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Mai Tais and Screaming Orgasms


Chapter One
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“GOOD LORD, LAUREL. Couldn’t you have worn your hair down just once? It’s always in that bun.” Sarah shook her head. “We’re in the Caribbean, you know.”

Laurel quirked a brow at her exuberant roommate and best friend. “Yeah, I know. I saved for three years. You don’t need to tell me I’m on the trip of a lifetime.”

“Then act like it.” She turned her dark-brown eyes on a group of young men playing volleyball on the beach, less than one hundred feet from their perch at the outdoor bar. “Turquoise water as far as the eye can see, pristine white beaches, and fine young men in Speedos.” She waved at one of the men when he flexed for her. “That is a fine piece of sexual chocolate,” she whispered out the side of her mouth. “I think I’ll see what it would take to melt him down and lick him all up.”

Laurel giggled and ended up choking on her mouthful of 150-proof Caribbean rum and eggnog. “Careful, Sarah. He might be jailbait.”

Her friend sniffed. “I’m only thirty-one, honey, and the laws down here are different.”

“Okay.” She smiled at her friend, wondering where this side of Sarah came from. During their four-year friendship, she’d come to believe Sarah was as levelheaded and practical as she was herself.

Sarah stood up from her barstool and dropped a five on the counter. “You’ll be okay?”

Laurel shrugged. “I’m twenty-seven and not likely to fall into mischief.”

“God forbid,” Sarah said mockingly, but there was a hint of teasing in her eyes. “Wish me luck. It’s been too long since I got laid.”

“Good luck.” She watched Sarah walk away, admiring the cut of her red bikini. With Sarah’s dark skin and ebony hair, the bikini did nothing but accentuate the positive. If she tried wearing it—assuming she could muster the nerve to wear two triangles and a string as swimwear—it would wash out her already pale complexion and ashen-blonde hair.

“Not into the kiddie set, huh?”

Laurel’s head whipped around to meet the eyes of the man speaking to her. His tanned skin was dark brown, matching his dark eyes and brown hair. He wore a short Hawaiian shirt, unbuttoned to the navel, and thrown over a pair of sapphire-blue Speedo briefs. “Uh, no,” she managed to force out.

He grinned at her, and his straight, white teeth were a heavenly contrast to his dark skin. “I admire a woman who’s looking for a real man.”

She cleared her throat and dropped her green eyes from his sensual gaze. She fanned herself discreetly with her hand, wondering if it had suddenly heated up, or if it was just the sexual intensity in his gaze that had sweat streaming down the back of her light-blue one-piece. 

“Can I get you one?”

She blinked. “Excuse me?”

His gaze slowly moved to the nearly empty eggnog on a napkin in front of her. “Another Caribbean eggnog, miss?”

Hot color swept up her cheeks at the misunderstanding. Her eyes narrowed on the tilt of his lips, making her wonder if it hadn’t been a deliberate innuendo. She was inclined to think it was, and she enjoyed it. It had been too long since a man flirted with her. “No, thanks. I’m not much of a drinker.”

“Are you finished with that?”

She nodded, and he lifted the glass. He deliberately brushed his hand against hers, and she gasped at the contact. It had been more than three years since she’d had a lover, and she tried to assure herself any man would elicit the same reaction. Still, her stomach clenched when he rubbed the side of her hand with his pinkie.
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