
  
    [image: Jungle Fever]
  


  
    
      Jungle Fever

      Older Man/Younger Woman Erotica

    

    
      
        Kimberley Raven

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2019 Kimberley Raven

        All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without written permission. All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

      

      

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Sign Up For My Newsletter

          

        

      

    

    
      If you would like to subscribe to my newsletter, get updates on new releases and promotions, and receive a free short story, please visit my website here

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            One

          

        

      

    

    
      Jenna sat on the hot sand and fanned herself as she eyed Brett and Katie head along the path toward the lagoon. The pair had been making eyes at one another since they were shipwrecked on the deserted tropical island. She’d been hoping to get Brett alone and naked before they were rescued, but he was smitten with Katie who flipped her auburn hair over her shoulders and waggled her hips whenever she sauntered past him. How can he be taken in by that crap?

      Jealousy flickered in her belly as Katie giggled and followed Brett toward the center of the island and out of sight. Jenna’s eyes were heavy with unshed tears and her lower lip trembled as she imagined what the pair would be doing once they were alone.

      I need to get away from the beach and all these damn people. But as she dug her toes into the sand, she admitted to herself what she really wanted and needed. Cock! A big one. No, make that an enormous one.

      She studied the other men on the beach but they were either elderly with huge paunches or with a partner. It was too hot to try and entice a husband or boyfriend away from his significant other. Carl, who was the color of a lobster, leered at her and winked. Ewww, he’s so gross.

      Jenna glanced at her mom and aunt who were discussing something with the ship’s captain. Her mother was gesturing wildly while her Aunt Susan stood with hands on hips glaring at the poor man.

      I pity him going up against those two. She sighed, and twisting her dark hair into a ponytail, she grabbed her hat not bothering with a sarong or shirt over her tiny bikini.

      “I’m going for a walk, mom.”

      Her mother waved a hand in her direction as Jenna chose a different path from the one Brett and Katie had taken. As she wandered under the tree canopy which sheltered her from the heat of the tropical sun, her mood lifted. She brushed a hand over the colorful tropical flowers that grew on either side of the path and inhaled their seductive perfume.

      Her mind wandered to the English assignment she was supposed to have completed while on the cruise. Her college professor would rage at her lateness, but being shipwrecked was a pretty good excuse. And besides, she’d sucked his dick after class one night so she was sure he’d give her a good grade no matter how late she handed in the paper.

      She giggled as she remembered his hand on the back of her head as he moaned and came in her mouth. He’d wanted to fuck her before she left on the cruise but she’d teased him saying she had to pack and left him with a case of blue balls.

      A crackling in the dense vegetation had her pause and brought her back to the present. The undergrowth was so thick, she could barely glimpse the sky above. As her eyes flicked around the small clearing, she strained to hear the waves crashing on the beach that had been her constant companion since she and the others were marooned on the island. But other than birds chattering and branches swaying in the breeze, it was quiet.

      Damn. I’ve walked a lot further than I intended. The crackle of leaves on the forest floor had goosebumps prickle over her porcelain skin, and her heart pounded against her ribcage. Shit! Are there wild animals on this island?

      She glanced over her shoulder at the way she’d come as small frightened rodents squeaked and ran through the bushes. Jesus! She opened her mouth to scream, but no sound came out.
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