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      Dear Readers,

      Thank you for purchasing this ebook.  Hopefully you will enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it!  At the end of this story you will find a preview to book 2 in the series Beach House (Sexy Summer Vol. 2).

      In addition, I have included two bonus stories Training and Desire.  If enjoy the book please consider leaving a review.  Thank you so much!

      

      XOXO,

      Mindy Wilde

      

      Find me at:

      www.mindywilde.com

      www.facebook.com/mindywilderomance

      twitter.com/mindywilde

      

      You can sign up for my monthly new release mailing lists:

      Mindy Wilde Mailing List
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      The memories of our adventures in the Bahamas danced through my daydreams as we zipped across the South Carolina countryside at two hundred knots.  The winds favored us today and it looked like we would be making record time to the Charleston airport.  This was our typical landing strip each summer around this time when we gathered with friends for a week at the beach.

      The location changed slightly each year but our group of eight would converge somewhere along the South Carolina coast renting a beach house for a week of drinking, laughing, and general debauchery.  Well, at least the prudish kind of debauchery that our group was willing to get into.  The women of our clan had been friend’s since college and we tried to make our yearly gatherings a tradition so that we wouldn’t lose touch.

      The trips had changed quite a bit since those early days.  As everyone got a little older and added men into the mix we settled on the beautiful beaches surrounding Charleston as our ultimate destination.  This year my friend Laura had arranged the accommodations which had us in a beautiful two story house right on the beach.  I still couldn’t believe how little we were paying for this place, but as usual Laura was our best negotiator.  It was actually pretty funny because her husband Chris was one of the most quiet and reserved people I had ever met. In their case opposites definitely did attract.

      “Hey babe I’m about to start our descent. “

      That was my cue from Rob that it was time to put my book away and get the seatbelt back on.  We had been cruising in the smooth air at eight thousand feet and now needed to descend to sea level.  Rob always planned our descents a little farther out then normal so as to not put too much pressure on my ears.  As the plane approached the busier airspace of Charleston Rob always gave me the unofficial job of plane spotter.  Whenever air traffic control or the alert system on board indicated another airplane in our vicinity it was my job to spot them and make sure they were clear of our flight path.

      I enjoyed this task and felt proud of myself whenever I was able to spot a small white dot against the background of a cloud filled sky.  Logically I knew that Rob did not need my help but I appreciated his effort at making me feel involved.  Today the sky was pretty clear and so I spent the final moments just taking in the beautiful view of the coast as Rob brought us in to another smooth landing.

      “Cirrus two tango golf, what’s your destination?”

      “Landmark Aviation”

      “Roger two tango golf, taxi via Hotel, Charlie, and Golf to the ramp.”

      “Roger tower, Hotel, Charlie, Golf to the ramp two tango golf.”

      Rob concluded his quick conversation with the tower and we began our taxi to the fixed base operator where the plane would be hangared for the week.  Every time I considered getting my pilots license the sight of Rob managing the complex avionics and talking in a foreign sounding aviation lingo made me reconsider.  The whole thing seemed really complicated and I really did enjoy being chauffeured around and not having to take turns flying the plane.

      “Maybe one day” I thought to myself as we pulled up the lineman waving his orange colored directional wands.
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      The plan was for our friends Melissa and Joe to pick us up at the airport so that we wouldn’t need to rent a car.  Sure enough, as soon as we popped open the doors I could seem them behind the glass of the FBO.  We secured the plane and with a quick tip to the lineman and headed for the double glass doors of the small terminal.

      “Oh my God, it’s so good to see you!” Melissa yelled as she wrapped her arms around me.

      The past year had been crazy for all of us and I had not seen Melissa since our get together the previous July.  Melissa married well and I enjoyed myself perhaps a little two much as her husband Joe scooped me into his muscular arms for a hug.  It was great to see both of them and I was really looking forward to the week ahead.

      Joe had been smart and specifically reserved a convertible.  He lowered the roof while Melissa climbed into the back seat with me.  The men began to chat about “manly” things in the front seat as we set off for our beachside retreat.  The breeze on my face felt fantastic and the salty taste in the air quickly converted my body into vacation mode.  As we drove over the bridge which took us to our destination in Isle of Palms the car hit a small bump in the road causing Melissa to slide into me.  The feel of Melissa’s soft skin rubbing briefly against my arm gave me goosebumps.

      She pulled her arm back but the sensation remained and brought my mind back to our one drunken night in college.  That night after a few two many glasses of Everclear punch we had explored our friendship in new and exciting ways.  Afterwards we never talked about what happened that night and I wasn’t completely sure if she even remembered it.  Riding next to her now I couldn’t help but think of her soft touch and how exciting it had been to explore this taboo side of me that I never knew existed.

      “You are going to absolutely flip when you see this place.”

      Melissa’s words shook me from my daydream and I tried to push the thoughts from my mind.

      “Really?  So Laura did well this year?”

      “Oh my God this place is gorgeous.  The house itself is so quaint and “beachy” it feels like something out of a movie.  Out back the pool is gorgeous and the beach is just a quick walk across a private boardwalk.”

      “Wow, I can’t wait to see it.  Have Laura and Chris arrived yet?”

      “No, they called and said they would be arriving a little bit later.”

      “Sound’s like a plan.  I will have Rob make up some of his famous purple punch so that we can start this vacation off right.”

      “Yum!  That sound’s really good.  It is so good to see you Jessica.”

      “It’s really good to see you too.  Remind me later to tell you about our trip down to the Bahamas.  Rob flew me to a private island down there and things got really interesting!”
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      The minute that we pulled up to the house I could tell that Melissa had not oversold our accommodations.  Set against the backdrop of a sun-soaked beach was a luxurious two story home done in the style of a traditional beach-side bungalow.  There was a wrap around deck that encircled the entire perimeter of the house and I imagined would provide some magnificent views.

      “Go on up honey and check out our new digs.  Joe and I will get the luggage.”

      “Thank’s sweetie” I said through the permanent grin on my face as Melissa and I headed up the stairs to the front door.  We swung open the heavy slab of wood and the true luxury of our accommodations filled my view.  The owner of this rental obviously had very good taste or the wisdom to hire an excellent decorator.  Everything down to the tiny knick-knacks on the tables were exactly what you would expect to find in someone’s beach vacation home.

      I was happy to see that this house included a giant ten person dining room table.  Large tables always lent themselves to fun late night card games and conversations.  Although we were all starting to get a little older now, a deck of cards and a couple of drinks could easily transform us back into the college girls we were when we met.  The view behind the table overlooked the beach and was absolutely stunning.

      The incredible view drew me out onto the back porch.  This house had been designed to withstand the storm surge of hurricanes and so the main living floor was actually quite high off the ground.  Below us in the backyard was a well maintained salt-water pool which was kept private by some high natural shrubbery.  The whole thing was perfect and I quickly felt at home.  Just like with previous vacations I knew that our talk would soon turn to how amazing this house was and how we should all chip in and buy one of our own.  These discussions were usually ended quickly by an internet search which revealed the several million dollar price tag.

      “Hey babe, what are you thinking about?” Rob asked as he walked up from behind and wrapped his arms around me.

      “Oh, I was just thinking how nice it would be to have a few million extra laying around to buy a place like this.  I could definitely see ending up here one day.  It’s just so peaceful.”

      “Hey I am ready to move if you are” he said laughingly.

      Rob’s statement held some truth though.  When Rob sold his last company he took some time off to enjoy the fruits of his labor.  Of course being the brilliant man that he was Rob quickly found himself with another great idea and too much time on his hands.  When he committed to launching his new business Rob made the decision to set it up as a virtual operation so that he would never be chained to an office again.  Instead, he set up the whole company so that everyone worked remotely from their homes, local coffee shops, or wherever they could find some wifi access.

      With Rob’s golden touch and hard work ethic things had gone well and he had set himself up with another profitable company that allowed him to work from anywhere.  My job on the other hand was definitely not transportable.  I wasn’t particularly committed to the position but Rob and I were only dating and not in a place yet where I felt I could just quit and rely on him.

      “Maybe one day” I said with a sigh as I leaned back into Rob’s chest and enjoyed the spectacular views that stretched out infinitely before us.
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      Later that night after everyone had arrived and unpacked we headed to the dining room table for a spirited game of spoons.  For some reason this game was our favorite and always devolved into uncontrollable drunken laughter.  The game was a bit like musical chairs in that there was enough spoons on the middle of the table for everyone except one person.  All players received four cards and then fun commenced.  The starting player would quickly pick up a card from the deck, glance at it, and either swap it for one in their hand or discard it.  The next player picked up the discarded item and did the same.

      The entire game is conducted with great speed going as fast as you possibly can picking up and passing on, hopefully distracting others from the spoons at the center of the table.  Once you collect four of a kind in your hand you quietly try to steal a spoon and continue to play.  Eventually everyone catches on to the ruse and there is a mad lunge for the remaining silverware.  More then once this drunken dive has resulted in hilarious injury.

      Another aspect that I enjoyed from our card games was the fun conversation that developed.  It was the perfect time to catch up on what had been happening in each others life.  As the evening progressed and the liquor flowed the topics tended to become a little more risqué and I found myself living vicariously through my friend’s adventures.  Tonight’s conversation was most decidedly heading that way and I soon found myself regaling my friends with the details of our private island tryst.

      “Wow Rob, nicely done” my friends said with envy laced voices.

      “Thanks Rob, way to make us look like cheap assholes” Chris said mockingly.

      “Jessica, picked a good one” Melissa said smiling.

      “Yes I did.  I am a very lucky girl”

      I noticed the devious grin on Melissa face as she turned to her husband Joe.  I could tell that there was something going unsaid.  Filled with liquid courage I decided to call them on it.

      “Alright Melissa, what’s up?  I see that look in your eye.”

      “Oh nothing” she said in a playfully dismissive voice.

      “Bullshit, I am not letting you off the hook that easily. “

      Melissa looked back to Joe and shrugged her shoulders.

      “Ok Joe, tell Jessica why you were such a lucky boy this year.”

      Joe turned beet red as he sat quietly trying to hide from the inquisitive looks we threw at him.  Melissa giggled at his sudden modesty and watched him squirm.

      “Oh ok, I’ll tell them.  Here is the story of how I let Joe live out one of his sexual fantasies.”
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      “So for the longest time whenever we joked about fantasies Joe would say that if I really loved him I would let him have a threesome.  After so many years of hearing this I decided to call him on his bluff.  We were out to dinner and I noticed him staring at our waitress in a decidedly sexual way.  Instead of busting his balls about it I realized there was a way I could make a much bigger impact.”

      At this point the room had gone silent.  We were all looking at her with our mouths open, hanging on every word that crossed her lips.

      “When the waitress came back to our table to see if we wanted desert I made my move.  I told her that we did want want desert but that we were looking for something a little sweeter and asked if she would be interested in coming back to our place to enjoy it with us.”

      “No way!  You didn’t say that, did you?”

      “I swear to God I did.  I couldn’t believe I said it either but I really wanted to make a point with Joe so I just went for it.”

      “What did she say?”

      “Well this is where it got interesting.  The waitress stood there stunned for a few seconds and then began to look us up and down as if she were evaluating the proposition.  I had assumed that she would storm away outraged, we would just leave a big tip, and Joe would stop joking about it.  Instead the waitress called my bluff and agreed to the arrangement telling us that she got off shift in an hour and to leave our address of the receipt.”

      “Holy shit!” I said in exasperation.

      Suddenly our little experience in the Bahama’s seemed pretty tame.  I couldn’t believe that this had actually happened to my friend.  I had known her for years and although beautiful, Melissa was the most typical plain-jane type of woman you could ever meet.  She was definitely not a wild-child and the two of them lived a fairly conservative middle class suburban existence.

      “So what did you do?”

      “Well, I wasn’t sure what the hell to do but when I looked up into Joe’s eyes I could tell that I had opened Pandora’s box.  His mind was already back at our house with our three bodies intertwined.  I felt unbelievably guilty to have raised his hopes like this and I really didn’t want to crush him by saying it was all a joke.  So I panicked and did the only thing I could think to do.  I wrote our address on the receipt and played along.”

      “Wow!  I can’t believe that this actually happened. “ Laura said leaning back in her chair as if the thought of the whole scenario was exhausting.

      “Trust me, I couldn’t believe it either.  So we left the restaurant and the awkward silence was excruciating.  On the drive home Joe turned to me and finally broke the silence.  His exact words were “Thank you for this, I love you so much and I am incredibly lucky to have a wife like you that would consider fulfilling her husband’s silly fantasies.”  I knew as soon as he finished his sentence that there would be no backing out.  I was going to pop open a bottle of wine when we got home and find the courage to get through it.”

      At this point the tension in our beach home retreat was so thick it almost felt hard to breath.  Melissa’s story had quickly sobered us up and in more then a few cases I think turned us on.  In our minds we were in that car with them and as far as our bodies were concerned we were about to participate in a very taboo sexual fantasy.  I could feel the tingle between my legs and was surprised just how exciting I found the scenario.  Before now I had never really though about a ménage à trois but hearing about it first hand made the whole thing sound pretty damn appealing.

      Melissa continued her tale describing the arrival of the hot blond waitress at their home.  She described in detail the awkward transition into the bedroom followed by the lustful passion that ensued.  By Melissa’s own account it had been hand’s down the hottest sex she had ever had.  The waitress not only fulfilled Joe’s fantasies but was quite attentive to Melissa’s needs in a very experienced way.

      I noticed as Melissa described this girls soft touch her eyes drifted over to mine.  The look she gave made me wonder if she remembered a little more about our night then I had given her credit for.  By the end of the story my underwear was getting damp and I desperately needed some relief.  I decided that now would be as good a time as any to try out that pool.
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      “Well after that story I need to cool off.  I am going to take a dip in the pool.”

      I stood up and headed towards the sliding glass door which led out back.  The normal sequence of events would have me go to our bedroom to change into a bathing suit but Rob had made the drinks strong and Melissa’s story had inspired my kinky side.  Instead of heading to the room I proceeded directly to the back porch and down the stairs to the pool.

      The fresh salty air outside felt amazing and I shimmied out my clothing.  Hoots and hollers erupted from the house as everyone came out back to admire the crazy naked lady getting ready to jump into the pool.  I took a deep breath and threw myself from the ledge diving head first into the warm waters of our private heated lagoon.  When I surfaced it became apparent that nobody was going to join me.  Instead they all stood up on the deck watching and cheering me on.

      “Alright you voyeurs who is going to stop staring and jump in?”

      Everyone laughed and shuffled nervously but no one seemed ready to take the offer.  As I sat there with everyone’s eyes on me I began to feel a bit uncomfortable until I saw two shadowed figures making their way down the staircase.  It was Joe and Melissa and they were already half naked as they approached the pool’s edge.

      Without missing a beat Melissa dove in swimming underwater in my direction.  Behind her Joe leaped high into the air tucking himself into a cannonball position.  The resulting splash blinded my view but received loud cheers from the house.  I wiped the water from my face trying to clear my eyes.  Just as my vision returned Melissa’s wet naked form emerged right in front of me.

      The sight was startling and before I had a chance to react Melissa threw her arms around me.

      “Hey sexy.”

      “Hey” I responded timidly.

      The feeling of her naked body against mine was exhilarating and I found myself vividly recalling this same sensation from so many years ago.

      “Come on Jessica, let’s get those boys riled up.”

      Before I could respond Melissa leaned in and pressed her lips against mine.  My entire body tingled and I felt my nipples go hard against her chest.  Her sweet tasting tongue passed my lips and the kissing became much more intimate.  As I lost myself in her embrace cheers rose from the stunned onlookers.

      I couldn’t believe this was the same girl that had been too afraid to approach guys in the bar our senior year.  This was the same woman who now went to wine tastings and fundraisers.  Was this just a joke to get a rise out of our friends?  It didn’t feel like a joke.  It felt wonderful.  It felt amazing.

      My body jumped as I felt a new sensation.  It was Joe’s arms as he pushed up behind Melissa and embraced us both.  Our little threesome reenactment lasting only a few seconds but for me those moment’s seemed frozen in time as I explored these new and yet familiar sensations on my skin.  Finally Melissa let me go and after giving me a wink, swam off to the other side of the pool where she joined her husband for a few more crowd pleasing acts.

      Our pool adventure only lasted about twenty minutes before we more modestly covered up and went inside.  The rest of the night was fairly tame as we continued to drink and tell stories.  I tried hard to focus on the conversation at hand but I just couldn’t get my mind off of Melissa.  Her story and touch had lit a fire inside me and now I replayed her adventure in my head with me cast in the role of the waitress.

      Around two in the morning we called mercy and everyone headed off to bed.  Once under the covers Rob pulled me into him and we spooned in our normal night-time embrace.

      “So did you have fun with Melissa in the pool?” Rob said laughingly.

      “Um, that definitely took me by surprise.  Can you believe that is the same girl?  What happened to her this year?”
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