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  Sex Academy




  Dedication




  To my husband Peter, as always.




  Chapter 1




  As Karen Frederick sat in the airport terminal waiting to board a plane to Barcelona, she considered her hasty decision to travel alone to Spain following the breakup of her six-month relationship with Brad. She couldn’t help but shudder at the thought of Brad and their short, strained relationship.




  Not a happy thought.




  Concentrating on chasing away the unhappy memories with images of sunny weather and joyful people, she let her thoughts drift slowly to a happier place and began to relax. What would be the point of getting away if she couldn’t leave the unhappy thoughts and unnecessary baggage behind? She deserved a break, and as far as she was concerned, this trip to Europe was a wonderful opportunity for a fresh start and a clean break. Although the main prerequisite for this break was to clear her head, having some fun, romance and sex, and not necessarily in that order, would be welcome.




  Whoa, where did that come from? Startled by her own thoughts, she straightened her back and glanced furtively around, expecting people to be staring at her, outraged by her wanton dreams. Calmed by the realization that no one was privy to her thoughts, Karen relaxed and joined the queue for boarding, eager to dismiss the disturbing thoughts and dive right into the excitement of the trip.




  She arrived in Barcelona late that evening yearning for a comfortable bed and a good night’s sleep. The longing for an adventure that would turn her first trip to Europe into an unforgettable event would have to wait. With a deep yawn she reached for her bedside light.




  * * * *




  The following day, refreshed by a good night’s rest and fortified by a first-rate breakfast, Karen tackled sightseeing with the enthusiasm of a keen tourist. But a few hours later, feeling hot and exhausted and in great need of a nap, she forfeited her visit to the Picasso museum and returned to the hotel.




  As she entered the hotel the need for a cold drink became her first priority, one she didn’t want to delay until she got to her room. Hurriedly, she headed for the bar, her nap all but forgotten. A cold drink in an air-conditioned room would make her feel human again.




  The place was empty except for the friendly barman who smiled appreciably at her as he served her the much-craved fresh orange juice. Settling back, she began studying the interesting artwork on the walls while sipping her drink.




  She sensed his presence seconds before she actually saw him. The vibrations from across the room were too strong to ignore. Turning around in her seat, she found the source of her disturbance sitting at a corner table, long tanned fingers tapping away on the keyboard of his laptop.




  If she was to close her eyes and visualize The Perfect Man, he would look a lot like the one in front of her, right down to the expensive made-to-measure suit.




  He looked totally immersed in his work, oblivious of his surroundings, and Karen found it impossible not to stare.




  He was hot.




  Man, was he hot!




  A flash of heat quickened her blood as she considered crossing the room and introducing herself. Instead she focussed on his assets; ink-black hair combed back, strong jaw line, large shoulders and long limbs. He had to be at least six foot, the perfect height for her. At five seven she would not crane over him in her peep-toe wedges. Running away with her fantasies, she contemplated meeting him again in some place other than the elevator, or the check-out counter, a place where they could be private and take the encounter a step further.




  She tingled with excitement.




  Oh man!




  Her imagination was running away with her. Or was it her libido? And who could blame her for such brazen thoughts? The man was one hot Latino heartthrob, a younger and darker version of Antonio Banderas. No wonder she felt awestruck by his looks. And she had yet to see his eyes…which would be, naturally, big and dark.




  Absorbed in her fantasy, she was caught ogling when the stranger suddenly looked up and straight at her. All the breath gushed from her lungs as their gazes met. Dimly, she noticed his big brown eyes, the kind that made women swoon on sight. She felt an intense, crazy urge to cross the distance separating them and throw herself into his arms, letting him do all sorts of naughty things to her.




  Man, she needed to get a grip on her thoughts. On herself. And more to the point, to get the hell out of there before she made a complete fool of herself.




  And then he smiled.




  Oh God! She pressed a hand to the distracting thud, thud, thud of her heart. Raw desire stirred in her as she realized she couldn’t look away. She was rooted by invisible, bonding forces that not only kept her anchored in her seat, but also exposed her like an open book to his intent look.




  Luckily this highly intense moment was cut short by the arrival of a new customer. It was her cue to go, regardless of how much she wished to stay. She had to move away from this sudden, fierce attraction before she embarrassed herself. She’d no experience in such matters, didn’t know how to proceed. For all her bravado, blunt sexual behavior had never been her thing. Grabbing her bag from the seat next to her, Karen glanced one last time at him. High voltage looks flew across the room. A flood of heat whooshed up her neck and scorched her cheeks. She was twenty-six years old, a successful career woman who was capable of handling all sorts of people and situations. Yet, here was embarrassing proof of how unprepared she was to handle a man’s bold appraisal.
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