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Chapter One
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Bridget forced a polite smile while searching the room, trying to find an escape. 

“Are you listening to anything I’m saying?” In front of her, the man snapped at her, drawing her attention back to the man.

“Of course, Alex. I was just looking at the decor.” She lied.

He huffed, “It’s Alan, and you’re not if you can’t even be bothered to remember my name. Seriously, why come on this Singles Cruise if you’re not going even to try?” His voice was getting waspish by the end of his spiel. Before she could reply, another man’s deep but raspy voice cut in.

“Hey, I’ve been looking for you everywhere.” 

Bridget’s head snapped around toward the voice, and she had to check her mouth for drool subtly. The man knew how to fill a suit, and it enhanced the width of his shoulders and all but sculpted his muscles. By the time her eyes made it to his face, she had realized he was giving her a knowing grin with those full lips of his, his emerald eyes amused. 

“And who are you?” Alex, Alan, Al-whatever snapped.

“I’m her date for the night. Thanks for keeping her company. I overslept.” He replied quickly, walking over to wrap one of his arms around her waist. Ignoring Alton’s sputtering, he talked directly to her, “Read to get dinner? I checked on the way in. They have a steak or several seafood dishes for the main course.”

“Yes, I’m starved.” She replied with a smile. 

They were several steps away when a man’s hand grabbed her arm, pulling her and, by default, the man around.  Alfred shouted in her face, “Hey! You are supposed to be having dinner with me, Bridget!” 

Bridget frown, trying to pull her arm from his bruising grip. “I never said I would. You never even asked. Please let go. You’re hurting my arm.”

The man’s hand came down instantly, squeezing Al’s wrist, making him let go immediately. “Back off, sir. You lay another hand on her or raise your voice again. I’m going to call security.” 

Albie sneered, “You won’t do anything, big man. All those muscles and all for show. Leave now-” he started when the man cut in.

“Sloan. Not a big man, Sloan. And these muscles aren’t just for show, but I’m not going to subject Bridget to what I’m going to do if you try hurting her again.” Pulling her to his other side, away from Alijah, he led them out of the room. “Are you alright?” He asked, pulling the arm that Albert had grabbed up to inspect.

She felt a blush burn across her cheeks as his voice rasping softly in her ear, “I’m alright. It’s a little tender, but I’ll live.” 

“Would you like to go to medical?” He offered.

She smiled at him, “No, thank you. But if you are interested in dinner, I’m starving.” 

A big smile graced his mouth again, “Yeah, I’d like that.”

***
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THEY WERE SITTING AT the table in one of the ship’s restaurants, waiting to place their orders, when she broke the silence. “We didn’t get to introduce ourselves properly.” She held out her hand, “I’m Bridget. Nice to meet you.” 

He gripped her hand firmly, “Sloan, and the pleasure is all mine.” 

Sitting back in his chair, he studied her a moment. She was a knockout. Her blue-black hair was pulled back in a french braid that went down her back pretty far. Her emerald eyes pulled his focus quite a bit when he wasn’t glancing at her lips. That is, she had them painted a pale pink, and her tongue kept darting out to dance across them. Her dark green evening gown was hugging her curves. 

She kept glancing at him, almost shyly, then glancing back at the table. Wanting to help her be comfortable, he broke the silence, “Since we’re eating together, how about we get to know each other?” Her relieved smile warmed something inside him. “You already know my name. I’m a Firefighter in Savannah, Georgia. My Captain and best friend is the one that tricked me into taking this cruise.”

She grinned at him, tongue in cheek she teased “Didn’t tell you it was a Single’s Cruise, did he.” 
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