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Fantasy Island, where your wildest desires come true. 

If you can dream it, we can achieve it...

... for the right price.

I read over the advertisement once more. 

Previously, I received one in the mail, and now it has popped up on my computer. I didn’t even have to do a search because it somehow found me, as if it’s following me around, mocking me at this point. 

No one knows what Fantasy Island is, yet we all do in some weird way. 

They don’t put it out in the open what it is they do exactly—but enough people have whispered about how amazing their time spent there was that it’s hard not to know what the place is all about. 

It is simple...

... they make fantasies come true. 

The hot and spicy kind you don’t speak about in general. 

I had one crazy amazing dream, and now it seems like the Fantasy Island promotions are following me around wherever I look. 

It’s been a while since I’ve had sex—okay, a long while—so naturally, dreams and fantasies will begin to push their way to the front of my mind. 

Let’s circle back to the dream, shall we?

I’d been admiring three men from afar—friends, probably colleagues—while I was out picking up my lunch. I wasn’t there for long, but it was enough time for me to get a good look and for their faces to be burned into my memory. I wasn’t anticipating it to be in the middle of the night when they’d make a reappearance, and the interaction included them not wearing clothes. 

My cheeks flame from the memory of how vivid and sexually charged my dream was. I went back to the same place for lunch to see if the men were there, but of course, they weren’t. Not that I was going to speak to them or anything, but rather scope them out some more. Maybe see how well my memory was regarding their body sizes and shapes. Because in my dream, they were kind of muscular with enormous cocks hanging between their legs. 

We all know that’s a bunch of wishful thinking, right? However, I haven’t met a man yet sporting over five inches, and at this point in my life, I’m ready for some girth. 

The guys I’ve dated have been nice and attempted to get me off, but it never happens. So I end up faking it just to stroke their egos. 

Obviously, all this pretending is catching up to me if I’m drooling over made-up super-sized man meat. I always said it didn’t matter the size so long as they knew how to use it and how to touch me properly. Hell, just being kind and respectful is enough to get me flustered. Toss in fingers and tongues, and I’m nearly hallucinating. Throw in a five-inch pecker, and it’s like a bucket of cold water with my mother’s voice on repeat when I was a teen, telling me to do the dishes. 

Not exactly a winning combination. 

I fucking hate washing dishes.

If you can dream it, we can achieve it...

I reread the words and roll my eyes. 

This was probably written and designed by a man. 

If a woman was behind it, there’d be a promise of a scratch-made dinner, cleaning service, and a big dick. It’d all come from a moderately attractive man who keeps his mouth shut except to tell you you’re amazing, and those favorite sweats you always wear make you even more attractive. 

Now that right there Is a fucking dreamboat. 

Fuck it! 

I click the advertisement blinking on the right side of my screen, swearing I’ll bust down their damn door if they end up giving my computer a virus or some other shit. It brings me to a generic form, asking for my personal details such as age, height, and medical and dental history. I fill everything in and then click ‘submit.’ The next form that pops up requests detailed specifics about my fantasy, and there’s a spot to upload a picture for my identification. 

Great! A possible computer virus and identity theft thrown into the mix are just what I need today.

This is probably a terrible idea, but I’m the type of person to ask for forgiveness after the fact, not permission before. If this turns out to be a shit show, I’m sure it’ll be the highlight of my life. 

I want three men. I start with the basics. Attractive, but not overly so that I feel uncomfortable in their presence. Tall, well-hung, and polite. I need to feel safe with them before things can get too crazy in the bedroom. It’s been a long time since I was intimate. I’m never pleased by penetration. I want someone who can make me come. Three men who know what they’re doing and are confident in their movements. 

Does that sound right? 

Is there enough detail? 

It’ll have to do. 

Besides, I doubt they’ll actually have what I’m looking for. 

Famous last words...

***
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“Welcome to Fantasy Island,” an enormous ebony-skinned man with bright green irises and a shaved head greets me. He’s hot as hell, and his body is the size of a house. His persona screams don’t fuck with me. 

“Thanks. I have an appointment time.” 

A card came in the mail with a specific time, date, address listed, and my coordinator’s name. Jax. Sounds sexy, like that biker television show I used to watch. Ugh, I need to calm my hormones down a tad, as I’m sure he’s not the guy I’m going to be doing the deed with. At the bottom of my invite, or whatever you want to call it, it’d mocked me with...

Your fantasy awaits...

Bastards knew what they were doing, ending it with that line because Lord knows I’m far too curious not to check it out. 

The guy tilts his head to meet my gaze, making me feel smaller and less intimidating than I typically attempt to project to others. I read a study once that said taller, more confident women have an easier time in life. They get picked more often for jobs and mostly everything else, so I’m just going to ‘fake it till I make it,’ as the saying goes. 

Self-doubt and shortness? Shit, not here! I’ll claim I’m five-foot-eight right up until they pull out a tape measure against my ass and realize I’m missing some inches. I guess I have that in common with the guys I’ve dated in the past, reading the measuring tape wrong. 

His brows rise, and I hurriedly dig the invite out of my purse, handing it over. “See, I have proof,” I announce, straightening my spine to stand at my full height, thankful I thought to stuff the thing in my purse at the last minute. It was nearly left on the counter next to my stack of bills due next month I like to conveniently forget about.

He nods, flashing a dimpled grin. “Never can be too sure around here. I deal with all sorts of people. You’d never imagine some of the creative stuff they dream up to try and make it inside. Follow me, and I’ll take you to Jax.”

“Thanks.” I practically have to jog to keep up with his long, easy strides. 

There’s a vaulted corridor with several doors along each side, making it feel very Alice in Wonderland-ish, and it has my curiosity piqued. I want to twist every single knob and discover what awaits behind each and every closed door. 

Will they all be sexual or something else? 

Sick and depraved.

Or perhaps normal Fifty Shades of Grey shit? 

“Don’t do it.” The guy grumbles without looking back.

“What?” I retort innocently, even though I was totally contemplating checking the next door handle.

“You have the same look so many others do. Don’t open any doors. I don’t care how nosey you are, it’ll ruin your entire experience here.”

“Is there sordid shit going on?” I can’t help but ask, nosiness overcoming me. Do they lend out dominatrix outfits? Not that I want one, I’m only curious. 

He shakes his head while chuckling. “No. But you’ll forfeit your time here and automatically be sent home.”

Well, shit! 

“That’s a bit steep, don’t you think?”

“I don’t make the rules, lady. I just enforce them.”

Christ on a cracker. He just busted out the fricking lady term, and I haven’t even remotely done anything to warrant it. I wonder if this is some sort of entry test, and they do this to fuck with you. They probably want to see who will break their rules and who will be more inclined to follow them. At that thought, I don’t chance a glance at any other doors, no matter how badly I want to rip one open and check inside.
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