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Chapter 1: Jenn




“Oh, my God!” I gush. “Look at that view!” 

“It’s just the ocean,” my boyfriend Donovan tells me. “You’re going to be seeing a lot of that on this cruise. Come on. We have to check in and find our cabin before the safety briefing starts.”

“We already checked in and the staff already took our luggage up to the cabin. I want to stay down here. We can go up to the cabin later.” I pace down the windows of the cruise ship’s main piazza.

It opens onto the grand concourse. I get distracted from the piazza windows to stare in at the tons of stores, restaurants, theaters, casinos, night clubs, and even laser tag venues. 

“This ship has everything!” I exclaim.

Donovan comes over and takes my hand. “I can see I’m going to have to keep an eye on you. Don’t wander off. The briefing will start from the piazza. We should stay here if we aren’t going to go check out our cabin.”

“We still have a few minutes.” I take a step into the concourse. “We could spend the rest of our lives here and never get tired of it.”

“I’m sure we would find some reason to go home. We would run out of money if you got stuck in the casino for too long.”

I laugh, but then we notice people gathering on the piazza. We join them and smile at other couples while we wait for the safety briefing to start.

Allie, the ship’s activity coordinator, takes her place at the other end of the piazza to welcome us all on board the Paradise Cruise ship Electric Emerald.

I don’t hear anything else. I can’t stop staring at the man standing next to her. 

He’s a big guy with powerful, muscular shoulders, a veiny neck, and strong hands he keeps clasped in front of him.

He has sandy hair and flashing, steely eyes that flick through the crowd with a sharp, penetrating gaze.

He wears a stunning coal grey suit tailored perfectly to his chiseled physique. I get so distracted by the guy that I barely notice when Allie leads the crowd to one side to show them around the pools and the other activity areas on the deck.

Donovan definitely notices me gaping at the man. “What are you doing?” Donovan hisses in my face. “Are you trying to make me mad?”

I try to tear my gaze away from the guy, but it’s kind of hard when he keeps standing there right in front of us.

“Quit staring!” Donovan whispers. 

I mumble, “Sorry,” and turn away again, but it doesn’t work. 

I actually stumble the next time we have to walk anywhere. Donovan has to pull me by the hand to get my attention.

He takes advantage of the crowd’s movements to steer me to one side where he can get in my face without interrupting the briefing. 

“What is the matter with you?!” he demands in a harsh undertone. “We’re supposed to be taking a romantic cruise together so we can get serious about each other and you’re out here drooling over another guy! Now we’re missing the briefing! I can’t believe you!”

“I’m not drooling over him!” I explain. “He looks exactly like my cousin, Flynn. He vanished overseas years ago. No one has seen or heard from him since. This could be him.”

“Will you knock it off?! Do you really expect me to accept a pathetic lie like that?”

“It isn’t a lie, Donovan! It’s the truth! I can prove it to you. You can ask my parents….”

“I’m not going to ask your parents! Stop looking at the guy! Are you here with me or not?”

“Yes, of course, I am! I wouldn’t look at another guy….”

“You just were! Don’t do it again or we’re going to have a massive problem.”

He takes my hand and storms back to the briefing, but the same problem keeps happening. That same guy is always there at the front of the crowd—right in front of my eyes.

I spend the rest of the safety tour staring at the floor, but it’s too late. I’ve already seen the guy. 

Could he be my cousin? Did he lose his memory or something—or has he been hiding from our family for some reason?

The tour finally ends. Donovan and I go up to our cabin where I don’t have to see the guy, but all these questions keep spinning around in my head.

I go out to the balcony and look out over the ocean. Donovan is right. I’m going to be seeing a lot of it on this cruise, but it calms me. It would take my mind off my problems, but it doesn’t take my mind off this.

I just hope I don’t see the guy too much on the cruise. Maybe our paths won’t cross again and I can stop thinking about him.

I go back inside and find Donovan sitting on the couch reading the activities program. “What do you want to do tonight?” he asks. “You’re right about this ship having everything. We could go to a show, go to the casino, play pool….”

I sit down next to him on the couch and pull his arm around me. It looks like he’s ready to drop the subject and move on. Thank goodness.

I smile up at him. “We could always stay in.”

She smirks and his cheeks turn bright red. “We could.”

“We could never leave this cabin until the ship comes back to port. We’re supposed to be getting romantic, aren’t we?”

“Romantic—yes. We aren’t supposed to get ourselves hospitalized.”

I laugh. “We would get room service. We wouldn’t go hungry.”

“I’m talking about the other thing.” He leans in and kisses me before he leans back and strokes my cheek. “I love you. I want us to have a big, beautiful future together—so we would need to go out sometimes.”

“Okay. So what do you want to do tonight?”

He picks up the program. “None of the musical acts appeal to me—and I’m not into seeing anything musical theater.”

“Neither am I—but they do have movies.”

“I’m not interested in anything they’re showing, either.”

“What about the comedy club? Neither of us gambles, so that’s out.”

“Let’s have dinner at a restaurant first. Maybe inspiration will strike when we get down to the concourse.”

I get a very brief flash of doubt. What if I see that guy down on the concourse? What if he’s eating dinner in the same restaurant?

I shake those thoughts out of my head. I’m sure I can avoid the guy. I’m sure I can even avoid looking at the guy. We can always go to another restaurant if he’s there.

I pick up the program again. “Now the question becomes what to eat and where to eat it.”

We launch into a discussion to decide where to go for dinner, but the same questions keep coming back to haunt me. How can I stop thinking about the guy if I don’t find out for certain if he is my cousin?








  
  
Chapter 2: Marco




My girlfriend Angeline leans over the railing of the Electric Emerald. She breathes a sigh when she looks down at the waterline. “This is so magical! I can’t believe this is actually happening.”

I ease in behind her and slip my arms around her waist to hold her from behind. “It’s going to be perfect.” I kiss the side of her head. “This is going to be the perfect start to the rest of our lives together.”

She turns around in my grasp and slips her arms around my neck to kiss me straight on. “Were you serious when you said you wanted us to get married?”

“Of course. I wouldn’t have said it if I didn’t mean it.” I arch my eyebrow at her. “Is that what you want?”

“Of course,” she exclaims. “I just didn’t know you felt that way. You’re always so cryptic about it.”

“I wasn’t trying to be cryptic. I just wanted to be sure before I said anything.”

“Why weren’t you sure? We’ve been dating for over a year. You introduced me to your family and everything. If that isn’t serious, I don’t know what is.”

“That was just a test run. I wanted to see how you got along with everyone.”

“So how did I do?”

“You were great. They love you. They think you’re the one.”

Her eyes lock on me. “Am I the one?”

“I think so. I wouldn’t have said I wanted to get married if I wasn’t sure.”

She kisses me again. “So is that why you brought me on this cruise—so you could propose to me under the moonlight.”

I feel my cheeks burn. I have to look away. “I might have.”

She laughs, pulls away, and takes my hand. “Let’s go check out the concourse before the safety briefing. I want to look at all the…..”

She breaks off when a bunch of other passengers assemble on the piazza for the safety briefing and tour. Allie, the activities coordinator, shows up and introduces Troy Nixon, the head of security.

He’s a big guy who stands there like a wall of granite through the whole briefing. He never takes his eyes off the passengers. I can just see him evaluating all of us to decide which of us is going to become his problem in the future.

I glance down to smile at Angeline—and I stop dead in my tracks when I see another woman across the room. She stands facing the front of the tour group—and then she turns her head to look at the man next to her.

They hold a brief, whispered conversation. I see her face from the front in that moment before she turns side on.

The tour group migrates toward the pools, but I don’t move. I can’t. My gaze rivets on that woman. She has long, dark hair and delicate features. She’s almost as tall as I am with a curvy, succulent figure.

Her tight pink pencil skirt shows off nicely rounded hips and thighs. She wears a tight, bright pink tank top that reveals a faint hint of a lacy black bra underneath.

Angeline snaps me out of my trance by elbowing me hard in the ribs. I look over to find her glaring at me. 

I try to pay attention to the tour, but my gaze keeps migrating back to that woman. She keeps talking to that man standing next to her and then he takes her off to one side so they can have a private conversation. 

It doesn’t look like a nice conversation. They look like they’re arguing and the boat hasn’t even left the dock yet.

It looks like I’m heading in the same direction considering the way Angeline is giving me another death glare. I drag my attention away from the woman, but the tour is already ending.

She starts in on me the minute the tour breaks up. At least we’re standing outside in the breezeway. People can still hear us, but it isn’t as bad as if she did in the piazza or the concourse.

“Is this really the way you plan to conduct our whole hypothetical marriage—staring at other women?” she snaps. “You said you wanted us to come on this cruise so you could propose to me. Was that just some kind of game?”

“Of course not! I wasn’t staring at her….”

“Are you trying to gaslight me or something? I saw you with my own eyes! I’m surprised her husband or boyfriend or whatever he is didn’t come over and punch your lights out! It was creepy!”

“You don’t understand!” I tell her. “It’s just that…”

“I understand you were staring at another woman. What more is there to understand?”

“She looks exactly like my sister, okay? That’s why I was staring at her! I was taken by surprise. I wasn’t staring at her because I was interested in her or attracted to her or anything like that!”

She snorts at me. “Now I know you’re playing me. You don’t have a sister!”

“Not anymore! Will you just listen to me for two seconds? My sister Becca got lost when she was six years old. She fell overboard on a fishing boat when we were on vacation. They never found her body and everyone in my family thinks there’s a chance she could have survived. My parents spent a fortune trying to find her—okay? I was staring at that woman because she looks exactly like her. It could be her! You never found out about it because it never came up! I just introduced you to my family. It’s an old story and everyone wants to forget it ever happened because they think they’ll never find her. It isn’t like we haven’t always had other things to talk about. It  just never came up.”

“How would you know what she looks like if she disappeared when she was six years old? That woman is almost thirty!”

“My parents had computer-generated renderings done of what Becca would look like now. They keep running the renderings through Police and government databases trying to find someone who looks like her—because it could be her! Come on! I have to find out. This has been haunting my family for almost twenty-five years!”

She narrows her eyes and purses her lips. “You better not be lying about this.”

“Why don’t you call my parents and ask them? They’ll tell you it’s true. They’ll be out of their minds when they find out we found someone who looks like Becca.”

She won’t stop glaring at me. “You’re on this cruise so you can pay attention to me—not so you can hobnob with other women.”

“I’m not hobnobbing with anyone, sweetheart. Give me a break.”

“Just leave it alone, okay?” she snaps. “You didn’t have to stare at her like that. You could have waited and approached her later—after you explained it to me.”

“I’m sorry. I was just surprised and shocked. I didn’t mean to offend you.” I make a snap decision. “I won’t look at her again. I promise.”

“You better not,” she snarls.

I slip my hand into hers. “Can we go back to acting romantic now?”

She looks away. “I’ll think about it.”

“Let’s go over to the concourse.” I lean and kiss her on the cheek. “They have jewelry stores there.”

She turns around, but only to glare at me again. “I won’t marry you if this is the kind of stuff we have to go through.”

“It was a simple miscommunication. It could have happened to anyone. Come on. Let’s put it behind us and concentrate on us. Finding out about her won’t affect us anyway—whether she is Becca or not.”

She follows me when I lead her to the concourse, but she stays quiet even when we do pass jewelry stores.

I take her into one of the restaurants to get lunch, but I can’t help seeing that woman pass the window. 

At least she passes behind Angeline’s back. Angeline doesn’t see the woman nor does Angeline see me looking at her.

Who is she? Is she Becca all grown up?

She looks exactly like the renderings. The service that generated them gave us five different possibilities for what Becca would look like now.

They all look different, but they’re similar enough to this woman. It has to be her—if Becca is even still alive. 

I have to find out. I can’t get off this ship until I know for certain.








  
  
Chapter 3: Jenn




Donovan squeezes my hand, leans in close, and shoots his eyes past me toward the other side of the concourse. “There’s a jewelry store over there.” 

“Do you need another gold chain or something?” 

He bursts into a grin and his cheeks flush. “I was thinking of getting something for you.”

“Don’t let me stop you.”

He laughs and we continue down the concourse to one of the casinos. “Do you ever wonder what the big deal is all about?” 

“I suppose we could turn it into an anthropological expedition—like studying the aliens in their native habitat.”

“Yeah! Let’s do it!” he exclaims. “Then we can say we did it and we never have to do it again.”

“Okay. Let’s go.”

We walk into the casino. He kisses me on the cheek. “I’ll go get us some drinks. You wander around and see if you can understand their language.”

Now it’s my turn to laugh. He goes to the bar. I meander around, watch the tables, and stop at one of them. A guy is standing there holding a bunch of chips, but he isn’t playing. 

He looks like he’s observing the aliens in their native habitat, too. The chips don’t really make him look like he belongs here.

He wears his dark, chestnut hair buzzed high on the side with a tightly gelled cap of curls on top. His hazel-green eyes glitter when he turns to me. 

He has chiseled features and a very square jawline. He could be a supermodel, but he has a laid-back, easy-going, let-it-ride kind of vibe.

He looks at me way too closely, transfers his chips to his left hand, and sticks out his right. “I’m Marco de Rossi. What’s your name? Where are you from?”

I look down at him. “My name is Taken. I’m here with someone. Thanks but no thanks.”

“I wasn’t hitting on you,” he tells me. “I’m just asking.”

I spot Donovan coming with our drinks, so I walk away and meet up with him. “The aliens at that table are on the prowl for Earth women,” I tell him. “I think we better make it back to the Enterprise.”

He snorts with laughter. “Let’s try the blackjack table. They might be friendlier there.”

We turn to go check out the blackjack table, but right then, I see the guy from the safety briefing—the one who looks like my cousin Flynn.

I try not to react, but I wind up gasping in spite of myself. It’s too late. Donovan sees the guy, too.

He’s wearing a dark, navy blue suit tonight with a matching tie, gold tie pin, and a bright red pocket square. Every speck of his shirt and sleeve cuffs are blindingly, immaculate white. Rarely have I seen a guy who dresses this well.

He keeps his hair perfectly combed and he has a manicure. He looks fantastic.

He crosses my line of sight, walks up to the bar, and stands there talking to the bartender while she serves him a drink. He towers over every other man in the room—or maybe it’s just his presence that makes it seem that way.

He turns halfway around so I can see his face. He scans the casino, but he doesn’t notice me standing there with my eyes hanging out of their sockets. 

Donovan definitely notices and glares at me. I turn away, he takes my hand, and I follow him across the room to the blackjack table, but he doesn’t let it go.

I stand there with my back to the bar, but the temperature in the room definitely drops a few dozen degrees.

He leans across and whispers in my ear. “We’re going to have an issue with this when we get out of here.”

I cringe. What am I supposed to do—not notice that this guy looks exactly like my cousin? It isn’t like I’m running him down proposing marriage or anything.

I try to pretend that the other guy isn’t right here in the same casino with me and Donovan. The guy could have walked out already. I could be going crazy for no reason.

Donovan steps up to the table and plays a few rounds of blackjack. He wins some and loses some. He doesn’t take to it very well—probably because he’s never gambled before.

He comes back over to me after half an hour. “Do you want to play?”

“Naw,” I tell him. “Let’s get out of here. I think we’ve seen enough of the aliens for now.”

He nods. “I’m gonna go to the bathroom. I’ll meet you back over here and then we’ll head out.”

He kisses me on the cheek, but I would have to be in a coma not to feel the resentment.

He walks away. I watch the next game since I have nothing better to do.

Someone startles me out of my skin by saying my name. “Jenn Hayworth?” 

I spin around and my world drops out from under my feet when I come face to face with the guy in the suit—the guy who looks exactly like my missing cousin.

I can’t make a sound. He can’t be standing right here in front of me. Did he recognize me? Does he remember me? Is he coming to talk to me so I can help him get back in touch with the family?

“I need to ask you some questions,” he tells me. “I hope you don’t mind. Is now a bad time?”

“I…….Are you…..Do you know me?” I blurt out. “Do you recognize me? Have we met somewhere before? I swear I know you from somewhere. Where are you from? Does your family live in Wichita Falls? Have you ever been there?”

Now his eyes fall out of their sockets. “Excuse me?”

“I was just asking because….I just wondered….”

His expression clears. “Look. I’m flattered that you’re interested, but I’m happily married and I’m not interested in anyone else. I only ask because I need to know a few details about your itinerary—where along our route you’ll be disembarking and whether you have visas for all the countries we’ll be stopping in.”

“I…..what?” I stammer. “Why do you want to know that?”

“I’m the Chief of Security for the Electric Emerald. Didn’t you know that? I saw you at the safety briefing. Allie introduced me to all of you. I know you saw me there because I saw you. I just need to clarify all the passenger itineraries. It’s part of my job. I didn’t come over here to hit on you or for you to hit on me—and no, I have never been to Wichita Falls. I would definitely remember that—and no, I don’t know you or recognize you.”

I cover my eyes. “Oh, my God! I can’t believe it.”

“Don’t worry about it,” he tells me. “We can forget it.”

“I’m really sorry.” I stick out my hand. “I wasn’t paying attention to the briefing because you look exactly like my cousin who went missing five years ago. I wasn’t sure if you were him. I’m sorry. I didn’t catch your name before—and I wasn’t trying to hit on you. I was just trying to find out if you were him—or if you lost your memory—or something like that.”

“Oh, I see.” He shakes my hand. “Well…..I never went missing. I’ve been working here longer than five years. People would have noticed if I went missing.”

“Okay.” I smile at him. “Thank you—for clearing that up. I was going crazy wondering who you were.”

“It’s all right. I’m glad I could put the mystery to rest. Can you tell me now if you have all your visas?”

“Yes!” I scramble for my purse. “I have my passport here.”

He pulls out his phone and snaps pictures of my visas. “Your booking with the cruise line states that you’re sharing a cabin with Donavan McNulty. Is that correct?”

“Yes! He’s my boyfriend. He’s here somewhere. He should be coming back soon.”

“Just tell him to bring his passport by my office—or he can show it to me if he sees me walking around the ship.”

“Okay.” I smile at him again. “Thanks. I guess I’ll see you around.”

He nods. “I’m sure of it.”

He’s just about to walk away when Donovan comes back. Neither Troy nor I see Donovan coming before he barges up to us, grabs me, and shoves his arm between me and Troy.

Donovan yanks me away and pushes Troy away from me at the same time. “Back off, pal,” Donovan snaps. “Watch your step the next time you start hitting on another man’s woman.”

I start to say, “Donovan…..”

“I wasn’t hitting on her, Mr. McNulty,” Troy begins.

Donovan freezes. “How do you know my name?”

I try to break out of his hold. “Donovan….you don’t understand…..”

“I understand perfectly. Come on. We’re leaving.”

He clamps his hand around my elbow and marches me out of the casino. I keep saying, “Donovan—hey! Will you listen to me?! It wasn’t what you think!”

“I saw perfectly well what it was and it was exactly what I think,” he snaps over his shoulder. “I told you we would have an issue with this and now we do.”

He stops at the elevator, stabs his finger into the button, and finally lets go of my arm. My elbow hurts where he held onto me too tightly. Should I be worried that he hurt me when he lost his temper?

“He was not hitting on me—and I was not hitting on him, Donovan!” I tell him. “He was asking me about….”

“Do you think I’m blind or something?! I saw you smiling at him. I’m a man. I saw perfectly well the way he was looking at you.”

“He’s married, Donovan! He wasn’t hitting on me! He asked me about our itinerary stops and he told me to tell you….”

“You better not have told him anything.” He steps into the elevator and lets me come in there by myself this time without trying to break my arm. “You should know better than to give out your personal details to strangers.”

“He’s the Chief of Security for the cruise ship, Donovan! It’s his job to find out if we have visas for all our points of disembarkation! He checked my passport and he told me to tell you to take yours to his office so he can check it! Will you pull your head out of the clouds? He’s a married man and he was only talking to me because it’s his job!”

“That doesn’t stop you from dogging after him with your tongue hanging out, does it? You can’t stop staring at the guy. What am I supposed to think?”

“I thought he was my cousin, okay?”

The elevator gets to our floor. We step out of the elevator and he turns around to point in my face. “Don’t ever let me catch you talking to that guy again—or anyone else on this ship.”

“I might have to talk to him! Don’t you get that? He’s in charge of security—and I’m not going to lock myself away and not talk to anyone else on the cruise, either. You have no reason to suspect me of anything with Troy….”

“Oh, so now you’re on a first-name basis with him, is that it?” He storms through the door into our cabin. “I really thought we had something serious, but I can see I was mistaken. I can’t trust you to go around flirting with every man who happens to pass you by.”

“I WAS NOT FLIRTING WITH HIM!!” I fire back. “I talked to him once—and that was in a professional capacity.”

“You were not smiling at him in a professional capacity! I know the way you smile at guys when you find them attractive….”

“He is attractive! That doesn’t mean I was smiling at him like that! I was smiling because he cleared up my questions about him possibly being my cousin! Is it asking too much that I at least found out he isn’t my cousin?”

“Yes, it’s asking too much. I saw the way you were looking at him. You can’t tell me you weren’t interested.”

“I was interested!” I roar. “I was interested in finding out who he was and whether he was my cousin! Okay? You can’t possibly find any fault with that.”

“I can find plenty of fault with the way you were looking at him, smiling at him, and blushing at him.”

I throw up my hands. “I don’t believe this. I can’t believe you’re making such a big deal about this.”

“You don’t think it’s a big deal that I caught you making eyes at another man?!”

“I was not making eyes at him and it isn’t like I’ve ever done this before! I was interested to find out if he was my cousin! That is the only reason I was interested in him and I’m not interested in him at all now that I know he isn’t! Why can’t you just believe me? It isn’t like I’ve ever violated your trust before!”

“There’s a first time for everything.” He points past me. “You sleep in that bedroom over there. I don’t want to be anywhere near you tonight.”

He grabs his suitcase from its place by the couch, wheels it into the other bedroom, and slams the door in my face.

I sink onto the couch and cover my face with my hands. It’s the first night of the cruise. How did this all go so wrong so fast?








  
  
Chapter 4: Marco




“Itold you to stay away from her!” Angeline snaps. “I just saw you in there hitting on her!” 

“I wasn’t hitting on her! I was trying to talk to her—to find out who she is!”

“I saw you, Marco!” she fumes. “I saw you staring at her! You can’t tell me that was a totally innocent, ‘Hi, how are you?’”

“Yes, it was! I tried to introduce myself and she shut me down! She blurted out that she’s taken and here with someone else—which I already knew!”

“So she thought you were hitting on her, too!” Angeline fires back. “I knew it!”

“I was not hitting on her, baby! How am I supposed to find out if she’s my sister if I don’t talk to her?!”

“Don’t give me that sister crap again! How stupid do you think I am?!”

“I don’t think you’re stupid, but I have to find out about this! I don’t see why you can’t be more understanding! You can’t expect me to walk away from this! I would never be able to live with myself!”

“Fine. You go talk to her and leave me the hell alone. You go talk to her and then go home alone. I never should have come on this cruise with you.”

She starts to walk away toward the elevators. I go after her. “Aw, come on! Don’t be like that! It was totally innocent! I swear it! Why don’t you contact my parents and ask them about Becca?”

She rounds on me spitting tacks. “I’m not going to contact your parents, Marco! This isn’t about your stupid sister if you even ever had one! I saw the way you were talking to her! You can’t tell me there wasn’t something going on between you!”

“How can there be anything between us when I don’t even know her?! I don’t even know her name. She wouldn’t even tell me.”

She snorts at me and gets into the elevator. She doesn’t stop me from getting in there with her. “Come on, baby,” I tell her. “I need you to support me on this. This is important to me and my whole family. We can’t be together if you’re gonna fly off the handle about stuff like this.”

She won’t look at me. “We aren’t going to be together if I can’t trust you.”

“Then trust me on this. I could talk to her and find out that she is my sister and then you would know there’s nothing between us. Why can’t you stand by me on this?”

“Because you could just as easily find out that she isn’t your sister and then there would be something between you! Don’t go making it out like I’m crazy or something and seeing something that isn’t there!”

“I have never given you any reason not to trust me. I have never looked sideways at another woman and I never would. My interest in her is totally innocent.”

“I don’t believe you!” She storms out of the elevator, barges down the hall to our cabin, and blasts into it in a rage. I’ve never seen her like this before.

She stomps over to her suitcase, wheels it into the bedroom, slings it onto the bed, opens it, and starts taking out her pajamas and other bedtime stuff.

I go in there and start to sit down on the edge of the bed to talk some sense into her.

“Don’t get comfortable,” she snaps. “You’re sleeping in the other room tonight.”

I stare up at her in shock. She’s throwing me out—over something like this? Seriously?

It takes me a minute to fully believe that she actually means it. She goes into the bathroom and shuts and locks the door to change her clothes. She comes out in her pajamas.

I can’t believe what I’m seeing. She has never pushed me away like this since we first started dating. 

She completely ignores me and refuses to look at me while she puts her hair up, takes off her makeup, washes her face, and brushes her teeth.

I guess that’s it, then. I stand up, walk out into the living room, and take hold of my suitcase handle to wheel it into the other bedroom. 

I barely take two steps before she shuts the door to her room and locks that, too.

I snort to myself and go into my room to change and go to bed. If this is the way she wants it, then this is the way it’s going to be.

I change my clothes and get into bed. I have to resist the urge to get on the internet and search the ship’s passenger list to find out who that woman is.

I’m going to find out about her one way or the other. My relationship with Angeline isn’t as important as the agony, heartache, and uncertainty my family has been going through for the last twenty-five years.

My parents had it the worst, but my brother and I went through it right along with them. 

I remember the day Becca disappeared. We never say she died because we don’t know. It would have been easier if she did die.

That was the day my family changed. We had a happy, loving, blissful family before that.

That day haunted all of us, especially my parents. They made it their mission to find her, dead or alive. They paid a team of forensic divers to go down into the river and search for Becca’s body even after the Police called off the search.

Not even the Police declared her officially dead. They listed her as Missing. She’s still listed as missing to this day.

The years only seemed to make my parents more determined—and more haunted. They loved me and my brother. They gave us everything we could ever want, but Becca’s ghost kept haunting our family in the background—even in the good times.

No way would I ever let the sun go down on that. Angeline isn’t the woman I thought she was if she can’t support me on this.

I always thought she would be there for me through thick and thin. She even said she would be and I believed her.

That obviously isn’t true. This is such a small incident compared to what it might be. We would face much bigger challenges than this if we got married. How can I trust her not to fly off the handle over something even bigger?








