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30-Love is an expansion of an earlier short story by Amanda Mann,
previously published under the pen name Tricia Blackwood. This new
version is nearly twice as long and includes a new character, more
story and hot, sexy action!
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 Excerpt

 


I pressed her against the wall of the
shower, letting my fingers drift down her front, finding her
engorged lips and sliding my finger between them, entering her.
Massaging her clit with my thumb, I fucked her with that finger, my
first inside another person. A second finger soon joined it, then a
third. Charlotte was bucking and moaning in no time, the warmth of
her juices flowing over my hand, only to be quickly washed away, as
she bit into my shoulder.

 


Big fluffy towels, drying each other off in
between kisses and gropes. She bites me on the ass, I rise up,
squealing. She pulls me out the door and to the bed, pulling me
onto it. Charlotte gets me onto my back, kissing me, then working
her lips downward. Her hot breath sends shivers through me as it
tickles my aching nipples. Her warm, moist mouth feels good on
them. My juices are flowing, I feel myself leaking in
anticipation.

 


I cum, even as her lips envelop my
throbbing clit, even as she gently drags her soft, moist tongue
across the crown. She laps up my gushing cream, as quickly as it
pours out of me, as I shove her face deeper inside my femininity.
"Oh, fuck," I coo.
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Chapter 1

 


 I didn't
mean for it to happen, honest I didn't. I'm a victim of
circumstance, really.

 


My friend Lizzie had called me up, asking if
I wanted to play a couple of games of tennis. She and her husband
were members of the posh country club on the outskirts of town and
she said she would love it if I would be her guest. It sounded a
little surreal, she and I had grown up in the rougher section of
town. While I, through hard work, had managed to move to a nicer
part of town, she had married well and leaped right to the top.

 


"I haven't played in a while but that sounds
like fun." We set the date. I was so nervous about the whole thing
that I wound up showing up early. I thought about sitting in my car
until she arrived but decided to have a look around, if they would
let me. I had driven by it so many times over the years, I was just
dying to know what it looked like inside.

 


"I'm sorry, I can't let you in until she
gets here." Oh, man, the older gentleman was a tough one. "It's
club rules. You're welcome to wait here in the lobby."

 


But I had seen the lobby. "Please," I said,
pleading. I gave that same tone that had always worked on my Daddy.
This guy was about his age. "I promise I won't wander around. I'll
go straight to the courts and I won't bother anyone." But the guy
wasn't my father, so he just shook his head. At least he
apologized. I had one more trick up my sleeve. Or, more precisely,
on it. I brushed my upper arm, so incredibly lightly. It was a
particularly sensitive part of my anatomy. Touching it, just so,
would cause me to shiver. Oh, and my nipples to harden. It was a
trick I learned some time ago. As I repeated, "please," one more
time, they poked against my thin black top. I just hoped his eyes
were good enough to see them.

 


They were.

 


He stammered for a moment, then told me to
go ahead. "But only if you promise to go straight to the courts." I
said I would. "And don't order anything until she arrives." I said
I wouldn't, heading toward the tennis courts. "Oh," he added, "and
if anyone asks, I never said anything." I turned and acted
confused.

 


"What? Who? I never heard of the guy." He
smiled, shaking his head. I turned and continued, smiling. It's
nice to know I haven't lost my ability to charm.

 


Boy, the place was beautiful. Just stunning.
Old school elegance and charm but none of the hoity-totiness that I
expected. I did feel a little out of place. I mean, my outfit
surely looked nice but I'm also sure that the members could spot my
Target clothes a mile away.

 


The courts were easy enough to find. Here,
even in the middle of the week, they were full, as were the tables
and seats near them. It wasn't until I got to the far end that I
found an empty seat. I checked my phone. She still had another
fifteen minutes or so. I sat down, hoping no one would give me any
grief before Lizzie got there.

 


There were three courts in
front of me. Sadly, the closest one was just a young woman, about
my age, hitting back balls flung by a machine. Fortunately, the
middle court had a couple of fairly attractive guys playing, so I
watched them. It wasn't long, though, before I found myself
watching the girl, instead. Man, she's
good!

 


Okay, so maybe it's hard to tell from
someone just hitting back balls, but she was quick. Every ball spat
out to a different spot but she was always there, effortlessly. And
she hit them all back with power. Even the guys in the middle court
took notice. Or maybe they were just checking her out. Not that I
could blame them.
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