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      This is it. This is how I’m going to die.

      Lost on a fucking cruise ship before I even get to my cabin, I’m going to be snatched by the Russian mob, sold into sex slavery, then killed by some rapist sleazebag.

      Okay, maybe I’m being a touch paranoid, I decide as I realize the room numbers are climbing away from my assigned suite. With a sigh, I turn around and start heading back down the never-ending hallway, hooking a left and praying I’ll run into someone helpful and not, you know, someone who will kidnap me.

      It’s all Kevin McDonald’s fault, really. If the motherfucker hadn’t been cheating on me with his goddamn secretary, of all the clichés, I wouldn’t have had to end our engagement and go on this cruise alone. Because I’ll be damned if I’m wasting piles of money because of that bastard. That’s right, I paid for the damn trip, sucker that I am. So alone or not, I’m going to enjoy these two weeks to their fullest. And then some. With or without a safety net. Pun. Intended.

      In the smallest of favors granted by a universe that hasn’t been kind to me lately, while I don’t run into anyone helpful, I do somehow manage to stumble upon my room. I let out a triumphant yelp and slide my card through the door’s reader. But when I step into the small space, my excitement dissolves faster than my three-year relationship did when I found naked pictures of Sandra on Kevin’s phone.

      Because the damn bed is covered with rose petals. A chilled bottle of Champagne sits in a bucket at the end of the bed. There are candles everywhere flicking dimly. They’re obviously the fake LED kind, but they still give the room a decidedly romantic feel.

      I purse my lips. Nuh uh.

      I promptly retreat back into the hallway, leaving my luggage behind. And then I go in search of booze. Lots and lots of booze.

      Good thing I got the drink package, is my first thought.

      My second thought makes me snicker. Two. I have two drink packages. It might just be enough to make me not care about the romantic setting when I come back to the cabin to pass out.
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        * * *

      

      The instant my eyes land on him, my sloppy three-drinks-down ass knows. This is the guy I’m going to have crazy sex with all over those goddamn rose petals in a grand display of Fuck-You-Kevin.

      I snort loudly at the thought and then self-consciously glance around. Thankfully nobody in the loud bar seemed to notice the un-lady-like slovenly pig noise. On some level, I recognize I may already be too tipsy to make this decision. But … if I can even question that, I’m not that far gone, right?

      So while I’m still confident I can walk in a straight line and not slur my words, I plunk my glass down, rise, and let the liquid courage propel me across the packed room to Mister Right-Now.

      I’d picked him because of the broad back that was faced toward me, clearly well-muscled and flowing into a trim waist, that in turn leads to the tightest, most gorgeous ass I’ve seen in a long time. It only gets better the closer I get, the denim seemingly molded to fit the perfection that is this man’s backside.

      I manage to tear my eyes away long enough to notice that the guy he’s chatting with has spotted me and is leaning in to whisper to my target, causing Mr. Nice Ass to turn around.

      My heart practically leaps out of my chest as electric-blue eyes meet mine. I stop a few feet away, literally focusing all my energy on not swooning. Swooning. I don’t fucking swoon. Oh boy. This guy is trouble.

      A cat-like grin spreads over my face.

      I’m definitely in the mood for some trouble.

      The guy’s mouth quirks in an answering mischievous smile as his eyes slowly trail down my body. He must approve of the breezy, strapless flower-print number that hits mid-thigh, because his eyes meet mine again and he cocks his head invitingly.

      As if they have a mind of their own, my legs start moving, propelling me toward him. And as I stop next to him, I have to crane my head to look up. He’s nearly a foot taller than my five-feet-three-inches. Oof.

      “Hi, I’m Dakota,” I find myself saying, sticking my hand out. Then I’m immediately fighting the urge not to face-palm. ‘Hi, I’m Dakota’? Really? Laaaaaame.

      But Nice Ass doesn’t seem to mind, his much larger hand closing over mine.

      “I’m Kade.”

      The deep voice sends tingles down my spine and drains all thought from my brain. I stand there, dumbly shaking his hand and staring into his eyes as he stares back, the air between us thick with tension.

      “And I’m Rob,” his friend pipes up sarcastically. “Not that it matters.”

      I huff indistinctly, meaning to apologize and meet the guy’s eye … but I can’t seem to tear my gaze from Kade’s. After a moment, Rob huffs a laugh and walks away. Kade doesn’t seem to notice or care.

      “Can I buy you a drink, Dakota?” he finally asks.

      His hand slips from mine and it gives me the strength to break eye contact, my eyes moving to the massive chest straining against the dark T-shirt he’s wearing. I lick my lips and look back up at him.

      “What?” I ask dumbly. My mind was so involved in wondering what he looks like under that shirt I completely forgot what he just asked.

      A low chuckle meets my ears and my eyes bounce back up to his. But he’s leaned down into my space and he’s much, much closer than I expected him to be. His lips inches from mine, my whole body tenses in the most delicious way.

      “Or maybe you just want to get out of here?” he asks quietly.

      Oof again. I think I’m going to have to, if for nothing else than to get out of these wet panties. The man hasn’t spoken twenty words to me or even touched me yet and I’m ready for this. And the internal voice that would normally warn me off such a skeevy-seeming invitation has been silenced by the sheer attraction between us, by the hurt still roiling in my heart, and by the liquid courage zipping through my veins.
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