
        
            
                
            
        

    
	At a hedonistic resort, her indecent cravings are about to be sated...

	 

	 

	With the big three-O only days away, Jamie’s had it with dieting, exercise, and being alone. Off she goes to Wicked Desires, a decadent Caribbean resort where clothing is optional, carnal appetites rule, and food, especially chocolate, is celebrated. If only she had a guy to indulge with...

	How about two? Billionaires Creed and Tav are checking out ideas for their new video game. The play features a resort where anything goes and an unlikely heroine as the star. Jamie’s luscious curves and sweet vulnerability make her the perfect type to base their game on. Since she’s also in IT—having put her dream to create candy on hold—she understands their lingo.

	Hell, their desires are perfectly in tune with hers, whether it’s food play during meals, punishment in the discipline room, or a romantic evening on the beach.

	When it comes to sweet delights and these two hunks... who says she can’t have anything she wants?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Jamie Parker paused outside the get-acquainted lounge at Wicked Desires resort, the place to go when you wanted to be bad. She stared, not moving, as though facing the portal to Hell.

	Come on, you can do this.

	She hadn’t sweated it out at the gym for months, poured thousands into this trip, and flown from Seattle to Jamaica to chicken out now. Her fantasy awaited, as the online brochures gushed.

	Those photos of grinning men and women seemed wonderfully exciting on her laptop.

	Now that she was here, anxiety constricted her throat. Ignoring the unpleasant sensation, she gulped her frozen cocktail that a staff member had slapped into her hand minutes before, no doubt having sensed her panic. The drink—known as a lava flow—stalled in her chest. An ache like a muscle cramp sent a new wave of pain shooting to the center of her forehead.

	Gawd. Gritting her teeth at the piercing ache, she pictured herself having a heart attack or stroke before enjoying one second here.

	In this palace of hedonism, a guest wasn’t supposed to suffer but to indulge in reckless excess, whether it involved fucking, shopping, countless sports activities, theme-oriented wishes, or food, particularly chocolate. A regular Fantasy Island, just like the old TV program. She’d signed up for the chocolate-food package. In between mouthfuls of sweet or high-calorie delights, she hoped to have a little fun... talking and laughing with guys, hugging, kissing, possibly wild monkey sex.

	Her legs wavered.

	Growing up, she’d never been the pretty, petite, always-desired girl. Oh no. She was wholesome looking, at best possibly cute in a Katie Couric way, and definitely curvy. Ordinarily, she accepted herself for who she was. If guys didn’t like how she looked, big deal.

	However, the more she stared at the perfect women in those online brochures...

	In preparation for this debauched jaunt, she’d starved herself and exercised her butt and thighs until they were rock hard, so she could have fun like everyone else before her time ran out.

	Several days from now, she’d turn thirty, and she already felt older than the universe. This coming week was a birthday gift to herself, and by god, she was going to enjoy this place if it killed her.

	Licking pineapple juice from the corner of her mouth, she blinked at the guy who strolled up to the lounge entrance, naked as the day he’d been born. One of the few no-no’s at Wicked Desires. This lounge was for newbies, a designated prude section. The clothing-optional parts of the resort surrounded it.

	She hadn’t yet decided whether to keep on her duds in those spots. Could be taking peeks of everyone else’s assets would have to be enough.

	Naked Guy seemed unaware of his nudity as well as the resort rules as he casually perused the new guests, most in their twenties or thirties. White sand stuck to the backs of his thighs and ass, looking like granulated sugar. He wore leather sandals, a seamless tan, coconut-scented suntan oil, and a beginning erection, his cock blossoming from a nest of dark brown curls.

	She suspected he’d spotted the young women in the lounge, their boobs and asses spilling out of their microscopic bikinis. His display of virility wasn’t to impress her. Given her floral crop top and sarong, she’d practically dressed like a nun.

	Sucking more of her drink, she waited for his cock to go from a flaccid three inches to five or six tops. She had no idea what the rest of him looked like, unable to tear her attention away from his rod and balls, as if she’d never seen a set before.

	Ha. She was an old hand at finding photos of naked men on Tumblr and other online sites. As far as perusing a guy’s equipment up close and personal... In the fifteen years she’d been dating, she’d gotten down and dirty with four men. She wasn’t a virgin.

	“Sir.” A female staffer hurried to the guy, then smiled apologetically at Jamie as their eyes met.

	Given the young woman’s crisp white shirt, walking shorts, knee socks, and Oxfords, she looked like a hospital attendant for lunatics in this part of the world.

	“Our lounge requires you to be dressed,” the staffer said to him, very gently as if she didn’t want to bruise his ego.

	Jamie peeked at his face. He appeared to be in his early twenties, cute in a Justin Bieber kind of way, and totally nonchalant about displaying his nudity.

	Shrugging, he then scratched the pelt above his shaft. “I couldn’t find the concierge. Thought he might be in here.”

	“He’s in the Wicked Wishes room. Please, follow me.”

	The guy’s ass cheeks bounced like rubber balls as he trailed after the staff member.

	Hauling in a deep breath, Jamie dragged herself into the lounge, her legs feeling as though concrete encased them, while her stomach continued to roll. So much for having a great time.

	Loosen up, dammit. Mingle.

	She downed more of her drink, then considered the best way to approach this get-acquainted time. Even though scores of men surrounded her at work, she’d never learned to flirt. The guys at her IT security job were as nerdy as she was, most of them openly hostile because she couldn’t pee standing up.

	None of the men here looked particularly tech savvy, thank God. Getting laid seemed to be their thing. To the right, four guys surrounded three women, each already sharing hugs and prolonged kisses as sensuous music poured from the sound system. On the left, three men laughed loudly with a girl built better than a Playboy centerfold. In the corner, two young women kept their distance from the others, seeming to prefer their own company.

	She reached inside her purse for her smartphone... that she’d foolishly left in her room. During her time here, she didn’t want any distractions.

	Dumb move. Now, she couldn’t pretend to speak or text someone so no one noticed her floundering alone.

	Crap, the men didn’t notice her at all.

	She drooped.

	If their disinterest continued, she would have wasted a helluva lot of money without experiencing her personal fantasy—eating chocolate to her heart’s content before and after a guy screwed her blind, giving her countless orgasms, and a sense of being not only desired but cherished.

	Yeah, right.

	Hoping for a love match at this place was out of the question. Even so, scoring attention here was totally doable. The ratio of males to females was at least three to one. Another reason she’d come to Wicked Desires rather than the other resorts. This place was a freaking godsend for a woman who hadn’t had sex in six months.

	Tired of waiting for some action, she plowed ahead, approaching a group of five guys and three women. With two spare men, she’d definitely score.

	At her approach, the women offered brief smiles. The guys glanced her way, then focused on the two brunettes and a blonde who had probably never known a lonely moment in their lucky lives.

	Her first reaction was to whiz past them, possibly to her room where she could watch porn and pig out.

	Pride and longing for the fun everyone else enjoyed kept her from bailing.

	She waited for a lull in the conversation, then spoke quickly before someone else did. “Hey, I’m Jamie Parker.” She stuck out her hand. “Just arrived. Isn’t this place something?”

	The guys glanced at the ladies’ boobs barely covered by their tops, nipples pebbled against the stretchy fabric. The women’s attention settled on the Speedos and other brief swimwear the men sported.

	She figured it’d be useless to point out the amazing décor in the lounge, which she’d actually been referring to. The columns in here doubled as fish tanks, with colorful tropical critters swimming within the abbreviated spaces. More tanks made up the floor, allowing guests to literally walk on water as the fish beneath their feet darted past brightly colored coral in lavender, hot pink, yellow, and blue or swam into lime-green hairgrass and other aquatic plants. The rest of the room was equally impressive—walls, sofas, and chairs in pure white, ornamentation in sparkling gold—perfect for the well-heeled.

	She’d never felt more like a working stiff and a hopeless introvert who didn’t belong here.

	Each member of this group—Amber, Heather, Paul, Rob, and Greg—shook her hand and smiled politely. None of the guys asked her anything, as they would if they’d been interested. They got back into the groove she’d interrupted, discussing their plans for the rest of today that included the other women, not her.

	Embarrassment heated her cheeks.

	The last time she’d been this uncomfortable was in high school when her BFF transferred to another district, leaving her alone without a clique for protection. For weeks, she’d tried to join others at their lunch tables only to have them ignore her.

	No difference now.

	She drifted away from the group. On the prowl again for a friendly face and someone who’d include her in a conversation, she halted abruptly.

	Ahead were two guys at the bar. Both leaned against the polished white stone, their attention on her—all of her, from north to south—not the Barbie doll babes to either side of them.

	Her cheeks and chest warmed at the guys’ attention, her nipples peaking, pussy creaming.

	Oh yeah.

	This was definitely what she’d paid and hoped for.

	Now, if she could only get her face and feet to work.

	She should be smiling at these two and joining them, or doing something other than staring but couldn’t.

	Holy hell, they were beyond hot.

	Unlike the other men here, they wore board shorts in black and navy blue as if they didn’t have to flaunt their assets, which were considerable. Even beneath the loose-fitting garments, their impressive bulges were obvious.

	Her attention lingered there, before roaming over them again.

	They were likely in their late twenties or early thirties, definitely not Bieber clones, but honest-to-god men, both tall, possibly six-three, with bods to die for. Broad shoulders, firm pecs, tiny nipples—the color of milk chocolate on one, dark chocolate on the other. Their abs were so defined a woman from the eighteen hundreds could have used those muscles as a washboard for her family’s clothes.

	Her head swam as she imagined running her hands, mouth, and tongue over every part of them, starting at the top.

	The guy in the navy shorts had shoulder-length black hair, wavy and finger-combed. Several strands fell over his forehead and grazed the stubble on his cheeks. It was barely past three in the afternoon, and already he had five o’clock shadow.

	A pulse ticked deep within her pussy.

	His skin was a rich olive color, features masculine as hell, eyes surprisingly light, his irises either pale blue or gray and surrounded by long, dark lashes.

	She pressed her cocktail glass to her chest, hoping its chill would cool her down. Dream on. Heat continued to build, pouring through her at his rich, kissable mouth. Given the stud in his left ear, he resembled a pirate from an historical romance.

	The guy next to him was equally awesome. Light brown hair with a hint of curl hung over his forehead and fell below his ears. He hadn’t bothered running a comb through his locks either. They were tousled as hell, as though he’d just rolled out of bed and off a woman.

	Her belly fluttered.

	His features were rougher than the other guy’s, virile to the max, skin bronzed from days
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