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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!

      In addition, I have included two bonus stories Private Island and The Letter A.  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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      Orgasms…so many orgasms!

      I couldn’t remember just how many I had or how long David and I had spent together.  What I did remember was that we went well beyond the allotted “appointment” time and submerged ourselves in a seemingly endless world of pleasure.

      He tried out new toys on me, grabbing one tool after another from the playroom wall.  It was only when I reached out and grabbed his hand signaling my erotic exhaustion that he took mercy on my quivering body.

      David laid down beside me and took me into his powerful arms.  His warm body pressed against my skin brought me comfort and my eyes began to feel heavy.  Slowly, and unconsciously, my eyelids slid shut and my exhausted body gave way to a blissful sleep.
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      “Dawn…It’s time to wake up.”

      My eyes shot open as I tried to remember where I was.  I was wrapped in a blanket, in a softly lit room with spa like music playing in the background.

      I was…still in the playroom.  David however, was nowhere to be found.

      “I’m sorry I had to wake you.  David decided that you needed a little time to recover so he tucked you in for a short nap.”

      Sure enough I was covered by an incredibly soft and warm blanket that I did not remember from before.  The music had been changed to something more relaxing and a pillow had been propped under my head.

      “How long have I been asleep?”

      “About an hour.”

      I thought for a moment as I still tried to get my bearings.

      “Is…is David still here?”

      “No, I am sorry.  He had to leave but told me to look after you.”

      I couldn’t believe he was gone.  What the hell had just happened?  Was it all an act?  Was this all part of the “appointment”?

      I swore it was something more.  It had to be something more.  But why did he leave?

      My head was a storm of confusion as I tried to work it all out in my mind.

      “Ok Dawn, I am going to step out of the room and let you put your robe on.  Afterwards, I will take you back to the waiting room and you can use the facilities for as long as you like.”

      The door closed behind her as she left the room and I headed towards the wall where I had hung my robes many hours and orgasms ago.  The plush fabric felt good against my skin and the soreness between my legs reminded me of the incredible experience I just had.

      I decided to temporarily let go of my angst and confusion and just enjoy the sensations…the memories which would forever be burned into my fantasies.
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      I rotated from the steam room to the sauna to the spa tub, lingering much longer than I probably should.  Between the pleasure David had brought to my body and the soothing effects of the spa, I was in a state of bliss that I did not want to end.

      Despite my euphoric state I still was having a hard time shaking the question of what it all meant.  I truly thought something had happened in there, something between us.  His hot cum had mixed with my own as we shared an intimate experience that didn’t feel “professional”.

      Finally, I decided that it was time for me to go.  Real life awaited and nothing would be solved by just sitting in the swirling, steaming waters of the tub.

      I showered off with the lavender scented wash and then returned to the dressing room to find my clothes neatly folded and awaiting me on a chair.  On top of my clothes there appeared to be a piece of paper with a hand written note.

      As I got closer to the paper I noticed that the note was in fact a string of numbers…ten numbers to be exact.  Below that string of ten numbers was his name, his signature.  David had provided me with his phone number but nothing more.

      “Holy shit” I said aloud to an empty room.  I guess there was something more after all…
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      The entire drive home I contemplated exactly what I should do with that number.  The scenario I found myself in was so different, so strange, that I had no idea what to do next.

      Should I call him up and ask him out to lunch?  The idea seemed completely ridiculous and absurd given our last two interactions but I still knew so little about him.  It then occurred to me that I still did not even know his last name.

      My initial reaction was to think about calling the “service” to ask about his name but then I thought better of it.  It seemed likely that what he was doing was probably outside the bounds of what was considered appropriate.  I was so flustered and didn’t know what to do next.  I really wanted to talk this out with somebody but how the hell could I talk openly with anybody about what was happening?  The last thing I wanted anyone to know was about the time I spent with David.

      Then, in a flash of clarity, a name popped into my head…Marci!

      I had hidden my second rendezvous from her but in this scenario she is really the only person I could talk to.

      I pressed the phone button on the steering wheel of my car and worked my way through the prompts. The bluetooth signal leapt from the car to the phone in my pocket and placed a call to the only friend who would possibly understand.

      “Hey Dawn, haven’t heard from you in a couple weeks.  How are you?”

      I swallowed hard as I prepared to spill the beans on my little secret.

      “Hey Marci.  Sorry I have been out of touch.  Things have just been a little crazy.  Are you free to go get a drink this evening…I’m buying?”

      “Well in that case I am already on my way.”

      We both laughed.

      “Were do you want to meet?”

      “How about at the Ice Martini Bar?”

      “Sounds like a plan.  I will see you there in about thirty minutes.”

      I hung up the phone and put on my turn signal.  I would be hanging a left at the next light in order to head towards our favorite drinking establishment.  I had about thirty minutes to think. Thirty minutes to figure out exactly how I was going to explain the last four weeks.

      [image: ]

      “No fucking way” was Marci’s loud response.

      I had finally made my way through the details all the while staring at her open gaping mouth.

      “Just…no fucking way!  Why the hell didn’t you tell me earlier?”

      I didn’t really have a good excuse and tried to dodge the question.

      “I don’t know…I…I guess I was just embarrassed.”

      Marci looked at me in disbelief.

      “Well you should have told me sooner.  So…what are you going to do?”

      “I don’t know?  What do you think I should do?”

      Marci sat in an obviously fake deep-thinking pose.

      “Are you kidding me?  Call him!”

      She seemed to have little doubt but I was still unsure.  If I called him it would be taking this temporary fantasy based relationship to a very real level.  I had no idea who he was outside of the “playrooms”.  What if he wasn’t who I thought…who I hoped he was.  Maybe the fantasy was better to hold onto than the reality.

      Marci broke the silent tension with an extremely loud request for the bartender to tend to our now empty drinks.

      “This rounds on me sweetie…that is if you provide me with all the scandalous details.  Now tell me about this playroom!”
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      The rest of the night escalated into a round of drinking unequaled since my days at college.  As the martini’s easily slipped passed my lips so did the details of my time in the playroom.  Marci’s eyes went wide as I told her of his touch, his techniques, and his magical tongue.

      My body noticeably flushed as I recalled the details and I felt a wetness build between my legs.  A sexual tingle danced crossed my sensitive lips and I knew that tomorrow I had no choice, I had to call him.  For tonight however, I would continue to live in the fantasy as I recalled the sultry details and sipped the sweet elixir.
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      “Oh fuck my head hurts” I mumbled to no one in particular as I fought the hangover.  I was laying in bed but staring at the sunlight through the window indicating it was time to get up.  Marci and I had undoubtedly overindulged but it had been fun and I was glad we did it.

      Today though, I was sober.  Being sober reduced the bravery I had been feeling the previous night but my intentions were still the same.  I was going to call him.  I was going to call David and risk the fantasy for a hope at making it more permanent.

      First, I decided to take the morning to recover which meant getting out of my nice warm bed and fixing a pot of vanilla hazelnut coffee.  My hot morning cup was necessary before I could function on any day but today it was especially important.  After filling the machine with the fragrant rich roast and the appropriate amount of water, I flicked the switch and waited for the hot drips to begin.

      Still clad in my pajamas I sunk into the sofa and thought ahead about what I might say.  The thought was terrifying.  In the confines of our normal meeting place there were obvious expectations and rules.  Outside of those four walls though we would be meeting each other for the first time in a different reality with a different set of rules.

      With the loud release of steam I could hear that my coffee was ready.  I pushed myself off the sofa and proceeded to the kitchen.  The hot brown liquid filled the inside of my beige ceramic mug and I added a little french vanilla creamer to the mix.  After a quick stir I headed back towards the sofa to settle in for a little late morning television.

      Just when I was about to sit down something stopped me.  My phone, sitting there on the table next to me was crying out to be used.  My head still swirled from the hangover but I couldn’t stand the anticipation of it all.  Without giving myself time to think twice I grabbed the phone and dialed David’s number.

      I had no idea what I was going to say and the knots forming in my stomach almost caused me to vomit.  I was terrified and at the same time more excited then I had ever been before.

      The phone rang once…twice…three times…

      “Hello?”
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      It was him!

      There was silence for several seconds before he spoke again.

      “Hello?”

      “Hi…um…hi…David…it’s Dawn…from…from the…”

      “I am so happy that you called.”

      His words brought instant relief.

      “Sorry that I had to leave while you were still asleep.”

      “Oh, that’s ok” I said as a smile took over my face.

      “Well Dawn, the reason I left you my number is because I would really like to see you outside of work.  That is if you would be interested in that.  To be honest I am really not supposed to talk to clients like this but…well…”

      I cut him off with an overly enthusiastic “YES”.

      “I am really happy to hear that.  Unfortunately I had to leave to go out of town but I will be back by next weekend.  If it is ok with you I will text you an address where we can meet next Saturday…maybe around seven?”

      “That sounds great.”

      My nerves were taking hold of me again as I thought about what was to come.  An entire week of anticipation was going to keep my stomach in knots but it was a discomfort I was grateful to suffer.

      “Ok then, well I hope you have an amazing week and I will text the you address as soon as I hang up.  Thank you Dawn, and I can’t wait to see you again.”

      “Goodbye.”

      The phone line went dead and a few moments later the chime of an incoming text met my ear.  The  date was set.  Now there was nothing left to do but…wait.
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      It was a long week at work as I thought ahead about the weekend.  I tried to focus but was endlessly distracted.  The days turned into nights and the nights back into days until finally I found myself waking up one morning to a calendar that said it was Saturday…THE Saturday.

      According to David’s text I was supposed to meet him at seven.  The address was about two hours away in an area I had never been before.  Looking up the address on my phone it appeared to be a rather fancy restaurant and I was excited for the possibility of satisfying both my appetites tonight.

      The clock slowed and time seemed to drip like thick molasses as I waited for the hours to roll by.  Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, it was time to leave.  The drive was scenic and the satellite radio was playing an excellent collection of tunes.  When I finally rolled up in the parking lot I had almost forgotten about my nervousness but then I saw him standing in front of the door.

      David looked amazing.  He was wearing a perfectly tailored sport coat over a crisp black dress shirt with the top button undone.  His dark hair was perfectly “un-perfect” in a way that magazine models only seemed to be able to pull off.

      I put the car into park and turned off the ignition.  It was time to step into the unknown and find out if we could turn this fantasy into reality.  I walked across the parking lot feeling awkward with each step until I finally arrived at the door.

      He leaned in and kissed my cheek.

      “Dawn, it is so good to see you again.”

      “Thanks…um…you too” I said sheepishly in reply.

      It was strange to be so nervous around someone I had been so intimate with.  I new every inch of his body.  I knew what his swollen cock felt like inside me.  Yet, I had no idea what his favorite drink was or what kind of food he liked to eat.  The entire affair seemed a bit surreal.
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