughed. “I’m fine with it. I’ll ask him, though.” 
 
    “Yes, please ask.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The next day, I called Darren and informed him of Katie’s interest and acceptance of him in our unique relationship dynamic.  
 
    “Very cool,” he responded. “Can’t wait to meet her.” 
 
    “All in good time,” I told Darren, wanting to make love to him first before introducing Katie face-to-face. “She’s also asked if you’re okay with her watching us as well.” 
 
    “Sure!” There wasn’t an ounce of hesitation in his voice. “Sounds fun and exciting. I’m not opposed.” 
 
    “Good.” I exhaled a sigh of relief with the make-it-or-break-it conversation behind us. “I’m glad.” 
 
    Pleased with the harmonious outcome, I set a date for an evening alone with Darren a few days later. Considering how interested they both were in taking things as far as we could go, I saw no point in wasting time. Besides, I was beyond horny for Darren, desperate and aching to devour his young manhood. And he wanted me with equal desire.  
 
    I made passionate love to Katie the morning of my first intimate date with Darren. She was a tender rose bud, sweet and juicy as I licked the length of her clit and teased the sensitive peak.  
 
    “I love when you have me for breakfast.” Katie made herself comfortable on a stack of fluffy pillows. She gazed down at me, smiling like a naughty cat as my tongue went back and forth. “Such a beautiful woman you are, Michelle.” She opened her legs for me to nestle in between her thighs. I perched on my elbows, extending my neck so I could enjoy her beautiful pussy to the fullest, lapping and licking as she writhed beneath my mouth.  
 
    “I’m going to make love to Darren tonight,” I told her before rolling her clit with my tongue.  
 
    “Oh?” She sighed, suddenly imagining me with my male lover and liking it. “So soon?” 
 
    “Yes.” Her hips buckled against my face as I pressed my mouth to her tight hole and suckled. “MMM mmm mmm. His cock will be in my mouth, just like your pussy.” 
 
    “Michelle…” her voice trailed off, lost in pleasure, closing her eyes. “Incredible,” she whispered, “your tongue is incredible.” 
 
    I thanked her with a moan that vibrated into her tight little peach of a pussy, making her body react with shivers and shakes.  
 
    “Ohhh…” She edged upon orgasm, tilting her pelvis upwards so I could plunge my tongue inside of her. I licked tiny circles against her opening until her little hole gave way and let my probe slide in. Her back arched on the bed and her thighs squeezed my head. Juice poured from her, and I replaced my tongue with two slick fingers and held them there, pressing on the spot that made her pussy explode.  
 
    Delirious, Katie shouted, “Oh, Michelle! So fast! You make me come so fast!” 
 
    I giggled like a bad bitch, face painted with her female jiz, still licking her swollen clit even as she begged me to slow down. I wanted her to come again, and she did, and then a third time, too.  
 
    We switched places, and I imagined Darren’s cock inside me as she ate me out. Katie’s tongue twisted inside my womanly passage and then darted in and out with a good, steady pace—just as I liked. She tongue-fucked me into oblivion.  
 
    “Katie, you dirty girl,” I hissed, riding the peak of orgasm to heighten the intensity. My pussy was at the point of no return, and I could feel the thunder rolling through my core. “I’m going to cover you…” I squirted on Katie’s pretty face, as I so often did with her, shaking uncontrollably. 
 
    She giggled, an innocent lover, playing the role of a girl who had no idea she could do such a thing to a woman like me. With a quiver in my voice, I insisted, “lick it up, baby,” and then watched her obey, licking my pussy and thighs clean. Her every touch made me shake and shiver, heightened by imagining a thick cock deep inside me, coming hard…  
 
    “I love when you come like that,” she told me. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” I whispered, “you’re too good. Such an incredible lover.” 
 
    She was—the best girl I’d ever had, and I looked forward to Darren watching us when we were ready to go for it. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Darren and I fell into each other’s arms as soon as he arrived for our date. Still hot and wet from what Katie did to my pussy earlier, I wanted him to make love to me with an animalistic passion. He knew it, feeling the heat in our kisses. 
 
    “Katie tongue-fucked my pussy this morning.” I shared the details of our sexy encounter while stroking the bulge in his jeans. “She primed me for your cock, knowing how tight my cunt is.” 
 
    “Did she?” His grin was as dirty as mine, loving the explicit talk. “That’s hot. Show me how wet you are.” 
 
    “Sure.” I lifted my dress to reveal my bare shaved mound. He gasped with horny delight, excited to see my womanhood. My fingers found my slick opening and I let him hear just how wet I was before gathering my juice and offering him a taste. “Hungry?” 
 
    “Very,” he growled, opening his mouth for my fingers. He licked the sweet sample and took a moment to savor my intoxicating essence. “Feed me more.” 
 
    “You’re going to have to get it yourself,” I teased.  
 
    “Oh, I’m happy to.” Darren wasted not another second, stripping me on our way to the bedroom, rendering me fully naked as we landed on the bedspread.   
 
    Loving his energetic attack, I laughed and anchored myself on my elbows so I could show off my ample bosom while watching him undress. “I love how you take control.” 
 
    “Good.” He pulled off his jeans and then acted like a male stripper dropping his boxer briefs. Unveiling his giant cock, he squeezed it in his fist, and pointed it in my direction.  
 
    “Wow.” Admiring his full-grown manhood, I took a second to gaze, stunned by his size and pleasantly pleased. “I’ve been dying to see your gym shorts bulge in person.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “I mean, what can I say besides you’re gorgeous?” I laughed, wanting his cock all over my business, and fast. 
 
    “Look,” he said, drawing my attention to his bulging head. “You made me wet, too.”  
 
    “Oh really?” I could see the drip of pre-cum glisten. “It’s my turn to taste.” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” He scooped the droplet with his middle finger before joining me on the bed. On his knees, he moved for my face. His cock came at me, long and thick, aimed and ready for whatever might happen next. I jutted my tongue to lick his finger. He fed himself to me then tapped his dripping head on my cheek. “That’s hot, Michelle. You’re intense.” 
 
    “I’m so turned on by you, Darren.” I moved his hand out of the way so I could lick his head clean. His eyes rolled back as I gave him gentle lashings before suckling. 
 
    He rocked his hips towards me, pushing his cock inside my mouth. I moaned on his shaft, bathing it in my saliva, inch by inch.  
 
    “God, your mouth feels like heaven.” 
 
     My lips curled around his cock as my eyes met his. He saw my own pleasure, deep throating his nine inches and gagging appropriately between breaths. There was a sexual devil inside this older woman, and I was desperate to unleash my wrath on him. 
 
    “Careful,” he warned, pulling out of my mouth. His shaft was soaked with my hot spit, perfectly lubed for a hand job or a deep plunge in my wanting hole. “You’re too good at getting me worked up.” 
 
    “No such thing as ‘too good’ when it comes to sex, darling.” I took ownership of his flexing shaft, wrapping my greedy hands around it. He let out a serious groan as my hands went to work, corkscrewing around his member like I was milking it for cum. 
 
    “Hold on.” He jerked back, taking control of his cock before he blew on my face. “Too soon. But, fuck, you’re so fun.” 
 
    I laughed, feeling the same way about him. I reached for his cock again. He sent my hands away. 
 
    Darren changed the game, taking the lead in our sexy foreplay. “I need some breast time.” He mounted me, planting a fist on either side of my shoulders. His handsome face and strong chest hovered over me. “I’m a breast man, by the way. Your tits are magnificent.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I held them for his viewing pleasure. “You can worship them all you want. I’m a lover of tit-gasms.”  
 
    “Me, too.” 
 
    He swept his fingers over my erect nipples, sending shivers through my body. “Oh, yes, Darren. My nipples are so sensitive. Your touch is…” my voice trailed off, lost in his breast play. His cock rubbed against my pelvis while he twirled my nipples in tiny circles. “Jesus, baby, you’re making me quiver.” 
 
    “I like that.” Darren descended till his torso was flat on mine and his face was buried in my bosom. His mouth covered my tits, making wet trails with his tongue as it traveled from breast to breast, nipple to nipple. “Mmm. I could stay here all night.” 
 
    “You may,” I granted permission, but I wanted so much more.  
 
    “Don’t you want this, though?” His hips lifted and repositioned from my pelvis, dropping his heavy cock between my open thighs and nestling the head at my slick opening.   
 
    “Of course, I do,” I sighed, tilting my pelvis for his smooth entry. “Please, baby. Give me your cock while you nurse from my breasts.” 
 
    He teased me with his dripping head, applying pressure as his hips slowly rocked. He was slipping inside me, little by little, pushing past my natural resistance. Our chemistry was on fire, and he stole another second to tease me with his entry, before plunging in.  
 
    “Darren!” I called out, filled with his thickness. My back arched before I caught my breath. “You’re so fucking big!”  
 
    “Want me to stop?” 
 
    “NO!” I cried, doing my best to relax my tight passage and allow him in fully. “My pussy hasn’t had a cock inside for over a year. Just go slow.” 
 
    “Ok.” The sound of his cock moving in my wetness filled the room, creating a naughty soundtrack for us to fuck to. “I feel how tight you are…and how soaking wet. Like a hot bath for my cock.” Steady in his motions, he allowed my delicate pussy to adjust to his girth.  
 
    I was floating, finding just the right rhythm to rock my pelvis with his. How I went so many months without fucking a man was beyond my rational thoughts, yet I was glad I waited for a well-endowed, skilled lover like him.  
 
    “Oh, my God!” I growled, clinging to him, wrapping my legs around my bucking bronco, unable to slow his forward motion. Wild sensations radiated through my worked-up pussy. Faster and faster, he drilled his length into me, and I could hardly breathe, panting with each thrust. “You’re going to make me come, Darren!”  
 
    Suddenly, Darren pulled out of my cunt, quickly changing positions. He moved down my body till his face was between my thighs and clamped his mouth down where his cock just was. “Come for me,” he demanded, vibrating my sensitive clit and hole with his words.  
 
    “You’re such a good boy,” I panted, “making me come so quick!” I grabbed his head and locked his mouth on my quivering cunt, edging on a wild, uncontrollable orgasm. My legs shook as his tongue lashed out on me, swirling my clit into oblivion. “Yes, baby, YES!” 
 
    His tongue was relentless like his cock, sending my pussy over the top. I yelled with pleasure as my entire body went with the release, quaking from the inside out. “Darren…” I tried to speak, but I was overtaken by passion, feeling the pool of cum flowing from my pussy into his slurping mouth. 
 
    And then his motions slowed, intuitively flowing with my rise and fall, drifting from the highest peak until I found myself writhing on the bed. Dozens of dirty words crossed my mind, but I couldn’t speak, only sigh as I opened my eyes and saw him smiling like a naughty cat, his face slathered in my juice. He kissed my clit, my wet opening, and tongued inside of it, enjoying how my body reacted with jolts and shivers.  
 
    I wanted to compliment and praise him for his incredible oral skills, but I went for action instead. “Darren, give me your fucking cock. NOW!” 
 
    He laughed, still rock hard, breaking from my sensitive cunt to bring his cock back to it. “Like this?” He teased me, tapping that dripping head on me once again.  
 
    “INSIDE!” I growled, ready for him to fuck me at breakneck speed. “Give it to me!” 
 
    Darren’s purposeful thrust was enough to make my body spin out of control. With one fast buck, he sent nine inches of fat dick inside my cunt and launched into hyperdrive. His balls slapped my asshole, over and over, tickling me there while his cock slammed my pussy. He showed me who the boss really was, and I wasn’t about to protest. I simply pulled my legs as far apart as they would go, hanging onto my ankles for dear life while his cock grew harder and thicker. 
 
    Darren’s chest flexed as he bolted up, ready to pop. Expecting him to burst inside me, he withdrew his throbbing shaft and flipped his body around till his cock hovered over my face. 
 
    “Oh my,” I hissed, unhinging my jaw and jutting my tongue out. He shoved his dick into my open mouth and fucked my throat, making me gurgle with delight. My hands found his very full balls and massaged them, which drove him crazy.  
 
    “Yes, yes, YES!” I heard him cry out, fucking my mouth with erratic motions. He was right there, dancing on the edge, and all it took was a flicker of my tongue on his most sensitive spot to make him explode down my throat, burst after burst. 
 
    I swallowed his load like a sex-starved bitch, loving our power exchange. His cum mixed with my pussy juice and overflowed the corners of my mouth. 
 
    “God damn, Michelle.” It was his turn to pant. He wiped his sweaty brow and smiled through his deep breaths. His cock was still in my mouth, slipping back and forth along the flat of my tongue, floating with the sensations as his orgasm mellowed. “What the fuck just happened?” 
 
    I mumbled on his shaft. With care, he pulled his twitching cock from my oral bath and fell to my side. “Something wonderful.” 
 
    “Yes,” he agreed, spent for the moment. “I knew we had chemistry, but this was over the top.” 
 
    I agreed, snuggling against him, tracing his muscles with my fingers. His scent was on my face, and I liked it. I imagined Katie’s reaction discovering how much I loved his cock, and how fabulous his fucking was. I wanted her to watch us and see for herself how a woman takes a cock as big as his and owns it. I wanted him to watch Katie and I make out and eat each other out. 
 
    And then I imagined him fucking me while she rode my face, and I felt my pussy ache at the thought of it. I even liked the idea of him suckling her juicy box—of us both between Katie’s sweet thighs, licking and lapping… 
 
    A meeting had to happen soon.  
 
    “Darren?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “How would you like to meet Katie tomorrow?” 
 
    He looked at me, ready for anything, nodding his interest. “I’m open to it if she is.” 
 
    “Good.” I petted my pussy, relieved, happy and oh so horny. I couldn’t wait to instigate our unique arrangement and take our sexual fantasies to the next level. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    “Katie?” I called her later than night. “Can you come over for breakfast? Darren will be here. I want you two to meet as soon as possible.”  
 
    She giggled as she often did whenever she knew I had something kinky in mind. “I can. Is he there now?” 
 
    “Yes, he is.” I glanced at Darren taking a power nap on the bed. “We’re having a lovely evening.” 
 
    “Nice,” she replied, sounding sincere. “Wish I was there with you.” 
 
    “I do, too.” Tossing a robe over my shoulders, I stepped out of the bedroom. “And so does Darren. He’s a wonderful lover, Katie. So good that he makes me want to bend my rules a little, that is, if you’re willing.” 
 
    “Willing to do what?” 
 
    “To let him share his passions with you, too.” I waited a second, expecting her to refuse instantly. “As in, I want him to lick your pussy as well as mine.” 
 
    Her giggling continued. I could feel how flushed she was from the explicit suggestion. “Um, okay. If you really want me to, I will.” 
 
    “Do you want to, though?” I wasn’t one to push if she was truly uncomfortable. “You can say no. It won’t change a thing if you’re not into it.” 
 
    “Well, I’ve never been with a man before,” she reminded me. “So, it will be a totally new and different experience, obviously. I’m not against it.” 
 
    I could hear the caution under her optimism. “I’m glad you’re open. And we don’t have to go that far anytime soon. First things first, let’s share a coffee and get to know each other—all three of us.” 
 
    “I’ll see you in the morning, Michelle.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Before I could return to Darren in the bedroom, I received a call from Ms. K. 
 
    “Hello, Michelle,” Ms. K said as I answered. “I spoke with Vanessa, the other member I mentioned to you?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” I recalled the conversation. “What did Vanessa have to say?” 
 
    “She’s interested and open to discussing a mutual setup with you and your female lover.” 
 
    “That’s good news.” I hadn’t expected such a fast reply.  
 
    “I’ll text her number. You two ladies arrange the meeting. Just let me know how it goes.” 
 
    “I will, for sure. Thank you, Ms. K.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, Michelle.” Ms. K inquired, “Are you still interested in meeting with the new young men who’ve signed on recently?” 
 
    “I was.” I gave her my status update. “But I’ve met someone recently at the gym, of all places. And so far, so good.” 
 
    “Happy for you. Good luck with him. I’m here if you need me.” 
 
    The text with Vanessa’s phone number came through seconds after our call. I took advantage of the positive energy and sent her a quick text to introduce myself. 
 
    Hi Vanessa. This is Michelle, the woman Ms. K told you about. I’d love to talk about the possibilities of what I have in mind. Text or call me anytime. 
 
    She texted back a few minutes later. Hi Michelle. Nice to meet you. I’m available now if you’d like to talk. 
 
    Checking on Darren who was still snoozing, I decided to let him rest awhile more and have a conversation with a like-minded lady. 
 
    “Hi Vanessa.” 
 
    “Hello Michelle.” 
 
    “I’m excited you have interest in entertaining a fantasy of mine,” I told her, liking the sultry tone of her voice.  
 
    “I do have interest,” Vanessa stated. “Just to be clear, I do have a young man in my life. His name is Rollins and we met through Ms. K. He is also interested in entertaining your fantasy. However, he doesn’t have to be included. This is a lesbian fantasy. Correct?” 
 
    “Correct,” I confirmed. “Coincidentally, I have a new young male lover, too. I experienced him for the first time an hour ago.” 
 
    “Well, well, well, Michelle.” Vanessa’s approval was in her tone. “Good for you.” 
 
    “And I have a young female lover as well.” I felt comfortable enough with Vanessa to share honestly. “They haven’t met yet. But they will tomorrow morning. My idea is to have another woman like me in a threesome with her while Darren watches.” 
 
    “Oh, that sounds like fun.” 
 
    “Yes.” Thrilled with Vanessa’s easy acceptance of my kinky desires, I added with a laugh, “I haven’t shared my fantasy with them yet. I will soon, though. And I’ll let you know how they respond.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Darren and I had a passionate quickie before falling asleep for the night. I rode him with hard, relentless thrusts until he released inside my pussy. As much as I enjoyed swallowing his cum, I needed my cunt to be filled with him, too.  
 
    I’m all about balance in my life, obviously. 
 
    We slept well together and spent most of the night in a comfortable, casual spoon as if we’d been sleeping next to each other for much longer than one night. That alone confirmed my intuition about Darren as the right young man for me.  
 
    The next morning Katie arrived as promised, dressed in a pretty, pink mini dress to show off her shapely thighs and round bottom. I introduced her to Darren and was pleased to see a natural connection develop between my mutual lovers. The three of us shared a lovely, relaxed brunch and a pleasant conversation. They liked each other and it felt blissful sitting with them, one hand on Katie’s lap and the other on Darren, knowing our threesome held promise for the future.  
 
    Yet my mind was racing with erotic visions of adding another mature woman into our sexual mix. I came up with the details of a very naughty plan while they chatted and decided to share the vision with my male and female counterparts. 
 
    Surprisingly, they both approved, that is, after the initial shock gave way to curiosity.  
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE – Michelle, Vanessa, and Katie 
 
      
 
    Vanessa sent me a selection of tantalizing selfies and professional photos. It was obvious this gorgeous woman had modeled, poised like a dancer while exuding radiant magnetism. She was an absolute stunner with a fantastic personality compatible with mine. We were mutually excited about getting together with my lovers and her boy, Rollins. After Vanessa told me about the sexy stud she’d recently acquired from Ms. K, I invited him to watch us, too.  
 
    I shared Vanessa’s pictures with Katie, and she felt an instant attraction towards her. “Tell me again what you’d like to happen between this other woman and I,” my little lesbian lover asked with devilish curiosity. Not wanting to appear eager, Katie remained submissive. 
 
    “I want her to make love to you, and to me,” I explained. “And I want us to make love to her.” 
 
    “While Darren and Vanessa’s boyfriend watch?” 
 
    “Yes. His name is Rollins. Is my plan too kinky for you?” 
 
    “No.” Katie’s cheeks turned the most precious color of pink. “Although I’ve never experienced anything as kinky as what you have in mind, I’m open to it.” 
 
    I massaged her shoulders and kissed her face, giving assurance of my devotion and care towards her wellbeing. “I know I’m throwing sexual curveballs at you lately, but I think it’s going to be so fun.” 
 
    “I trust you.” 
 
    Although it had been less than a week since my first encounter with Darren, I jumped to action with Vanessa. The naughty fantasy was just too seductive to put off. I was convinced we should go for it. And Vanessa agreed. 
 
    Darren and Katie spent the day with me before Vanessa and Rollins arrived. They both looked anxious as we fixed up my bedroom with extra pillows, candles, and comfortable seats for the boys to get the best perspective. I grinned to myself, knowing they were both going to have a wonderful time, even though I was certain only females would be on the bed. 
 
    I was not one for group sex or orgies. Hell, I was not one for more than two in the bed at a time just a week previous. My former rules had flown out the window since meeting Vanessa. Was it something about her? Or simply personal evolution that sent me from my comfort zone? Regardless, the daring plan was in motion, and I was not about to block it from happening. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      “I LOVE your home, Michelle.” Vanessa greeted me with an affectionate hug and kiss. Her eyes sparkled with an inner fire as we gazed at each other. “I’ve always wanted to live by the ocean.” 
 
    “Welcome. Thank you. I do love living here. The air is fresh, and the view is unsurpassed.” I brought her closer, chest to chest, and inhaled her intoxicating scent. “Lovely to be in your energy, Vanessa. That perfume is heavenly.” 
 
    “You are sweet. Thank you. I was going to say the same thing about yours.” She patted her boyfriend’s perfect ass then rubbed his muscular back which made me want to touch him as well. And she knew it. “This is Rollins.” 
 
    “Hello, Michelle,” He greeted, opening his arms to embrace me. I welcomed the hug. He was strong and muscular, like my Darren. I understood why Vanessa took Rollins for her own.  
 
    “Hi, Sweetie,” I replied, listening to his healthy heartbeat with my ear pressed between his pecs. “I am glad you were open to join us. Follow me. Darren and Katie are waiting in the bedroom.” 
 
    Vanessa shimmied her shoulders, excited. “We’re wasting no time then?” 
 
    “We can wait if you want.” I made a forward move and caressed her breasts. “But you have been teasing me with sexy pictures of yourself for days. I would prefer to jump right into our arrangement.” 
 
    No argument came from either one of them. I lead them to my bedroom. 
 
    **** 
 
    “Katie and Darren, I’m pleased to introduce Vanessa and Rollins, in the flesh.” 
 
    The boys exchanged handshakes while the women kissed and embraced. Mesmerized by the sight of four sexy and handsome people in my master—a scene I never thought I would see—I felt the rush of anticipation through my core. It was thrilling, a little dangerous, staging a ladies-only affair in front of two horny males. I was ready for this adventure to begin. And so were Vanessa and Katie. 
 
    All smiles, Rollins and Darren took seats and waited for the explicit show to begin. 
 
    “Katie, my love, why don’t you get on the bed.” I patted her bottom as she crawled on the bedspread. She sat in the center, knees bent to one side, modest in front of the boys and Vanessa. “You are so pretty.” 
 
    The others agreed. Katie blushed, brushing her long locks behind her dainty ears, and blowing me a kiss. “Thank you.” 
 
    Vanessa and I exchanged knowing looks, anticipating a marvelous evening with the pretty thing waiting for us to join her. I wrapped my arms around Vanessa’s waist and pulled her to my chest again. “She’s an innocent flower.” Vanessa made a quick assessment of Katie. “Isn’t she.” 
 
    “Very much so.” I cupped Vanessa’s chin and instigated an enthusiastic French-kiss. We filled the room with mewing sounds as our tongues twirled together. I fell into a salacious dream with her feminine essence, wanting to dive in deep. But I could sense Katie’s need to be in the middle of our embrace. I wanted her there, too. So did Vanessa. 
 
    “I think we’re ready,” I said.  
 
    “Most definitely,” Vanessa agreed. 
 
    Vanessa and I moved towards Katie, mounting the bed simultaneously. We gave the boys a sultry show, twerking our asses for their visual enjoyment. 
 
    “Nice,” Darren commented, “Beautiful ladies.” 
 
    I lifted and removed my dress with seductive flare, revealing my firm ass cheeks.  
 
    “Spectacular.” Vanessa raised her hand and spanked my bottom until both sides were hot and red. “Oh, oh, oh. I love an ass that can take a nice, hard spanking.” She rubbed my buttocks with her palms to soothe the burn, then kissed me. “I want to be nude like you.” She pulled her clothes from her body and showed us her toned limbs.  
 
    “Vanessa.” I gazed, infatuated. “Wow. You are a Goddess.” 
 
    We gazed at Vanessa with wonder and awe, a room full of admirers who all wanted a piece of her. She kissed me again. “And so are you, Michelle.” 
 
    Vanessa turned her gaze on Katie. “You’re adorable, love,” she purred, ready to get physical with my girl. “I have not been with a beautiful young lady in years. How lucky am I? Spoiled with you and your lover at once?” 
 
    “We’re all so blessed to be on this bed,” I commented, staring at Vanessa’s womanly buns. “Should I spank her back, boys?”  
 
    Darren and Rollins encouraged us to be as frisky and playful as we wanted to be. 
 
    “Please, do, Michelle.” Vanessa gave her approval, bending over and flexing her butt cheeks. “I love to be spanked by women.” She gave herself a spank first, enjoying the sting on her flesh. “Come on, show me how you manage a Goddess like me.” 
 
    “You don’t ever have to ask me twice,” I assured, smacking her ass with a firm palm, warming up her buttery skin with rosy marks. She moaned, and so did I, mesmerized by how her bottom felt on my hand. “I could spank you all night.” 
 
    “Do it.” Vanessa flipped around, taking my face in her hands before kissing me. “You’re delicious,” she complimented, rubbing her nipples against mine with lust. “So heavy and round. My favorite kind.” We let our tits dance together with swinging, pressing motions, entrancing Katie with movements.  
 
    Darren and Rollins were highly entertained watching us, too, just as I intuited.  
 
    “May I?” Vanessa clamped her mouth on my areolas before I could answer. She knew I was in full consent of her behavior, though. “Mm, tasty tits,” she complimented. Perfect to suck on.” 
 
    Her tongue slathered across my chest, bathing me in sweet saliva. I threw my head back from the radiating pleasure. I loved Vanessa’s aggression. It was so refreshing to be with a woman who matched my abundant sex drive and needed no instruction.  
 
    “I want some,” Katie said with a pout. She wiggled between us. Vanessa made room for her. I kissed Katie’s mouth first, welcoming her to the erotic party, then turned her face to meet Vanessa’s. 
 
    For a naughty moment, Vanessa gazed into submissive Katie’s eyes, seducing the inexperienced girl with her womanly prowess. “Give me those precious lips,” she demanded, and Katie obeyed.  
 
    I stared, completely captivated watching this older-younger pair kissing in front of me. Two hot babes turning each other on, lost in an erotic sapphic dream of twirling tongues and caressing hands.  
 
    It was a beautiful, lusty sight for me, and the boys, and I almost felt sorry for Darren and Rollins not allowed to participate. This time, anyway. 
 
    The twosome became a threesome as I joined in. Passions ignited, Vanessa and Katie’s connection turned fiery, melting me with their heat. I merged on their girl affair, wrapping my arms around their sexy bodies till Katie’s ass nestled against my pelvis. I rubbed and humped against her sweet bottom while Vanessa indulged in Katie’s petite tits.  
 
    “Oh! Michelle! Her tongue feels so good!” Katie cried, resting the back of her head on my shoulder as Vanessa dined on her nipples.  
 
    “Just breathe, baby,” I whispered in her ear, then kissed her neck and shoulders, enhancing her stimulation. Katie gasped as I spread her legs, exposing her sweet little peach to Vanessa. “Vanessa, go down on her. Lick her pretty pussy for me when you are ready.” 
 
    Vanessa gasped, too. “It will be a pleasure, Michelle.” She kissed Katie again, deep in the flow of seduction and connection. “Katie, you have a tantalizing little cunt.” 
 
    Hearing Vanessa talk dirty to Katie sent shivers through my erogenous zone. “Doesn’t she, though?” I agreed. “I can’t get enough of it.” 
 
    “I can see why,” Vanessa growled, using her mouth to massage from tit to tit before diving down Katie’s stomach to the silky patch of dark hair above her cleft. “Pretty, pretty, pretty.” Her tongue rolled from her mouth and found Katie’s tender bud. She slathered it with warm saliva just as she did to her breasts. Purposeful in her aggressive tongue lashings, Vanessa dictated how fast Katie could come. 
 
    “Oh, Katie.” I held my shivering, sighing lover wide open for the horny older woman active between her thighs. “You are shaking with pleasure, baby. Let her take you there. I want her to make your tiny vagina come.” 
 
    “OHHH! So fast!” Katie cried out, riding a splendid orgasmic edge. She grabbed my arms, and held them to her chest, needing my physical and emotional support as her sensitive bud neared climax. “My clit! Oh my god!” 
 
    Her pussy undulated from the inside, making her body buckle with the force of it. Vanessa slurped on my lover’s juicy hole and murmured a vibrating command. “Come in my mouth, sexy girl.” 
 
    Katie sighed and moaned, rocking her pelvis up and down. Vanessa worked her clit into an unstoppable orgasmic frenzy until Katie lost it, coming hard on the lovely lady’s face. “Mommy! Yes, yes, YES!” 
 
    I adored when Katie called me mommy. And it made me flush with desire hearing her call Vanessa mommy, too. “Good girl,” I praised, stroking her hair, and kissing her face as she rode the waves of a sudden release. “You did so well.” 
 
    “Oh, my pussy!” Katie cooed like a baby bird, wiggling under Vanessa. “Please, blow on the tip.” She moved her own hand over her dewy pussy as a momentary break from the intensity. “You made me so hot. My clit is so tender.” 
 
    “Oh, baby girl.” Vanessa blew on Katie’s swollen bud. “I was very hungry. I might have been a bit too forceful.” 
 
    “No, no, you’re fine.” Katie was flush with good sensations. “I’ve never come in front of males before.”  
 
    “Really?” Vanessa blinked at her, licking between blows. “So many firsts tonight.”  
 
    My potent desires accelerated to the hilt. “Room for dessert?” I asked, fingering Katie so I could taste her juices, too. “My sweet tooth is begging for a treat.” 
 
     “Mine, too.” Vanessa locked gazes with me—two lionesses on the attack, hungry for more.  
 
    “Come to me.” I positioned Katie to the side and spread my legs, greedy for a turn. Spitting on my fingers, I slipped them over my pussy lips and opened them for the boys to see.  
 
    “I want all of that.” Vanessa crawled between my thighs. “Your flesh is like silk,” she purred into my thighs, eyeing my hairless mound with lust. 
 
    My legs reacted as she kissed my pussy lips, and she took my breath tickling my clit with her sultry touch. But I was not ready to give it up just yet. “I’m up here, gorgeous.” I patted my chest—a sign for her to mount me. I teased, “You don’t get to go from pussy to pussy without feeding me yours, too.” 
 
    “You told me to do it.” She moved over my torso quick, hovering her face over mine, smiling coyly. “So, you want to sixty-nine with me?” 
 
    “Yes, I do.” I grabbed her ass and pulled her pelvis into mine. “Desperately.” We slid our mounds together in a slow erotic dance. “And you did a fantastic job.” 
 
    “I loved every second of having her juicy cunt in my mouth.” She kissed me, deep, wanting me to taste Katie’s juices from her tongue. “And I have a feeling I’m going to love your cunt even more.” 
 
    “Put your pussy in my face, Vanessa.” I spanked her bottom, one cheek and then the other. “And I will do the same for you.” 
 
    “Nice,” she hissed, helping herself to my breasts first.  
 
    “That’s so hot,” Katie said, playing with her own pussy while she watched our breast play. 
 
    “How’s your pussy, baby?” I asked her.  
 
    Katie sighed, twirling her clit in light circles. “It’s still throbbing from what she did to me.” 
 
    “Good.” My back arched in reaction to Vanessa’s tongue as she made her way down my torso and found my pelvis again. “She’s making my pussy throb like yours.”  
 
    “Mmm,” Katie snuggled in with me, resting her head on my chest. She caressed my breasts while Veronica maneuvered her tongue in between my silky pussy lips and probed my tight opening.  
 
    We both gazed at Veronica as she treated my clit like a luscious lollipop. I had almost forgotten Darren and Rollins were still watching us, minding their manners.  
 
    My legs shook, and I felt my inner passage quiver with orgasmic sensations. Aware she could make me come in mere seconds; I interrupted her suction. “Vanessa! I can’t manage another minute without tasting you.” 
 
    She smiled like a frisky, naughty cat, showing me her tongue coated in my juice before swallowing. “If you insist.”  
 
    Giddy with insatiable desire, we switched positions with Vanessa on top of me. She planted her knees on either side of my head before sinking her pelvis on my mouth.  
 
    “Can I have a taste?” Katie asked, and I obliged.  
 
    Katie and I took our time, lubricating Vanessa’s mature vagina with our tongues. “Mm mm mm,” we moaned together as our oral muscles slid over Vanessa’s puffy clit in circular motions. We made the gorgeous woman planted on our mouths shudder. Every shiver we caused made her pussy wetter, squirting droplets of juice on our faces.  
 
    “You two are doing marvelous things to my muff,” Vanessa growled, gently thrusting on us. She looked over her shoulder to watch the explicit action. “Two tongues at once are insane!” She cried, reactive to our faster swirls. “It’s fucking addictive!” 
 
    We increased our motions, tongues slithering around her sensitive clit like snakes.  
 
     “Oh, my god!” Vanessa gripped my legs, bracing as she thrust harder on us. “I have never felt anything quite so luscious. You two girls are doing it for me!” 
 
    Vanessa turned her focus to my own needy cunt. Diving down between my soft folds, she went in search of my pleasure zones and found them all. My whole body buckled, overwhelmed with salacious indulgence. Vigorously, Vanessa worked my clit, and probed my opening, sending me soaring to the edge. “Fuck, you’re so delicious, Michelle,” she purred, tonguing me into oblivion. “I never want to stop sucking on you.”  
 
    Katie and I were relentless on our third lover’s creamy vagina, plunging our tongues in and out of her quivering passage. Her natural wetness was intoxicating, and just as Vanessa said, addictive. My new favorite party drug.  
 
    “You wonderful bitches!” Vanessa yelled, ready to explode. “I am going to let loose on you both! Here it is!” She broke from my pussy as her body jolted upright. “I’m coming! Suck me, suck me, SUCK ME!” 
 
    And we did, lapping from her juicy cunt like cats on milk. Vanessa’s cum splashed on our faces triggering my own pussy to come with her. Goddess on Goddess, we came like beautiful sexual maniacs, shaking, squirting, breathing hard.  
 
    Lost in passion, we sent our pleasure out into the room, buckling with the force of our orgasms.  
 
    The boys sat wide-eyed watching the hardcore lesbian scene unfolding in front of them. They clapped for us, a little dazed from the intensity, wanting to see more. 
 
      
 
    “Glad you enjoyed it, boys.” Mellow and woozy, Vanessa moved from topping me to resting at my side, opposite Katie. The three of us hugged and held each other until we caught our breath, blissed out beyond belief, amazed over our fiery chemistry.  
 
    “Poor things,” Vanessa commented, smiling at Darren and Rollins. “They are going to bust out from their jeans. We should let them undo their zippers?” 
 
    She read my mind. “Yes, we should.” 
 
    Grateful to unzip, Darren and Rollins undid their jeans and set their thick shafts free. Katie gasped, closing her eyes at first, then giggling at the sight of their hard cocks. “So that’s what they look like,” she stated, inexperienced with male genitals. “They’re both so big.” 
 
    “Yes, they are,” Vanessa agreed, gazing at my Darren’s girth.  
 
    With strong fists, they gripped their rods. Their lengths were impressive and comparable.  
 
    Vanessa and I exchanged knowing looks. Neither of us liked our young men going without sexual satisfaction after stimulating them as we did.  
 
    “Would you two like happy endings, too?” I asked. 
 
    Their faces lit with enthusiasm, they answered, “Yes.” 
 
    “Katie, darling, you stay here on the bed,” I told my curious little lover. 
 
    “Yes, Michelle,” she responded, still recovering from having her pussy devoured. 
 
    “Keep your eyes on us, though,” I instructed further. “It’s your turn to watch.” 
 
    Like sex drunk vixens, Vanessa and I crawled off the bed and went to Darren and Rollins. Sinking to our knees, Vanessa gave the command. “Stand up, boys.”  
 
    Their cocks pointed at our faces as they stood in front of us.  
 
    I dabbed at Darren’s precum dripping from his swollen head. Vanessa did the same to Rollins. 
 
    We opened our greedy mouths and took control of their rods. Inch by inch, we covered their thick shafts with wet saliva, from their bulging, dripping heads to their heavy balls. They moaned louder than we did, or so it sounded from down below, slowly thrusting into our mouths.  
 
    My hands made corkscrewing motions around my male lover’s cock while nursing and suckling around his tip. From a side glance I saw Vanessa blowing Rollins’s shaft with fervor, faster and faster. Saliva drooled from the corners of her sucking mouth as he bulged and flexed, set to burst down her throat.  
 
    I felt Darren about to shoot his load in my mouth and increased my twisting and turning to match his moans. Suddenly, I felt him shudder as he stood, grabbing my shoulders, bracing against the force of his orgasm.  
 
    “Oh, Michelle!” Darren growled, clenching his teeth as his cock came hard in my mouth. “Fuck!” 
 
    Vanessa muffled something dirty around Rollins’s shaft and I knew he was about to blow. Then, I heard him yell and saw his knees buckling.  
 
    “Oh my!” Katie exclaimed, a blowjob newbie overwhelmed by what she witnessed, but not turning away, either.  
 
    We groaned, swallowed, and then cleaned their throbbing shafts. Vanessa showed me Rollin’s cum gathered on her tongue before drinking the last of it. I went a step further and fed her some of the cum dripping from Darren’s balls. She loved it.  
 
    Darren and Rollins exhaled, then laughed. We had rocked their naughty worlds, and our own, happy, satisfied, and ready for more. 
 
    “Wait till I tell Ms. K about this,” I said. 
 
    “Maybe we’ll have more than one night to tell her about?” Vanessa’s eyes reflected what was going through my mind. This woman wanted more of me. And I was ready for the adventure to continue.  
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    SAFE LANDINGS 
 
    By Kay Brandt 
 
    Two survivors of a plane crash, Elaine and Jessica, fall into an inescapable love affair with each other in the aftermath of their tragic experience. Through group therapy the two women reconnect and discover a secret bond between them that spirals into a passionate sexual relationship. Elaine is a married woman and Jessica was on the verge of getting engaged before the crash, but their emotional and lust-filled need for each other proves more powerful than the vows and promises made to their significant others. Their fated affair brings them to the edge of risking their relationships, and the two women must face a life-changing decision to stay together or part ways forever.  
 
      
 
    Warning: this title contains graphic language, and explicit sex 
 
    Excerpt: 
 
    “How was therapy?” 
 
    “Oh, it wasn't good, “Jessica told him, turning to snuggle on his chest. “Not for Elaine, anyway.”  
 
    Steven stroked her hair, feeling her overheated scalp. “Elaine? What happened with her?” 
 
    Jessica clung to his pecs, loving his masculinity, and took comfort from the familiar hint of cologne on his skin—the scent she bought for him last Christmas. “She sort of lost it, right there in the middle of the group.” 
 
    He fluffed the covers, giving her sweaty body a blast of air. “Oh man. Like what?” 
 
    “Like a melt-down. She heard and saw things that weren't happening.” 
 
    “Oh no.” 
 
    “Yeah, she thought the guy sitting next to her was accusing her of killing people or something along those lines.” She grabbed the sheets, stopping the airflow, not wanting him to see her without panties on. “She didn't tell me all of it, just a couple of details, but it was bad. I felt terrible for her.” 
 
    Steven had caught a flash of Jessica's lower body nakedness, and felt his cock twitch in his jeans. “Babe?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    His hand went under the sheet to find her bare area. “How come you're half-dressed?” 
 
    “I was feeling hot, a little fevered,” was Jessica's defense. “But I think it was just the situation with Elaine, and napping helped.” 
 
    Whatever her reason, it wasn't important to him. He wanted her body on his and being half-naked was an open invitation for caressing, touching, penetrating. “So, do you think the therapy is going to work?” 
 
    “Can't tell after only two days.” Jessica sighed over his touch, and how well he knew her sensitive spots, as if he'd sculpted her by hand. “It's too early in the process to know, considering I've never been in therapy before.” 
 
    “Well, I think I've seen improvement,” Steven said lovingly, “I mean, I was a little alarmed finding you in bed. My first thought was you'd regressed. Yesterday you were up and watching TV went I got home.” 
 
    “I wouldn't read too much into my moods or behavior, Steven,” Jessica suggested, allowing his cool hand to cup her hot pussy. “I'm going through so many changes all at once, and... each day is different. A state of flux is what the therapist called it.” 
 
    “Hmm. And what else has he said?” Steven unzipped his slacks, and pushed them past his hips. His cock was hard and it sprang out the side of his underwear, which were off in a flash with his pants.  
 
    Jessica exhaled with the weight of Steven's strong body mounting her and the soft, smooth flesh of his shaft grazing her thighs. “He said we, the survivors in the group, need to be gentle with ourselves, and not put unnecessary guilt or critical assessments in our minds in regard to the healing process.” 
 
    His cock was rock solid, and poked at her hole, dabbing at the fresh fluids coming from her pussy. “Sounds legit, Jess,” Steven said, holding his breath as he entered her with just the head of his cock. He moved it back and forth slowly, encouraging her tightness to give way for him. “God, you're so hot inside, like a little furnace.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Jessica's pelvis rocked, giving Steven's erection a decadent angle to enter her deeper. “I've been thinking about you.” 
 
    “Really? I was thinking about you, too.” Steven winced, his cock squeezed by her clenching cunt. He breathed through her tightness. “What were your thoughts?” He persisted with steady penetration, and her wetness increased for him to glide in.   
 
    “I was remembering how we used to fuck in the shower every morning. It was our weekday ritual, like clockwork.” Jessica bit her lip, feeling her pussy stretched by his thickness. She opened her legs as far as she could, tying her ankles together over his lower back.  
 
    Groaning, he laid his hands next to her shoulders, and lifted her hips with his, hovering off the mattress, and got their bodies to swing in a back and forth rhythm. “We got so good at standing sex that we went for an hour once. God damn, our water bill was so high.” 
 
    Jessica felt older, more mature, taking his cock after making love with another woman. “Don't make me feel guilty for running up expenses when it was all for the betterment of our sex life,” she said, rubbing her head into her pillow for support against his thrusts.  
 
    Steven's balls hit Jessica's tender ass-hole, and instantly sent her into a flashback of Elaine running her fingers against it in the shower. 
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    Excerpt - NAKED 
 
    By Kay Brandt 
 
    Paired as teammates on an extreme survival reality show, two survivalists, Cadence and Jackson, meet as naked strangers, totally dependent on each other for getting through the grueling four-week challenge surviving the wilds of Madagascar. Away from family, friends, lovers, their cellphones, the internet, and all modern conveniences including their clothes for nearly a month, Jackson and Cadence develop an uncommon bond that surpasses friendship. When the show ends, and Jackson and Cadence return to their normal lives without each other, the intensity of their bond proves unshakable for them both. Will their newly developed relationship remain as their shared secret, not to be explored beyond Madagascar? Or, is their chemistry strong enough to draw the two brave survivalists back together? 
 
    Warning: this title contains graphic language and sex 
 
    Excerpt: 
 
    Jackson patted his fist on his chest to help the indigestion from BBQ snake and lack of water. 
 
    “You mentioned being a bank manager?” 
 
    “Yes, going on a decade of working for the same financial corporation,” she shared. 
 
    “Ah, a corporate, suit-wearing young woman,” Jackson said as if he'd figured her out, but curious enough to ask for more information. “Turned survivalist? There's a big divide between your ambition and your passion.” 
 
    “Nicely put,” she complimented, “and accurate. If I could make a living off of nature survival, I would.” 
 
    “It's a fairly saturated field these days, that's for certain.” Jackson threw a hefty handful of burning material into the fire and stoked it. “Luckily, I was working as an instructor before the survival boom and had an established reputation for living the lifestyle.” 
 
    “Good for you doing what you love.” Needing to stretch her limbs, Cadence unfolded herself from knees-to-chest position and stood full frontal in front of Jackson. She wasn't as self-aware as earlier, yet her modesty caused her to cross her arms over her chest and cover her breast. The chill in the air stiffened her nipples and she wasn't comfortable with boldly showing them off, even though they were both naked. “I'm happy with my job and love my upper management and corporate support. I have great employees and although there's the threat of actual physical banks closing due to more and more online banking... I've been assured there will be a place for me on the corporate side if I stay the course with them.” 
 
    Jackson blinked at her reveal, controlling his gaze from traveling over her toned physique. “I've never been the guy who could clock in and out and do the nine-to-five thing. But that's cool for you, and you seem happy with it.” 
 
    “I am,” she told him, certain in her outlook. “And when I feel stressed I go for hikes and spend weekends camping alone in the woods.” 
 
    “Your boyfriend doesn't go with you?” 
 
    Cadence admitted, “No, camping, hiking or anything having to do with survival doesn't appeal to him. Chris likes sporting events and weekends in Vegas.” 
 
    Relating, Jackson replied, “I like those things, too.” 
 
    “And Vegas is cool,” she went on, “and I enjoy watching sports, but nothing speaks to my soul like nature does.” 
 
    “Yeah, that's where you and I are well-matched.” Jackson let a moment pass before adding, “So now that we know each other a little better, are we cool to spoon for warmth or...?” 
 
    “Yes, totally cool with it,” she stated, “but I'm not ready to sleep, or try to anyway. Are you?” 
 
    “Not at all,” he confirmed, “and I might not find sleep tonight.” 
 
    “You need to get a few hours at least,” she insisted. 
 
    Jackson removed the small camera Dani had given them from the burlap. “This seems like a good time to film ourselves.” 
 
    “Sure,” Cadence agreed, then inquired, “do I have food in my teeth?” Showing off a wide, toothy grin, she waited for Jackson to assure her. “Looks good to me.” 
 
    Hitting the power button, Jackson pointed the camera at them and spoke to the lens first. “Here we are, basking in the glow of this awesome fire that Cadence made.” 
 
    Cadence blushed, sinking back to the ground and drawing her knees into her chest. “And our bellies are full from eating a gourmet dinner of fresh snake.” 
 
    “So far we're surviving just fine,” Jackson assured. “Tomorrow we find water and more food and stay out of the blazing hot sun as often as possible.” 
 
    Nodding enthusiastically, Cadence replied to him with, “Yes, agreed.” 
 
    Just then, the sound of a roar in the distance rattled them. Together, they stared into the darkness without moving, listening for the source to make more noise. Jackson asked quietly, “Do you see anything?” 
 
    “Not really,” she admitted, “it's too dark.” 
 
    “What do you think it was?” 
 
    “Something with big teeth,” she joked, not wanting to reveal her sudden fear. “Are you worried?” 
 
    “Worried?” he echoed. “No, but that's another reason why I won't be sleeping tonight.” 
 
    “I don't think I can now, either,” she admitted. 
 
    “One of us has to sleep, Cadence,” he stated, his voice filled with absoluteness. “You can sleep and I'll keep watch.” 
 
    Cadence studied Jackson. “Thank you for the offer, but I...” 
 
    “I know it's awkward, and we haven't established trust yet, but if we're both exhausted and sleep deprived, we'll be less effective as a team tomorrow.” 
 
    Cadence nodded, unable to argue his logic. “Okay.” 
 
    “There's more room on my side of the cave,” he said with a wink, causing an unexpected flutter in Cadence's stomach. “Unless you're more comfortable where you are.” 
 
    Motioning for Jackson to stop filming her, she waited till the camera was off, then said, “Sorry, 
 
    I'm not quite comfortable with having our conversations filmed, especially when it comes to us sleeping together.” 
 
    Jackson raised an eyebrow and smiled coyly, but didn't give a verbal reply. 
 
    “I meant,” she corrected herself, “when it comes to us spooning.” 
 
    “I knew what you meant,” he said with a friendly, disarming laugh. “So? Which side?” 
 
    “I'm okay for now,” she told him, “but I think you're right. There's more room for both of us to lay down on your side of the cave.” 
 
    Satisfied, Jackson replied, “Cool. Oh, and congratulations.” 
 
    “For?” 
 
    “For making it through day one with me.” 
 
    “You're welcome. Congratulations to you, too.” Swallowing dryly, she added, “Only twenty-six more days to go.” 
 
    Stretching his hips left to right, Jackson winced. “We need to make some kind of cushions to sit on tomorrow. My ass is already bruised from sitting on this rough surface.” 
 
    “That's easy.” She proudly shared, “I'm an expert with weaving.” 
 
    “See?” Jackson complimented, “I scored again with getting you as a partner.” 
 
    Cadence simply smiled, feeling the blush return to her cheeks. “My plan is to make us body coverage, hats and sandals, too.” 
 
    “Perfect. Make my shoes a size eleven, please.” 
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