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Teagan stretched her limbs,
rubbing the sleep out of her eyes, looking out the tiny round
window at her shoulder, catching a glimpse of the runway. The tires
screeched against the pavement, delivering the divorcee to
paradise. After the hellish year she had just survived, Teagan
needed this vacation, she craved it, and she more than deserved
it.

Grabbing her luggage from
the slow, creaking carousel, Teagan looked down at her hand,
staring at the bleached-white line on her fourth finger where her
three-carat Harry Winston used to reside. Damn, she loved that
ring. A lump threatened to form in her throat as she shook away the
tears that tried to spill from her eyes. Her marriage was over, her
husband had moved on, and now she had the difficult chore of
carving out a new future for herself. Hawaii was just the salve she
needed to soothe her battered soul.

The sun was hanging low in
the sky, kissing the tropical horizon as her taxi pulled up to the
resort. A warm, gentle breeze welcomed her to paradise. This was
precisely what she needed. Teagan settled into her room, tipping
the bellman before lunging toward the bed. The screen door to her
patio was wide open, ushering in the Tradewinds, along with the
buzz of chatter from the pool below.

Teagan groaned, stuffing a
pillow over her ears, trying in vain to drown out the commotion
filtering up from the outside. She flung herself off the bed in a
huff, storming toward the patio to give the noisy guests a piece of
her mind.

Teagan spied them,
splashing and hollering, the group of muscle-bound man-candy,
obnoxiously ruining her relaxation. She opened her mouth to object,
the words sticking in her throat as she watched them. They were
loud, yes, but they were celebrating, something that Teagan found
herself intensely jealous of. She had not been in a celebratory
mood in years, and she didn’t have the heart to ruin their
fun.

Laying back down on the
bed, Teagan surrendered to the situation, stripping down to her
underwear, watching the last few seconds of sunlight before the big
glowing ball slipped behind the horizon. The chaotic sounds from
the pool began to fade out, and the brunette beauty could finally
relax. She drew in a deep breath, pursing her lips, pushing it out
of her lungs, forcing out all of her stress and frustration.
Teagan’s eyelids felt like lead, slowly closing as sleep drifted
in, easing her into the first restful night of her holiday, or so
she thought.

A boisterous holler
startled Teagan awake. Her bleary, bloodshot eyes darted toward the
clock, 1:37AM. “You have got to be fucking kidding me,” she spat,
listening to the party raging in the suite on the other side of the
wall. The man-candy was back, and unfortunately, they were staying
right next door.

Tossing a robe around her
nearly-naked body, the frustrated brunette stomped forcefully
across the floor, blazing a path of furious anger to her
inconsiderate neighbors’ door. She balled her fist, slamming her
knuckles against the hollow steel until they burned. Listening to
the party raging on from the other side of the door enraged her;
her patience for their celebration had reached its end. There was
only so much Teagan was willing to take.

“Hey, she’s finally here!”
A sandy blonde beefcake yelled into the suite as he opened the door
to a befuddled Teagan. “Well, come on in, the poor bastard is right
over there on the chair,” He grinned, taking Teagan by the hand,
ushering her into the room.

“But…” She stammered,
utterly dumbfounded by what was happening. Her eyes darted around
the room, her brain quickly putting all the pieces together. The
cheap blow-up dolls were strewn across the furniture, the tacky
drinking straws with big plastic tits, and the poor sap sitting in
the center of the room with hat plopped upon his head emblazoned
with the words “Same Vagina Forever.”

This was a bachelor party,
and they assumed Teagan was their hired adult
entertainment.

“Nice touch with the hotel
robe, sweetheart,” The blonde whispered in her ear, patting her
firmly on the backside, letting his hand linger a moment too long
than he should.

Teagan felt the rush of
panic ripping through her like wildfire. Her instinct to run was on
a knife’s edge. She drew in a breath to speak, to explain who she
was and their mistake about
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