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I LET OUT A WHISTLE as I look around my surroundings. This plane screams luxury. There are two sofas, a bed, a massive TV, and a full bar. I look down at my ratty t-shirt and jeans and beat-up suitcase. If this scene was a game of Which One Doesn’t Belong, I would be the painfully obvious answer.

Lucy, the pretty blond flight attendant, gives me a dazzling smile that belongs in a whitening strips commercial. “What would you like to drink, Miss Hu?”

Ignoring the protests of my inner goody-two-shoes, I answer with as much confidence as I can muster, “May I have a Singapore Sling?” I’m two years away from turning 21, but how can I stand in front of a full bar on a private jet and not make use of it?

Fortunately, Lucy doesn’t bat an eyelash as she says, “Of course you may, Miss Hu.”

With a sigh of contentment, I sit on one of the sofas. I can’t believe my luck. When I entered a contest for an all-expenses-paid vacation to Maui a few months ago, I didn’t expect that I would actually win. I enter contests all the time, and I’ve never so much as won a $10 gift card. So when I got the email telling me that I won the vacation to Maui, I thought it was a scam. It was only when they sent me the plane ticket did I say, Holy shit, this is real.

“Your Singapore Sling, Miss Hu,” Lucy says, handing me the red cocktail.

“Thank you.” I take a sip, the sweet taste bringing a big grin to my face.

“Do you like it?”

“It’s great. Thanks again, Lucy.”

She bows. “I’ll come back for your lunch order, but please press the button if you need anything else in the meantime.”

I widen my eyes when I see the white button on the sofa. Damn, it’s going to be tough returning to my normal life after this vacation.

After Lucy disappears through the curtain at the back of the plane, I close my eyes and lay my head back against the sofa. This is just what I needed after one of the most stressful months of my life. Despite hours upon hours of busting my ass at the library, I received yet another series of disappointing letters on my transcript, and my college informed me that I would not be able to continue my studies next semester. And to rub salt into the wound, my sort-of-boyfriend Brian told me that he didn’t really want to go on dates with me anymore, but he oh-so kindly let me know that he “would totally still be down to fuck anytime.” Of course, I told him, “Go fuck yourself.”

Worst of all, I had to come back home to my parents. To their credit, Mom and Dad told me that they were glad to have me living with them again, but I could see the disappointment in their eyes. In high school, I got straight A’s without even trying, and everyone thought I had a blindingly bright future in front of me.

Guess we were all wrong.

I stare at the button, tempted to ask Lucy for one — or two or three — more Singapore Slings. But I shouldn’t get wasted. The last thing I need to get is alcoholism.

I stretch my legs, then kick the air with joyous abandon. On my last flight, I was crammed between an overly-perfumed lady who was reading The Claiming of Sleeping Beauty and an old guy who was snoring (loudly, very loudly) in his sleep. Starting to feel the effects of my cocktail, I begin to sing that Hannah Montana song “This is the Life” at the top of my lungs.

Just as I launch into the second verse, I hear a voice that definitely doesn’t belong to Lucy ask, “How intoxicated are you?”

I yelp when I see Colin Mann. My heartbeat quickens, which tends to happen when I’m surprised — and when I’m in Colin’s presence. With his messy salt and pepper hair, smoldering violet eyes, and defined jawline, I find him beyond sexy, which is a tiny bit awkward as he’s one of my father’s closest friends.

“Mr. Mann, what are you doing here?” I ask, hoping my face isn’t as red as a tomato. He caught me singing Hannah Montana, and he caught me singing it very badly. Then I suppress a gasp, seeing the cocktail in my hand. Fuck, he also caught my underage ass drinking.

“I own this plane,” he says.

My eyes jump out of their sockets. “What?” I always knew that Mr. Mann had money. Despite my parents’ protests, he always got me expensive birthday presents. On my 18th birthday, he gave me a top-of-the-line smartphone, and on my 19th, he surprised me with a first edition of my favorite book The Princess Bride. But I didn’t know that Mr. Mann had private-jet money. “Wait, were you behind the contest?”

“Yes, say hello to your benefactor.” He inches closer to me on the sofa, causing my heartbeat to quicken more. I catch my breath as I take in his scent. He smells like lemon and fresh laundry.

“Why did you do that?”

Instead of answering my question, he smirks at the drink in my hand. “I know for a fact that you aren’t old enough to legally partake in a Singapore Sling, Nicole.”

My blush deepens. “I don’t know, maybe it’s legal for me to drink over international waters.”

“I doubt that’s true, and even if it were, we’re going to Hawaii, so it’s not like we’re flying over international waters.”

Glaring at him, I take a sip of my cocktail in defiance. “Are you going to rat me out to my parents?”

“No.” He touches my arm, making me quiver. “I might punish you though.”

Why do those words sound so dirty coming out of his mouth? “Are you going to tell me why you ran a contest that I assume was rigged in my favor?”

“I wanted to take you to Maui.”

“Why couldn’t you just ask me then? Running a fake contest seems like a lot of work.” Not to mention is sketchy as hell.

A corner of his mouth tilts up. “You think your father would’ve said, ‘Yes, I’m totally okay with my 47-year-old friend taking my only daughter to Maui for three weeks, just the two of them’?”

I can’t help blurting out, “You’re 47?!”

“Yes, I’m 47.”

“Wow. I knew you were old, but I didn’t know you were that old.”

He frowns. “I’m not that old.”

In spite of his age, lust still courses through me when he caresses the back of my neck.

“If I didn’t know any better, I would say that you don’t have honorable intentions,” I say.

He says in a low voice that fills me with heat, “You should know better.” Then making me raise my eyebrows in surprise, he asks, “Are you drunk?”

“Um, no, I only ordered the one cocktail...”

“So you’re capable of giving consent?”

His words send a shiver down my spine as I imagine what things he needs my consent for. “Yes,” I whisper.

As soon as I answer, he presses his lips to my throat. Then he massages the underside of my breast, drawing a low sound of pleasure out of me.

“Do you like that?” he asks.

I nod. Then I say, “You know my dad would kill you if he saw us right now.”

“Does that mean you want me to stop?”

“No. I just thought I should let you know.”

“Thanks for the warning,” he says dryly, tugging at the sleeve of my shirt and baring my shoulder. When he caresses the skin with his mouth, a quiet moan climbs out of my throat.

“Your skin tastes like candy,” he murmurs.

I snort. “Okay.”

His tongue traces patterns over my shoulder. Then he bites me, leaving a hickey on my skin.

“Marking me as yours?” I ask.

“Yes,” he says without hesitation and with complete seriousness.

I widen my eyes, taken aback by the intensity in his violet gaze.

“Take a sip of your cocktail,” he says.

I’m confused by his command. Nonetheless, I find myself obeying him, lifting the Singapore Sling to my lips. When the sweet liquid is still in my mouth, he cups the back of my head and closes his mouth over mine. My eyelids fall in ecstasy as he drinks from me and his tongue makes sure to get every drop of the cocktail.

“The drink tastes better on you,” he breathes.

I yelp when he tugs at my t-shirt and rips the cotton.

“You destroyed my shirt!” I exclaim.

“I barely touched it
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