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I CAN’T BELIEVE THIS happening. I can’t believe this is freaking happening. 

I stare at the massive cruise liner and launch into the air with an excited whoop. People stop and stare at me, narrowing their eyes with disgust, acting like I’m losing my mind because I’ve never seen a ship this size before. I wave at an old lady scowling at my outburst. 

“Afternoon, ma’am. I’m going to make a lot more noise when I get on the boat, maybe you should reconsider your options. Fine day out, isn’t it?”

The woman shakes her head and walks off, muttering to her husband about wild young people on their anniversary cruise. 

Young. 

Pffft. 

I don’t remember what it feels like to be young now that I have grown ass children, but I do know what it feels like to whoop, so just for good measure, I do it again. 

“Age isn’t goin’ to slow you down, is it?”

The mutter comes from beside me, and I look over at Mack who is standing beside me, sort of on a funny angle, considering he’s got a fake leg and all. I don’t even notice anymore, but I know other people do. Who cares, anyway. He’s mine and I love him. I narrow my eyes at him and say, “You didn’t marry a normal woman; you should know that by now.”

“No,” he murmurs, “you’re right about that.”

I hold his deep-brown gaze for just a moment before turning and looking at the ship again. It’s huge, so big you can’t see the towering city buildings behind it. I made sure we picked the best possible cruise to go on. I wasn’t going to just make this a half-ass trip. This is going full blown crazy. 

“If you whoop again, I’m going to throw you in the water,” Mack threatens. 

I laugh and press my legs together, then, bending my knees, I launch into the air with a massive whoop that has nearly everyone staring in my direction. 

“Lord help me,” he exhales. 

“Lighten up, honey pot.” I laugh. “It’s not every day we get to go on a vacation together, alone, without our children.”

“There you guys are!”

I turn and see my favorite people in the whole wide world coming toward me. Krypt and Ash followed by Maddox and Santana. Pippa and Tyke couldn’t get the time off work to come, which totally sucks, but all the same I’ve still got my besties here and we’re going to have the time of our lives. 

To say we’ve deserved this would be an understatement. Sure, the club doesn’t get into as much trouble as it used to, and our lives are fairly quiet at the moment, but we all work and we’re always busy. We haven’t been on a vacation since ... God, I can’t even remember. It feels like forever ago. So, when I saw this Christmas cruise, I didn’t miss the chance. I booked us all tickets so nobody could back out. 

They were all as excited as I am. 

Except Mack, of course. But that’s a whole other story. 

I glance at the love of my life, who is staring out at the ocean, and my heart does a little flip flop. Not because I am so incredibly in love with him, that’s a given, but because of the fact that he seems unhappy. In the last few months, he hasn’t been himself. His whole mood is off, he’s been snappy, and we won’t even talk about the lack of sex. I know something is wrong, I just don’t know what it is. 

I’m hoping this time away will fix whatever is broken inside my troubled man. 

“Oh, my god, I’m so stinking excited!” Santana cheers, launching herself up into the air, making Mack groan at the action. 

I laugh. “He doesn’t like it when we whoop with excitement.” 

Santana rolls her eyes and nudges Mack with her shoulder. “Chill out, Chief, we’re on vacation.”

“Goin’ to be a long one if you girls don’t tone it down,” Maddox says, grabbing Santana around the waist and hauling her against him. 

She grins, big and wide. Ash laughs, her hand curled around Krypt’s. They look perfect, they always do. All four of them. I glance at Mack again, and he’s not looking at me. My heart does a strange little twist, a painful one that clings to me longer than I’d like. A twist that makes me doubt myself and our relationship. Is he tiring of me? Do I frustrate him? I don’t know what it is. I honestly don’t, but I do know that it’s hurting me deep down inside because I can’t help but think I’m the reason he’s not warm toward me. Worse, the reason he’s not sleeping with me. 

It’s been a few months now. 

Every time I try, he comes up with an excuse. 

Could there be someone else?

The thought makes me sick to my stomach. 

As if sensing I’m watching him, Mack’s eyes flash to mine, and I give him a smile, refusing to let our problems bring this vacation down. 

“Are you ready?”

He nods and pulls out the tickets as we join the line. 

Ash falls in step beside me and nudges my shoulder. “Would you look at that ...”

I glance in the direction she just pointed, and my eyes widen. Hell’s Knights. Six of them, lined up at another entrance boarding the ship. There is no possible way we have picked the same time and the same ship to go on vacation with them. After everything that went down with Mack and my son Diesel and Spike’s daughter Mercedes, we’ve kept out of each other’s way. 

I love Mercedes, she’s a great kid and Diesel adores her, but outside of their relationship, both clubs stay away from the other. Out of respect, but mostly because we know we’ll clash even if we don’t intend to. In the end, we’re still different clubs, with different turf, and different rules and different enemies. We don’t want to mix that. I know Diesel spends time with the Knights, and they know Mercedes spends time with us, but there is certainly no getting together for family outings, that’s for sure. 

We keep our distance for a reason. 

Now we’re about to enter the same boat. 

For ten days. 

Together. 

Oh, boy. 

“That the Knights?” Maddox asks, catching onto my stare and looking over. 

Now everyone turns and looks. 

“It is,” Krypt murmurs. “Are they comin’ on the ship?”

“Looks that way,” I say. 

“Fuck,” Mack mutters. “This is getting worse and worse, not better and better.”

I want to slap him for his negative little comment, but that would be assault, and I actually want to make it onto the ship. 

“We don’t have any problems with them anymore, not since everyone accepted Diesel and Mercy being together, right?” Santana asks, pursing her lips. 

“Don’t have issues,” Maddox agrees, “but don’t want to be on the same ship, either.”

“I’m sure we can avoid them,” I say, knowing that is absolutely not going to happen because we’re bound to run into them at some point. “If we don’t we’ll just be polite and carry on. I’m sure they’re not wanting trouble as much as we’re not.”

“She’s right.” Ash nods. “I think it’ll be fine. Besides, I’m going to be too drunk to notice anything.”

I laugh. “Me, too, sister.”

We hand the tall man at the door our tickets, and he scans them all through and gives us general directions, then we make our way inside the massive ship. I gasp as we walk in—even the entrance is grand, with black and gold carpets, wooden walls and big beautiful lights draping down from the ceiling. 

Spectacular. 

“We’re all next to each other, right?” Santana asks, falling into step beside me. 

“Yep, I booked us all rooms right beside the other. They’re all slightly different, but that’s okay. We’re together. Gosh, this ship is gorgeous.”

“You picked the best!” she agrees, staring around too as we walk toward the direction we were pointed. 

I don’t get to glance at as much as I’d like as we walk to our rooms, mostly because people are shuffling around everywhere, trying to find their rooms so the ship can set sail, so to speak. We find our rooms after a few wrong turns and a few rides up an incorrect elevator. Finally, we reach our destination, promising to meet each other as soon as we’re able, and head into our rooms. 

Mack and I step inside ours, and I look around. I didn’t opt for the fanciest room, but I did make sure to spend a little extra to get nicer ones with their own balcony. A queen bed lies in the middle of the floor that boasts the same carpets as the entrance. A bathroom is off to the side, and there is a small sofa and television next to the bed, right near the balcony door.

I rush out the door and onto the balcony, squealing with happy delight at the sight before me. Okay, we haven’t set sail yet, but I don’t care. I’m so freaking excited I can’t sit still. I want to scream and shout and get so damned drunk I can’t walk properly. Kid free. Just as adults. No drama. 

It’s exactly what I ordered. 

Well, almost exactly. 

A happy Mack would be nice, too. 

~*~*~*~
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“ARE YOUR ROOMS NICE, too?” Santana asks, as the bartender slides a glass over the bar toward us. 

Once the ship set sail, we were allowed to head out and do what we wanted. We go our swimsuits and went straight to the pool bar, over eighteen only. I stripped down, got into my bikini, and swam right up to that bar, ordering a round of cocktails for everyone. Eventually, all the guys joined in and we’ve been here ever since, drinking, laughing, feeling more relaxed than I’ve felt in such a long time. 

“So freakin’ nice,” I tell her. “I mean, they’re small, but super cozy and clean.”

She nods. “Same here. Maddox and I already made good use of the bed.”

She winks at me, and I grin back, but inside, my heart sinks a little. Mack laid down and fell asleep for the small amount of time we were waiting for the ship to take off. When we woke, we came down to the bar. I got nothing, nothing at all. Not even a kiss. I don’t tell Santana that, though. I haven’t told any of them we’ve been having problems in the last few months because I don’t want them to worry and it’s probably nothing. Mack is just going through a stage; he’s always been the moody type. He’s just hanging onto this mood a little longer than most. 

I made sure to bring some sexy lingerie to get the fire started again. 

Because I miss him, oh, do I miss him. 

The feel of his body, the way his skin is soft against mine, those rough lips and that hard cock. 

I miss it all. 

Dammit. 

“We’re going to have such a good time on this cruise,” I say, swiftly changing the subject. 

“You’re damn right.” Ash grins, raising her glass to clink it against ours. “Cheers to a holiday without drama!”

“Without drama!” I call back, raising my glass. 

We clink them together. 

Let the vacation begin. 
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CIARA
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I MOAN AND MY HEAD tips backward into the soft pillows as Spike devours my pussy. His feral tongue ripping the pleasure right out of me. It doesn’t matter how long I’ve been with him, or how many times he does this, he gets me without a doubt. He has me clutching the sheets, my legs wrapping around his shoulders, my back arching. He knows he’s good at it. 

He knows I love it. 

I cum with a cry, thrashing on the sheets, no doubt the neighbors can hear my screams. Spike is up and inside me in seconds, his big body over mine, his hands grabbing my hips as he drives his cock into me. Over and over. The piercings tickling every inch of my insides, the large head of his cock pushing in deeper and deeper. 

“Fuck,” he growls, tipping my hips up more with his hands and riding me until I can’t hold back a second longer. I cum so hard my entire body shakes beneath his. 

He follows a moment later, his body trembling above mine, his feral rasps filling the room. It’s the best damn feeling, being here, with him, no drama and no club. Just us, our family, and a whole lot of sex and alcohol. Exactly what we all needed. 

Spike rolls off me and pulls me over to him as he goes, making sure I land in the nook of his arm. We both lie there, panting for a moment, then he says, “Fucking you never gets old, baby.”

“You’re telling me.” I giggle, my voice wispy and soft. 

“Glad we’re here,” he tells me. 

“You and me both. Mercy wouldn’t be happy knowing we ended up on the same cruise as the Joker’s, though.”

“Yeah,” he mutters. “Fancy that. Oh well, we got no issues with them. I’m sure they’ll stay out of our way.”

“We could just get along with them, you know, for the kids’ sakes. It wouldn’t be a bad idea.”

“We can’t be friends with another club. Just doesn’t work that way. We respect each other for the kids’ sakes, but we’re not goin’ to be hangin’ out with them.”

“I really don’t understand why. They seem like good people. Club business doesn’t have to come into it.”

“Trust me, baby, it finds a way. Somethin’ happens, and they’ve got their own rules and we’ve got ours. We clash. Then shit really hits the fan and those kids suffer. We’re not goin’ to do that to them.”

“I’d like to get to know Mack and Jaylah more, though. For Diesel and Mercy’s sake. I mean, what if they have kids? We’re all going to have to get along.”

“Yeah,” he murmurs. “We see the kids and they see the kids, at different times. It’s what normal families do every day, honey. This time is no different.”

I huff. He’s not going to move on it, and I get it, of course I do. Another club is the biggest no-no for them. They don’t get there if they don’t have to go there, and he’s right, something goes down and they will clash. But surely there’s a way around it, surely we can all be at one family gathering and it not wind up blowing up. Eventually, we’re going to have to figure out how to do that, right?

“We should get up,” I say, softly rolling from his arms. “The others are waiting for us by the pool.”

He grabs me as I roll, pulling me back toward him and pressing his lips to my neck. “Who says I’m done with you?”

I giggle. “We have ten days to play, baby. Right now, I want to get drunk, soak in the sun and enjoy myself.”

“You sayin’ you’re not enjoyin’ yourself when my mouth is deep in your pussy?”

I flush. “Oh, I never said that. Not at all.”

“Good,” he murmurs. “Then one more round and we’ll go out.”

He flips me over to my stomach and trails kisses down my spine. 

One more round won’t hurt. 

Oh, no. 

It won’t hurt at all. 

~*~*~*~
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“YOU TWO BEEN BUSY BUSY.” Addi laughs when we finally arrive at the pool, my cheeks flushed, my body relaxed and more than ready to continue on with the day and the night. 

“Oh, you have no idea.” I laugh, sitting down beside her on a chaise lounge. 

She hands me a cocktail she had waiting, and I take it, sipping the cool fruity liquid. 

“Yeah, we played a little, too.” She grins, glancing at Cade who is talking to the other guys at the pool bar. “It’s nice to be able to do it without thought.”

“Do it.” Serenity chuckles. “Sounds so ...”

“So old,” I finish, laughing.

“Ugh,” Addi groans. “We are old, aren’t we? It’s like one minute we’re in our prime, the next we’re fighting off wrinkles.”

“You don’t have wrinkles,” I scoff.

She points to a frown line between her brows. “What do you call that?”

“Aging gracefully,” I tell her, and we all laugh. 

“It’s crazy. Like every time I look in the mirror, my body is changing. I’m getting old,” she huffs. 

“You’re not even close to being old.”

“We have grown ass children,” Serenity points out, then cringes. “When did that happen?”

“Anyway—” I wave a hand “—we’re here, and while we’re here, we’re not going to think about anything else but having a blast. So, get drinking, ladies, it’s time to get our party on.”

“Hey, did you see the Joker’s ladies before? They were here when we got here but they left. It’s kind of weird, don’t you think?” Addi asks. 

I shrug, I don’t mind the ladies myself. I mean, obviously I don’t have a great deal of choice considering Diesel is with Mercedes but in the few interactions I’ve had with them, they seem super nice and really fun. I’ve got nothing against them, that’s for sure. 

“I like them,” I say, sipping my cocktail. “Don’t you?”

Addi nods quickly. “No, I do. I just can’t believe we ended up on the same cruise. It almost seems ...”

“Set up?” Serenity finishes. “I doubt it. They looked as shocked as we did when they saw us. I think if anything they’re just trying to escape like we are. Good for them, really. God knows we all need a break sometimes. If anyone should understand what they live with every day, it’s us, considering we’re in a club too.”

“That’s true,” Addi points out. “Maybe we’ll catch up with them at some point. I do like Jaylah; I can’t deny that.”

I laugh. “She’s a funny one, that’s for sure. Diesel is so serious, then you meet Jay and it’s like black and white, you know?”

“That’s because she’s not his mother.” Serenity shrugs. 

“She raised him,” I point out.

“Different DNA.” Addi purses her lips. “It makes us up, even if we don’t like it. Also, there’s Mack. Have you ever tried having a conversation with that man?”

I snort. “Gosh, you have no idea. He’s like a brick wall. They’re certainly an odd match, kind of like Mercedes and Diesel, really.”

Addi nods. “Hilarious.”

“You ladies need another round?”

I tip my head back when a shadow forms over my body to see Spike leaning over me, grinning. His big body is half naked, which of course, I don’t mind, however I do know there are a lot of women here that will currently be ogling him. I’m not entirely sure I’m okay with that, considering half of them are younger and do not have wrinkles. 

Spike barely looks like he’s aged at all, and if he has, it has only added to his incredible looks. He’s filled out more, gotten bigger and stronger, his face has become more chiseled and defined, but he has not gotten worse. He’s incredible. Even after all this time, I still look at him and flush when I realize he’s mine. Then I fuck him, because why the hell not? That’s the joy of having someone that is yours—you can rip their clothes off whenever the need arises. 

“I think you should put some clothes on, strutting around in front of all the young ladies like that,” I mumble. 

Addi snorts, making Cade give her a sideways glance. Serenity grins and looks over at Jackson who sits on the edge of her chaise lounge and places a hand on her leg, running it up slowly. She’s a good deal younger than him, and considering he’s Addi’s father, he probably looks a little older than the rest of the guys. Still, he’s so stinking hot age also doesn’t do anything but make him look so much better. 

“You should put some clothes on, lot of young men around, too,” Spike throws back, his grin getting bigger. 

“Pffft,” I snort. “They’re not going to want this old bag of bones.”

Addison bursts out laughing and shakes her head, standing. “I’m getting some more drinks. You guys are too funny.”

Spike places a hand on the top of my head, stepping closer, making my skin prickle. Then he leans down and in my ear and says, “I’ll fuckin’ have this old bag of bones over anything, any day. Fuck, all I want to do is bury my cock in you, seein’ you sittin’ here lookin’ so fuckin’ good.”

Oh, boy. 

Round three, perhaps?

This vacation is going to be epic. 

I just know it. 
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“HI, JAY,” CIARA’S VOICE fills my ears, and I turn on my bar stool to see her approaching from behind me, looking as beautiful as she always does. It’s not a wonder Mercedes is such a stunning young girl, Ciara and Spike are something to look at, no doubt about it. 

“Ciara, hey.” I smile, sliding a stool toward her with my foot. 

It’s getting louder and louder by the minute in this club, so I have to scoot closer to her to hear her, but I’m glad she approached us. They came in only a few minutes ago, and of course went to the opposite side of the club. I still don’t get why we can’t talk to them. Hell, there is no business going down on here, why shouldn’t we be able to leave it all on the shore where it belongs and just enjoy ourselves and each other here?

“Can you believe we’re all on the same cruise ship?” She laughs, sitting on the stool and ordering a round of drinks for the table. 

“I know, right, and even funnier that we’re all pretending like the others don’t exist. I swear it’s like y’all have some sort of rare disease. Don’t come over here, we might catch it!”

She laughs, shaking her head. “Biker men, hey. You can take the man on a cruise but you can’t leave the biker behind.”

“Amen to that. How have you been?”

She smiles, nodding. “Really good. Glad to be getting a break though, if I’m honest. What about you?”

“Same, seriously, I needed this more than anything.”

“How’s Mack doing?”

My face changes, just slightly. I know she can see it, but she doesn’t say anything, she just keeps on smiling. It’s hard, really it is, to be sitting here while the other men are out grabbing their ladies on the dance floor, looking like they want to eat them alive. Mack is sitting at the end of the bar. Last time I checked he wasn’t even looking at me. I sat here, waiting for them to finish dancing, figuring he’d come over and sit by me. 

He didn’t. 

Whatever is going on with him, it’s proving to be getting worse and worse. 

Not better and better.

“He’s great,” I lie to Ciara. “Sulking at the end of the bar, something different. Those men are moody, you should warn Mercedes. They’re like hot pockets. You think they’re just warm on the outside then boom, you’re getting splattered with all the heat they keep trapped inside.”

Ciara laughs. “That’s one way of putting it. Yeah, she’s told me Diesel can be moody.”

“Just like his daddy,” I point out. “Still, they’re a good pair, aren’t they? How is Mercedes?”

“She’s doing really well.” Ciara smiles.

“She’s a great girl, we really do love having her over.”

“When they actually visit.” Ciara rolls her eyes. 

I laugh. “We’re old now, you know. They can’t be seen with us.”

We both giggle and the bartender brings Ciara’s round of drinks to the counter on a tray. She stands and thanks him then looks to me. “You girls should come and hang out with us by the pool or something one of these days. We don’t bite.”

I smile at her. “Sounds good to me.”

“See you, Jay!” 

She disappears with her drinks into the crowd and I look over to Mack, expecting to see him sitting alone, staring at nothing with a drink in his hand still. Only that’s not what I see. What I see is a beautiful, and I mean beautiful, young woman sitting beside him on a barstool. She’s blond, locks and locks of it flowing down her seemingly flawless body. Her big perky breasts are bulging out of her tight red dress. 

Seems the way, doesn’t it?

Why don’t we ever see an average girl, maybe just the same as us, trying to chat up our men? It’s always someone that is so damned good looking you wonder how the hell you even managed to snag him in the first place because he could have had anyone. 

Then you remind yourself you’re a god damned warrior princess, and you’re fucking beautiful, and you will not compare yourself to perfection Barbie over there. 

Dang it. 

My heart stutters in my chest, which is a feeling I’m not familiar with. It’s been a long time since I’ve worried about silly things like jealousy or insecurity. I mean, Mack and I have been together for so long, all those things are long passed. I don’t even think about them anymore, let alone worry about them. Yet here I am, staring at him, with her, feeling like I’m going to combust right here in this club. 

The worst part, the absolute worst part, is when he laughs. 

Not just smiles. 

Laughs. 

He looks at her, she tells him something, and he laughs. Okay, he’s not throwing his head back and bringing the whole place down with his cackles, but he does laugh just enough that his shoulders shake slightly. 

It feels like my soul is being slowly ripped from my chest. 

He’s laughing. 

At her. 

I can barely get a damned smile, hell, I can barely get him to speak to me. 

Everything in my world feels like it stops. For the longest moment, I can’t move, or think, or hear. I can’t even feel. I just stare at him, the way his eyes crinkle and light up when he laughs, the way his shoulders shake just a little, the way his hands seem to relax and his body loses some of its tension. 

Am I the cause for his problems?

Nothing else seems to make any sense. After all, if it wasn’t me, then he’d be with me right now instead of with her. He’d be laughing with me, making love to me, sitting by me. Not another woman. Definitely not another woman. 

I turn, my eyes burning, my brain swimming with a thousand different thoughts. Should I go over there? Make a scene? Or should I just walk away, pretend I didn’t see a thing? Should I approach him about it later, have a conversation? Do I dare ask him what it is I’ve done wrong for him to be treating me the way he is? Or do I walk out onto the dance floor, drink a whole lot more, and try to forget I ever saw the love of my life with another woman?

My feet take me to my answer.

Walking me right over to the Hell’s Knights. They’re all sitting at a round table, laughing and drinking. I don’t know what leads me to come to their table, perhaps because they don’t know, to them I’m a stranger. Someone whose secrets they’re unfamiliar with. If I go to Ash or Santana, they’re going to know something is wrong, they’re going to ask questions, and I’ll be damned if I let this trip get ruined because of issues I’ve been keeping to myself. 

No, instead I’ll simply talk to fresh faces. 

Faces I know, deep down, will make Mack wild with anger. 

Or will it?

Will he even care?

Am I being petty?

Probably. 

I stop at the table and all of them look up at me, their eyes taking me in, their chattering stopping. They’re probably not going to want me in their little circle, and that’s fine, I understand. I’m part of another club, a club they’re trying to avoid, but I’m hoping they’ll let me have a few drinks with them. What’s the harm in that?

“Jay,” Ciara says, smiling, “what brings you over here?”

“I thought I’d break all the rules and come and say hello. We’re on a cruise, after all. Shouldn’t we be able to leave business behind?”

The men glance at each other, then back up at me. “Your old boy know you’re over here?” Jackson, father of Addison and President of the club, asks. 

“He does. I’m not here to stir trouble. I mean, our clubs are kind of joined being that our kids are together. The least we can do is get along here and there, right?”

“I’m all for it,” Addison says, slapping her hand down on the seat beside her. “Sit on down, sister.”

I smile, and when Cade nods at me, I sit down. That’s enough of a go ahead for me. I scoot in closer, and Serenity slides me a drink. I know all of their names, for obvious reasons I learned everything I could about them. Not to mention I have met them all, even though I don’t actually know them all that well. 

“How are you enjoying the cruise so far?” I ask them, getting comfortable. 

I can almost feel the burn in the back of my head as no doubt the members of our club are looking at me, wondering what in the hell it is I’m doing. 

“We’ll let you know after we sleep for a night,” Spike murmurs, and I grin at him. 

Spike is intimidating, and big, and awfully scary but I know he’s a good man. Hell, I know what he’d do for his daughter, and I know he’s raised her well. He doesn’t scare me, not even a little, even if sometimes I’m sure he wished he did. 

“Not a fan of motion?” I laugh softly. 

“Not at all,” he mutters, glancing at Ciara who gives him a wink. 

My heart aches, and I turn slowly to glance over at Mack, who is watching me now with a look on his face that screams murder. I hold his eyes, locking onto those deep-brown depths, and letting everything I can’t say travel through my stare. We hold gazes for a few moments, then I turn back to the group. That’s my way of saying fuck you. 

A big fuck you. 

~*~*~*~
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I THROW MY HEAD BACK laughing as Addison, Ciara, Ash, and I stumble down the halls, trying to find our rooms. After I sat with the Knights, it kind of broke the ice. More drinks and a hell of a lot of dancing later, and we ended up at another club with the girls, my girls included. Santana went home after she had one too many to drink, along with Serenity. The rest of us kept on partying. We lost the men a long time ago. 

The last time I saw Mack, he was still in that bar. 

I didn’t look at him as I left. 

I didn’t even glance in his direction. 

I couldn’t. I couldn’t bear to see what I feared the most—that he didn’t care. 

The ladies followed me, promising their men to behave and that we’d only be dancing. We did. We danced and danced and hung out with the other girls like they were part of the family. Finally, when the clubs closed and we were told it was time to head on home, we stumbled our way out and are now desperately trying to find our rooms. 

It’s incredibly hard on a ship this size; when you are so unfamiliar with it, everything looks the same. 

“I think we’re on the wrong floor,” Ash hiccups, her arm hooked through mine, mostly to stop her falling over. 

“No no.” Ciara throws a hand out in front of us. “This is the right one. It just goes on forever and ever. We’re all on the same floor.”

“Are you sure?” I ask, scrunching my nose up, trying not to trip over my own feet. 

“I’m sure.” She nods. “Right, Addi?”

“Idontknohmmm,” Addi mumbles something that is completely incoherent. 

Oh, boy. 

“Jaylah.”

The sound of Mack’s voice has me stopping in my tracks and whipping around. He’s standing at an open doorway, shirtless, wearing a long pair of pajama pants that cover up his leg. He’s not a fan of showing it. 

I must have walked straight past our room. 

Whoops. 

“Oh,” I say, waving a hand in his direction. “There’s my room.”

“Maaaaack!” Ash waves frantically. 

Mack does not look impressed. He strides out, grabbing hold of me and hauling me closer to him like I weigh nothing. “Where have you been?” he asks, ignoring everyone else there. 

“Out drinking, and dancing, where have you been, Mack?”

He narrows his eyes. “You’re smashed.”

“Indeed, I am.”

“What are you doing with them?”

“Hello to you, too,” Ciara mutters, waving a hand. 

“I like them, they’re nice people. You should try talking to them sometime, oh wait, I forgot, you were too busy chatting up some hottie at the bar.”

Mack’s grip tightens, and he glares down at me. I look up at him with defiance. I have never backed down to the man I love so dearly, not ever. I won’t start now. 

“We’ll discuss this inside,” he growls. “Now move.”

“I won’t move,” I say, jerking my arm from his grips. “Maybe I don’t want to go inside with you.”

“Jaylah, you’re being childish.”

“Am I, Mack? Am I really? I’m not allowed to be upset to see the man I love laughing and talking to a beautiful woman when he’s barely glanced in my direction in the last few months. Hell, I’ve forgotten what you look like when you smile. She knows, though. Maybe I should go and ask her ...”

“Jaylah,” he warns. “Enough.”

“You’re right,” I say, waving a hand. “It is enough. In fact, I’ve had enough. More than enough. When your own man won’t fuck you, won’t look at you, and won’t talk to you, eventually you get the hell over it. You know what, Mack, I’m over it. Fucking over it!”

I’m yelling by the end, to the point where everyone else in the hall has gone silent. Ash is giving me a look that is concerned, and I know in the morning she’s going to be pissed that I didn’t tell her Mack and I were having problems. The other two girls stand awkwardly, glancing around, no doubt trying to remember where their rooms are. 

“Everythin’ okay here?”

We all look over to see Maddox and Santana standing by their door, watching us. I am fairly certain they just heard everything judging by the look on Santana’s face right about now. She looks concerned, her eyes narrowed, her lips pursed as she studies us. It’s the exact moment she realizes that we’ve got problems. I know it because her eyes meet mine and they’re soft and worried and a little disappointed. 

“Everything is fine,” I whisper, my voice seemingly had about enough. “Can I please stay with you guys tonight?”

Santana looks to Maddox, and he nods. “Yeah, we’ve got a spare bed. You can stay.”

Maddox looks to Mack, whose jaw is so tight it looks like his muscle is going to bust out of his cheek. “We’ll speak in the morning, brother,” Maddox says, and then turns to me. “Let’s go.”

I walk toward them after waving awkwardly to Ciara and Addi who are still both watching us, looking a little lost. Maddox stops at the door when we step inside their room and he says, “Go home, ladies.”

Then, he steps inside and shuts the door. 

I feel like I’ve just invaded their vacation personal space in such a big way. I’m uncomfortable, and if I wasn’t so drunk, I’d probably run out and find a chaise lounge to sleep on for a night, but I don’t have it in me to go on a hunt for another place to sleep. 

“I’m so sorry to interrupt your night and push myself into your little love shack,” I murmur, waving around the room. 

“It’s fine,” Santana says. “Honestly, I knew having a room with two double beds would come in handy at some point.”

I laugh softly, and then look to Maddox. “I’m sorry, Maddox.”

“Don’t bother me at all, darlin’.”

God, I love them. 

“You want to tell us what’s going on with you and Mack?” Santana asks, grabbing a blanket from the closet and handing it to me. 

“I don’t know,” I tell her, and it’s the truth. Mostly. “He’s been off for month, but it’s gotten worse and worse. He won’t even touch me. He barely talks to me. Tonight, I saw him laughing with another woman and ... I lost it. I know I shouldn’t have made a scene out there, but I’m just ... confused.”

“Why didn’t you tell us?” Maddox asks, sitting on the end of his bed next to Santana. “Could have had a word to him. Didn’t realize he was goin’ through something.”

“You know what Mack is like,” I say. “He isn’t a big fan of talking. I honestly thought he was stressed, I thought this cruise would be a great idea, but it turns out it’s not a great idea at all. He’s just gotten worse. We have another three days before we reach our first destination, and I’m worried about how it’s going to go being stuck on here with him now.”

“I’ll talk to him,” Maddox tells me. “Tomorrow. For now, let’s get some sleep.”

Santana smiles at me. “I wish you would have told me.”

“I know,” I whisper, “but I didn’t want to bring any drama to this trip. I just wanted to have fun.”

She walks over, squeezing my shoulder. “You’re family. You can always talk to us.”

With that, she climbs into bed and Maddox gives me a shirt to sleep in. I freshen up in the bathroom, get in the shirt, and then climb into bed, flicking out the lights. It’s awkward, I’m sure as much for them as it is for me. We’re all in a very small room together, no doubt all feeling the same way. 

I think about Mack. 

He’ll be angry right now. I know it. 

Angry enough to change? To realize he’s making a mistake?

That I don’t know. 

And I hate not knowing. 

I hate feeling like this. 

We’re meant to be here for fun. 

Not this. 
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CIARA
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WE’RE TWO DAYS IN. 

It’s been amazing so far. Two glorious days of sailing the ocean. We have another two days before we reach our first destination. A gorgeous little island where we will get to soak in the sun and the sand. Nothing could feel better than that. I can’t wait to lie on those beaches, listening to the waves crashing, knowing I have absolutely nothing to worry or stress about. 

I’m not sure it’s the same for Jaylah. 

I have wondered since the other night how she’s doing but haven’t dared to go and see her. Maddox didn’t look impressed when he saw we were all hanging out when everything erupted, and Spike gave me a talking to about not causing drama and staying away from them, reminding me they’re on vacation too and probably don’t want anything to do with us. 

Still, I had fun with those girls, and I very much plan on checking in again. 

I don’t have to tell him that, of course. 

“How do you suppose Jaylah is doing?” Addison asks as we walk through the ship early one morning after another round of drinking and dancing. 

It seems to be all we’re doing, and I’m perfectly fine with it, loving every single second. It’s been incredible, laughing and letting go. The guys have been enjoying it, too, though they claim not to have it in them anymore to stay up until the early hours of the morning like we do. That doesn’t stop us, we’re out and about enjoying every moment of this trip. 

“I don’t know,” I murmur, turning a corner that goes past a huge kitchen. 

You could say we’re closer to the worker’s quarters of the ship, as we wander around exploring every inch of it. Well, every inch we’re allowed in, that is. This end of the ship is on the lower part, past the clubs and stores, and it’s where all the workers stay. The kitchen is also down here for one of the main restaurants, and it’s always bustling. It seems it never ends, really. 

Poor people. They must work around the clock. 

“That fight they had was pretty bad. I felt sorry for her. I would be pissed if that was Cade,” she tells me, and then stops, narrowing her eyes. “What is that?”

I stop and my eyes go toward what she’s looking at. A big door that leads into the kitchen, which is now closed, has some sort of red substance coming out from beneath it and leaking onto the carpet. From here, I’d almost say it looks like ... blood. 

“Maybe someone spilled something in the kitchen and forgot to clean it up,” I say, glancing around the hall, wondering if there is anyone about we should let know. That’s going to stain the carpet. 

“It doesn’t look like a drink or food spill, it looks like ... blood. Do you think it’s blood?” she gasps, looking over to me. 

“No, no of course not. It’s probably just sauce. Maybe spaghetti sauce.”

“Should we check?”

“I don’t know, that doesn’t seem like a good idea ...”

“What if someone is hurt in there? It could be hours until the morning kitchen staff start, we can’t just leave them in there.”

Dammit, she’s right. 

I walk over and kneel down, getting closer to the red liquid. It certainly does look like blood. That’s not a good thing. I don’t want to know what’s on the other side of the door if that much blood is coming through it. I stand and push on the big double doors that lead into the kitchen. They’re locked. There is no way we’re getting into them. 

“They’re locked,” I say, looking at Addi. “We can’t get in.”

She bangs on the doors, yelling out, “Hello, is anyone in there?”

No answer. 

I don’t know. Something just feels a whole lot like we shouldn’t be here. 

“Maybe we should go,” I say to her. 

“Let’s just see if we can find another way in. There has to be another door.”

God.

We walk around the large area, following what we assume is the kitchen. There are a few more doors, but they’re all locked. There is a serving window that is just covered with some glass. Addi pushes and shoves on it for a moment, and somehow, the damn thing slides open. “Well, that’s secure,” she mutters. 

“Or you’re incredibly gifted at breaking and entering.”

“These things aren’t overly secure, they would lock everything in the kitchen away anyway so if someone did get in, they’re unlikely to come out with anything.”

“I don’t want to know how you know that,” I mutter watching her climb through the small serving window and into the kitchen. A moment later, a lock flicks and the door to my left opens. It’s only a smaller door that leads out onto a corridor. 

I step inside and we use the lights on our phones to light the way, not wanting to get caught in here. We walk toward the back door we found first and shine our lights in that general direction. For a moment, all we can see is empty rows of kitchen counters and cooktops where the chefs work tirelessly to feed all of these people, then, we shine our torch downward and our incredible trip goes from fun to horrible in about two seconds flat. 

Lying on the floor is not one, but two dead bodies. 

How do I know they’re dead? 

Their throats are both slit wide open by knives that are lying right next to them, one man is lying on his back, hand dropped down, knife just fallen out of it. As if he was the one to do this, to the other person and himself. I never believe that someone has it in them to slit their own throat. I mean, the effort that would take ...? I shudder. No, this isn’t that at all. Murder suicide is what it looks like, murder suicide it is not. 

I’ve been around the club long enough to know that. 

I’ve also been around the club long enough that dead bodies no longer send me into a frenzy the way they used to. Tragic, isn’t it, that you’re no longer scared of something that once would have made all the hair on your body stand on end. Now, it does nothing more than give me a sick feeling that quickly passes as I take in the scene around us. 

“They’re dead bodies,” Addi points out, her voice matter of fact. “I knew that was blood.”

“They’re dead bodies, on a cruise ship, in the middle of nowhere, in an empty kitchen, and we happened to stumble across them.”

“That’s bad, isn’t it?” Addi mutters. 

“It’s not great, considering we broke in here. That alone is going to make us look guilty. Let alone the fact that no one else is around.”

“They probably have cameras,” she points out. “They’ll see who this was.”

After a quick glance around, I see they don’t have cameras. Why would they in a cruise ship kitchen? In a store, or a bar, or out on the public deck, sure, but in a kitchen where only staff are working? No. That’s not necessary really, is it? I wouldn’t think so, anyway. It’s not something I’d bother wasting my money on if I was a cruise ship operator. After all, you’re not expecting someone to get killed in the kitchen, are you?

Hell, I don’t think I’ve ever heard of such a thing. 

“There are no cameras, not here at least. Probably in the hall, but that’s not going to look good for us considering it’ll have us trying to get in, possibly getting in, and we’re no doubt going to be in the line of fire.”

“Shit. What do we do?”

“If we don’t report it, they’re going to eventually find a camera with us breaking in and get suspicious. If we do report it, we’re going to have to explain why we broke in, and that too will be suspicious. Either way, we’re going to be looked at for this. But we didn’t do anything, and that’s all that matters.”

“Fuck,” Addi murmurs, “I’m calling Cade. He needs to know about this.”

“Yeah,” I say, staring at the dead bodies. “Yeah, he does.”

Addi calls Cade, and I stare at the two people lying on the ground and I wonder what the hell happened to cause this on a cruise ship of all places. You’re going to murder someone, why do it here? Why not do it on land? After all, the police are going to know whoever did it is on this ship, however, narrowing that down could prove to be difficult. Still, it’s going to make us look even worse considering there aren’t a great deal of options to go with. 

I step closer, leaning down and squinting my eyes. One of them is a worker, his name is right there on his badge. Isaac Masters. The other has no name and is wearing casual clothing. He’s the one who has the knife closest to him. There seems to be no sign of any struggle, nothing is tipped over and there are no other injuries on their bodies that I can see. Which means they knew each other, they knew their attacker, or this was planned. 

Maybe it was a murder suicide?

Maybe they’re forbidden lovers and couldn’t be together?

Maybe they’re both in trouble and had no other option?

I purse my lips and turn away just as Addi walks in. 

Now is not the time to make up a whole story. 

Now is the time to work out how the hell we’re going to get out of this. 

~*~*~*~
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“YOU BROKE INTO THE kitchen and found these two?” Spike asks, his big arms crossed over his chest, staring at me. 

“Yes,” I say matter of factly. “We saw some blood on the carpet over on the other side, near the big double doors. We were concerned someone was hurt, so we found a way in. That’s when we stumbled across these two.”

“Fuck,” he mutters. “Can’t you not fuckin’ break and enter while we’re on vacation?”

“I wasn’t breaking and entering,” I protest, “I was concerned when I saw the red stain. What would you have me do?”

“Use your brain, Ciara, and think that if you did happen to find something like this, it’ll make you a suspect. If you went home, someone else would have found it and it wouldn’t be our fuckin’ problem. We’re a biker club, on a ship, and two people show up dead. Who do you think they’re goin’ to point fingers at when it was not one, but two of our old ladies that found the bodies?”

I purse my lips and swallow, looking down and saying, “Well, when you put it like that ...”

“We got to report it,” Jackson murmurs, stepping in beside us and putting an arm around Addison’s shoulders. “We don’t, and they’re on camera, we’re goin’ to look even worse.”

“What if they’re not on fuckin’ camera and they can walk without anyone knowin’ anything?” Cade points out, crossing his arms, too. 

“Unlikely that at some point during their attempts to get in that they didn’t cross a camera, it’s a cruise ship. Halls are lined with fuckin’ cameras. They’ll no doubt have been seen tryin’ to break in, or at the very least hoverin’ around the area. We can’t take the risk, it’ll make them look worse if we don’t speak up,” Jackson says, his voice firm, daring Cade to argue with him further. 

“Gotta agree with him,” Spike nods. “Best for us if we’re honest. Tell them exactly what happened.”

“Are there even police on this ship?” Addison asks, frowning. 

“There would be a couple of officers, likely nothing capable of handling something like this. We’re two days from port, shit is goin’ to hit the fan if people find out two people got murdered on the ship,” Spike answers her. 

“God, this is so bad,” I murmur. “I knew we should have just gone home instead of exploring.”

“You’re damn right about that,” Spike growls at me. 

I look away. 

“So, who do we call?” Addison asks, giving Spike a look. 

“We call security, they can take it from there.”

Jackson goes outside to find security, and we all wait in the kitchen, none of us saying anything. I hope this doesn’t end too badly for us. We didn’t do anything, after all. I know how bad it looks, but surely they can see we’re not capable of holding two grown men down and slitting their throats.

Right?

Ten minutes later, three men enter the room behind Jackson. I have no idea who they are, but they look concerned, really concerned, as they take in the scene. The first man, an older, larger gentleman with white hair and steel grey eyes, looks over to us and says, “My name is Tyrone, I’m head of security here. Does someone want to tell me what the hell happened here?”

I swallow, and I tell him what happened, from start to finish, leaving nothing out. He and his coworkers listen, their eyes constantly going to the bodies lying on the ground. One of them is going a little pale, and I wonder if it’s the first time he’s ever experienced anything like this before.

“You’re telling me you were walking the halls, saw blood coming out of the kitchen, broke in, and found these bodies?” Tyrone asks, his eyes narrowing with suspicion. 

“Yes,” I say, my voice strong. “If you go over the footage in the hall, I’m sure you’ll see the exact moment we saw it and even hear our conversation. The blood was leaking out into the hall and we were worried someone was in here, hurt. So, we did what we thought best at the time.”

“You didn’t think to just call security?” he asks. 

Well, now he says it like that ...

I didn’t actually think, no, and I probably should have considering we both now look flipping suspicious when we aren’t at all. 

“To be honest, no I didn’t. We just worried someone was hurt and acted. Look, officer, we have been drinking so it’s safe to say we aren’t thinking all that clearly but we didn’t do this. Why in the hell would we kill someone and then call you? Wouldn’t we just disappear? I mean, it’s a cruise ship and you’re just security. How are you going to figure it out?”

The moment those words leave my lips, I clamp them shut and look to Spike who is glaring at me like he wants to shake me and throttle me and rip my hair out all at the same time. What I basically just accused these officers of is being incompetent and no way near up to the task of taking on something like this, indicating that I think whoever did this could indeed get away with it because, well, there aren’t exactly any FBI agents on board. 

At least, I don’t think there are. 

I know I’ve pissed them off, but Jackson steps forward and says, “We’ll leave this in your capable hands, officers. I’ll give you all of our names and room numbers, no doubt you’ll want to conduct further questioning. If there’s nothing else, we will carry on with our night?”

Tyrone narrows his eyes, and then says, “You’re part of a club.”

How the hell did he know that? 

Oh, a few of them did have their colors when we first arrived, but were quickly made to take them off, much to their horror. 

“Yes, and your point is what, exactly?”

“It seems strange that the first murder ever on a cruise ship happens to be when there is a club on board, a motorcycle club, who we all know deals with shady business.”

“There are two!” Addison snaps. “How do you know it wasn’t the other one?”

Oh, god. 

We are really stuffing up tonight. Never attend a crime scene while drunk and part of a club. 

Your mouth gets the better of you. 

Every damn time. 

“Another club?” Tyrone asks, and Jackson gives his daughter a look that could kill. 

Oh, boy. 

We’re making this so much worse. 

“They have nothing to do with this,” Jackson says coolly, “same as us. We’re just here for a vacation, officer, just like anyone else. Bit rude to assume because we’re in a club that we’d be the ones to do something like this. We aren’t monsters, we’re just people with a firm belief. Now, unless you have any other questions, we’ll be on our way.”

Tyrone narrows his eyes, but he knows damn well he doesn’t have the power to hold any of us, he’s just a security officer, and I’m sure there is protocol for this type of thing, but I’m also sure he’s never had to use it before. 

“We have police officers on board, they’ll be in contact soon. We’re two days away from the closest port, so no doubt that’ll be sooner rather than later. We’d appreciate if word of this doesn’t get out as there are a lot of people and families on this ship that don’t need to be fearful.”

Jackson nods. “Got it.”

With that, he writes down all our names and room numbers on a piece of paper Tyrone hands him and then we’re on our way. 

As soon as we’re well clear of the scene, Jackson stops and turns to both of us. “You two are fuckin’ not to go out of our sight again. What the fuck were you thinkin’?”

“Daddy,” Addison begins, but he throws a hand up. 

“We’re a motorcycle club, two of our old ladies just found dead bodies. Did you honestly fuckin’ think we’d walk from this? You two stay the fuck out of trouble, keep your mouths closed while we figure out how to handle this. You clear?”

I nod, swallowing. 

Addi does, too. 

Then we go back to our rooms, none of them saying another word. 

I just wanted a damned vacation. 

Is that so much to ask?
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JAYLAH

[image: image]


I GLANCE AT MACK AS he dresses, not saying a single bloody word to me. He’s barely spoken to me since our fight the other night, and as every hour passes, I get more and more frustrated. I want to scream at him, cry, do something to get a reaction out of him. To get him to say anything, anything at all. Instead, he just gets around, silent, angry, not speaking to me at all. 

I’ve about had enough. 

“What are the plans for today?” I ask him. “If you’d answer in words instead of mumbles that would be greatly appreciated. They didn’t teach us how to decipher mumbles at school.”

He scowls at my sarcasm, but it’s all I’ve got when things are so tense. If I don’t use it, I’ll crumble and there is no fucking way I’m crumbling again. 

Hell no. 

Mack should be chasing after me, not the other way around. I’m the god damned prize here, and I’m not going to beg and plead with him to look at me. Even if inside it kills, even if every single part of me wants to beg him to just talk to me so we can go back to normal. I’m not going to do that. Mack isn’t the kind of man you beg to, no, he’s the kind of man you just let be and throw sarcasm at. 

I learned that a long time ago, when I used to care for Diesel. 

I couldn’t get through to him any other way, so instead, I was just myself. 

Which is exactly what I’m going to be now. 

To hell with him and his emotional moody girl fits. 

“Same as every day, Jaylah. Pool, alcohol, sleep.”

“Wow, I’m so glad you’re enjoying our trip together so much. Maybe you should go soak in some more sun, see if it’ll lighten you up a little.”

He glares at me. “I don’t have the patience for your sarcasm.”

“You don’t have patience?” I laugh. “Excuse me, master, but you’re the one storming around with a stick up your ass. Not me. I’m just being myself. If you don’t like it ...” I wave a hand toward the door. 

He shakes his head, pulling a shirt over his muscled body. A body I want so badly to run my tongue over. I miss him. Fuck do I miss him. I want him so badly it hurts. If he won’t come to me, I’ll make him wish he would. 

I turn my back toward him and slowly take off my nighty, sliding it up and over my head. I’m not wearing panties underneath it, and I know that Mack’s weakness is my ass. I slowly grab my bikini and tie it on, leaving my ass on full display, then I grab the bottoms and bend down, making sure he gets a full flash of my very smooth, very untouched pussy, as I step into them and pull them up slowly, wiggling to get them over my ass. 

I don’t know if he’s watching, but damn does it feel good to at least feel like I’ve got a little power back. 

A knock on the door distracts me, and I stand up straight, scooping my thick hair up and tying it atop my head. Then I glance over my shoulder at Mack, and I know by the dark expression in his eyes that he did, in fact, enjoy the show. He walks past me and opens the door to reveal Maddox and Krypt, along with their two ladies. 

“We got a problem,” Maddox says. 

Mack stands aside and lets them into our room, and I give Santana and Ash a confused look as the men gather around, looking at Mack. 

“What is it?” Mack asks. 

“Last night two of the Knights ladies found two dead bodies on the ship. Of course, security is suspicious straight away knowing they’re in a club, they also know we’re a club and have called us in for questioning, too.”

“Wait,” I say, putting a hand up. “Dead bodies?”

“Yep.” Krypt nods. “Dead fuckin’ bodies. Throats slit. Two of them. Girls found them in the kitchen. Now we’re all under watch because of who we are.”

“How are we under watch?” Santana huffs. “I was curled up in bed asleep. It’s not really fair to throw us in the mix.”

“Do you think their club has something to do with it?” Ash asks. “I mean it seems a little odd that they found the bodies.”

“Jackson came and spoke to me this morning, giving me a heads up,” Maddox says. “Not sure if he’s involved or not. Fuckin’ hard to know anythin’. What is gettin’ me the most, is how the fuckin’ hell they knew we were a club. We didn’t wear our colors on board, so someone had to tell them.”

“You think the Knights told them?” I ask, confused. 

“Yeah, I think they did, but it don’t make any sense as to why they’d warn us. Got a weird feelin’ about this.”

I purse my lips and glance at Krypt who is watching Ash. I love the way he still looks at her like that. I don’t even think he realizes he’s doing it sometimes; it just comes so naturally to him. That’s a look I miss, so damned much. 

“What’s our next steps then?” Mack asks. 

“We’re goin’ to do some research of our own. Either way, someone on this ship got killed. and I ain’t happy with the idea of walkin’ around for two days with a murderer. I want to know who it is. I also want to know how the Knights are involved in it, because they are involved, one way or another,” Maddox answers. 

“I’ll go and start askin’ questions,” Mack says, walking toward the door. 

“Don’t let anyone know about the murders, as far as I know it’s not public knowledge,” Maddox calls after him as he leaves. 

“Yep,” he mutters. 

“Well, he’s chirpy as always,” Santana mutters. “Everything okay with you two?”

I snort. “If by okay you mean he hasn’t spoken to me, touched me, or made any effort then yeah, we’re okay. As okay as those two dead people.”

Krypt grunts. “You have a way of putting things, don’t you?”

I grin at him. “You know me, Krypto, always the entertainer.”

He rolls his eyes and then looks to Maddox. “What are your thoughts on this murder, you think it’s something that could be repeated?”

“Goin’ to talk to Jackson more about it. I want to know everything, but mostly I want to gauge whether or not he’s involved. Don’t want a single thing comin’ back on us.”

“Got it.” Krypt nods. “I’ll go start findin’ out what I can, too.”

Ash looks to me. “I guess that means we’re on our own.”

I grin. “Yeah, fuck the murderer. Pool, drinks, and dancing is on the table for me again. Oh, and maybe a massage.”

“Keep public,” Maddox orders. “Don’t want any of you gettin’ into any trouble.”

“Got it.” I salute him. “Ladies, let’s go.”

We gather our things and head out the door. As soon as we’re at the public pool, we find a lounge and lay our things out. I sit on mine, stretching out and exhaling. I came here for a vacation; nothing is going to take that away from me. Nothing. 

“Do you think one of these people is a murderer?” Santana asks, peering around. 

“Probably,” I say, lifting my sunglasses and glancing at the people surrounding the pool. “Oh, I bet it’s that one over there. Middle aged, looks super pissed. Maybe it was her lover and her husband, and they all found out about each other and the two of them got into it and died.”

Ash laughs. “Wow, that was detailed. I doubt it, though. I heard Jackson say it was made to look like a murder suicide.”

“Ohhh, juicy!” I clap. “It’s like we’re in one of those ‘who done it’ games. I like a bit of mystery. We should totally try and solve it.”

Santana wiggles her finger at me. “You just sit down and behave, Jaylah. This has nothing to do with us. Like Maddox said, we’re already being watched because we’re part of a club, we don’t want to make things worse by asking questions.”

I purse my lips. “Fun spoiler.”

“It would be kind of fun if we could find out who they were, and who they were here with. We could totally cozy up to those people and get some juicy info.” Ash grins.

“Ah, a girl after my own heart.” I laugh. “Come on, Santana. We’ll just ask a few questions, nothing major, and we won’t get into trouble. It’ll be a little fun.”

“It sounds like it’ll be a whole lot of trouble.” She shakes her head. “No, Jay, we’re going to enjoy our trip and pretend this isn’t happening. Got it?”

Oh. 

I’ve got it alright. 

Doesn’t mean I’m going to listen. 

~*~*~*~
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“YOU FOUND THE BODIES?” I say to Ciara, sitting beside her at the pool. 

“Yep,” she tells me, glancing around. 

Her, Addison, and Serenity are by the pool—they arrived a few minutes ago and of course came over to say hello. We told them to join us, because I’m unable to help myself, I need to know what they saw and what happened. It’s so juicy I want more of it. Santana told me that it was Addison and Ciara that found the bodies, so I just dive on in and ask the questions. 

“What happened?” I ask her.

“We were walking home and saw some blood coming out of the kitchen. Well, we didn’t know it was blood. Anyway, we broke in and found two dead bodies, throats slit, it was pretty messy. We ended up having to call security, in case we were on camera, and because of that they got suspicious. Wondering why we didn’t just call them instead of breaking in.”

“Shit,” I murmur. “So now they think you have something to do with it?”

“Yep, and they’re watching all of you, too. I heard Jackson telling Cade just before that they have footage of you, Ash, and Santana in the area of the kitchen around the time the murders were said to happen. They’re going to call you in soon, ask questions.”

“Wait, what?” I ask, and Ash and Santana both sit up, glancing over at Ciara. 

“Yeah, what?” Ash asks, narrowing her eyes. 

“Look, I don’t know much, I just overheard them before we came here. It’s why I came over, I wanted to let you both know. Did you go down there last night?”

I glance at Ash and Santana. Yeah, I mean we walked past the kitchen in a drunken state but we didn’t stop. We didn’t do anything at all. Hell, we didn’t even touch a door. 

“Yeah, we walked past there. We were drunk, coming back from the club, and we got a little lost, again. We didn’t do anything, though.”

“I know that.” Ciara laughs. “Gosh, do I know that. But, apparently, outside of the two people who were actually killed, the only people on the security cameras in that general area are you, me, Addison, Santana, and Ash. Nobody else was around, apparently. There are also areas where no cameras are set up, and someone could easily enter the kitchen through another point if they knew where the cameras were, so whoever did this, knew how to dodge security. Unfortunately for us, and our curious minds, we’re all on there.”

“For fuck’s sake.” Ash grunts. “I’m never drinking again. Every time we do, we go on drunken adventures, get into way too much trouble, and this happens.”

Santana laughs. “Well, that’s true. I’m sure they have nothing to pin on us. They can’t prove we did anything.”

“No, but it’s going to look bad for all of us,” I mutter, then I wiggle my brows as my face lights up. “Which is why we need to figure out who did it. I mean, we have our names to clear now.”

“Ohhh, I like it.” Ciara claps. 

“Nope!” Addison shakes her head. “Nope, we’re not doing that. We’re already in enough trouble with our guys, they want to throttle us. If we go digging up information, we’re going to end up in deep shit.”

“We’ll end up in deep shit if we don’t do anything,” I point out, shrugging. 

“She’s right,” Ciara says. “We’re all suspects, and I, for one, don’t want to get off this ship and be dragged straight into a police station. That’s not going to be good for anyone. If we can find out who they were, and maybe try and get some information, we might be able to work out who did it.”

“I’m in,” I say, clapping my hands. “I’m not up for trouble, either.”

“I’m in, too,” Ash says. “Nobody is getting me for something I didn’t do.”

I look to Serenity, Addison, and Santana. 

Santana sighs. “I’m in only because I know you’ll all do it anyway and I want to make sure you don’t do stupid shit.”

“This is a bad idea,” Serenity says. “Bad bad.”

“But we’re doing it, aren’t we?” Addison says, exhaling. 

Serenity nods. “Yep, we’re doing it.”

I clap my hands. “How exciting. Our very own murder investigation.”

“One thing is for certain,” Ash points outs, “we cannot let any of the men know what we’re doing. They’ll flip a lid.”

“True that,” I chuckle. “It’s our little secret. Should we have code names? I could be Purple Starlight ...”

Santana laughs. “Oh, I could be Pocahontas.”

“I’ll be Pussy Cat. Only because I want pussy mentioned.” Ciara giggles. 

We all burst out laughing. 

Oh, this is a bad idea, I just know it. 

But I love it. 

Yes, I love it. 
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CIARA
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“THEY’RE NOT PART OF it, Spike,” I say, leaning toward my gorgeous man and narrowing my eyes so he can see how serious I am. “Just like we’re not part of it.”

Spike narrows his eyes and glances at the bartender as she walks past, making sure she’s not listening to our conversation. Everyone is watching us, according to him. We’re on high alert, and the security and few police officers on the ship are investigating while we wait to reach the next port. They’ve announced they’ve turned the ship around and are traveling back to the original port due to an emergency and everyone will receive a refund or tickets to the next cruise. It’s safe to say people were not happy. At all. 

The ship has been providing free drinks and entertainment to try and satiate the angry mob and, mostly, that’s working, but a lot of them are still incredibly unhappy to be sent home. Some of them can’t make the next cruise, having taken a break from work for these dates. The ship is going to get a lot of complaints, but I suppose there isn’t a great deal they can do. They have to return. They have two dead bodies on board. Where they’ve put them, I don’t want to know. 

In a sense, I guess they’ve handled it well. Considering if they announced the fact that two people were killed, the ship would break out into utter chaos. The chaos they’ve created is a lot kinder on people, especially those with families. They can still enjoy the last few days as we make our way back, and they still get to enjoy the cruise ship and everything it has to offer. That’s better than nothing, right?

I can’t say I’m not disappointed, though. 

All I wanted was a damned vacation, now I’ve been slammed with this. 

Is it too much to ask to get some time away without the damned drama?

Of course it is. 

“How the fuck do you know that?” he asks, looking to me and bringing me back to the conversation we were having. 

He thinks the Jokers Wrath boys and girls have something to do with it. Apparently one of the men who passed away had a note in his back pocket with Jackson and Maddox’s name on it. Indicating somehow he had something to do with both clubs. Yet, none of us have ever even heard of the two men who died. They were staff, and as far as we know, we never even met them during a meal, or drinks, or even entering the ship. 

So why the hell did they put our names on a piece of paper? 

Better yet, whoever killed them put our names on that paper, wanting us to take the heat. 

Someone figured out we’re part of a club and thought they had come up with the ultimate plan. It’s genius, really. The two police on board have been questioning us and only us, not once looking at anyone else on board. Their little plan worked, whoever killed those two men are running free right now. 

Which is all the more reason for us ladies to find out who in the hell did it, so we can walk off this ship with clear names. 

We have precisely one and half days left to do that. 

Even I know we’re not that good, but hell if we’re not going to try. 

“Come on, babe,” I say, shaking my head. “You’re not stupid, I know you’re not. The fact that a name from a member of both clubs was on that paper slip, and now the heat is on us, tells us whoever did it is smart. The Jokers wouldn’t put the heat on themselves, they’re not stupid. Someone else did this, and you know it.”

“Someone who could have beef with them ...” he points out. 

“Why put us down, then? Why not just them?”

He runs his hands through his hair. “I don’t fuckin’ know, Ciara.”

Shit. He’s using my full name. 

He’s stressed out. Understandably. 

“We’ll figure this out,” I say, squeezing his arm. “For tonight, let’s just enjoy each other a little bit. There is nothing we can do right now. Jackson and Cade are already onto it, asking questions. Maddox has his boys onto it, too. We’re going to pull up in a few days, and thus far, I have barely enjoyed you. Let me have one moment of that.”

He looks to me, then reaches over, running a thumb over my bottom lip. “Okay, baby. One night, then I gotta focus.”

I grin, glancing at the bartender. “Can we have another round, please?”

He nods and lines up some more shots. 

We both take one, and I turn to Spike. “To us.”

He clinks my glass. “To us.”

Then we down the shots. 

If I only get one night of this vacation to enjoy, I’m going to make it a good one. 

I’m going to fuck my man until we both forget what’s going on. 

Oh, yes. 

We’re going to enjoy ourselves.

~*~*~*~
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I PAUSE IN THE HALL leading to the toilets and glance to my left. A small hall leads down to the office at the back, and if you continue on straight ahead, you’ll find the toilets. The hall is dark, and I can only see the faint glow of the office light at the end of the hall. It’s blocked off with a big plastic chain, saying staff only, yet I can’t seem to stop myself from peering down as I hear the soft whimpers coming from the end of the hall. 

The slapping sounds. 

The moans. 

Someone is fucking. 

I duck underneath the chain and walk closer. I’m in the dark now, but as I near closer to the light coming out from under the office door, I see two people pressed against the wall just beside the door. He’s got her back against the wall, her leg up around his hip and he’s fucking her. Slow and deep, her fingers clawing into his back, his mouth on her neck. Something sparks to life deep in my core, something I haven’t felt for such a long time. 

Desire. 

Real desire. 

Spike and I used to love watching people fuck. God, it was like his little fetish. He introduced me to a whole new world of pleasure when we first met, but as the years went on and we had kids, we stopped doing it. The long-held desire I put to bed comes raging back up to the surface as I watch the man’s hips move, plunging his cock into the female, making her moans turn into desperate but soft pleas for him to keep going. 

I should go. 

I just came to pee. Not to watch two people fucking in a way I’ve longed to be fucked for some time now. 

I go to step back when a hard body presses against my back. I freeze, for a moment not sure if it’s Spike who has come up behind me or someone else. When I feel the lips against my neck, and the warm hand that slides up my side, I know it’s Spike. I’d know him anywhere. 

“What have you found, baby?” he murmurs, rubbing his hands up my side. 

People are walking past, and yet we’re in far enough that it’s dark. With the loud pumping of the club, it’s very hard to hear anything. It’s only that I was curious and stopped that I happened to hear a moan, even so, I could have kept walking. Instead I came in here, and Spike obviously followed. 

“We should go,” I whisper, tipping my head toward his when he bends down to find my jaw. Our lips graze, and something inside me just starts pounding. My heart, my pussy, I don’t know, but the desperation I feel right now is so intense I’m struggling to make sense of it. 

“Or I could fuck you, right here, listening to them. Watching them. It’s been a long time, honey.”

Oh, god. 

I should say no. 

It’s not right. 

But my body has other ideas. 

Especially when his hard cock pushes up against my bottom, and my pussy aches so hard my knees nearly give way. I need him to fuck me, and I need him to do it here. 

Not giving me another moment to think it through, his hand goes down and slips up underneath my dress. When he reaches my panties, he pauses and growls, “You’re already drenched, you bad fuckin’ girl.”

“Please,” I whisper to him, not wanting the other people to hear us. 

They’ve only got a few minutes left, judging by how he’s panting, and then they’re going to stop and see us. We don’t have long, but I want this more than I’ve wanted anything in a long time. I want Spike to put his cock deep inside me while we listen to the cries of passion from those two strangers. 

I wish I could say I feel wrong about it, you know, watching other people having sex without them knowing, but I don’t. All I want is to feel the exact same way they’re feeling right now. 

I want that pleasure. 

Spike’s fingers graze through the wet folds of my pussy, and I clamp my teeth together to stop the desperate whimper from escaping my lips. When he finds my clit, he rubs it softly as he reaches for his jeans with his free hand. He knows we don’t have time for foreplay. He knows we need this hard, fast, and quick. 

The man fucking the woman stops and, for a moment, so do we. I hold my breath and watch, squinting my eyes as he pulls out of her and turns her around, pressing her hands against the wall, then he runs his hands over her ass before putting his cock back in her and starting the ruthless fucking again. I exhale softly—for a moment there we had to hold everything dead silent so they didn’t hear us in their silence. 

She’s back to whimpering again. 

I need Spike. 

Now. 

I feel his cock against my ass, and then using his hands and his own strength, he grabs one of my legs on the inside of my thigh, raising it a little and pulling it back toward him. The other hand releases my clit and comes around across my chest to stop me falling forward. Then his cock is inside me. It’s a position I must admit feels a little unstable, we could topple over at any moment. But I trust him, I know he’s strong, and I know he wouldn’t let me fall. 

I fight a moan when his cock sheaths itself fully inside my pussy. His whole body tenses, and then he starts fucking me. Hard, but not too hard because the other people could very well hear his skin slapping against mine. Fast, but once again not too fast because of the same reason. Still, he fucks me with a ferocity that tells me I better reach orgasm quick, because this won’t last long. 

I hear the woman’s moan of pleasure, and the man growls, “Fuck your pussy is so sweet. I want to stay buried in here for so long.”

That’s enough to get my body sparking to life. 

I grit my teeth and focus on the people ahead, watching as the faint glow allows me to see only a little bit, but enough to get me right where I need to be. The way he’s dragging his cock out of her pussy, the way she’s slapping her hands against the wall, I throw my head back and hold my breath as an orgasm so strong takes over my body. It takes every ounce of willpower not to scream as the best feeling grips me. 

Spike’s pace quickens, his fingers dig into my thighs, and then I feel his cock pulse as he cums hard inside me too. His quick exhale of breath tells me he’s working just as hard on not making any sounds as I am. 

He stops moving for a moment, and we hear the man’s pace get quicker, and then his roar of pleasure fills the small hallway. Spike pulls out of me, knowing we have a matter of minutes, and I quickly adjust myself, feeling the warm liquid running down my leg, making me blush over the fact that we just fucked in public, watching people, and I loved every second of it. 

Spike adjusts his jeans, and then takes my hand and we turn to walk away when a voice calls out, “Wait.”

I stop, holding my breath, and Spike stops, too. 

For a moment, we just stand there, scared to move. 

Was he talking to us, or her?

“Yeah, you two, wait.”

Oh, god. 

He’s talking to us. 

We both turn slowly to see the man striding toward us, his jeans undone at the top, his body rising and falling with his panting breaths. He stops in front of us, and I can see he’s exceptionally good looking, with soft brown hair and what seems to be brown eyes. He’s well built, broad, and incredibly handsome. 

“Did you like what you saw?” he asks, his voice still husky from sex. 

Neither of us can say anything. 

What is there to say?

We just got caught. 

The man leans forward, more toward me than Spike and says, “We’re in room 34A. Anytime you want to watch again. We like to do the same.”

With that, he turns and walks off. 

Oh, boy. 

That was not what I was expecting at all. 

A little thrill runs through me. 

Maybe these last few days will be good after all. 
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JAYLAH

[image: image]


“HO, HO, HO, HAVE YOU been a good girl this year?” the overly enthusiastic dress up Santa asks as he comes bounding in my direction in the shopping area of the ship. 

He’s very happy. Very cheery. I mean, this is a Christmas cruise, even though Christmas is another few weeks away. There have been so many holiday events, but I’ve not had time to go to any of them. I had very much planned on attending a Christmas show, or maybe one of the pool parties they have, but no, two people had to go and get themselves killed and now we have to clean up the mess. 

Damn you, Christmas. 

All I wanted for Christmas was my biker, to be happy and inside me, deep inside me. 

God, I sound like a deranged nun who is ready to throw the towel in and go on a man hunt for dick. 

I need dick, more than I need this damned Santa merrily grabbing his stomach and pretending he’s laughing as I stare at him, with a disgusted look on my face. 

“Have you been a good girl this year, Santa?” I ask, tipping my head to the side. 

The big fat bastard stops laughing and his head jerks back a little. “Santa isn’t a girl, young lady, Santa is a man.”

“Oh, really,” I say, rubbing my chin. “How can I be sure? I mean, Santa has a pretty feminine voice this year.”

If I could see his expression, I’d know he was pissed. I don’t even care. He’s annoying me and I want to push him over until his Jolly ass bounces. 

That’s horrible. 

I’m horrible. 

I love Santa. I really do. 

I love Christmas. But this year you could say my Christmas spirit has been ... well ... murdered. 

“You won’t be getting anything but a big black piece of coal in your stocking this year, missy.”

I grin. “I’m not fussy, Santa. As long as it’s big and black, I’m happy ... If you know what I’m saying ...”

He presses a hand to his chest, and I give him an awkward smile. Probably took that a little far. “It’s a joke, Santa.”

“Santa!” two kids say, running toward him and stopping in front of him, taking his attention away from me. 

Thank god. 

I turn to walk off and see a woman glaring at me. I’m guessing the mother of these two children; I’m also guessing she heard what I just said by the look on her face. 

“Oh, don’t act like you’re not wishing for the same thing,” I mutter as I pass her. 

“Disgusting!” she hisses under her breath. 

Yeah, yeah, so sue me. I’m a nasty girl with a bad attitude. 

I storm out of the shopping area and away from the damned Christmas tunes they’re pumping out. I can’t bear to listen to another round of “Jingle Bells”. I’ll claw my damned eyes out. 

God, I’m moody. 

So damned moody. 

I’m pissed, to put it mildly. This was meant to be fun. In one day we were meant to be arriving at an island, full of local people who would put pretty flower chains around our neck and show us the way of their world. We would lie on a beach, drinking cocktails, soaking in the sun and forgetting the world. Now we’re going to end up right back where we started, only with cops throwing cuffs on our hands instead of flowers around our neck. 

I’m disappointed. 

And just frustrated. 

So frustrated. 

“There you are!” Ash says, rushing toward me when I reach our floor. 

“What is it?” I ask, stopping and crossing my arms. 

“I found two staff members who were friends with the two that died. It wasn’t hard to find out. We’re going to talk to them, you in?”

Santana rounds the corner, followed by Ciara, Addison, and Serenity. I guess we’re all going. Sounds good to me. 

Is it too early to start drinking?

Probably, and yet still I find it hard to think about anything else when I’m sulking like this. I really do wish things would just be done with so we could get back to our vacation. I know that isn’t going to happen, even if we do miraculously find out who killed those men before we arrive home. 

This cruise ship isn’t turning back around. 

“I’m in,” I mutter, huffing loudly. 

“What’s wrong, honey?” Ciara asks, falling in step beside me as we start walking toward the elevator to take us I ... have no idea where. 

I can talk to Ciara, right?

I mean, we’re sort of family, really. With the kids dating and all of that.

“I’m pissed that my cruise is ending, but I’m also kind of glad it is because Mack barely looks at me and when he does, all I get are grumbles and muttered responses. I wish he’d just tell me he didn’t want me anymore, so we could be done with it.”

“He wants you, of course he does. Mack isn’t the sort of man to stay around if he isn’t feeling it, I know because Diesel seems to be the same way. They’re moody, they withdraw when something is going on. Maybe you need to ask him what that is, have you tried that?”

When she says that, I realize that I haven’t come out and directly asked him. Mostly because Mack isn’t the chatty type, and I learned a long time ago just to let him be and he’ll tell me if he needs to, and usually that works and he gets over it but this time he seems to be really hanging on. Maybe I should have asked him sooner. 

“No, not because I don’t care, either, but mostly because I just know he’s the kind of man you give space to. Only this time it’s dragging on. He hasn’t touched me in months, he barely speaks to me, it kills.”

Ciara reaches over and squeezes my arm. “Firstly, you need to sit him down and ask what’s going on. Just straight in, no pulling punches. If he doesn’t tell you, then you need to tell him how it’s affecting you. If it doesn’t stop then you need space. That’ll suck, believe me, but sometimes it’s the only way with men like that. When you get home, you go and stay with someone a few days, a week, whatever it takes for him to pull his head in. He’ll either talk to you, or he won’t, but if he doesn’t then you have your answer about where you stand.”

“Wow, you’re just straight in there with the advice, aren’t you?” I laugh softly. “I should have asked you sooner.”

She grins. “What can I say, I’ve picked up a few things over the years.”

“Well, we aren’t spring chickens anymore, are we? I suppose it’s only natural for us to become old and worldly.”

“Whoa,” she laughs. “That’s taking it a bit far. Why did you have to use the O word?”

I giggle and Ash turns around, smiling back at us. “What are you two laughing about?”

“Oh, nothing,” I say, still laughing. “Ciara is just throwing the old word around like we’re all about to bust a hip on this elevator.”

Serenity snorts as we reach the elevator and clicks her fingers. “Hell no. These bitches aren’t going to know what hit them when we roll in for questioning.”

We all burst out laughing and an older couple smiles at us as they step off and we step on. As soon as the doors close, I turn to them. “Did you see that? That old couple smiled at us because we’re in their league now. They were probably going to ask us for some tea.”

Addison rolls her eyes with a grin. “I don’t even drink tea, they would have been disappointed.”

We reach the floor we’re meant to be on, and I ask, “So, who are these two people we’re questioning?” 

“Their ladies,” Ash tells me. “Well, their ex ladies. Apparently, they broke up with them just before the cruise, and we’re going to find out exactly what went down.”

“I can do one better,” I say, flicking my hair. “We’re going to be the ones they just fucked.”

Ciara stops and her eyes widen. “You’re a genius!”

“Oh, I know. Nothing gets women talking more than jealousy, believe me. Do you think they know they’re dead?”

Santana shakes her head. “They don’t, nobody does. At least, I think that’s the case. I saw them serving breakfast this morning and they didn’t seem at all upset so my guess is no.”

Perfect. I take a deep breath, shaky my boobies out and then we walk into the buffet dining area where most families come to eat. Rows and rows of food in glistening silver food carts line the floors. I must admit, this is my favorite place to eat, too. It’s like you can just stuff yourself until you can’t move anymore, then go in for dessert. You can go back as many times as your little heart desires. 

“That’s them,” Ciara says, pointing to a table where four girls are sitting, drinking coffee. My guess is they’re on a break. Ciara timed this well, didn’t she?

Oh, this is going to be fun. 

I need a little fun. 

Bring it on. 

~*~*~*~
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“SO, YOU KNEW ISAAC?” a pretty blond girl asks me, narrowing her eyes and taking me in, every inch. 

Oh, she’s not over our friend Isaac, that much is for certain. The way she’s taking me in is that of a woman who still thinks she has claim on the man in questioning. I actually pause, feeling incredibly sorry for her because soon she’s about to find out Isaac is dead and that’s not kind for anyone. I hesitate for a moment too long, and Ciara steps in and says, “We hung out with them at the pool a few nights ago, we were just looking for them.”

The girl, whose name is Rebel, it says so right there on her name tag, looks at me for a second longer before glancing at Ciara. “You hung out with them? Who’s them?”

“Isaac and his friend ... I honestly forgot his name we were so drunk and it was super late.” Ciara laughs, shrugging. 

Here’s hoping this story works and the two guys weren’t hanging with these ladies because if they were, we’re going to end up having to backtrack really fast. 

“Oscar,” Rebel says, rolling her eyes. “Those two are always out late after shift. Why exactly are you looking for them?”

“I left, ah, something in his room,” I say, shrugging. “I need it back.”

Rebel’s eyes slice through me, and she snaps, “You slept with him?”

“I never said that,” I throw in there, quickly, too quickly which makes my act look a whole lot more believable. “I just said I left something behind. Do you know him or not because we’re in a hurry.”

“Oh, I know him.” She crosses her arms. “We only broke up just before this cruise. I can’t believe he’s off running around with other women. He’s such a douche. You should be careful, whatever he told you it’s a lie. A big fat lie.”

“Right,” I say, looking bored on purpose. “I just want my things back and I don’t even remember what room he was in, so if you don’t mind, I’d like to find him so I can do that.”

“I can take you to his room, but he’s not on the ship anymore. Apparently, he got sick and they flew him out.”

Oh, boy. 

“Oh,” I say, exhaling. “Seriously?”

“Look, if I were you, I would make this the last time you talked to Isaac,” Rebel growls. 

“Are you threatening my friend?” Ciara says, her back going straight. “Because last time I checked you’re a worker here and we could get you into a lot of trouble for treating someone like that.”

Rebel’s eyes flash, and she says quickly, “No, I wasn’t threatening her. All I meant to say is, Isaac is trouble. He was going to lose his job after this run anyway. He and Oscar hang around with bad people and they’re into bad things. We broke up because I didn’t’ trust him and I was afraid. I’m warning you, not threatening you. Isaac isn’t the kind of man you want to hang out with, trust me.”

Ding ding ding. 

There she goes spilling the beans. 

“I wasn’t interested in spending more time with him, as I said, I just want my things back. My phone being one of them. Are you able to take me to his room?”

Rebel stands, glancing down at her friends who are watching us. “Sure, I have an access key, I can get your phone for you.”

“Thank you so much.”

She turns and walks out, and we all follow her. She leads us to the staff quarters of the ship and when we arrive at a room she uses her card to unlock it. I wonder only as we go to enter if there is going to be crime scene tape in here? I mean, the actual scene wasn’t in here but they would have no doubt checked their rooms, right? That’s the first thing I would have done. 

Rebel doesn’t know they’re dead, and I don’t want her to find out in the hardest possible way. 

“Wait,” I say as she goes to open the door. “Are you sure this is okay?”

She looks to me, confused. “Yes, why? If it wasn’t okay they would have changed the locks. Is there something going on?”

“No, it’s just I don’t want you to get into trouble going into his room without permission. I’m sure your job means a lot to you. Maybe I should go in alone?”

She narrows her eyes. “What’s going on between you two? You’re not telling me the truth. Are you seeing him? Just be honest.”

“Yes,” I lie quickly. “Yes, I am seeing him. I have been for some time. I didn’t want to hurt you.”

Ciara tips her head to the side, narrowing her eyes, no doubt wondering what the hell I’m doing, but she’ll clue in eventually. The other girls stand back, just watching, letting me take the lead thank god. I need them not to interfere right now. I don’t want us to get into any more trouble, we’re trying to get out of it. Not in it. 

“How long?” Rebel hisses, her face tight. “How long were you seeing him before this cruise?”

“Three months,” I blurt. “Three months. I didn’t know about you, I swear. I only found out the other day and that’s why I left my phone in here. I ran out quickly because I was angry.”

“He was a lying, cheating dick. I knew that. It’s why I broke up with him. I didn’t know he brought one of his floozies on board, though.”

“Whoa,” I say, putting a hand up. “I’m not calling you names.”

She rolls her eyes. “You didn’t think you were the only one, did you? God, you’re not. He’s done this before I just didn’t know about it until recently. He’s a bad man, I’m sure you know that. It’s the best thing you could do, getting away from him.”

“So, you know?” I whisper, my voice low. 

I have no idea what I’m asking, all I know is that she knows something about Isaac and I want to know what it is. So, making out like I’m in the know seems like the best option. 

“Yes, of course I know. I’ve known for a long time, but I pushed it aside thinking I was being a good girlfriend. He was going to get busted, no doubt about it. You can’t smuggle drugs onto a cruise ship and sell them and not get caught. He had some bad people after him, they both did. You’re best staying right away from it. It’s dangerous.”

Oh. 

God. 

That explains a lot. 

I figured the two men got killed for good reason, I just didn’t know exactly what that reason was. I suspected drugs, it’s always drugs, but I had no idea they were bringing them onto the ship. That means whoever is on here, and killed them, is setting us up to cover their tracks. Clever, really. 

“He was in some trouble this time around, I think that’s why he really got flown off,” I say, low. “I think the police may have caught him. Or that other guy.”

There I go again, throwing shit around that I have no idea about, but Rebel seems to like spilling so I’m going to take my chances. 

“It would have been the other guy,” she says, glancing at the other girls before leaning in closer and whispering, “He’s a bad man. When Isaac found out he was coming onto the ship, he freaked out. He knew he wouldn’t be able to escape him. He trapped him right where he knew he couldn’t get away. Now Isaac is gone, but he’s still on here and I’m worried he might come after me.”

“Do you know his name? Isaac never told me his name. I only discovered him by accident.”

“Vincent, I don’t know what his last name is. Isaac started working for him a few years ago, selling drugs, and then he fucked up and Vincent has been after him since. He thought he got away with it because he paid his debt, and the idiot kept selling drugs on the ships, making money, and Vincent didn’t appreciate him using their suppliers to source his own drugs and do things so carelessly, so he came after him.”

Oh. 

Boy. 

This is good. So damned good. 

All we have to do is find this Vincent fellow, and be done with him. Then maybe, just maybe, we can go back to enjoying our cruise. 

“Does Vincent know about you, Rebel?”

She shrugs. “I’m not sure. That’s why I’m freaking out. Mostly, Isaac kept me away from this stuff, but he’s a clever man and I’m sure he could find me if need be. I don’t feel safe.”

“You’ll be okay, I promise,” I say to her, because I know Vincent has already sought his revenge, making sure Isaac and Oscar were taken care of, and making it look like we had something to do with it. 

That douche. 

He’s smart, that’s for sure. She’s right about that. 

“I’m not so sure,” she says, shrugging her shoulders. 

Her strong demeanor changes, and I can see she’s scared. I make note to get the guys to keep an eye on her, make sure nothing happens to her. Even though the two men are dead, she obviously knows a lot about this Vincent fellow, and he may very well think she’s a threat and find a way to take her out before she talks. 

“What about Oscar, how is he involved in this?”

She frowns, and then shrugs. “He’s Isaac’s best friend, I figure he just got involved for some extra cash.”

Poor guy. 

He probably had no idea what was coming for him. 

“Look, Rebel, we don’t need to go into this room. I really don’t want you getting into trouble. It’s totally fine, I don’t need my phone anyway. If I do, I’ll get a manager to get it. I’m not risking you any further, you’ve already been through so much.”

She studies me for a moment, then says low, “I can see why he liked you. You’re a good person. It was the best thing you did, getting away from him. I wish I had done it earlier.”

I reach over and squeeze her shoulder. “You’ve done it now. That’s all that matters.”

She gives me a small smile, and then I nod to Ciara and we all leave, not wanting to put anything more on that poor girl. 

Besides, she already gave us what we needed. 

I glance at Ciara when we’re out of sight, and she says to me, “Wow, you’re good.”

“I’m in the mood for a fight,” I say, rubbing my hands together. “Let’s take this Vincent down.”

Ciara grins. “Yes. Let’s.”

Bring it on. 
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CIARA
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“DO YOU THINK WE SHOULD tell the guys and just let them deal with it, now we have a name?” Addison asks as we all find a quiet booth at the dining hall to discuss what we just found out. 

“No,” I say, shaking my head. “Not until we can locate him. Then we can have them finish it up, so we can walk away clear.”

“He sounds like a pretty bad guy.” Santana frowns. “I mean, he killed two young men on a cruise ship, made it look like a murder suicide, but set us up to look guilty. He thought it through. Do you suppose he knows who the clubs are? Maybe they’ve dealt with him before and that’s how he knew to use them?”

“Makes sense.” Jaylah nods. “We did wonder how he’d figured out not just one, but two clubs were on board, and then knew their names.”

“Yep, whoever he is, he’s thought about all of this,” I murmur. “Anyway, I’m sure we can track him down easily enough.”

“Do we want to ask questions, though?” Ash asks. “I mean, going around throwing his name about could wind us up in even more trouble.”

“Ash is right,” Serenity agrees. “We can’t just throw his name around. Surely there’s another way we can find out where he is, or who he’s staying with.”

“We could always chance asking a staff member, acting like we’re looking for him. It’s worth a shot?” I throw out there. “They might say no, but they might also let us do it.”

“I have a better idea.” Addison grins. “What about we go to the main desk and ask them to call him up for us? We can make up some story when he gets there to make it look genuine.”

“What if he recognizes us?” I frown. “He might get even more suspicious.”

“I think,” Jaylah says, “what we do is go and ask them to tell us where he’s staying, if that doesn’t work we’ll use calling him up to reception as a second option but only if we have to because Ciara is right, he might recognize us and that would ruin everything.”

“We only need to get a look at him to see who he is so we can see what he’s up to. That’s it,” Addison says, “we call him up, and then when he arrives, we’re out of sight. Tell the receptionist you’ll wait near the toilets or something for him, so long as we’re not in her line of sight, we can catch a glimpse of him and get the hell out of there.”

“It could work,” I say, nodding. “It’s worth a shot. Let’s go and see what we can do. We’re running out of time. Tonight is our last night.”

“Did you hear they’re hosting a massive Christmas party tonight?” Serenity asks. “No doubt he’ll be there.”

“Oh,” Jaylah laughs. “He’ll be there, and so will we.”

Indeed, we will.

“I’m actually looking forward to dressing up and enjoying the festive season before we have to cut our vacay short tomorrow.” I exhale as we reach the elevator that’ll take us to the front reception on the ship. 

“Me, too,” Jaylah says. “It would be even nicer if my man would play along with me.”

“Have you spoken to him yet?” Ash asks. 

Jaylah shakes her head. “I haven’t really had a great deal of time, and he’s been going out of his way to avoid me. I’ve about had enough, if I’m being honest. This trip was meant to be a reprieve for us, some quality time together and yet he’s barely said two words to me.”

“Honey,” I tell her, “you need to just rip his damned clothes off and have your way with him. Take control. Put on a sexy little Santa outfit and blow his mind.”

Jaylah laughs. “I’m far more likely to do something stupid than blow his mind, but you’re right, maybe I do need to just take control.”

“Oh.” Santana wiggles her brows. “You do.”

We arrive at the reception desk and walk straight over to the older woman sitting behind it, typing on her computer. I don’t know how she does it. Sits here when all the fun is being had everywhere else. She’s working, but she’s most likely daydreaming about those chaise lounges. Does she get time off, even though it’s her job to be on here working while the ship is sailing? I don’t know. 

“Can I help you?” she asks as when we all stop at the front counter. 

“Yes, actually. I know you can’t give out room numbers, but I met a guy last night and I left my phone and everything with him ... you know ... I was wondering if you could call him to reception so I might ask him to return my things? We didn’t exchange numbers.”

Not at all bothered by my story, which tells me she hears this one a lot, she nods and asks me, “What’s his name?”

“Vincent. I don’t know his last name, sorry, but surely there are only so many Vincent’s on board, right?”

I give her a sheepish smile, which she completely ignores as she taps into her computer for a few moments, then tells me, “Yes, there is only one on board. I’ll call his room first, see if he’s there, if he isn’t, I’ll call him over the speaker. Your name is?”

“Oh,” I say, swallowing, “I didn’t tell him my name, so he’s not going to know who you’re talking about. We were, ah, drunk.”

She narrows her eyes at me, like she’s a little disgusted by my story. Oh well, she doesn’t need to know it’s not actually a real story, and that I’m making the whole thing up. If she wants to judge me, she can. 

“Give me a moment.”

I hold my breath as she calls his room, because I’m freaked out he’ll actually be there and he’ll tell her he has no idea what she’s talking about. Thankfully, a moment later she hangs the phone up and tells me, “He’s not in his room. I’ll make an announcement.”

“Great, I’m desperate to pee. I’ll just be over by the toilets when he arrives. Thank you so much.”

She shrugs, not at all bothered, and presses a button before announcing him to come to reception. 

The girls and I walk toward the toilets, which put us just out of view, as predicted. I tell them to go, because the more of us that are here, the more suspicious it’ll look. They agree, leaving only Jaylah behind and we promise to meet them on the pool deck as soon as we catch a glance of our main man. They disappear and Jaylah and I peek around just slightly to wait to see Vincent come through the doors. 

It takes fifteen minutes, possibly more, and I’m getting antsy by the time a tall man walks through the doors. He’s middle aged, maybe early forties, and has sandy blond hair. I can’t tell the color of his eyes, but he’s sporting a light moustache and is very well dressed, very professional with suit pants and a button-up shirt. You wouldn’t pick him as a bad man, though the way he carries himself would make him a powerful one. 

I take my phone out and take a quick snap, and then Jaylah and I rush into the toilets just as the woman points in our direction. We both get into a stall and lock the door. Hopefully he’ll only wait a few minutes, see no one is here, and leave. Then we can get the hell out of here. 

“Do you think he’s waiting outside?” Jaylah whispers. 

“I don’t know. You don’t think he’ll come in here, do you?”

Jaylah shakes her head. “Gosh no. Surely she wouldn’t let him do that.”

We wait for another fifteen minutes, and only then do I tip toe to the door and crack it just slightly, peering out. I can’t see anyone, but that doesn’t mean he’s not waiting in the lobby, or even at the reception desk. Luckily for us, there are two exits out of this place, and we’re going to take the other one that doesn’t have us passing the desk. 

I step out, pushing the door quietly and waving to Jaylah with my other hand to indicate she should come over. Then I glance left and right, seeing it’s clear and we rush out the door and back into the main part of the ship. We find an elevator right away and get ourselves up to the pool deck. As soon as we’re there, the other girls come rushing over. 

“Did it work?” Ash asks, clasping her hands together. 

“It worked.” I grin. “We saw him and snapped a picture. Here, look.”

I show them the picture so they all know what he looks like.

“Now what?” Santana asks. 

“Now we finish this.”

Once and for all.

~*~*~*~
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“SO,” I SAY TO THE THREE men sitting in front of me. “We found the bad guy, so to speak.”

Cade, Jackson, and Spike all stare at me, Jackson with his arms crossed, Spike tipping his head to the side, and Cade exhaling because he knows we’ve been up to no good and he isn’t happy about that. Still, we got the information and I’m sure they’ll be happy to hear it rather than get off this ship and straight into the FBI’s arms. 

“Explain,” Jackson mutters, shaking his head now too. 

“Don’t get shitty at us, Daddy,” Addison scoffs. “We did you all a favor.”

“Just tell us what you got up to.” Cade gives her a look and she blows him a kiss. 

“Well,” I say, walking over and climbing onto Spike’s lap. He lets me, shifting so I can position myself on him. His hand goes to my leg and squeezes just slightly. It’s like I’m taming the bear when I do this, get all cuddly and cute. He also knows I only do it to avoid getting into trouble. 

He leans in and growls, “This isn’t going to stop me tanning your fuckin’ ass later, baby.”

I pretend he didn’t say anything, but my heart flutters all the same. I go on, as if he didn’t speak. “We managed to track down the girl who was dating Isaac, one of the guys who got killed.”

“How?” Jackson demands. 

“We asked questions.” Addi shrugs. “There aren’t many people on the ship, it isn’t hard to figure out. We got a name off the girl by pretending Jaylah was dating Isaac. It was easy, really.”

“Wait,” Cade growls. “Jaylah?”

Oh. 

Shit. 

We failed to mention that part. 

“Ah,” I say guiltily when Spike squeezes my leg. “Well, yeah, we had some help.”

“Jokers Wrath help?” Jackson scoffs. “Seriously? Why would you involve them when we’ve already got our fuckin’ eye on them?”

“It wasn’t them,” Serenity says carefully, “you know that. Just like it wasn’t you. Instead of blaming them, we should be working with them to make sure we all get off this ship without a problem.”

Jackson gives her a look, but she holds her ground, staring at him, just daring him to keep arguing with her. She’s right, though. Our club has been watching their club, wondering if they have something to do with it, and their club has been doing the same. They’re all keeping an eye on each other instead of thinking outside the square. Someone had to point them in the right direction, and we did that. 

“Who is this man you found?” Spike asks, when Jackson keeps staring at Serenity like he’s going to put her over his knee and spank her. 

Hell, he probably is. 

“His name is Vincent. Apparently, he’s not a good man and is running drugs. Isaac got involved and Oscar followed. They got into some trouble, and my guess is he took them out. What a perfect time, really. It was made to look like something other than what it was and using the fact that two clubs were on the ship just made it that much easier for him.”

“Vincent, you say?” Cade rubs at his chin. “What does he look like?”

“I have a picture,” I say. “It took a bit to locate him without him seeing us, but he didn’t see us and has no idea who we are or the fact that we’re onto him.”

I pull out my phone and hand it to Cade, showing him a picture. He studies it for a moment, and then with a hard expression he turns the phone toward Jackson. 

“You’re kidding me,” Jackson mutters. “How the fuck have we not seen him getting around?”

“Wait, you know him?” Addison asks. 

“We know him alright,” Cade goes on, showing Spike the picture now. “Had some trouble with him years ago. That’s why he knew to make it look like the club was involved. Clever little fucker. He would have purposely been staying out of our way. With a ship this size, we’re unlikely to run into him if he’s avoiding us.”

“So, this is a set up? We were right?” I say, wanting to clap my hands and say I told you so but not doing it because they wouldn’t appreciate it.

Still. 

Yay, team. 

“Yep,” Jackson mutters. “Didn’t have beef with him, do now. He’s put us in the hot pot and thinks we weren’t goin’ to fuckin’ figure it out.”

“To avoid being rude here—” Addison points a finger toward us girls “—but you wouldn’t have figured it out if we didn’t look into it. You were all worried about the Jokers and not focusing on the actual facts. Without us this ship would have stopped tomorrow, Vincent would have gotten off, and we would have been the point of questioning for the police. By the time they considered another option, he’d be long gone.”

Jackson stares at her. “Don’t get cocky about it.”

“C’mon, Daddy, you can tell us we did a good job. It wouldn’t hurt.”

“Good job or not,” Spike says, lifting me off his lap as he stands, “we’ve got tonight to sort this shit out. Don’t leave us much time. Any ideas?”

“First things first, we talk to the Jokers, fill them in. Don’t really want to involve them but we need all hands on deck if we’re goin’ to walk away clean.”

“There’s a dress up Christmas party tonight, no doubt Vincent will show up. I think we need a plan for that, something to get him caught out,” I say, throwing the idea out there. 

Mostly, I want to dress up and have fun. 

Catching the bad guy is just an extra. 

“Fuckin’ dress ups, I don’t dress up,” Spike mutters. 

I lean up on my tiptoes and kiss him. “You do now, honey. You do now.”

This is going to be fun. 

Oh, so much fun. 
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JAYLAH

[image: image]


I WALK UP BEHIND MACK who is standing on our private patio, looking out at the beautiful blue ocean. I’m risking it all, I’m just going for it like they told me to. I’m taking a shot and hoping it works. I want to break the ice; I need to break it so that we can at least enjoy our last night on the ship. I have to do something. 

I reach out when I get to him and put my arms around his waist, bringing my body close to his. He’s shirtless, and I press my nose against his warm, tanned skin and breathe him in. I’ve missed him, so damned much it hurts. I want every single inch of him and more, but I’m going to take it easy here. I don’t want a fight, and I don’t want to make things worse. 

I run my hands up and down, over his smooth chest, down his ripped abs and stop at the beginning of his shorts. He doesn’t move, hell, he doesn’t even acknowledge what I’m doing. I’m not sure if that’s a good thing or a bad thing. He either wants this, or he’s trying to figure out how to tell me he doesn’t. I talked to myself over and over before I came in here, saying I’d be understanding no matter what happened, that I’d listen and talk and not react. 

I take a deep breath and plunge my hand into his shorts, finding his cock and curling my fingers around it. His sharp intake of breath urges me on, and I begin stroking, feeling my whole body come to life as I run my hand over the hardening length. I want him so fucking bad my pussy aches and my nipples throb, but I’m not going to push it. Something at this point is better than nothing. 

I start stroking, a little faster, feeling his cock growing in my palm. I press my lips to his back and kiss the warm skin, wanting to spin him around and capture his lips in mine, but not wanting to make things worse. Right now, this is enough if I get away with it. I’m not going to push for more. I close my eyes and keep kissing a trail along the hard ridge of his back and shoulders. His cock gets harder and harder, and his breathing becomes more labored. 

God. 

I want him. 

I want him so damned bad it’s making me ache so badly I have to squeeze my legs together to try and calm it down a little. 

It being my pussy. 

My very deprived pussy. 

I whimper when he makes a low sound in his throat, and my hand works his cock harder and faster, until his fingers grip the railing and I see his muscles tense. A moment later, he cums, hot and hard, in my hand and his shorts. I stroke his cock until every last drop has been released and then I let him go and slip my hand out. 

I expect him to turn around, talk to me, say something, but instead he turns and disappears into the bathroom. He doesn’t even make eye contact with me. The pain and shame I feel hit me so hard I just stand there, my eyes welling with tears. I’ve never felt so used and so pathetic in my entire life. Not ever. The way he just made me feel is indescribable. He didn’t even look at me. 

By the time he comes out of the shower, tears are rolling down my cheeks. He finally looks at me, but he says nothing. There is nothing in the brown depths of his eyes. I’m done. I’m not going to tiptoe around this anymore, or be sensitive, or give him time and space. I want to know what the hell is going on and I’m not leaving until he tells me. 

“What is wrong with you?” I whisper, my voice cracking. 

“Jaylah,” he begins, but I cut him off, putting a hand up. 

“What the hell is wrong with you?” My voice raises now, hitching every few seconds as my tears become more intense. “You just let me jerk you off and you turned and walked off without another word. You didn’t even look at me. What the fuck, Mack?”

“I didn’t ask for you to do that. You chose to. Now you’re gettin’ angry at me.”

I blink. “You’re kidding, right?” 

“You’re being irrational.”

Irrational? He can’t be serious. He can’t. Is he honestly standing here acting like he hasn’t done a single thing wrong? That he didn’t just walk away from me and make me feel pathetic? Now I’m being irrational?

No. 

No ,I’m not. 

I’ve had enough. 

“There’s something wrong with you,” I say, my voice stony cold and so serious if he chooses not to answer my next question then he can go the fuck to hell. “You’re either going to tell me, or I’m going to walk out of here and consider my options. I’ve stood by you through thick and thin, Mack. Something is off, and I can’t deal with it anymore. You either confide in me, or I walk out that door. What’s it going to be?”

He stares at me, for a long moment. 

So long I think maybe he’s about to open up and tell me everything. 

Instead, he says the six words that utterly crush my soul. He says them knowing full well that I’ll walk out the door. He makes that choice when he lets them slip from his lips. He is letting me go. “There is nothing wrong with me.”

Tears roll down my cheeks, but I don’t say another word. 

I turn, pick up my things, and walk out of the room. 

Just like I said I would. 

I’m not the kind of woman to make idle threats. I don’t play games. I get straight to the point. Mack knows that, which is why it hurts even more because he knew I’d stick to my word, and he knew I’d walk out the door. 

I don’t know what’s going on with him, but whatever it is, he’s willing to lose me over it. 

I don’t need to wait around to hear him say it. 

I step out the door and close it, then I shut my eyes as the tears roll down my cheeks so hard they drip off my chin in seconds. 

I’m done. 

So done. 

~*~*~*~
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“YOU OKAY, HONEY?” SANTANA asks, running a curler through my hair. 

I stare at my puffy red eyes in the mirror. I’m not okay. Gosh, I’m so far from being okay I don’t even know what to think right now. My mind is numb, my heart hurts, and everything feels like it’s falling apart. I haven’t heard from Mack, I just came straight to Santana’s room and lost it, told her everything and she’s been helping me ever since. Getting me ready for tonight, trying to make me feel okay. 

I don’t know if I’ll ever feel okay again. 

“No,” I tell her, and it’s the truth. “I’m not.”

“I’m so sorry. I know it means nothing right now, but I don’t think he means it. I know Mack loves you, so damned much. He’s just got something going on and he’s lost. Please believe that.”

“He let me walk out the door,” I say to her, my voice shaky. “He knew I would, and he let me.”

She squeezes my shoulder, what’s she going to say? There’s nothing more to say. She knows Mack, and she knows that I’m right. 

“Knock knock.”

We both turn and see the door open and Maddox steps in from the hall. He gives me a sympathetic smile, and then Mack walks in behind him. I look away immediately, my heart pounding. I don’t even want to see him, let alone hear whatever it is he’s come here to tell me. He made it clear how he felt, now he’s come to drive the knife even further home. 

“We need to talk, Jay,” Mack says. 

“I don’t have anything else to say to you, Mack. You had your chance to talk.”

“Hear him out, darlin’, yeah?” Maddox says. “Come on, Tana. We’re goin’ to talk to the Knights. We’ll be back soon.”

Santana stares at me in the mirror and gives me a small smile before turning. She looks at Mack and says, “She’s the best damned thing that’s ever happened to you. I don’t know what’s going on with you, but I do know that if you push her away, you’ll regret it for the rest of your life. Be honest with her, do not make things worse.”

With that, Maddox and she walk out the door, closing it behind them. I stay facing the mirror, because I have nothing to say to Mack. I gave him the chance, and he didn’t take it, now he’s here to tell me what? What exactly? What could he possibly say after making things clear earlier?

No. 

There is nothing he can say. 

Nothing. 

“I’m not right, Jaylah,” he begins. “I haven’t been for a few months. Started as feelin’ down, and it got worse. To the point where I can’t make sense of my thoughts. I’m angry, I’m frustrated, my leg is makin’ me feel like I have not a fuckin’ thing goin’ for me. I can’t work properly, I can’t do fuckin’ anythin’ without it gettin’ in the way. I have no purpose. I have nothing that makes me feel good anymore. Nothin’ at all.”

My heart twists, and I turn around slowly, facing him. “Not even me?”

“Not even you.”

Oh, god. 

Those words hurt more than I could have ever imagined. 

My stomach twists and my chest feels like a grown man is lying on it. I can’t breathe without it feeling like my lungs are going to explode. 

“You don’t love me anymore?” I whisper. 

“I never said that. I’m confused. Fuckin’ numb. I don’t love ... anything. I don’t feel anything. Your feelings don’t bother me. My feelings are pointless. I’m fuckin’ broken, Jaylah.”

He’s depressed. 

I know the signs of depression. 

I know he’s struggling. 

“You’re depressed, Mack,” I say, tears burning under my eyelids. “You need to get help.”

“I’m not fuckin’ depressed, Jaylah. I’m just stuck in a rut, and I need to get out of it. You need to give me time and space to do that.”

“You’re not stuck in a rut,” I argue. “You’re depressed and you need to get help, I’ll come with you, we can do it together.”

“I’m not fuckin’ depressed,” he roars. “I’m not that fuckin’ weak!”

Weak. 

Of course he sees it as weak. 

With his past, and how things have been for him, he sees anything like this as a sign of weakness, but it isn’t. God. It isn’t. I wish I could tell him it’s okay, that it’s perfectly normal to go through something like this, that there’s help, and things will get better. But I know Mack is stubborn, and I can’t make him listen to me. I also know when you’re feeling the way he’s feeling right now, that it can be hard to get help because you’re so stuck. 

Maddox could help. 

I’ll get the club to point him in the right direction if he won’t listen to me. 

“You’re not weak, Mack,” I say carefully. “There is nothing wrong with feeling the way you do.”

“Fuck it, Jaylah, I knew you’d do this. Try and fix me instead of listening to me. That’s the fuckin’ problem, you don’t listen.”

I swallow, his words hurt but I try to tell myself he doesn’t mean them. 

“I’m listening now, Mack. I want to help you but you’re not going to let me.”

“I didn’t come here to ask for your fuckin’ help,” he seethes, “I came here to tell you what’s goin’ on because you asked. It’s not up to you to fix me.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? You’re just doing me a favor telling me but you don’t want me to do anything about it? I don’t get what you want from me right now, Mack!” I cry, throwing my hands up. 

“I want you to leave me the fuck alone. Let me work through this without makin’ it about you.”

“About me?” I laugh bitterly, my own emotions getting the better of me. “About me? You’re kidding, right? I’ve sat here putting up with this for months, and you’ve done nothing but treat me like crap and you’re saying it’s about me?”

“I can’t do this right now,” he mutters, running his hands through his hair. “I can’t do this at all.”

“Do what?” I whisper, terrified to hear the answer. 

“Us,” he growls. “I can’t do us. I can’t even do myself. I need space. A break.”

“You’re ... ending it?” I choke out, my throat so tight I can barely breathe. 

“I’m takin’ a break.”

“No,” I say, my voice broken. “No, you don’t just take a break. You work it out with me or you leave me. You can’t walk away until it feels good to return. I’m a human, Mack. I have feelings. I deserve more than that.”

“Jaylah, you’re pushin’ me ...”

His eyes lock onto mine with warning. 

“You’re with me, or you’re not, Mack.”

He exhales, and then with the coldest expression I’ve ever seen he says, “It’s over.”

He steps past me and walks out the door, slamming it.

For a moment. For a long moment. 

I can’t move. 

I can’t breathe. 

I can’t think. 

He just ended it. 

The love of my life, the man I thought I’d spend forever with. Ended it. 

Just like that. 

Like it never mattered. 

It feels like my heart has been ripped from my chest. 

A loud, agonized wail leaves my throat and I clutch my chest. 

Merry fucking Christmas, Jaylah. 

Merry fucking Christmas. 
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“SO, WE’VE FOUND THE man, and we’re goin’ to do what exactly?” Maddox asks, crossing his arms, Santana leaning into him just slightly, her eyes on the group. 

We found a quiet table on deck and met up with the Jokers to work out what we’re going to do about Vincent. Usually, they wouldn’t let us be part of this but the fact of the matter is they need the information we have and we’re running out of time. The police questioned us again this morning, telling us that as soon as we board we’ll be escorted off for further questioning. I know they’re watching us; they’re not going to let us get off this ship unless it’s in handcuffs. 

The only reason they’re not on our backs right now is because they have no evidence that we did it and it would be holding us against our will. Also, it would cause alarm. They can’t hold us because they’re only guessing we have something to do with it. Instead they have us check in three times a day, to make sure we’re not doing what exactly? Slaughtering other people? Going for a dive off the side of a cruise ship?

What?

“We’re goin’ to stop him,” Cade says, in response to Maddox’s question. 

It snaps me back to the here and now. 

I focus and pay attention. 

I notice Mack and Jaylah aren’t at this meeting and I wonder where she is? I hope everything is okay. I know she’s been having a hard time with him, and I wish we weren’t dealing with all of this so we could help her. She needs some support. 

“How?” Maddox grinds out. 

These men aren’t happy about working together, but they also know they’re left with no other choice. If they don’t help each other we’re all going to prison as soon as we get off this ship. Okay, probably not prison, but we’re going to have our lives picked apart until they police figure out who did kill those men, and picking our lives apart isn’t a good idea because we’re a biker club, it’s not squeaky clean. 

They don’t want cops snooping around. 

“That’s what we’re here for,” Jackson takes over, crossing his arms. “We’re here to discuss a way to get Vincent put back in his place.”

“We can just make him admit it,” Cade mutters. “I have ways.”

“We could.” Krypt nods. “But that would mean doin’ more illegal shit and we can’t risk that. If we get caught tormentin’ someone, or hurtin’ someone, we’re goin’ to be straight back in the line of fire.”

“Maybe we can just get him to admit it on tape?” Santana shrugs. “It’s old school, but really, that’s all we need to do. Get him to admit it so our names are in the clear.”

“It’s a good idea,” I point out. “Clean and simple.”

“How do you suppose we get him to admit something like that?” Krypt asks us, his eyes scanning both of us. 

Damn, he’s a good looking man. 

They all are, really. 

“We could get hold of him, get him to spit it out and record it,” Maddox suggests. 

“Not goin’ to work,” Jackson adds. “He won’t admit somethin’ like that to us, because he will know we’re tryin’ to get him to talk.”

“Might be cocky, though, and just spill it when he sees us?” Maddox goes on. “We just need to corner him, have a speaker on, and confront him about it. It won’t take much.”

“I think it’ll work.” Cade shrugs. “It’s the easiest option. If it doesn’t work, we’ll use force.”

“I don’t think we have many other options,” Maddox agrees. “We’re runnin’ out of time and we need to get this done as quickly as we can so we don’t get pulled into the police station when we get off this ship tomorrow.”

“Alright,” Jackson agrees. “We all agree this is the plan we’ll take?”

“Yep,” everyone agrees. 

“You can all have your phones on record in your pockets, that’ll make sure we’re covered from all angles,” I throw in there. “Us girls will keep ours on, too.”

“You girls are goin’ to have nothin’ to do with this. You’ve done enough,” Spike says, finally speaking after having sat back and listened with his arms crossed this whole time. 

“We’re in the line of fire here, too,” I say. “It’s all hands on deck, so to speak.”

He grins at me, a feral grin that makes my pussy ache. It’s a distraction I don’t need right now, and yet I find myself grinning back at him, promising we’ll finish this later. 

“We’ll pull him out of the Christmas party tonight, ask the questions we need. You girls just enjoy your last night,” Maddox says, standing. “We’ll be in touch closer to this evening. We’re all set to go. If plans change, let us know.”

The other men nod just as Mack rounds the corner, joining the group. The look on his face is one of a broken, confused man. He looks angry, and hurt, so hurt. His eyes meet Maddox’s and he murmurs in a low and broken tone, “What’s the plan?”

“You good, brother?” Maddox asks, concerned. 

“I’m fine. Let’s get this over and done with so I can get the fuck off this ship.”

My eyes go to the other girls, and they all glance at me. Then nod. 

Jaylah. 

Whatever has happened, it’s bad. 

We need to find her. 

Now. 

~*~*~*~
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“I’VE CHECKED HER ROOM, the dining halls, store, pools. I can’t find her,” Santana says, crossing her arms, clearly worried. 

“It’s okay, honey, we’ll find her. Let’s go back up onto the top deck and go right around again, she could be sitting somewhere we haven’t seen.”

“I’ll go and keep searching the stores.” Ash smiles at us, and then disappears. 

“We’ll go check the dining rooms again,” Serenity and Addison say. 

Santana and I make our way to the top deck and start looking around again. It takes us about twenty minutes, but we finally find her. She’s sitting right at the front of the ship, her legs crossed, her fingers on the railing, looking out. She’s hard to see because she’s sitting down and is kind of positioned behind one of the pool bars. 

We both sit down beside her and the moment we do, I can see she’s crying. Her face is red, her body is trembling and there are tears rolling down her cheeks. 

“Oh, honey,” Santana says, wrapping her arm around Jaylah’s shoulders. 

“He ended things,” Jaylah croaks, her voice so broken my heart aches for her. “He left me.”

“What?” Santana gaps, confused. “What happened?”

“We spoke, and when he told me how he’s feeling, I realized right away he’s depressed. He’s not well, and he’s suffering. I suggested he was depressed and said I’d help him do something about it, and he lost it. He said he’s not depressed and he’s not weak. We got into an argument and he said he needed a break. Stupid me said no, you’re either with me or you’re not. You’re not leaving me hanging in the lurch. So, he ended it.”

“Oh, sweetheart,” I say, grabbing her hand. “I don’t know Mack well but I’m sure it’s the depression talking. It does ugly things to men, and it can be really hard on them. He’s probably speaking without thought because of how he’s feeling.”

“Ciara is right,” Santana says, “Mack adores you, I know he does. He’s not thinking clearly. I’ll speak to Maddox. If he needs help, the club members will make sure he gets it.”

“I appreciate that,” Jaylah says. “I want him to get help. But as for him not meaning it, you didn’t see his face. He meant it. I could feel it in every word.”

“We just saw him,” I say to her, my voice soft, “and he looked devastated. I think he just needs time and help. It’ll be okay, honey. We’re here.”

She gives me a weak smile and then says, “What’s the plan anyway? I need to distract myself. I can’t focus on the horrible feeling in my gut right now. It’ll kill me. I just want this to be over so I can focus on other things.”

“We’ve got a plan in place,” I tell her. “We’re going to finish this and get you sorted, okay?”

“Yeah,” she says softly. “Yeah, okay.”

I go over everything that’s happening tonight and tell her we’re all keeping our phones on record when we see Vincent, just in case. She agrees, and we all head back to the room to get dressed for the party. Jaylah doesn’t say anything, and when we meet up with the other girls, Ash hugs her tight, and they whisper something before we all go back to my room. 

When we get in, Spike is sitting on the bed, shirt off, starting out at the ocean. All the girls stop, and as he turns around, I hear a few of them exhale. He’s gorgeous. My man is the very epitome of perfection. With his rippled body, his gorgeous face, and that bad boy persona he holds so well. 

“Damn, girl,” Ash says, “you hit the jackpot.”

Spike looks over to her, and then a slow grin spreads across his face. “You know Maddox and Jacks would have a fit they knew you girls were getting all buddy buddy.”

I shrug. “No law against who we can have as friends. They’re just going to have to get over it.”

“Yep,” Santana says. “We’re like our own club now.”

Spike snorts. “I can imagine. What are you ladies up to?”

“We’re going to get ready for the party here, if that’s okay? Our room seems to be one of the biggest,” I tell him. 

He shrugs. “Do what you gotta do, I’ve got to go and get shit sorted anyway.”

He stands and walks over, his hand going behind my head and pulling me in close for a deep, sensual kiss. Then he nods at the other ladies and walks out. I watch him go and turn back to them. 

“God, we all got pretty lucky, didn’t we?” Ash says, and then her face falls and she looks at Jaylah, realizing she’s probably sensitive to that sort of comment right now. 

“It’s all good,” Jaylah tells her, shaking her head. “You can say what you want. I’m not going to crumble.”

Yet she looks like she’s going to. 

She looks like holding herself up right now is hard. 

“I’ve got a few bottles of wine in the fridge,” I say. “What do you ladies say we get this party started early? It is our last night and all.”

“Sounds good to me,” Jaylah nods. “Give me all the wine.”

And all the wine she shall get. 

All of it. 
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I SHOULDN’T HAVE HAD so much to drink. I know this, I’m not stupid, but for a moment, for a brief moment, it made me feel better. I don’t think anyone fully understands how damn good that felt. To feel better for just a moment. To breathe for just a moment. To not feel the agonizing pain in my heart that seems to be getting worse, not better. 

Of course it didn’t last long.

Once I drank a little too much, then the pain got worse, ten times worse. Alcohol has a way of doing that to people. Making things so much worse. And then suddenly you’re feeling like you’ll never get through it. Like nothing you do will make the pain go away. So, I did the worst thing I could. I drank more. 

Now we’re at the party, and there are people, and lights and fucking Santa’s and elves and everything merry getting around. I feel nothing but anguish. Nothing at all. I watch the kids dancing with their parents, I watch the parents kicking back at the bar enjoying a night of freedom. The last one they’re probably going to get. 

The girls and I arrived an hour ago, the men came not long after. Since then we’ve all split up into groups to make sure it doesn’t look suspicious. We’re all just waiting for Vincent to come in, to make his confession and then we can all leave tomorrow happily. Yeah right, fuck happiness. I’m leaving tomorrow a hell of a lot unhappier than when I came onto this ship. 

Fucking Mack. 

I saw him once, just once. With Maddox. The two of them disappeared quickly, but not after I looked into his eyes, and he held my stare and I felt my heart shatter all over again. Especially when he turned and walked off, he just left, like it mattered little to him. Like seeing me in so much pain isn’t bothering him at all. 

That hurts more than the fact that he ended things. Knowing that he can look at me, look into my eyes, see my heartbreak, and not let it affect him. That’s like the biggest slap to the face anyone can receive. 

It hurt like hell. 

Needing to pee, and get out of this crowd for five minutes, I stumble my way into the hall and then down toward the bathroom. The Christmas party is being held in the dining room, and if I were in a better place, I’d say it’s an awesome idea. Carols and eggnog, presents and lights, it’s the perfect thing to get everyone into the Christmas spirit. 

Yet my spirit is so utterly broken I don’t even care. 

I reach the toilet and stumble in, doing my business, straightening my tiny red dress and Santa hat, and then I stumble my way back out again. 

It’s in the hall heading back to the party that I see him. 

Vincent. 

He’s walking toward the gathering, wearing what could only be described as a very sexy Santa suit. Tight red pants, a white shirt, a red tie, and a Santa hat. If I didn’t hate him, I’d probably say he pulls this one off pretty well. But I do hate him, and I want to gouge his eyes out with his own fingers. 

He makes eye contact with me, and I know when he does that he recognizes me. He knows the club, which means he knows their women. He gives me a slow smirk, and I want to slap it right off his face. I hate him, I hate what he’s done to my trip, to those poor young men, to everyone. I wish he would just fall off the side of this ship and be done with it. 

I know I shouldn’t, I know it, but the alcohol has more than affected my brain and I’m heartbroken, and angry, and feeling pathetic and irrational. I’m reckless, I know I am, and the worst part is I don’t care. I don’t freaking care. 

“Don’t smirk at me, asshole,” I mutter as he gets closer. 

He stops, tipping his head to the side. “I’m sorry? Have I offended you somehow?”

“Oh, don’t pull on the innocent shit with me, Vincent. I know what you did. We all know what you did. Smart move, putting the blame on us, but it didn’t work. We’re smarter than you. You thought you were getting away with it, but they’re going to take you down. You’re going to walk in there and wish you didn’t. Loser.”

My words are slurred and I’m throwing insults around like a drunk teen, but I just don’t care. Everything inside of me is numb, there isn’t a single thing that matters to me right now. And this douche is making my life harder than it needs to be. 

I expect him to throw something back, or pretend he doesn’t know what I’m talking about, but instead he steps closer and grabs my arm. He hauls me against him and then starts pulling me toward the elevator. For a moment, I don’t know what to do. I stumble and try to fight him off, but I’m that drunk I have literally no strength. 

“Let me go!” I yell at him when we reach the elevator and he presses the button, opening it. “Let me go!”

A woman and man come off, all dressed in Christmas outfits, and when they look at us, they both narrow their eyes in confusion. 

“Help me!” I say to them. “This man is taking me against my will.”

Vincent exhales loudly, and in a voice that’s so calm and so believable, he says to the couple, “I’m so sorry. My wife is very drunk. I didn’t want to embarrass herself in front of all those kids out there so I’m taking her home.”

The couple stare at me and I slur, “No, that’s not true.”

I sound terrible, no doubt I look terrible, and the expressions on their faces tend to favor Vincent as they scowl at me, no doubt horrified that I’d get drunk at a family Christmas event. They step out of the elevator not even giving us a second glance and Vincent drags me in, pressing a button. He doesn’t look aggressive at all as he holds me, close to him, even when I start to squirm. He knows there are cameras, and he knows where they are. 

He’s clever. 

Smart. 

Putting on a show to make sure that nobody thinks he’s doing anything other than taking his drunken wife home.

“Calm down, sweetheart,” he says, loudly enough that the cameras in the lift would hear. “We’re nearly there. You’ve had too much to drink. Have you taken anything else?”

“You’re a liar!” I spit at him. “I’m not your wife. I’m not his wife!” I scream.

“Honey,” he soothes, holding me so close his fingers pinch into my skin, even though nobody can see. “It’s okay. We’ll go and see the nurse. I think you’ve been spiked.”

I try to protest but it’s really no point. He just keeps soothing me. Anyone that walks by, he gives them the same story. When we reach his room, the halls are empty. I try to fight him and cry out, do anything I can to stop him taking me in here but nothing works. The moment we’re inside his room, his face changes. Gone is the cool, calm, and collected man who managed to get me up here. 

In his place is a monster. A cold-hearted monster. 

His eyes harden, his mouth tightens, and when I try to rush past him, his fist lashes out quickly, slamming into my face. He hits me hard, so hard I tumble backward and land on the bed, bouncing a few times, my head whipping to the side. He reaches down while I’m dazed and confused and grabs me. Then he’s tying my hands in front of me with something. I don’t know what. I can’t focus on anything when my head is spinning like this. 

“Let me go,” I croak.

“You won’t be going anywhere. That club will meet my demands, and they won’t be speaking to anyone about me. At all.”

“You’ll never get me off this ship!” I cry out. 

“I don’t need to get you off this ship. I just need to hold you until it stops. When it stops, I’ll leave you tied here and exit. They’ll have nothing on me and will be too busy looking for you to get what it is they’re after. It’s a win win.”

“They’ll go to the police when they realize I’m missing!” I moan, trying to grip my head, but he ties my hands in front of my body with a tie. 

“The police won’t believe them. After all, they’re the ones they’ve got their eye on, they’re not going to listen to some ramble about a drunk girl going missing. By the time they realize you’re gone, we’ll nearly be home.”

“You’re a monster!” I cry, squirming on the bed, my head pounding so hard I want to vomit. “Let me go!”

“You keep fuckin’ squirming and I’ll put you out of your misery. Do you want another black eye?”

I stop squirming, and my stomach churns. I’m starting to realize it’s not the greatest idea to get drunk on a ship. Now I’m lying on the bed, and I can feel the way it rocks just slightly, it’s making me want to vomit everywhere. 

“I’m going to be sick,” I groan, trying to roll to my side. 

“Fuck,” Vincent growls, reaching down and hauling me up before dragging me into the toilet and holding me over the bowl, his fingers clasped in my hair to steady it. 

Tears roll down my eyes as I vomit, my head burns from where he pulls my hair and my heart aches so badly I want to make it stop so I don’t have to feel it anymore. Mack probably won’t even notice I’m missing. None of them will. 

They’re not going to care. 

They’re probably going to think I’ve just gone to bed to sleep it off.

We’re all screwed. 

Because of me. 

God dammit. 

~*~*~*~
[image: image]


HOURS GO BY, AND WITH every passing second I become more and more sober. As I do, I realize that I’m in a really bad predicament here. I gave away their entire plan to Vincent and, in doing that, I’ve left them with zero options. We’re going to get into trouble for those murders and Vincent is going to walk free. All because I couldn’t keep my stupid, drunken mouth shut. 

The more I think about it, the more I cringe. 

I should have never let myself get to that point. 

I shouldn’t have been there at all. 

Vincent hasn’t left my side since he took me. He’s not stupid, he knows I’d find a way out, or yell until someone came to help me. He’s going to make damn sure I don’t get out of here. At the very least, he’s given me some water. I appreciate that because god knows I needed it. Lying here on this bed isn’t so bad either, considering my head is starting to pound. 

I don’t think he’s here to hurt me, though judging by my throbbing black eye, he’s not going to take any crap either. He’s just holding me to make sure he walks away without any backlash. He is going to make sure he gets away with his plan, and we all go down for it. 

“Even if you walk away, they know who you are, they’ll find you and make you wish you didn’t walk away,” I croak to him as he sits on a chair by the bed, using a laptop. 

“They can try,” he says, not at all bothered by my threat. 

“Why did you do it?” I mutter. “Kill those poor kids and blame it on us. You couldn’t have waited until you were on the damn shore to do your dirty work?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he says, still acting not at all bothered. 

“I don’t have a recording device on me, if that’s why you’re choosing not to answer my question. I’m certain you’ve already taken my phone.”

“Indeed I have,” he agrees. “I also used your fingerprint when you passed out and sent a message to everyone saying you were going to bed as you didn’t feel well. That should keep them off your trail for the evening.”

What?

No.

I did pass out on and off for probably half an hour here and there when he first brought me in here, but I don’t recall him unlocking my phone. Gosh, I must have been so much worse than I actually thought. My stomach twists as I think about everyone reading that message and thinking that everything is fine. That’ll get him through the night and then he’ll only have to deal with a few hours in the morning. 

By the time they realize I’m not in my room, that I’m not around, and start looking for me, our time on the ship will be over. Vincent simply has to get off and that’s it. He’s done. Walks away with nothing. God damn, why am I so stupid?

I think about Mack. 

Will he go back to the room and wonder why I’m not there? Or will he figure I’ve gone to one of the other’s rooms so I don’t have to sleep near him? He’s unlikely to think twice about it, given the fact that we’re broken up and he hasn’t yet wanted to see me. 

I’m alone. 

Fucking alone. 

“You’re a horrible person,” I say, my voice strained. 

“I never claimed I wasn’t,” he mutters, tapping on some keys. 

“Those were just kids you killed.”

“Kids that were smart enough to know what they were doing. I’m sure you’re clued on enough to know how my world works. You don’t mess with people like me. They messed with me, they paid the price.”

“Why turn it around on us? Why not just wait until you were back on shore?”

“You made it a fuck of a lot easier for me. Two clubs on a ship, I knew exactly who they’d look at. It was easy, really.”

“You’re going down for this, I promise you that.”

He shrugs. “Dealt with far worse than a bunch of bikers.”

A bunch of bikers who know how to play dirty. 

A bunch of bikers who won’t take any shit. 

A bunch of bikers that don’t like being messed with. 

They’ll take him down alright. 

He just doesn’t know it yet. 
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“IT’S WEIRD, DON’T YOU think?” I ask Santana, frowning. “She just sent us all the same message and that’s that?”

“She’s in a bad way, it makes sense she’d want to be alone. She was pretty drunk.”

“Still, I just feel like it’s off. Don’t you?”

“We can always go and check on her? Make sure she’s okay?”

I nod. “Yeah, I think I’d like that. Vincent still hasn’t showed up here so I’m sure we have a few minutes to spare.”

Santana nods. “Let me tell them we’re going to check on her.”

She disappears for a few minutes, and I glance around the packed dining hall, filled with happy families and Christmas cheer. My eyes fall on Mack, who is standing at the back of the room, leaning against the door, his arms crossed. I wonder if he’s thinking about Jaylah, and wondering if he’s made a mistake? Surely he has to be hurting? Surely this has to bother him? I know how much he loves her. 

I just think he’s forgotten who he is. 

Santana comes back a moment later, and we set out toward Jaylah’s room. I don’t know what it is, but something just doesn’t feel right at all. 

I know she’s upset, and she probably does want to lie down and be away from the world, but it just doesn’t feel like that’s all of it and I’m determined to help her out. Nobody should go through pain like that. It feels shit enough as it is to wonder what’s going on in your partner’s mind when they’re down, let alone being told they want to leave you. 

That’s a kick in the stomach nobody needs. 

Nobody. 

We reach Jaylah’s room and I knock a few times. I expect her to answer, but after a few minutes, she doesn’t. I bang louder, calling out her name, but nothing. Santana frowns, and says, “I’ll go and ask Mack for the key, I’ll be back.”

She disappears, and I keep banging on the door to no avail. I walk up and down the halls, banging on everyone else’s door, too. Just to make sure she hasn’t gone to any of their rooms, but nobody answers. 

Something isn’t right. 

I can feel it in my bones. 

Santana returns about ten minutes later with Mack in tow. He looks at me, only for a second, then he opens the door and steps into the room. He flicks on the light and we follow him in. The room is untouched. The bed is untouched. Jaylah isn’t here, nor has she been here. My heart starts racing, and I look to Mack, “She’s not in any of the other rooms, either. We should search the ship.”

Mack nods, his eyes flicking around the room once more before he steps out. We all head back to the party and get a few of the girls on board to help us find Jaylah, and so the search begins. 

We look for over an hour, in every single place on the ship she could be. 

We can’t find her. 

We also haven’t seen Vincent. 

Panic starts rising in my chest, and I can see everyone else is getting flustered too when we all meet back at the party and nobody has any good news. 

“Who saw her last?” Mack demands, scanning all of us. 

“She was at the bar,” Santana says. “She was pretty drunk. That was the last time I saw her.”

“What if she’s hurt somewhere?” Ash says, her voice worried. “What if she fell off the side or ...”

“She didn’t fall off the side,” Maddox cuts in. “If anything, she’s in the wrong hands.”

“Vincent,” Mack grinds out. “You think he’s got her.”

“I think there is a chance he’s got her, yeah. He hasn’t showed here, and she’s missing. He might very well have her.”

“We need to fuckin’ find him,” Mack growls, pulling out his phone. “We’re goin’ to track that mother fucker and get her back.”

For someone who broke up with her only recently, he seems awfully worried.

“They’re not going to just give us his room number,” I say carefully. “Even if they do, he’s probably not there. He’s not stupid.”

“They’ll give me whatever the hell I fuckin’ tell them to give me,” Mack growls. 

“Bro,” Krypt says, grabbing Mack by the shoulder, “we’re goin’ to get her back but you need to calm down. You hear me? You’re freakin’ out and it’s only goin’ to make things so much worse. Take a breath and let us handle this.”

“She’s in some fucker’s hands, and he’s doin’ god knows what to her. He’s murdered someone, he’s capable of literally fuckin’ anythin’.”

“Calm down,” Krypt says again, his voice hard. “It’s not goin’ to make things better you flippin’ out on us.”

Mack grinds his jaw, but he calms down. He knows freaking out isn’t going to get anyone anywhere. 

We’re going to find Jaylah, we just have to be smart about it. 

“Why would he take her when he knows he can’t get her off this ship without someone figuring it out?” Serenity asks, her brows furrowing.

“He doesn’t have to take her off the ship if he has plans that don’t involve her living,” Cade murmurs, and Mack shoots him a look that could sink this damned ship. 

Things are going to blow up if we don’t get control soon. 

“Let’s all figure out a plan, worrying about why he’s doing this or what he’s planning on doing is only going to make things worse. Right now we need to just focus on getting her back which starts with finding out where she is,” I say, putting a hand up to try and calm the fire before it explodes into something so much bigger.

“We should start by trying to get his room number,” Addison points out. “And go from there.”

“Wait,” I say, frowning. “If we go back up asking for his room number, they’re going to get suspicious. We’ve already called for him, they might wonder what the hell is going on.”

“Fuck them,” Mack says, walking off. “I’m findin’ out his room number.”

Maddox exhales and then we all follow Mack as he makes his way to the front reception. Thankfully, when we arrive, there is a different woman there so she’s not suspicious because she doesn’t know who we are. Mack strolls right up and asks, “I need a room number.”

“For who, sir?”

“Vincent. Don’t know his last name.”

He’s grinding his words out through his teeth, angry and frustrated. She’s not going to give him anything if he behaves like that. Thankfully, Santana strolls up the counter as the woman narrows her eyes and throws her arm around Mack’s shoulder. “Sorry, his bark is far worse than his bite. How are you this evening, Prinny?”

She glances at her badge and uses it so swiftly in a sentence, I’m thoroughly impressed. Way to go, Santana. 

“I’m well, thank you,” Prinny responds. 

“That’s wonderful. That Christmas party is going well. It’s a shame you’re not there.”

“I went last year; it is quite good.”

I hold my breath, just waiting, praying. I hope this goes smoothly and we can just get Jaylah back and be done with it. 

I also know things never go to plan, so that’s highly unlikely. 

Still, a girl can hope. 

“We’re actually after Vincent’s room number. He’s a friend of ours, but for the life of me I can’t remember what room he’s in.”

“Of course, just let me check.”

My eyes widen, only because the other girl wasn’t going to just hand out room numbers but Prinny here doesn’t seem to give a crap. She’s more than willing to give it out. Maybe it’s not against protocol. Who knows? 

“He’s in 17B.”

“Thank you so much, Prinny. Have a wonderful evening.”

With that, Santana tugs Mack’s arm and we all head out, taking the elevator to room 17B. When we arrive, Mack strolls over and starts banging on the door. Over and over he bangs, but nobody answers. Frustrated, he leans back and starts kicking it. Krypt launches forward, grabbing his arms and hauling him back. “Whoa, Mack. If you do that, we’ll get ourselves into a heap of fuckin’ trouble and end up locked up. We can’t help Jaylah if we do that shit. Now, calm the fuck down.”

“If she’s in there, he could be fuckin’ hurtin’ her. He could be doin’ fuckin’ anythin’ to her,” Mack roars, slamming his fist into the door so hard it splits and blood spurts forth and rolls down his knuckles. “I fuckin’ made her think she didn’t matter to me. I made her think she wasn’t important. I made her think I didn’t love her.”

“Hey,” Krypt says, grabbing Mack by the shoulders and leaning in close. “She knows you fuckin’ love her. We’re goin’ to get her back, you hear me? I promise you we’ll fuckin’ get her back.”

“It’s doubtful he’s in there,” Jackson says, stepping forward, his voice careful. “If he took her, he wouldn’t want her found easily. He knows we’d be able to track her down by coming to her room. Which means he’s probably in another room. Anyone know who he was here with? Anyone?”

“No,” I say, “but I know who could find out.”

We’re going to get Jaylah back. 

I’ll make sure of it. 

~*~*~*~
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“HEY, REBEL, HOW ARE you?” I smile, walking up to the girl who started all of this for us. 

Without her, we would have never found Vincent and now, hopefully because of her, we’ll find Jaylah, too. 

“Oh, hey. Sorry, I never caught your name?”

“Ciara. I was with the girl who had been seeing Isaac, you remember?”

She nods, staring over at the bikers and then with widening eyes she looks back to me. “You’ve got a few more with you this time.”

“Yeah, look, we have a bit of a problem and we were wondering if we could talk to you?”

She stares at the bikers again, and then finishes her drink and says, “Yeah, okay.”

We go outside of the loud party and walk outside and over toward the railing so nobody can hear us. The warm salty breeze trickles in and sails past my face, making me wish that I was enjoying it instead of freaking out about this. Why can’t one thing go right? Just one? Is it so much to ask?

I breathe in that air for just a moment before saying to Rebel, “We’re looking for someone, and we’re having trouble finding him. We thought maybe you could help.”

She narrows her eyes and shakes her head a little, confused. “How do you mean? I’m not sure I follow?”

“You remember how you told us Vincent was on the ship, and you were worried about it?”

She nods. “Yeah, but he hasn’t bothered me, which makes me think he doesn’t know who I am.”

“Maybe he doesn’t, but he does know who we are, and he has one of our friends.”

She blinks. “What?”

“Look, I’m going to tell you something and if you freak out, this is going to go really bad so I need you just to listen because we need your help. Okay?”

She shakes her head, confused. “What do you mean? I’m confused.”

“Isaac didn’t get flown off because he was sick or in trouble, Isaac got flown off because he’s dead. Oscar and he were found dead, by us, in fact. We’re under watch, because we found him, but we didn’t do it. Vincent did. He found out we were onto him, and he took our friend. We can’t find her now, and we’re worried.”

“Isaac is dead?” Rebel whispers, her voice cracking. 

“I’m sorry, honey,” I say squeezing her shoulder.

“He was a bad guy, but he didn’t deserve to die,” she says, dropping her head and a tear rolls down her cheek. 

“I know you’re upset, and believe me, I don’t want to take that away from you. But we really need your help, Rebel.”

She looks back up at me, then glances at the others before saying, “Why don’t you just call for help? Get security to find her? Why me?”

“Because they think we killed those guys, and they’re not going to help us. They’re not going to understand. Please, we need your help. We need to find Vincent so he doesn’t get away with what he did to those poor guys, and we need to get our friend back before he hurts her.”

“He’s blaming you for it?”

“He’s blaming our clubs, yes,” I say. “If we don’t get him to confess, he’s going to walk free, and he’s going to hurt more people.”

Rebel nods, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand. “Let’s find him. I can help you. I have an access key. I’ll get into his room, we’ll get your friend back.”

I exhale, and nearly cheer with excitement. “Thank you so much, Rebel. Thank you.”

“I want him to go down for what he did to Oscar and Isaac. I want him to suffer. They didn’t deserve that. He’s a monster and he needs to pay for his actions.”

She’s right. 

He does. 

That’s exactly what we’re here for. 

To make him pay for his actions. 

And pay he will.

We all make our way back to Vincent’s room and Rebel uses the access key to open the door. When we step inside, I know that he’s not here. I know it because the lights are out, and there is no sound whatsoever. Rebel flicks on the light and Mack pushes past everyone and storms into the room. He moves through the bathroom, back out, and even onto the patio. Then with an angry roar, he tosses a lamp across the room. “Where the fuck is she?” he bellows. “Fuck.”

“Calm down, Mack,” Maddox says, walking into the room and then turning to Rebel. “Are you able to find out who he was on this ship with? Was he booked with anyone? A group maybe? Anything at all?”

She nods. “I can check those things, yes. I’m not supposed to, but right now, I don’t actually care if I lose my job. Isaac would want me to do this for you all. He would want justice.”

Maddox nods. “We’ll go back to searching other locations if you can find out anything you can. Also do you know if there are any storage rooms, luggage cabins, anywhere that Vincent could take Jaylah that isn’t a room but is well hidden and unlikely to be seen?”

Rebel thinks on that for a moment, then says, “I think there are. I’ll find out where they are. I’ll be back soon.”

“I’ll give you my number,” I say to her. “Call as soon as you’ve looked and we’ll let you know where we are.”

I give her my number and she rushes off. Maddox and Mack go through Vincent’s room, trying to find anything they can. They come up with nothing, and we all leave and go back to the main deck to start again. Regroup. Try and figure out what the hell we’re supposed to do here. 

We’re running out of time. 

If we don’t find him soon, we’re not going to. 

He’ll get off this ship. 

Possibly with Jaylah. 

We need to find him. 

Now. 
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“THIS ISN’T YOUR ROOM, is it?” I mutter, watching as Vincent walks around clearly looking for something and not finding it. 

“Of course it’s not my fuckin’ room,” he growls. “I’m not stupid. If those idiots catch on to what I’m doing, they’re going to look for me, maybe find my room, only I won’t be there. It’ll waste even more time. Though, the chances of them figuring it out are slim. They’re just goin’ to think you’re sleeping.”

I hope that’s not the case. 

I really hope they suspect something isn’t right and go and check on me. I mean, the chances of them doing that are slim, if I’m being honest. They know I’m upset, I was drunk, and it would make sense for me to go back to bed and pass out. Why would they check on me? I’m a grown ass woman. I wouldn’t check on them, maybe later in the night on my way home, but I’d figure they were asleep and let them be. 

Will Mack check up on me? Find out where I am? If I’m not in our room will he come looking? Will he go to the others just to make sure I’m there? I don’t know, but I can only pray he does. Though right now, with the way he’s feeling, I’m not certain he gives a crap at all, which is a bitter feeling to have. It lies deep in my chest, making me feel utterly worthless. 

“They’re not going to think I’m sleeping,” I say, glaring at him. “Your plan sucks, almost as much as you do.”

He scowls at me. “You’re underestimating me.”

“You’re underestimating them.”

He makes an angry sound in his throat and sits back down on the chair, pulling the laptop onto his lap and growling, “Shut the fuck up, I have shit to do.”

“What are you going to do if I don’t shut up? Murder me on this ship? Oh, wait, you’ve already done a few rounds of murdering this week, haven’t you, Vincent?”

He looks up at me and snarls, “I could slit your throat and toss you off the side of this ship and be done with it. I would walk fuckin’ free and nobody would ever know. You either shut your fuckin’ mouth, or I change my plans.”

I exhale, and then say, “I need to pee.”

“Hold it.”

“I’ll pee all over your bed, buddy. Do not doubt it.”

“For fuck’s sake!” he barks, standing up and slamming the laptop down. 

Then he walks over, hauls me up, and drags me into the bathroom. He stands there, giving me the stink eye as I stand awkwardly and look at him. “How am I supposed to pee when everything is tied?”

“I’m not untying you, work it out.”

“Can you get out? I don’t need you watching me.”

“Not goin’ to happen.”

“Where the fuck am I going to go, Vincent? Down the toilet?”

His eyes narrow and then he growls, “I’ll turn around, but if you think I’m leavin’ you unattended you’re sadly mistaken. Now hurry up.”

I somehow manage to lift my dress, shuffle my panties down and sit on the toilet, all with bound hands. It takes me a moment or two, but I finally get the courage to do my business and then I stand awkwardly get my panties back up and my dress back down. That was uncomfortable, incredibly so. I flush the toilet and then say, “Okay, I’m done.”

Vincent turns, grabs my arm, and takes me back out, tossing me onto the bed again. I sit, this time my back sore and my head pounding. I reach for the bottle of water he gave me, unscrew the top with my bound hands, and then drink it, letting the cool liquid soothe me. My head is starting to pound, and I have to wonder what the hell I was thinking, drinking so much. 

God, I’m a mess. 

A stinking hot mess. 

“Sleep or something,” Vincent mutters, getting back to his work. “I’ve got stuff to do. They’re not comin’ for you anytime soon, might as well sleep it off.”

It’s almost like he’s only doing this because he has to. He could be a lot crueler to me. He made it clear he would be, if I tried to get away, but at the same time he doesn’t seem to have any intentions of hurting me unless I aggravate him. Which I’m not planning on doing because I already have a black eye that hurts. I don’t need another one. 

I lie down and roll to my side, my eyes getting a little heavy. 

Would you look at me go?

Sleeping while being held against my will.

Only I could do something so incredibly stupid. 

Still. 

I am tired. 

With a yawn, I close my eyes. 

It is what it is. 

~*~*~*~
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HE’S ASLEEP. 

I woke up about ten minutes ago and looked over, only to find him asleep. Last time I checked he was doing something on his laptop, and now he’s out, head dropped forward, little snores leaving his mouth every few seconds. The idiot. The god damned idiot. Who falls asleep when they’re trying to hold someone? This moron, apparently. I’m starting to think he’s not quite as smart as he’s letting on. 

I look over at the time. 

It’s just past two am. 

Early morning hours. 

I’ve been here quite some time, and thus far, nobody has found me. 

Nobody has come for me. 

I carefully shuffle off the bed, making sure not to wake the sleeping beast who will no doubt make my life a living hell if he busts me sneaking out of this room. My feet hit the soft carpet and I stand, holding my breath as I wait, I just wait, for him to pounce. A snore lets me know he’s still asleep, so I carefully walk toward the door. It’s not going to be easy to get around with bound hands, but I’m determined not to get caught here. 

I reach for the door handle and of course it’s locked. Carefully, I twist the lock, gritting my teeth when it makes a little popping sound. I glance back, he’s still asleep. I turn the handle very, very carefully, and when the door opens, I pull it. Light from the hall comes shining into the room, and I squint my eyes and try to get out as quickly as I can before he realizes what’s going on. 

Once I’m out, I close the door as quietly as I can and then glance around. I’m on a floor I don’t recognize. I’ll just make my way back to our floor and go from there. I turn and take note of the room Vincent was holding me in, and then I turn left and start walking toward the elevator. 

That’s when the door opens and Vincent steps out. He looks left, then right, and then his eyes fall on me. 

“You fuckin’ move, I’ll shoot you,” he growls, reaching toward his pants. 

We both know he’s not going to shoot me on a ship. 

“I don’t think so,” I say, and then I grin and taunt, “Bet you can’t catch me.”

“Fuck,” he barks as I start running. 

Even in heels, I know how to move. I’m a woman, of course. I rush down the halls and turn a corner, going to the furthest elevator in hopes I’ll get in before he reaches me. I can hear his pounding footsteps behind me. I reach the elevator and slam my finger on the button and praise the lord it opens. I step in just as he reaches me. 

A hand lashes out and grabs my hair, jerking me backward. Pain radiates through my scalp, he pulls me that hard, and my eyes water. 

I don’t fucking think so. 

“Let me go!” I cry, frustrated as he tries to drag me back down the hall. “You’re not going to get away with this. They’re going to find you, and they’re going to take you down.”

“Unlikely,” he pants, trying to pull me in the direction of the room. 

“I won’t let you kill me like you killed those two men. You’re a monster, I’m not going with you.”

“But you are going with me, and if you don’t fuckin’ move, I will kill you, too. Now move, bitch.”

He jerks harder, and I take the chance to jerk my foot back and drive it as hard as I can into whatever I can find. I’m wearing heels, and I know when he bellows and roars that I’ve hit something good. 

He lets me go.

I stumble forward and throw myself into the elevator, pressing the button to close the doors. Vincent launches forward, but he’s too late. The doors close, leaving him on the outside and me on the inside. I press the floor I want, and then lean against the wall, panting. Oh, god. That was something else entirely. 

When I reach out floor, the lift opens, and I step out. 

That’s when I see them. 

All of them standing in the hall, discussing something. They’re with that girl, Rebel. I look at them, and my eyes focus on Mack. He looks so worried, so stressed, so scared. I’ve not seen that look on his face for such a long time. He raises a hand and runs it through his hair, and then lets out a little curse when Maddox says something to him. 

He’s worried about me?

He’s scared about what’s happening?

They figured out I’m gone?

Is that what’s happening here, or is it something else entirely?

“Don’t all look so worried,” I call out. “I’m totally fine.”

They spin around, all of them at different times. 

It’s Mack I focus on. 

His eyes fall on me, and then he’s striding toward me. With each step, I feel my heart race. When he reaches me, his hand lashes out and he catches me around the back of the neck, hauling me forward until I crash into his arms. Then he’s hanging onto me. He’s hanging on so tight I can hardly breathe, but I don’t mind. I bury my face in his chest, and my eyes burn with unshed tears. 

“Tell me he didn’t fuckin’ hurt you,” he murmurs into my hair. “Tell me you’re okay.”

“I’m okay,” I say into his chest. “I’m okay.”

He pulls back and looks at me, his eyes scanning my face. Then they zone in on my black eye and I know the moment he sees red because he lets out a loud curse and then growls, “Where the fuck is he?”

“Mack, calm down. We gotta play this right, or we’re goin’ to lose our chance again. Know you’re pissed, know you want revenge, but you do that when we’re off this ship. You hear me? You don’t do it on here because it’ll only lead to more trouble. We can’t afford more trouble, and you know it. We gotta finish this, once and for all, but we do it the right way,” Krypt says, walking forward. 

Everyone else follows. 

Ash rushes over, followed by Santana. “Are you okay, honey? How did you get out?”

“He fell asleep. Can you believe that? That moron actually fell asleep. He nearly got me when I reached the elevator, but I managed to kick him and get away. He’s going to be pissed, we’re running out of time.”

“We need to find him, get him, and make him talk,” Mack says, stepping past me and walking toward the elevator. 

“Wait,” I call, getting an idea. “We might not have to. He grabbed me when I was stepping into the elevator. We had a fight, I made sure to say he wasn’t going to kill me like he killed them, he said he was going to if I didn’t go with him. If there is a camera, we’ll have all the proof we need.”

Ciara claps and steps forward, grabbing my face in her hands. “You’re a genius!”

“Let’s go to security then.” Maddox nods. “Finish this.”

They all pile onto the lift, and I stop when Mack grabs my arm and pulls me back, telling them all we’ll catch up. When they’re gone, he looks down at me and says, “I hurt you. Know I did. I’m in a bad place, Jay. But know this, when you were gone, I couldn’t fuckin’ think. Couldn’t breathe. I was wrong, I do feel, I just don’t know what’s goin’ on in my head right now.”

I reach for him, curling my fingers around his arm. “You’re depressed. I know you don’t like that, but it doesn’t make you weak, Mack. You’re hurting. Let me help you. We can fix this. I promise you that.”

He nods. “When we get off the ship we’ll talk about it. For now, let’s finish this.”

Yeah, let’s finish this. 

We’ve got you now, Vincent.

You lose. 
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“JUST CHECK!” I YELL, frustrated. “My friend said she was taken and there is proof, and you’re not even looking!”

The security guards stare at us, almost bored. Their arms are crossed over their chests and they’re not at all interested in helping. As far as they’re concerned, we’re just causing more trouble and they’ve already dealt with enough from us. Their words, not mine. 

“When we reach the shore, you’ll be questioned by police and they’ll check all footage needed. Until then, we ask that you remain in your rooms.”

Maddox and Jackson both step forward, but it’s Maddox who says, “That man will be long gone by then. I suggest you look at the fuckin’ footage, because if you don’t, you’ll be helping someone get away with fuckin’ murder. You want to be responsible for that?”

“I don’t appreciate being threatened,” A guard named Michael says, crossing his arms and narrowing his eyes. “In fact, I don’t take too kindly to it at all.”

“For fucks sake,” Maddox says, shaking his head and turning to the group. “They’re not goin’ to take us seriously.”

“Where are the officers on board right now?” I ask, stepping back up towards Michael. “We’d like to speak to them if you’re not willing to take us seriously.”

“They’re no doubt sleeping for the evening. We’re not going to disturb them without good reason.”

“I got kidnapped!” Jaylah says, throwing her hands in the air. “Look at my face. I was assaulted on this ship and if action is not taken, I’ll sue you and everyone you work for. What’s it going to be?”

Michael looks to the other guard, who I haven’t seen before, and then exhales and says, “I’ll give them a call.”

He turns and walks into the office, and Jaylah turns to me and grins before looking to Maddox and saying, “That’s how it’s done.”

“Don’t get all cocky,” he murmurs. 

We wait until Michael comes back out and informs us that officer Rydell is coming up and will be with us momentarily. Then he informs us to take a seat, but only those of us who absolutely have to be here. In the end I stay, with Jackson, Spike, Jaylah and Mack. The rest of the group go back to their rooms for some well-earned sleep. 

Officer Rydell arrives about twenty minutes later, looking more than a little sleep deprived and glares at us as he walks in. “You lot again.”

“Sorry to bother you,” Jaylah says, standing. “We’re not here to cause trouble, but there is something we think you should know and Michael over here wasn’t taking us seriously. But there is a dangerous man on board, and tonight that man caught and hurt me. There is security footage to prove it, well, we hope it recorded and we’d like it looked at. This will prove we had nothing to do with those murders.”

Officer Rydell tips his head to the side, studies all of us, then exhales. “Come inside, I need to sit down.”

We go into the office and sit down, and then he orders us to tell him everything from the start. We do so, and when we’re done he turns to Michael and says, “Bring up the footage for the evening. Let’s see if we got anything of substance.”

Michael nods and starts going through the footage. While he’s doing that, I turn to Spike. “I hope it recorded.”

“You and me both, honey,” he murmurs. “Fuckin’ some vacation.”

Damn right. 

This is the worst vacation ever. 

About half an hour later, Michael says, “I’ve got something.”

We all go over to the screen and he plays a video of Jaylah and Vincent in the hall. She was right, it did capture it and her words are clear as day. There is also footage of when he took her back to his room, and was pretending she was his wife. Well played, if we didn’t check these, nobody would think twice about it because she just looks like a drunk woman arguing with her husband. 

“This is good footage,” Officer Rydell says, turning to us. “Can you give me the information you have, I’ll need to bring Vincent into custody. The police are already waiting for our return, the more information we have to give them, the better it’ll be.”

“He’s confessed to killing those two men,” I tell him. “He’s a very bad man.”

Officer Rydell nods, and then orders Michael to get his partner as they’ll need to get Vincent and hold him until the ship can stop and the police can get further involved. Michael makes a few calls and I turn to Jaylah and grin, “We did it.”

“Damn right,” she nods, happily. 

“Once you’ve all written a statement, you can all go back to your rooms now. I’d recommend staying there until we stop. The police are going to want to question you still, but I believe this footage should be enough to clear you. Still, we don’t need any more trouble so stay put,” Officer Rydell tells us. 

“Trust me, they won’t be causin’ anymore drama,” Spike says, taking my arm and pulling me to his side. 

I grin at Jaylah again, and Mack steps up beside her and says something in her ear. She looks to him, her eyes warm and loving, and then we all write our statements and head back to our rooms to await the morning and whatever it’ll bring. Relief washes through my body when Spike and I reach out rooms, because this is finally over. I wish we could continue on with our vacation, but at least we’re not going to get arrested. 

“How’d it go?” Addison asks, coming out of her room a moment later. She must have been waiting for our return. 

Cade pops out, too. 

“The footage was there and so far, so good,” Spike says, “looks like you’re all in the clear.”

Addi sighs and says, “Oh thank god.”

“We’ve been told to stay in our rooms,” Jackson adds. “Which is fine with me because I haven’t fuckin’ relaxed since I got on this ship.”

He walks past us all and goes into his room, closing the door. I turn to Addi and say, “We’re going to get some sleep. We’ll come by in the morning.”

She nods, and Cade gives us a smile before disappearing back into the room. I look to Spike with a long exhale. “I could sleep for days.”

“I could fuck you for days,” he growls, taking my hand and tugging me into the room. 

Oh. 

Well. 

That works, too. 

~*~*~*~
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FUCK. 

Fuck me he does. 

For the rest of the night Spike gives me all of his attention. His mouth between my legs, my mouth on his cock. His body over mine, my body grinding against his. Our mouths, our tongues, our hands. Everything works together until we’re so overwhelmed with pleasure we have no other option but to stop and finally try to get some sleep. 

My body is exhausted, but happy, completely happy. 

Spike pulls me into his arms and we sleep until the morning light trickles through our window and the sound of someone knocking on our door wakes us. I rub my eyes, my body pleasantly sore from our efforts last night. Well, this morning. I roll and groan, finding a robe and pulling it on before walking towards the door and opening it. 

I see Addison and Cade standing, bags in hand, both of them ready to get the hell off this ship. “It’s time to go you two.”

“Shit, is it?” I croak, rubbing my eyes again. 

“Yep, let’s roll and get this police business over with so we can go home and forget this horrible trip ever happened.”

“Give us ten,” I murmur. “We’ll meet you downstairs.”

She nods and the two of them disappear. Spike and I get up, get changed and stuff all of our things into our suitcases before meeting them all downstairs. The Jokers have found their way down, too, and they are all standing together with Officer Rydell, who is apparently going to escort us all off the ship and to the police station for questioning. He also tells us they’ve detained Vincent and will be pressing charges.

“Well,” Jaylah says, stepping up beside me. “That was a crappy trip, but I’m glad we got to know each other better.”

I smile at her. “Yeah, me too. It’s good for us all, I think. We needed to get past that ‘other club bad news’ caveman crap.”

She laughs and nods. “You’re right about that. The kids will be thrilled.”

“No doubt. I’m just glad we’re not going to get into trouble. We make pretty good detectives.”

She snorts, and rolls her eyes, “I’m not so sure about that, but we did manage to sort it out so that’s something. I don’t think I’ll be changing my day job anytime soon though.”

I laugh. “Nope, definitely not.”

“If you’ll all follow me now,” Officer Rydell says, “we’ll get this sorted as quickly as we can for you.”

We exit the ship and as soon as we’re off we end up heading back to the station where we are questioned for a few hours before finally being able to go home. Frustrated and tired, Spike and I roll in home and straight into our bed. The disappointment I feel that we’re already off the ship and our vacation is over makes me want to scream. 

I needed this vacation, more than I needed anything. 

As I’m lying in bed next to my gorgeous man who is sleeping, I get an idea. 

A great idea. 

A brilliant idea. 

And they’re all just going to have to like it. 
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I WATCH MACK SLEEPING, his hand tucked up under his head, his bicep flexing. It’s the only time he looks peaceful, like nothing in the world is bothering him. It’s like the only time he can get away from the horror that torments his mind. I wonder if it gets him in there, too. Does he feel the pain? Does it get to him and make him feel like he can’t even escape it in there, or is it all peaceful?

I turn and walk out, closing the door softly and walking downstairs. 

When he wakes, we’ll talk. We’ll fix this. We’ll make things better. He’ll get help and we’ll get back on track. God, I hope that’s how it goes anyway. I don’t want anything for Christmas, I only want him. My biker. Happy. Loving. Wanting to fuck my brains out like he often does. 

I just need him to come back to me. 

“You look horrible.”

I spin around and see Diesel standing in the kitchen, staring at me. He has that same look his dad holds. The same intense eyes. The same intense personality. Yet I love him. I love him so dearly it’s almost unbelievable. It’s hard, when a child isn’t yours, and you often wonder as I did at the start, if you can love them the same way. 

I can tell you that you can. 

Oh boy you can. 

“Come over here and give me a hug,” I say to him. 

He walks over, as he always does, and he hugs me. He’s always hugged me. Always. When he was a boy, when he turned into a man. I’ve always been his momma, and I’ve always been there for him. Even when he drives me crazy. Even when I want to throttle him. It doesn’t matter, he’s my boy. 

He’ll always be my boy. 

“Your trip when to shit, huh?” he says, stepping back. He studies my face, and my swelling, sore black eye. “Who the fuck did that to you? I hope dad sorted them out?”

I laugh, and oh do I want him to hug me just a little longer, but I don’t push it. Diesel is like his daddy. Affectionate to a point, and then you’ve gotta let them go. Stubborn ass men they are. 

“He’s sorted out, don’t worry about that,” I exhale, sitting on the kitchen stool. “Listen, I need to talk to you about Mack. He’s been having a hard time, and we didn’t do so well on that cruise. It’ll be okay, I know it will, but he’s suffering and I think he needs you. Needs us. Needs everyone.”

Diesel narrows his eyes. “What do you mean he’s suffering?”

“I think he’s depressed. He ended things with me, on the ship. He actually ended them. For a moment, I thought it wasn’t going to work itself out. But when I got taken, and this all blew up, he freaked out and realized he does want to be with me, he’s just lost. He’s got a lot going on. Maybe his leg. Maybe just life. Either way, he’s going to need us together, to help him through it.”

“Suspected he had something going on. He’s been off for a few months.”

“Yeah,” I nod. “You think he’s moody on a normal day, you should take a shot at him now.”

Diesel grins, small, but there. Again, just like his daddy. “I can imagine. Lucky you’re tough, you know how to handle him.”

I snort. “Not on that ship I didn’t. God, I thought about throwing him overboard more than once.”

He grabs my shoulder and squeezes. “But you didn’t, that’s all that matters.”

I laugh. “Anyway, how’s Mercy? Why isn’t she here? I bonded with Ciara on our trip. Can you believe we were all on the same cruise?”

Diesel laughs. “When we figured it out, we had bets going on how it would end. Certainly didn’t think you’d bond.”

“They’re good people,” I shrug. “I wish we had gotten over this hurdle sooner.”

“They are good people. Glad you and dad can see that. Make it easier on Mercy and I.”

“Anyway, tell me why my favorite adopted child isn’t here?”

“Saying she’s your adopted child is just weird,” Diesel mutters. “And she’s workin’.”

“Well, tell her not to work. Tell her to come here and hug her momma.”

“Jesus,” Diesel rolls his eyes. “I didn’t miss you.”

I grin at him and stand, leaning in for another hug. “Oh, you missed me.”

“Not at all.”

“So much.”

“Not really.”

“So so much.”

He chuckles and kisses my forehead. “Yeah, I missed you. You old dragon.”

I shove him and he laughs low. “You better watch yourself. You might be bigger than your daddy but I can still take you down.”

I thump him in the belly and he wheezes and then laughs. “No doubt!”

“What are you two carrying on about?” 

We both turn and see Mack walking down the stairs, shirtless, looking so damned good I want to jump him. Of course I wouldn’t do that, you know, child trauma and all that. But damn, I’m craving him so damned bad I can hardly think straight. I want him more than I want anything right now. Literally. 

“Dad,” Diesel says. “How’s it going?”

Mack shrugs, and then his eyes swing to me and my heart flutters against my ribcage. He hasn’t actually looked at me for months, not like that anyway. I can feel his stare. I can feel it right down to my bones. 

“Good,” he murmurs, looking back to his son. “How’s it rollin’, boy?”

Diesel nods, “Same old same old. I’ve gotta get going, I just wanted to check in on you two after what happened on the ship. You’re all good?”

Mack nods. “All good.”

Diesel comes over and gives me another much anticipated hug, and then he’s gone. 

And we’re alone. 

Where to from here?

~*~*~*~
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“SO,” CIARA SAYS, STANDING at my front door. “I have an idea.”

I blink, and then shake my head and smile. “Come in, I can’t believe you’re here.”

“I wasn’t just going to throw our friendship away. We were way too good together.”

I chuckle. “You’re right about that, lady. What’s your idea?”

“Well, we all missed out on our vacation and our relaxing time away from the kids and the drama, so, I went ahead and booked us a house by the beach. It’s a little bit of a drive, but we all have time off anyway, so I figured why the hell not. It’s not a boat, and it’s not exotic islands, but it is a beach, and us, and a vacation. What do you say?”

I stare at her, and then a huge grin spreads across my face. “I say you’re a damned genius! Yes, I’m totally in. Of course, I’ll check with Mack, but either way I’m coming. It sounds great.”

“This is awesome. I figured I would ask you first and then we could go and convince the rest of the club together. Everyone on my side is surprisingly excited, so we just need your side in the mix.”

“I’m fairly certain they’ll say yes. God knows we all need it.”

“It’s a plan then!” she claps. “I’m so stinking excited. You should see this house, it’s amazing.”

“Let me grab my keys and we’ll go see Ash and Tana. Oh, I wonder if Pippa might want to come too? Oh, let’s go.”

“We roped Muff and Janine because they can make it for a weekend, so we’ll have extras, too.”

“Wait, did you just say Muff?” I giggle. 

She laughs. “Yep.”

“Man, this is going to be good. Let’s go.”

We get in the car and drive to the clubhouse first, to find everyone there thankfully. When Ciara and I get out, all eyes are on us. They’re no doubt wondering what Ciara is doing here, and why we’re both grinning like a bunch of kids on Christmas. 

“Ciara, hey!” Tana waves, coming over and hugging Ciara. “What are you doing here?”

“She has a great idea, we want to run it past all of you,” I say, smiling and hugging Pippa when she comes over. 

“How are you, Jay? I heard you had quite an adventure!” 

I squeeze her. “You could say that. How are you, honey?”

“Good. Now, tell us about this idea.”

Ciara claps her hands together, “Well, I booked a house by the beach. It’s a massive house, heaps of rooms so we can all stay. We’re going down tomorrow to finish our vacation and we want you all to come with us. I know you’re probably thinking no way, but we really want you to join us!”

“You run this by Jacks?” Maddox asks, leaning back in his chair and lighting a cigarette. 

“I did, and he’s surprisingly cool with it. So...” 

She puts her hands together in a pleading motion, and everyone looks at each other. Ash gives Krypt a pleading smile, and Santana jumps up and down happily, shouting ‘yes!’.

“What do you think, boss?” Krypt asks Maddox. 

“I think fuckin’ why not. We were meant to go on a vacation. Let’s finish it.”

“Yay!” Santana squeals, throwing herself at Maddox who catches her with a chuckle. 

Ash does a little happy dance and Pippa claps her hands together, saying, “Tyke and I can only come for a couple of days, but we’re definitely in!”

“Awesome,” Ciara claps. “This is great news. We’re on the road tomorrow morning, we can meet somewhere and travel together.”

“Sounds good,” I say, feeling excitement bubble in my chest. “Just text me when you know where you want to leave from and what time, and we’ll be there.”

“Super!” Ciara beams. “I better head back, I have to pack but I’m so excited you all agreed. And without argument.”

Maddox grins. “Well, can’t hate each other forever, yeah?”

Ciara rolls her eyes. “There was never any hate. Just gigantic pride covered in leather.”

Everyone laughs and I say, “I’ll take you back home to get your car! I have to pack!”

We say goodbye to everyone and head home, Ciara tells me she’ll text me and then she leaves. Mack arrives home from seeing a doctor a few minutes later, and when I see him, looking almost relieved, I ask him how he went. 

“Yeah, good. Got some appointments, some medication, but you were right.”

I exhale, quietly of course. “I’m so glad you took the first step,” I say, walking over and daring to put my arms around him and rest my head on his chest. “It’ll be a bumpy road, but we’ll ride it together. Like we always do.”

He puts his arms around me and squeezes me, just slightly. The smallest step, but a step all the same. “Yeah,” he murmurs. “Yeah, we will.”

Maybe, just maybe, I might get my biker for Christmas after all. 
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WE ARRIVE AT THE MASSIVE beach house a little after lunch time the next day. The squeals of excitement from all the girls as we run through the house, finding rooms and discovering the rustic beach beauty the house holds, is out of this world. When we finally calm down, pick a room and gather in the living area, we’re practically bouncing. 

I’m so ready for this. 

So damned ready. 

Spike falls in beside me and puts an arm around my waist, pulling me closer to him and murmuring, “Slow down there, baby.”

“My excitement is so real,” I say, my voice breathy from the pure joy I feel right about now. 

“I know it is, but there are better ways for you to take out that excitement. Maybe on me, and my dick.”

I look up at him and he shoots me a feral grin. “You’re terrible,” I laugh. 

“What are we doing first?” Jaylah asks, stepping closer to Mack who looks a whole lot better than he did when we got off that ship. 

I’m glad for her. 

I hope they work things out. 

“We’re sunbaking,” Addi says, clapping her hands together. “That’s all I wanted to do. Sunbathe on a beach.”

“Sounds good to me!” Ash nods. 

“Women in bikinis?” Cade murmurs. “I don’t think we’ll have an issue with that.”

The men all chuckle and we girls go and find out swim suits before heading down to the beach loaded with towels in our hands and hats on our heads. It’s exactly what we all need. 

The day is beautiful, sunny and perfect. The beach is private and quiet. We paid a lot to get this house, a freaking lot, but everyone agreed to chip in and so it wasn’t so bad with all of us here. We find the sun lounges and spread out towels out, and then we lay back, the sun bronzing our skin, the fresh salty air washing all our problems away. God yes, this is exactly what we needed. 

“It’s not tropical island,” Serenity sighs, “but damn is it good.”

“It’ll be a whole lot more tropical with cocktails,” Addi throws in. 

“Did someone say cocktails?” Jaylah says, and we all turn to see her walking down the beach with a tray of yellow cocktails with little umbrellas poking out. 

“Oh, hell yes!” I laugh. “I knew we brought you for a reason.”

She passes them around and the men all join us, finding a chair each and taking off their shirts. Talk about buff central. I’m glad this beach isn’t packed, it would be like a row of eye candy for everyone. I glance at them all and resist the urge to fan myself, because damn they’re gorgeous. They all crack open a beer and we just lay there, sipping our cold drinks, and wondering how the hell we managed to get here. 

God only knows we’re not exactly the kind of people to hang out, yet here we are. 

Maybe the cruise was made for something in particular. Maybe we were all meant to end up on the same ship, with the same people, and run into the trouble we did. If those things didn’t happen, we wouldn’t be here right now and we’d still be acting like talking to the other club was the worst thing in the world. When really, it isn’t. 

“So,” Ash asks when the guys walk off down the to the water for a swim. “How are you and Mack, honey?”

Jaylah glances down at her man, and then says, “He went and got some help. We’re still sketchy, and things are tense, but at the very least he’s finally talking to me and making an effort. We haven’t had sex yet, and let me tell you, that’s nearly killing me.”

“God, I can imagine,” I exhale, wondering what I’d be doing if Spike wouldn’t fuck me. Probably going crazy, because fuck that. 

“Maybe you should just take it. Do a strip tease for him. Don’t give him a choice,” Serenity offers. 

“Ohhh, yes. That’s a great idea. Wear something sexy, tie him to the bed and fuck him until he forgets all his problems,” Santana claps. “I like it.”

Jaylah grins, “It’s not a bad idea. I mean, I wouldn’t mind just taking the plunge. I’m just scared he’ll reject me and it’ll put us back and square one.”

“Let me tell you something,” Addi throws in, “men think they’re okay without sex, but they’re simply not. He might not be seeking it, but I think he’d be going just as crazy as you. I can bet he wants to fuck you, honey. He’s just all messed up in the head. So you have to do it for him. Just dive in there and take the risk. Break the ice.”

Jaylah purses her lips and contemplates this, and then says, “You know, it’s probably not such a bad idea. I mean, we both clearly need it and I’m sure he’s not going to hate the idea.”

“I have some sexy things I brought along to use on Spike,” I tell her. “I’ll lend you a set.”

“Ew,” Jaylah says, and then we all laugh. 

“I haven’t used them, they’re brand new. I bought them yesterday afternoon. So don’t panic.”

“How did your love sessions go on the cruise?” Serenity asks, looking over to me. 

“Oh, honey, you know how it is with Spike and I. We did watch someone fucking, though. It’s been a long time since we’ve done that. It was kind of sexy. Even more so when they figured out we were watching and offered to let us watch again.”

“Holy shit,” Santana says, her eyes widening. “You watch people fuck?”

“We’ve been known to yeah,” I shrug. “It sounds worse than it is. You should try it sometime, it’s actually incredibly erotic.”

“Oh, I’m not judging,” Santana gasps. “Woman, I’d love to do something like that.”

“We know a few places, if you want to try it out sometime. Trust me, it’ll bring life back into the bedroom like you’d never believe.”

“Sounds good to me.”

“Gosh,” Pippa says. “I’m not sure I could do it. I would feel weird. I’m way too soft for that.”

I wave a hand. “You’re not soft honey. Everyone has different things they like. If it isn’t for you, it isn’t for you. Nothing wrong with that.”

“Muff and I tried it,” Janine throws in, leaning forward on her chair so we can hear her as she’s sitting at the end. “Once, but damn, it was awesome. Even better if you throw a few in the mix and let them join in.”

“You mean a threesome?” Jaylah says. “I don’t know if I could share.”

“Trust me,” Serenity says. “If you’re squashed between two men, it’s a whole different world. I’ll never forget mine.”

“You had a threesome?” Ash gasps. 

“Yeah, I did. A long time ago.”

She looks to Janine and Janine smiles. Oh boy. They sure do know how to share. 

“I’ve always wanted to give it a try,” I say, grinning. “But I’m not sure I want any other man touching me except Spike. I also don’t know if I could handle another woman putting her paws all over him. I’d probably scratch her eyes out.”

We all laugh and I take another sip of my cocktail. 

Ah yes. 

This is going to be great. 

~*~*~*~
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“WAIT, SO YOU ACTUALLY saw the bodies?” Janine asks, sipping another beer as we all sit around the fire later that night. 

I nod. “Yep, we found them. We actually thought it could be spaghetti sauce when we saw the blood in the hallway. Clearly we drank way too much.”

Jaylah giggles, and shakes her head. “Man, that was an insane trip.”

“When you all played detective things got extra interesting,” Cade throws in. 

I snort. “Well, you know, someone had to fix things for you guys.”

Maddox rolls his eyes and Jackson snorts. “We would have had it covered. You ladies just don’t know how to stay out of it.”

“You love it,” I laugh. “Besides, we’re here now and we’re not getting done by the cops so that’s something.”

“I wonder if they let Vincent go, or if he’s still locked up?” Ash wonders, tucking herself further into Krypt’s lap.

“Doubtful,” Krypt answers her. “He had a lot of bad shit goin’ on. They’ll no doubt keep hold of him for a long time.”

“Do you think when he gets out he’ll come after us for getting him locked up?” Santana asks. 

Jackson shakes his head, “He wouldn’t bother, but if he does, it’s not worry for us. We’ll sort him out.”

“Oh, our big tough bikers,” I say, fake fanning myself. 

They all grunt and mutter. 

“Gosh, it’s been such a long time since it has just been us. What about you guys?” I ask the others. 

Jaylah nods, grabbing Mack’s hand and placing it on her lap. He lets her. Which is nice. “Gosh, yes. We’re always so wrapped up in the kids business. It seems like it never ends sometimes.”

“I know what you’re saying,” Serenity nods. “It doesn’t matter how old they get.”

“I’ll grab another round of drinks,” I say, standing. “We can continue this conversation when I return.”

I stand and walk towards the house, a huge smile on my face. It’s not the Christmas I wanted, not in the beginning, but I’m starting to think it’s the Christmas we needed. Sometimes what you want, and what you need, are two very different things. 

I reach the house and walk into the kitchen, preparing some cocktails for the ladies, and some beers for the men. I’m busy slicing some lime when a warm, hard body comes up behind me and big hands wrap around my waist, pulling me close. My smile gets bigger and my body gets all tingly. 

Spike. 

My man. 

“Ho, ho, ho,” he murmurs into my ear. “What do you want for Christmas, pretty girl?”

“Hmmm,” I say, tipping my head to the side so he can run kisses down my neck. “I’d like something big, really big. Hard, super hard. Long, soo long. What have you got for me, Santa?”

“My arm should do the trick.”

I giggle and he pulls me closer, grinding his pelvis against me. His hard cock pressing against my back. “This?” he growls. 

“That will suffice,” I whisper, my body shivering as he reaches down for my panties. 

I’m still wearing a bikini, so it really doesn’t take much for him to pull my panties to the side and find my bare bottom. He strokes his fingers over the skin there, and then I hear him shuffle his shorts down and free his cock. 

“Quick and fast work for you?” he murmurs. 

“Oh, honey, yes.”

I grip the counter, knowing he’s going to plunge into me and everything, oh everything, is going to feel so much fucking better. One hand wraps around my front, over my belly button, pulling me back closer to him. The other hand grips his cock, and he shoves my legs apart with his knee before sliding that hard length of perfection between my legs and plunging home. 

I gasp. 

His hand goes out to grip the counter top as well. 

Then we’re fucking. 

Hard and rough. 

We don’t have time for slow and sweet, and I wouldn’t want it anyway. 

He fucks me over and over, harder and harder, until I’m moaning and everything in my body sparks to life. 

I want to scream, but I can’t. 

I throw my head back as an incredible orgasm rips through my body, tearing shudders from the deepest parts of me. 

Spike’s thrusts get harder until he’s roaring my name and finding his release deep inside me. 

We both pant as we come down from a pretty incredible quickie, if I do say so myself. Spike pulls out, and fixes himself up, then he slips my panties back over and says low in my ear, “Let my cum drip out of you. I want to know you’re wet with me. I want to know every time you move, you can feel me.”

I shiver. 

God I love his filthy mouth. 

“Okay, boss,” I whisper. 

He steps back and slaps me on the bottom. “How do you rate your Christmas experience, Ma’am?” 

I look at him over my shoulder and grin, “Ten out of ten. Merry Christmas, honey.”

“Merry Christmas baby.”

Yep. 

Merry indeed. 

Life just couldn’t get any better. 
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JAYLAH
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GOD. 

Is he going to hate this?

What if he rejects me and I make things worse. 

I shake my head. 

Get it together, Jaylah. You’re a fucking warrior, nobody brings you down. You’ve got this. 

I snort. 

I’m talking to myself. 

Attractive. 

I pull my coat over my sexy lingerie, which is a pair of knee high stockings, a lacy pair of black panties that leaves little to the imagination, and those panties come up with a thin, sexy bit of material to connect to a bra that makes my ladies look huge. I’ve also thrown on a pair of heels, Ciara told me I can’t leave out the heels. 

Ash and Santana messed my hair up, making it look sexy and unkempt. I have to admit, they did a good job. It does look pretty good. 

Then they all walked me through exactly what I’m going to do when Mack walks through the door. Now I wait, I wait for him to walk through the door and either accept or reject. I hope he accepts, I need this. So badly. Everything in the last week has been crazy, things have gone from good, to bad, and back to good again. It’s like emotional whip lash and I’m ready for normal to come on back through the door. 

Speaking of doors, ours opens and Mack steps in. 

For a moment, I doubt every single thing I’m doing here, but then I take a deep breath, remind myself who the fuck I am, and say, “You’re late.”

My voice is sexy and sultry, and for a moment, Mack looks confused. 

Then he looks at me, really looks at me, and I take that moment to drop my coat and stand before him. He takes me in, his eyes dragging down my body before returning back to my face. 

The moment of truth. 

This is everything. 

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” he murmurs, his voice low and sexy. “I got caught up.”

He’s playing along. 

Oh thank the lord. 

Thank the sweet lord. 

“I’m going to have to punish you for that,” I say, stepping forward. “How should we proceed?”

He shrugs, ever so slightly, but the look in his eyes is one full of wicked. I take his hand and spin him around, pulling the other hand around to join the first one behind his back. Then I lean in close, pressing my breasts to his back and saying, “You’re a very bad boy. I’m going to have to show you what happens to bad boys.”

I tug him towards the bed and then release him and step around in front of him, pushing him down. He lands on his back and I order, “Remove your clothes. Now.”

He starts doing as I ask, his eyes never leaving me. Slowly, he unbuttons his shirt and slides it off. My mouth waters as I take in his gorgeous chest, one I haven’t run my lips over in so long. Then I drag my gaze over his hands as they unbutton his jeans and he slides them down, tossing them off. 

He’s hard. Gloriously hard, and I can’t help it. I stare. I stare and my pussy aches knowing that he’ll be inside me again soon, after such a long time. 

I crawl over him until I’m positioned correctly, then I lean down until our lips are nearly touching and say, “Your hands don’t get to be part of this.”

I reach over to the bed side table and grab a long, soft ribbon. I order him to put his hands above his head, which he does, and then I tie them very gently. I don’t want him to freak out, and if he pulls, I’ve made sure they’ll come undone. 

With his hands up over his head, and his biceps flexing, I take him in. I stare down at him, and relish in how utterly beautiful he is. 

Then I lean down, brushing my lips across his cheeks, across his chin and then finally I meet his lips. For a second I just let my body feel how amazing it feels to kiss him again. Then I take the kiss deeper. He responds beautifully, kissing me until we’re both frantic and panting and our tongues are so intertwined they might as well be one. 

I pull back, my chest heaving, my pussy aching. 

I want him, but I need to slow it the hell down. 

I lean down and run my lips down his neck, over his shoulders, past his chest and abs until I reach his cock. I part my lips and take it into my mouth, loving the way he hisses as my tongue swirls and my lips slide down the hard length. I grab his balls as I move my head up and down, and he growls, low and fierce, before hissing, “Fuck, if you do that too long I’ll cum, honey.”

Honey. 

He hasn’t called me honey in such a long time. 

I lift my head and lick my lips, holding his eyes, and then I climb on top of him and position myself over his cock. I don’t bother taking my panties off. These little babies have a split right up the middle, so when you part your legs, your pussy is exposed. I am friends with some nasty ladies, and I love it. 

I slide down slowly over his cock, and we both moan in pleasure, or relief, or both. It’s been so long since I’ve felt him stretch me open, his cock filling my depths until I can’t take it anymore. I whimper and my hands fall to his chest as I take him fully inside me. Then I start riding him. Slow at first, swirling my hips around until we’re both panting and gasping, and then I fuck him. 

I fuck him like it’s our last fuck on earth. 

I ride him until my legs hurt. 

I take every inch of him and I bounce until he’s barking my name. 

I’ll make sure he never forgets me again. 

Ever. 

I scream out my orgasm, and I know everyone in the house can hear. I also know I don’t give a crap. I need this more than I care about them hearing me. Pleasure, built up pleasure, erupts and I tremble, shaking and shuddering. Mack follows moments later, roaring his release, his hands jerking and busting out of the ribbon and finding my breasts. He squeezes as his cock pulses inside me, and for a moment, nothing else in the world matters. 

When we both come down from our high, Mack grabs my hips and hauls me off him, pulling me into his side when I hit the soft bed. He wraps me in his arms, something he hasn’t done for a long time. I roll so my face is buried in his chest, and I breathe him in. All his masculine scent and sweat. I want it all. Because it’s all the things I love about him. 

“That was incredible,” he murmurs, turning to brush his lips across my hair. 

“Let’s never leave it so long again, okay?” I whisper. 

He goes quiet for a moment, and then he moves, rolling me to my back and propping himself up on his elbow so he’s looking down at me, those brown eyes intense, his hair falling over his shoulders making him look so fucking gorgeous it hurts. 

“I need to tell you how sorry I am, Jaylah. Know I’ve got a long goin’ on, know I’ve got a long road ahead, but I didn’t treat you right. I made you a promise to always treat you right and I broke that promise. I fucked up as a man. I let you down. You didn’t deserve that. Should have talked to you, and I should have told you I wasn’t feelin’ right. I’m sorry. You gotta know that I love you, so fuckin’ much, and the fact that I made you doubt that, for even a few hours, makes me sick to my stomach.”

For a man like Mack, that was a hell of a lot of words. 

I reach up and cup his cheek. “We all suffer, Mack. We all do things we later look back on and regret. I know you’re sorry, and I know you love me. It did hurt, but it’s better now and you’re here. Just promise me if you’re ever suffering, you’ll come to me. Don’t shut me out.”

He nods, “I promise.”

“I love you,” I say, smiling up at him. 

“Love you too, honey.”

“This Christmas didn’t turn out so bad after all.”

He smiles. “I didn’t get you anything, I was so wrapped up in my own shit I didn’t even realize how close to Christmas we were.”

I shake my head and laugh, “You did get me something.”

I looks confused. 

“I asked for one thing, and I got it.”

“What did you ask for?”

I run my thumb over his bottom lip. “I asked for a Biker for Christmas, and you just delivered.”

He grins. 

My heart swells. 

Life is perfect once more.

Merry Christmas everybody. 
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THE END
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I HOPE YOU ENJOYED this little Christmas novella. I know I enjoyed every second writing it! Going back to these characters was such a fun experience! Merry Christmas to you all, and thank you for being such wonderful, supportive fans. You all make my dreams possible, even when I think they’re impossible. So thank you. 

Bella x
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