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      Doug is a cheese pizza kind of guy. A honeymoon cruise around the Caribbean is the most adventurous thing he’s ever done. Going on that honeymoon alone is unthinkable, but here he is, with a luxury suite and a broken heart.

      Tripp is a hopeless romantic. He’s in a sinking relationship that’s been taking on water for months. He’d throw in the towel if he had one, but he’s naked and locked out of his room.

      No one should be on a cruise alone, and Tripp has a simple solution: he and Doug will pretend to be husbands and enjoy everything a week of sea and sun has to offer. But as the days and nights heat up, can a cheese pizza kind of guy be brave enough to give love a second chance?

      Honeymoon Sweet is a 63k contemporary MM romance. It’s sweet enough to require a trip to the dentist, and hot enough you’ll need a swim to cool off when it’s over. HEA guaranteed.
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        For the romantics. May you find someone who loves you for you, cheese pizza and all.

      

      

      

      For news on future releases, join the A-List, my monthly newsletter.
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      The naked man in the hall is icing on the surreal cake that has been the past forty-eight hours of my life. Calvin would probably say it’s because my libido has basically shrivelled to nothing, but it’s mostly because I’m completely lost and so busy trying to remember my suite number that the glowing gleam of the stranger’s ass, practically pink against long tanned legs and a gently muscled spine, is literally a foot in front of me before I notice it.

      “Oh my God!” I clap a hand over my eyes and gasp like a homecoming dance chaperone. Except I leave a space open between my fingers, for whatever reason, so I get an eyeful when he turns towards me with a shocked expression that melts to horror.

      Along with his tight body, he’s rocking a decent-sized package.

      Not that I look.

      Except I do, mostly to prove to Calvin that I am not a monk after all.

      “Oh fuck!” His voice is deeper than I expected, and it hits my chest in a nice way. Better than the twisting anxiety that’s basically been gnawing there like a rabid squirrel since yesterday. When I spread my fingers open again, he’s got one hand over his crotch, and he’s sort of half twisted away from me, like he can’t decide if it’s worse to show me his ass or his palm barely covering his dick.

      “Uh. Sorry. Sorry.” I try to step around him. Cruise ship halls are narrow, and we get closer than is probably strictly appropriate in this suddenly clothing-optional environment. He smells like coconut and sunscreen.

      “Yeah,” he says. It’s like we’re on magnets. As I pass, he keeps rotating, so I never lose the quarter view of his ass and the growing pink that’s spreading up his neck. It must be contagious, because my ears are pulsing like a furnace.

      I’m ten steps up the hall when I hear his heavy sigh. The sound sends a shiver up my neck. I’ve made it a lot myself lately.

      He’s facing away from me, hands on his hips, ass clenched tight. Whoever comes around that corner next is going to get quite the show. But then his shoulders slump, and I know that disappointed defeat intimately.

      “Can I—” What am I supposed to say? “Can I help you? With something?”

      His head turns slightly, chin dipping over his shoulder. His hair is dark blond and a little spiked at the tips, just like his nose and jaw are sharp like an angry bird’s. Not an Angry Bird. An actual unhappy bird. Like how a crow stares at you like you’ve interrupted its lunch.

      “Sorry,” I say when the silence goes on too long. “Never mind.”

      “I’m locked out of my room,” that too-deep voice says. His eyes flick to mine, and he gives this smile that says he knows I’m staring at his ass, and he knows it’s a nice ass. I try to speak so fast I bite my tongue and hiss, putting a hand to my mouth while my eyes fill with tears.

      It’s nice to cry about physical pain for a change.

      He’s still watching me, so I swallow and say, “Have you checked your pockets?”

      The whir of the air conditioning is not nearly loud enough to hide my humiliation. Nothing is these days.

      He snorts out a soft laugh. “Funny guy. I don’t suppose you can get me a towel or something?”

      I look around me, momentarily confused. Unlike him, I do have pockets, but surely he can see all I have to offer is a polo shirt and cargos.

      He bumps his forehead against what I assume is the door to his room. “Never mind.”

      His room . . .

      “Oh! Yeah. Come down to my suite. I can get you something to, um—” My eyes will not stay off his body. “Cover up with.”

      He scrubs his fingers through the back of his hair where it’s cut short along his nape. What’s the appropriate thing to do? Should he walk back to my room with me—assuming I remember where it is—and risk meeting other people as we go, or should he stay here?

      “It’s this way,” I say, because it feels wrong to leave him—er—hanging here himself.

      He bobs up and down on his toes a couple times, but then voices echo from the direction I’ve come, and that seems to decide for him, because he spins towards me.

      “Lead the way, Magellan.”

      I head down the hall like I know where I’m going. His bare feet are very close behind me, probably so I can shield him from any unfortunate on-comers. People behind us will still get a view, but he’s clearly chosen the lesser of two evils on this.

      Finally—and without meeting anyone else, thank goodness—I spot the door with the St. Patrick’s Day leprechaun taped to it. Our—my suite is the one opposite, but I’d heard this was a thing people do on cruises, to help them find their way. I’d suggested doing something similar to Calvin, but he’d reminded me we were adults who should be able to remember a simple number sequence.

      Except it turns out that when your fiancé leaves you at the altar, your mental state is so scattered that even a four-digit number is hard to keep track of. Thank fuck for Kelly green paper leprechauns with sparkly bowties.

      My room is opposite the pot of gold, and I let myself have a single sigh of relief when I wave the key card over the sensor and the lock whirs.

      I realize my mistake the second I push open the door.

      “Wow,” he says. “It’s huge.”

      Big enough for two, I almost say. Instead I keep my eyes down as I rush to the bathroom and fumble for a towel, even though cruise ship towels are not made for public consumption. If he even manages to get it wrapped around his waist, it’ll be like a skirt with a slit that would make a Hollywood starlet blush. And Mr. In-the-Buff needs more than that to go downstairs and ask for a new room key, if he wants the thirty-six hundred passengers on the Tropical Vista to remain unscandalized.

      “I think I saw a couple robes in the closet.” I definitely saw them, but the sight of a couple anything is enough to make my throat hurt, so I’d closed it without giving it a second thought.

      He’s not standing by the door, which at least makes it easy to wrestle one of the robes off its hanger, but the fact remains, a strange naked man is now somewhere in my room, which is far more stressful and far less exciting than it should be.

      He’s on the balcony.

      “Way to make yourself at home,” I grumble, and the quiet indignation is a kind of relief after the endless barrage of misery since the chapel doors opened and no one was there.

      His back is to me, with one foot crossed behind the other, and he’s got his hands spread out on the rail. A shaft of sunlight is playing over his hair and shoulders, showing off his tan. He looks way more comfortable than I felt when I went to inspect the view earlier. We are a long way up, and I am afraid of heights.

      “Here,” I say as I push the sliding door open. He smiles as he reaches for it. His modesty seems to be gone, like he doesn’t care that I can see him. Kind of the way Calvin treated me like I was invisible for those last months of wedding planning, when he said it would all be easier if I let him make the decisions.

      Better to be invisible, though, than to have 120 sets of eyes trained on you as everyone simultaneously reaches the same horrifying conclusion. The jazz guitarist kept playing the processional Calvin painstakingly chose. It should have been the song etched into my head the first time I saw my husband on our wedding day, but we all knew the truth.

      Calvin wasn’t coming.

      “Thanks.” The naked man is no longer naked. He’s got the robe tied snuggly around his waist, although it’s still open enough that I can see the sprinkling of gold-brown hair on his chest.

      “You’re welcome.” My smile feels weird on my face, like I haven’t smiled in weeks.

      “I’m Tripp,” he says, holding out his hand. When I shake it, his grip is firm, and I want to lean into it while the breeze on the balcony ripples through my clothes and makes me feel more exposed than he was until very recently.

      “Tripp.” Wasn’t there a character in The Philadelphia Story named Tripp? Surely Carey Grant played a Tripp at some point. “I’m Doug. Er . . . Douglas . . . Dougie. Just—” I clear my throat. “Doug. It’s nice to meet you.”

      “Thanks for the robe, Dougie Douglas. I’ll bring one back for you.” He glances at my hand. “Tell your wife this was sacrificed for a good cause.”

      I go cold as words fall out of my mouth like vomit. “Oh, no. I’m not—I don’t have a wife—I’m gay. My husband is—I mean my fiancé—” Every syllable is like another nail in my coffin.

      He gives me a flirty up-and-down look. I want to put my hands over my body to try to cover myself, like he did, even though I’m fully dressed.

      “Good for you, Dougie. Tell your man I’ll send a replacement robe as soon as I get back into my room.”

      I don’t say anything else, because the truth is, I only need one robe. Everything in this room is arranged in pairs. Two robes, two sets of towels, two champagne glasses placed next to the bucket now filled with water, because I let the ice melt hours ago. No point in keeping the champagne chilled; I have nothing to celebrate.

      Tripp’s watching me, and there’s a now-familiar sting in the corners of my eyes, so I say, “No problem. He won’t be needing it.”

      He smiles, and his eyebrows arch as he nods. “Yeah, honeymoon, eh?” He bites his lower lip. “I get it. Who needs clothes, right?”

      My self-esteem dies a little more, which is saying something, to know there’s still any left to lose after everything. “Right.”

      The wind teases the tie of his robe, and I have to look away, out over the glistening water. The sun’s going down. I keep my eyes on the horizon, ignoring the thought of how high up we are.

      Maybe I’ll drink the whole bottle of champagne myself. It’s not like I’m rushing off to a cozy candlelit dinner.

      Tripp has a hand on the sliding door. “I’ll let myself out.”

      “Oh. Yeah. Of course.” My manners say I should walk him to the door, but why? This isn’t my house. He’s not some friend I’ve invited over. I’ll probably never see him again. My plan for the next eight days is to get thoroughly lost in the crowd so I don’t have to dwell on the fact that I’m alone.

      The click of the latch says he’s gone, and I didn’t even say goodbye.
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      So, you’re probably wondering how a guy locks himself out of his room while he’s naked on a cruise ship.

      It goes something like this:

      Step 1: Fly the red-eye from Vancouver to Miami, only to get diverted at the last minute to Fort Lauderdale when a freak thunderstorm closes the Miami airport.

      Step 2: Nearly miss your cruise departure when your plane sits on the tarmac at FLL for four hours before finally getting clearance to return to MIA.

      Step 3: Lose your luggage somewhere between North Van and SoFlo. Argue with the baggage agent who says it could be four to six days before your bags catch up with you. Talk her down to two but know that you’ve used up your annual allotment of karma points in the process.

      Step 4: Race onto the ship literally moments before they roll up the gangway, running on maybe an hour of sleep in the last two days, because you never sleep well on planes and jetlag is a bitch.

      Step 5: Have an explosive fight with your boyfriend—possibly about whose fault all of the above is, but really, when has Liam ever needed a reason to start an argument when he’s flustered?—while wearing only a towel, after you shower in a tiny cruise cabin bathroom in a futile effort to wash all the stress and sweat off.

      Step 6: Chase after said boyfriend when he storms out with his usual flair for the dramatic, only to lose your towel just at the threshold of the cabin.

      Step 7: Listen in horror as the door clicks shut behind you, with your towel on one side and you on the other.

      Bonus points if the person who discovers you standing stark naked is an adorable bear cub on his honeymoon.

      After the group ahead of me at guest services, featuring two sobbing children, an irate mom in Gucci sunglasses, and a dad who won’t put his phone down while his wife berates the poor woman behind the desk because their ocean view room doesn’t have the bunk beds she promised her children, my sheepish request for a new ship pass probably seems like a relief. The woman doesn’t even bat an eye when I show up in my borrowed bathrobe and no shoes to say I’ve locked myself out of my room. She checks my picture against the one they took when we got on board, then promptly hands me a replacement card, which I tuck into the pocket of the robe.

      Of course, Liam is back in our room when I return. He likes to make an exit, but without our usual cadre of friends to circle the wagons and console him, no doubt he did one lap of the pool deck, realized no one cared about his blotchy face, and came back so he could continue sulking once I returned.

      He’s lying on the bed, his back to me. He’s also right in the middle of the mattress, which is basically a dare. Our fight started when he announced I would have to sleep on the right side of the bed—which I never do at home—because I’m shorter than he is and the bottom right corner has been cut away slightly to make it easier to get around it and out to the balcony. And while this may not sound like a big deal, it is to me, because I like to sleep on my right shoulder—I screwed up my left one playing lacrosse in high school, back when I thought anyone would buy my straight jock persona—but that only works if it means I’m facing away from Liam so he can’t breathe on my face all night.

      The fight was not my finest moment, I’ll admit, but we were both exhausted. So when I told Liam I would be sleeping on the left side of the bed because it is my side, he flipped out and called me inconsiderate, and the next thing I knew he was gone and I was naked, and now we’re all caught up.

      He shifts, knees bending under the sheets, which is his way of letting me know he’s awake and ready to hear my apology.

      I grind my teeth. We’re excellent at freezing each other out. Last summer, after a fight about the best way to cook flank steak, Liam didn’t talk to me for almost a week. After the third day, it actually became kind of relaxing.

      But we’re on this trip to try to get away from the drama of day-to-day life, and launching into the silent treatment while we aren’t even a hundred miles from Florida is not a great way to start.

      “I’m glad you came back,” I say softly as I slide into bed, spooning behind him. He’s stiff in my arms.

      “Where was I going to go?”

      At least he can’t see the way I roll my eyes before I say, “Should we go explore? Grab a drink? The daily schedule says there’s an LGBT-plus mixer at five?”

      He rolls a little farther away from me, towards the side of the bed he said he didn’t want. “I’d rather stay here.”

      “I can get on board with that.” I cuddle closer, pressing myself along his back. I hate this kind of emotional bargaining, but if it will get him to look at me, I’ll do it.

      He pushes my hand away when I stroke his hip. “Think I just want to sleep.”

      I sigh. We’ve had our problems lately, but Liam’s never not been interested in sex before.

      “Baby?” I croon, but when he doesn’t move, I don’t pursue it. If he doesn’t want me, that’s fine. With a whole ship out there, if he wants to sulk, I’ll go entertain myself.

      I kiss the back of his neck with all the heat I would put into kissing my grandma. “I’ll come find you for dinner.”

      “I might be in the business centre.”

      His words make me freeze, mid-roll off the bed. The robe falls open over my legs, leaving my dick hanging out for the second time in the last hour, and once again I feel like an idiot.

      “But you promised,” I say, trying not to whine.

      “There was an email from Mae before, while we were waiting in Fort Lauderdale.”

      Of course there was. Mae is Liam’s business partner, and she, like him, must have had her smartphone surgically attached to her hand, because they are never out of contact. And anything one sends the other automatically becomes priority number one.

      I have been trying to compete with Mae’s emails since Liam and I met. This cruise is my last hope. If I can’t get him to look at me while we’re hundreds of miles from everything and internet access costs a buck a minute, then what chance do I have?

      He finally rolls towards me. I pull the robe closed over my lap, but his hand finds my calf. “It’ll just be this one thing. The Singapore distributor is threatening to pull out. I just need to smooth it over, and then I’m all yours.” He gives me his best smile, the one that used to make my knees weak and my dick hard, but in the last few months, it just makes me feel like a cat chasing a laser pointer.

      I give him my best smile in return, because we are going to try on this trip. “Yeah. Okay. I’ll go find you there later.”

      Man, a cruise ship is huge. I keep forgetting I’m not in a hotel. I barely feel the boat moving as I walk from one end to the other, and the giant atrium and endless shops feel less like a boat and more like one of those Vegas casinos Liam took me to last year.

      I grab a mojito at the bar—hello, unlimited alcohol package—and make my way to the LGBT-plus mixer, but it’s not really my scene. It’s a pretty diverse group, both age- and gender-wise, but the men are mostly old bears and daddies here to ogle the much younger man candy and buff dudes looking to arrange their on-board hookups. The old guys are nice, although they’d like me better if I spoke less and flexed more. The younger guys eye me with a hunger I’ve seen too many times at clubs and bars, but I’m here to patch things up with my boyfriend, and he’s never liked to share.

      I see Doug, for second, at the far end of the room. He’s just kind of . . . standing there, staring out a big window as the ocean rolls by. I watch him, expecting the newly minted Mr. Doug to appear with drinks for both of them and a kiss for Doug, but no one does. Doug might as well not be there at all. But just as I’m about to walk over and thank him again for rescuing me and my dignity, two women with blue hair and a ton of tattoos bump into me, getting their pink slushy drinks on my shirt. We do the usual dance of “I’m so sorry” and “no, it’s really okay,” even though this is literally my only shirt until we get to Mexico, and by the time I look towards the window again, Doug is gone.

      I go up to the business centre at ten after eight. Liam is hunched over a keyboard, angrily smashing at keys, while his forehead tries to recreate the topography of the Grand Canyon as he frowns.

      “Ready for dinner?” I say, trying to keep my voice casual. He grunts and clicks through more screens. My stomach growls audibly, and Liam glares at me like I’ve let a child run amok in a funeral.

      “Give me a half hour.” His attention goes back to the screen.

      No. No. This is the dance we do at home. Another half hour. Which becomes an hour, and then two hours, and then dinner is cold and I’m watching Netflix by myself until I fall asleep on the couch.

      Nights like that are why I begged Liam to come on this vacation, and already I’m starting to wonder why. My best friend, Pierce, always says you can’t throw money at personal problems, and he has enough of it—money, not problems—that he would know. But this cruise cost a lot of money, and I need it to be worth the investment.

      “Babe.” I put a hand on his shoulder. We made promises. Agreed on terms. He is not keeping up his end.

      He blinks up at me, and I can see the conflict. If we were home, I would lose this fight without another word being spoken, but just as my spine starts to stiffen, he smiles and says, “Yeah. Yeah, let’s eat.”

      Dinner is . . .

      I don’t want to call it a disaster, because we’re both tired, so it’s understandable if we don’t have one of those deep conversations that will change the course of our mutual future. But once we’re through the chitchat about what we want to eat and whether we should order a whole bottle of wine, Liam and I both . . . stare.

      “I really didn’t think we were going to make it,” I say.

      He gives a half smile. “Yeah. If we’d gotten stuck in Fort Lauderdale, I would have just turned around and gone home.”

      I’m about to take a drink, and my hand jerks as he finishes speaking, making the water drip down my chin. “What?”

      He raises an eyebrow. “Come on, Tripp. We planned to go on a cruise, not chase a cruise around the Caribbean.”

      I’m aghast. “You would have given up? Just like that?” We’ve been planning this trip for months. Or rather, I’ve been planning, and Liam’s been nodding from behind his laptop when I tell him about the ship’s features and our destinations. I told myself he’d be into it once we got here.

      “Well, we’d have lost, what? Two days?” he says.

      “Yeah! What’s two days?” We’d have caught a flight to Mexico. How bad could that be? Margaritas and tacos while we wait for the ship to pick us up on its first stop.

      He shakes his head. Runs a hand over the tablecloth. His thumb is making circles in the air, and I realize it’s the motion of him swiping through his phone.

      “Oh my God,” I say, disbelieving.

      “What?” His hand freezes.

      “You don’t even have your phone on you. Are you that addicted? You can’t even sit and have dinner with me?”

      He rolls his eyes. “Don’t be dramatic.”

      “Dramatic?” My voice rises despite all my good intentions.

      “Right this way, sir,” a dining room host says, and I look up just in time to see him pull out a chair at the table next to ours, and what do you know? Here’s my saviour yet again. Dougie Douglas sits down, giving the host and Liam an uncomfortable smile before his gaze lands on me, and his eyes go wide.

      “Oh. Hi,” he says. He has a nice face. Kind, my mom would say. His beard is well trimmed, and his brown hair is maybe a little thin on the top, but he’s got it cut short enough that you can’t really tell. He seems nervous, but since his first introduction to me was my bare ass and more, I get why he might not be quite sure what to do right now.

      Liam asks, “You two know each other?”

      “Yeah!” I say before Doug can fill in too many details. “Doug’s staying down the hall from us.”

      Liam eyes me, like he knows I’ve glossed over something, but Doug has picked up his menu and is reading it very closely, clearly indicating he wants to be left alone.

      His presence keeps Liam and me on better behavior, though. We talk about the food—which is amazing—and what we think we might do tomorrow. Liam orders a bottle of wine, and even though I can’t pronounce the words on the label, I do my best to drink my fair share, since it’s already paid for. Liam doesn’t mention work and doesn’t say no when I suggest I’ll book a couple’s massage.

      Only when our main courses have arrived and I’m focusing on my food do I realize Doug is still sitting by himself. I’d have thought someone would join him, but also, I was so focused on having a nice time with Liam that I sort of blocked out the tables around us. But now that we’re eating and the conversation has dropped off again, I notice Doug is quietly picking at his Caesar salad at a table for one.

      “You wear him out?” I say.

      Doug’s fork clatters to his plate. “Sorry?”

      Liam snorts. “Don’t be crude.”

      I smile. “Your husband. Was he too tired to come down to dinner?”

      Doug gapes at me. “I⁠—”

      “Newlyweds,” I say to Liam. “A cruise would be a great honeymoon, wouldn’t it?”

      He shrugs. “I guess.”

      “Maybe we can go on another cruise after we get married.”

      The suggestion is out of my mouth before I’ve even thought about it, and the implication of what I’ve just said dawns on me with the same suddenness as undisguised shock crashes on Liam’s face.

      “Excuse me,” Doug says, pushing up from his table so fast his glassware rattles, but I’m not looking at him, because all I can see is the naked horror on my boyfriend’s face at the very idea that I might want to marry him someday.

      “Tripp . . . I . . . ” He takes a long drink of his wine.

      My heart is pounding in my chest as I force a smile. “Oops,” I say. “Too many daiquiris before dinner. You know I didn’t mean that.” I didn’t. I was just trying to say something clever to ease the tension rolling off Doug in waves, and now look what I’ve done. Liam’s posture and his face are a glittering firework of hell no, and it hurts more than I expected. If he’s that opposed to the idea, what is he even doing with me? What am I doing with him?

      After that, I think we can safely say the rest of dinner is a disaster. Liam skips dessert and coffee and says he has to go check his email again, and I’m so busy backtracking every moment in our relationship, wondering where it all went wrong—or if it was ever right to start with—I can’t even protest.
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      Coming here was a mistake. After Calvin broke up with me by text exactly fourteen minutes after he was supposed to walk down the aisle, I was so out of it that when my mom and my sisters said the best thing for me to do was get on the plane to Florida and take the week to wipe the slate clean, the suggestion sounded reasonable.

      Except even though I’m out on the open ocean where the horizons stretch forever, I’ve never been deeper inside my head. Every single thing on this ship is here to remind me that I’m not supposed to be alone. Calvin said he wanted to plan the wedding, but I could do whatever I wanted for our honeymoon.

      So I did. I planned it all. I pored over endless reviews for every cruise line and then for every ship. I looked at weather data. I left posts on message boards. The next seven days have been planned as meticulously as the minute-by-minute game plan of our wedding that Calvin made me memorize.

      But no part of my plan involved me being here by myself.

      I try to follow my family’s advice and leave my cabin in the afternoon. There’s a queer meet and greet, but the second I walk in, I know it’s a mistake, because the first thing someone says to me is “you’re here alone?” No one goes on a cruise alone. And hell, when it comes to socializing, I’ve hardly been anywhere without Calvin in more than two years. We were inseparable, and now I feel like I’m missing the most interesting part of me.

      I think about ordering room service and just never leaving my suite again but decide to try one more time at dinner. Unfortunately, I get seated right next to Tripp and his model-gorgeous boyfriend. When Tripp makes a joke about how I must have worn Calvin out with my legendary sexual prowess, all I can think is that, instead, I managed to drive him away without even knowing why.

      I try to hold it together, enjoy my dinner, but I’m done. Tripp and his boyfriend are still talking, but their words are all static in my ears. I go back to my room, pull the blankets over my head, and shut out the world.

      The next day starts unbearably early. I’ve made up my mind to talk to someone about getting off the cruise in Mexico and flying home, but I thought I’d avoid most of today by sleeping. So it’s irritating when I’m woken up at eight o’clock by a projected bong bong through the public address system, after which an overly perky cruise director tells me all about the amazing things he has planned for the day to keep us entertained.

      And once he’s done, the silence floods back in, and all I can do is stare at the ceiling and wonder how I could have possibly missed that the man who had promised to spend the rest of his life with me couldn’t even make it one day.

      On Christmas morning, after all the presents have been opened, and my nieces and nephews are finally quiet, engaged in games and new tablets, Calvin produces one last box. It’s wrapped in red paper and fits in the palm of my hand, and I know what it is immediately. My mom has tears in her eyes when I open it, and I cry a bit too when I see Dad’s gold band inside.

      “Doug Freeman, will you marry me?” Calvin smiles at me from where he’s kneeling in front of the couch, and finally everything is going to be okay in my life again.

      A knock on the suite door nearly has me jumping out of my skin, but when I open the door, it’s a cruise staff member wearing a white jacket and a friendly smile. “Good morning, Mr. Freeman.”

      I feel hungover, even though the sum total of what I had to drink last night was about two sips from a glass of wine before Tripp accidentally sent me running from dinner. Maybe I’m dehydrated.

      “Can I bring your breakfast in?”

      I realize I’m standing in the narrow door and blocking the way of the man carrying a very wide tray of covered dishes.

      “Oh, yes, sorry.” I step aside and let him bring it in. Vaguely, I remember filling in the card the night before to order in-room breakfast. I was so busy drowning in sadness that I’m not totally sure what’s under the covers, but I have a hunch it’s ninety percent carbs.

      “Sweetheart, don’t you want to look amazing for our pictures?”

      The first time Calvin asked me that was at lunch in our condo on a Sunday afternoon. I’d made a grilled cheese, and Calvin looked at it like it contained arsenic. The question was such a contrast to the months after my dad died and he would beg me to eat anything that I didn’t know what to say.

      Now, I groan when I lift the silver domes off each plate. Pancakes, French toast, bacon, sausage, croissants. There’s a silver pot that must be coffee next to two big glasses of orange juice. I grab the first one and suck half of it down without a second thought.

      “Will your husband be back soon?”

      I snort orange juice right out my nose. The server is super nice about it, offering napkins and apologizing profusely.

      “My husband?” I say.

      “The other Mr. Freeman?” He looks apologetic, no doubt because dry-land drowning guests is frowned upon in the employee manual. “If he won’t be back right away, I can take his breakfast back down. Or you can keep it covered.”

      Shame swamps me, and I slump on the suite’s couch. “It’s fine,” I say, still mopping at my face. Everything smells like orange juice. “He’ll be right back.”

      I eat all the French toast, half the pancakes, and crush the croissants into dust, only eating the fluffy white bits in the middle. I’m clearly off orange juice for the foreseeable future, but the coffee isn’t bad.

      I’m finally starting to feel human when raised voices from out in the hall echo through my door.

      “Oh, don’t be like that. It’ll only take me an hour.”

      “An hour? An hour? You said an hour last night, and what time did you come to bed?”

      “It was the middle of the day in Singapore. Those are prime working hours.”

      “You’re not supposed to be working, Liam. You’re supposed to be here, with me.” His voice breaks, and my heart squeezes at the sound.

      “Well, fuck. If I’d known you were going to expect me at your beck and call⁠—”

      “It’s a vacation! We’re supposed to spend time together.”

      I’m standing right behind the suite door. Part of me feels like I should stick my head out, not because I want to see the show, but because the fight is making my heart do funny things, and if they don’t go away, I feel like I’m going to start crying again and never stop.

      “Tripp, don’t be needy.”

      “Babe, don’t be like that. You’re a big boy.”

      “I’m not being needy, I’m sticking to the plan. Do you want to be here with me or not?”

      “Doug, are you okay? I don’t have to go to work if you need me to stay home.”

      I don’t know which Calvin to listen to and the clash of memories makes my head spin. I can’t do anything about them, and I need something to give. I open the door with a click. I’m only in boxers and a torn Out & About T-shirt, but since I’m one hundred percent more clothed than Tripp was yesterday, I figure I’m good.

      They’re both standing in the narrow hall. Tripp’s boyfriend has his back to me, but he turns as I poke my head out. He . . . does not look like someone on vacation. I’d assumed he’d dressed up for dinner last night or that maybe he’s the kind of guy who likes to go business casual when he flies, but he’s still in pressed pants and a collared shirt this morning, while Tripp is in a graphic tee and shorts.

      The boyfriend gives me a polite smile with no hint of embarrassment, like he’s about to ask me for a grande no-foam latte. Instead he says, “Excuse me,” and walks away. I watch him go for a second, before my attention swings back to Tripp. He’s standing in the hall, arms crossed over his chest. His face is mottled with colour, and his shoulders bob up and down as he breathes heavily. He brings his hand to the back of his neck.

      “Sorry about that,” he says.

      I almost tell him he should be glad he’s got someone who still wants him enough to argue instead of making unilateral decisions and vanishing, but just because I’m suddenly privy to details of his personal life doesn’t necessarily mean he wants the same from me.

      Instead, I ask, “Do you want some coffee?”

      He looks me up and down before a lazy grin spreads over his face. “At least I’m wearing clothes this time.” Then he plucks at his T-shirt. “Yesterday’s clothes.”

      “Yesterday’s?” I say as I lead him back into the suite.

      “The airline lost our bags. Or, sorry, they’re not lost, just ‘delayed.’” He says the last part while making air quotes. “They weren’t delayed. It’s not like they got stuck in traffic. They were supposed to get on the flight to Miami, and instead they wound up going to Toronto.”

      My head pops up from where I’m arranging coffee cups on the table. “I’m from Toronto.”

      He cocks his head to one side. “Really? We’re—I’m from Vancouver.”

      I can’t help my smile as I ask, “Do you know Bob?”

      Tripp grins at the joke every Canadian knows. “Bob from Vancouver?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Yeah! He’s my neighbor.”

      Canada. The biggest small country in the world.

      He gives me a nod as I hand him a mug, which he then empties six sugar packets into before taking a sip and smiling. I watch him, feeling a little nauseous, and his eyes get nervous when he catches me staring. “What?”

      “There’s less sugar in a can of Coke.”

      He shrugs. “Liam likes his coffee to basically be the consistency and flavour of roofing tar. I’m used to having to sweeten it a lot.”

      “That’s your boyfriend?” I ask. He nods, but he doesn’t look happy about it. “He seems very . . . important.”

      “He’s a designer.”

      I was expecting lawyer or banker, but maybe that’s just all my years with Calvin showing through. “He’s successful?”

      Tripp snorts. “More and more all the time. I met him at a show last year. He designs high-end menswear—suits and things. He’s just started selling in Asia.”

      “And he doesn’t like vacations?” I bite my lip, hoping that question isn’t too personal.

      “No, he does!” Tripp shakes his head vigorously, but then catches the movement and slumps again. “He’s just been really busy lately.”

      He won’t quite meet my eyes, and I know that feeling. How many times did I tell people that Calvin wished he could be there, but he’s really busy? Or thought that maybe the whole wedding thing was overblown, and we should just go to city hall on a Tuesday and sign the papers, and then we’d be okay?

      “No, babe. We need this. A milestone to mark the start our life together.”

      Except the before and after of my life feels like it’s always going to be when Dad died. I didn’t need a wedding, just a husband to hold me when the grief got to be too much, and Calvin was already that.

      “Not tonight, babe. I’m tired.”

      Except sometimes when he wasn’t, but we all have our off nights, right?

      “Have you been on a cruise before?” I ask.

      Tripp’s looking across the bed and through the balcony window, but he shrugs and turns back to me. “First time. You?”

      “Yup.” I’d picked it because it seemed like a low-effort way to unwind after the wedding. Calvin said all-inclusive resorts were tacky, and I knew he’d have rather hiked the Camino de Santiago or something, but I was not going to be up for that after the seemingly endless rotation of suit fittings and cake tastings.

      “Got plans for when we get to Cozumel?”

      “I booked the tequila tour. You?”

      He pours himself fresh coffee and repeats the sugaring. “Liam said we’d figure it out when we got there. He said there were always independent tour operators looking to pick people up at the ports.”

      That kind of unformed schedule makes me twitchy. I almost say they can have my tickets. I’m flying home tomorrow. Back to the condo Calvin and I shared for the past three years so I can⁠—

      Oh no. What happens now? The condo is in both our names. Someone needs to move. I don’t have the cash to buy Calvin out, but if the condo doesn’t sell fast, I won’t have enough to bridge a mortgage on a second place either. So I guess that means Calvin has to buy me out. Where will I go? I’ve lived in that corner of Leslieville for more than ten years. But all of the little places, the coffee shops and pubs, the ones I thought of as mine before Calvin moved in, have become ours. They know our coffee orders and that Calvin prefers Syrah in the winter and rosé in the summer. How will I ever be able to walk back in there again?
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