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♥♥♥

A forbidden romance. A thousand reasons to keep apart. One overwhelming compulsion to stay together.

Sheldon:

The cruise ship's all-seeing security monitors caught my late-night rendezvous with their hottest passenger. Now I'm locked in the brig.

If they think they can stop me and Ky from getting back together, they've got the wrong guy.

Kyler:

Sheldon and I broke all the rules, and he should have been kicked off the boat. Instead, they're holding him captive, and I have to wonder why.

If someone's trying to break Sheldon's beautiful spirit, they're going to have to come through me.
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A Note to Readers
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THIS BOOK IS A WORK of fiction and any resemblance to anyone, any time, or any place is not intended and is merely coincidental. Cover models appear for illustration purposes only and have no relationship to any events in this story. Brief mentions of real persons, places, or products are used fictitiously and in accordance with fair use. All trademarks remain the properties of their owners. Some locations and current events have been fictionalized for dramatic purposes. Please do not post this book to sharing, free, or pirate sites so we can continue to keep publishing the steamy gay romance you love.

Find out how to pick up a free audio book created from one of Parker Avrile's most popular gay romance short stories:

http://tinyurl.com/ParisAudio
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Chapter One
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Sheldon

OH-DARK-THIRTY IN THE morning, a pink line on the eastern horizon. A classic time for the walk of shame. The salty taste of Kyle “Call Me Ky” Jamelyn lingered on my tongue. 

I'd violated every rule in the cruise ship employee handbook. Crew members were expressly forbidden to fraternize with guests. And I'd done a hell of a lot more than fraternize with our mysterious last-minute solo passenger.

My lips still tingled where he claimed me with a passionate kiss. My lips and point south.

Well, you know what they say. Rules were made to be broken.

That late-night rendezvous with Ky was an unexpected delight. How did he already get me well enough to know where to find me?

I'd planned to steal a raft and sneak ashore, away from the peeping eyes of the security cameras. He was scheduled for a volcano hike the next morning, and the island wasn't that big. I figured I'd find him, connect with him... somehow.

A half-baked plan. Fuzzy. And yet he'd anticipated those fuzzy thoughts. Showed up in time to meet me by the emergency rafts.

How could I steal a raft and sail away after that? My stolen moments were better spent sliding down his long body to sneak his hard cock out of his fly. I too claimed what was mine with greedy lips and desperate tongue.

Slinking back to the able-bodied seaman's dorm was a delicious kind of torture. I felt as if I knew a wonderful secret nobody else knew. How Ky tasted on my tongue. How his hips shifted eagerly against my face. How his hand clutched a buttock hard enough to bruise when he was lost in the heat of passion.

It was the kind of secret you wanted to shout out to the world. Yet it was the kind of secret that couldn't be told. You had to be there, your hips shifting against his face, your cock sinking ever more deeply down his throat...

My dick stirred.

Chill down. Time to think of something else.

Tide tables. Phases of the moon. How to tie a sailor's knot...

With the Diamond at anchor, the night crew was already bunked in. Several of the day-shift guys had left for breakfast or their work stations. Not all of them though. A couple of tall blonds, their faces red from working days in the hot sun, snickered at my arrival. You didn't have to understand Norwegian to figure out what they were saying.

When I'd been demoted from butler to the lowly position of deck-swabbing newbie sailor, I quickly learned my fellow seamen on this vessel were all from Norway. After four years of traveling from beach to beach, the sun had painted a lot of blond streaks in my brown hair, but you could tell from across a football field that I wasn't any Scandinavian.

As the token American, I was fully expected to wash out by the end of the cruise. Especially since I was a twenty-four-year-old American working his very first paying job.

Fuck 'em. I had no intention of washing out. As long as Ky was on this stupid-ass platinum-hulled ship of fools, I'd be here too.

Three weeks. Anybody can tough out anything for three weeks. Right?

The two men made no move to stand aside, so I was forced to brush against them to get to my bunk. As far as the paying guests were concerned, the Sapphire Diamond was the newest and most luxurious cruising vessel offered by ridiculously expensive Sumptuous Opulence Cruises. Far below decks, though, its cramped crew quarters were less spacious than most American prisons.

Not that I'd been in prison. But, hey. I've been to the movies.

They shoved back, not hard, but firmly enough to let me know they were happy to play rough if I wanted to. I kept moving. Better to pretend I didn't feel their hot eyes on my neck as I exchanged my civvies for my uniform.

One guy laughed, triggering the other guy to laugh too. 

Fuck 'em. Ignore 'em.

“Questions?” I asked. Easy to tell yourself to ignore the haters. Harder to actually do it. “I needed some air. So I went for a walk. That funny to you?”

“Nobody's looking for trouble here.” Tweedledee crossed his arms over his broad chest and made himself look tall, which wasn't difficult, since he was a good six-three, maybe six-four.

“But if you are, may I point out there's two of us?” Tweedledum might be six-five. Why are Europeans so fucking tall?

“And one of you,” said Tweedledee.

I zipped my lip. Sometimes, the better part of valor is to shut the fuck up. William Shakespeare said that, and who am I to contradict the Bard?

Like an idiot, I hadn't read my employment contract all that carefully. Out in international waters, I was subject to the law of the high sea. I hadn't so much accepted a job as agreed to three weeks of indentured servitude. Too late to grumble about it now. Although, of course, I grumbled anyway.

A third sailor entered from the washroom, a phony smile pasted across his pink face. “Ah, you should go easy on him, boys. He's got a sweetheart waiting for him upstairs.”

They all laughed at that one.

“Sweetheart's got a hot new butler now,” one of the Tweedles said.

“And he's prettier,” said the other. “How long before he gets sent downstairs?”

“Oh, you'll wait a long time for that one, Henrik. He's too smart to get caught out like our friend Shelly.”

Shelly. Fuck that nickname. I froze my face into expressionless granite. The less I reacted, the less I'd entertain them.

Let it wash off. Water off a duck's back.

When they switched back to Norwegian, it was easier to pretend I didn't hear a fucking word.

Getting frisky with a guest was strictly forbidden. It didn't matter that the guest in question welcomed the contact. Sumptuous Opulence Cruises had a strict zero-tolerance policy when it came to fooling around with the paying passengers. The price for my stolen night of pleasure with Ky was an immediate demotion from butler to sailor.

There was no lower to fall.

The next time I got caught, I would be kicked off the vessel.

Well, then. Don't get caught.

The sailors looked at me and laughed again. Even without any Norwegian, I knew they were placing bets on how long I'd last. It was the same way Nigel, Adhi, and the rest had evaluated me in the butler's dorm.

Fuck 'em.

I went about the business of getting ready for my exciting day of scrubbing decks. The First Officer in concert with the other sailors made sure I got the dirtiest jobs, a form of hazing. All newbies probably went through it. If these assholes could do it, I could too.

When I headed out for breakfast, the scene in the crew cafeteria was just as awkward. The butlers sat together whispering among themselves. Nobody met my eyes. Even my erstwhile co-butler Adhi turned away from me.

He was Ky's first butler now. Short and tight, he looked like an adorable twink instead of a husband-hunting schemer pushing thirty. When he kept his back to me, I couldn't help but notice how his dark hair was cut short to expose his graceful nape. Cute, and he knew it. Did Ky go for cute?

Of course, he did. Who didn't go for cute?

The butlers continued to talk with their heads close together. Having people gossip about me in English was worse than when they did it in Norwegian. I kept thinking I could almost make out what they were saying.

Choking down some burned coffee, I left for the supply station to pick up my trusty bucket.

Three weeks of this. Well, two weeks and five days. Fuck it. I could do it standing on my head. I'd show them, I'd show everybody. Most of all, I'd show my father.

I could work. Sheldon Blackminster MacDonald the Fifth wasn't anybody's helpless cream puff.

Outside the supply station, First Officer Bjelland leaned back against a wall to gaze across a wide blue ocean. His English was the product of years spent watching American movies. Hollywood taught him to pose like he was the star of some franchise that never stopped filming. Fortyish and barrel-chested, he was perfectly cast in the role of the wise salt of the sea. The red highlights in his clipped blond hair matched the red flush of his wind-whipped skin.

I tried to moderate my footsteps to slip past unnoticed. Does that ever work? Slowly, melodramatically, Bjelland removed his cool blue eyes from the sea to shoot me a meaningful glare.

Uh oh. Here it comes.

I already have a father, thank you very much. The last thing I need is more fucking wisdom.

“Son, we need to talk.”

“Yes, sir.” On the bright side, four dentists out of five prefer talking to mopping.

Bjelland jabbed his finger at the mop bucket. “Please proceed with what you were doing. We'll talk while you're swabbing the lido deck.”

Four out of five dentists couldn't outwit a First Officer with a movie addiction. “Yes, sir.”

He escorted me in silence as I rolled the bucket merrily along. By the time we arrived at a messy spot near the poolside bar, that silence was beginning to come across as ominous.

I was in trouble again.

Three guesses why. First two don't count.

“Looks like somebody got seasick.” I tried to make my tone all easy-breezy as I mopped away the evidence of a late-night pool party. “Or maybe they got a bad lobster.”

“You almost made a very bad decision this morning, son.”

Somebody must have spotted me on the security monitor sneaking around at four o'clock in the morning. Or maybe one of my shitty fellow sailors had ratted me out. Didn't much matter now. I'd been caught.

“Yes, sir. But I thought better of it.”

Hot lips on my lips. A gold guest badge pushed into my hands. Ky offered to help me flee. Instead, his kindness convinced me to stay.

Could they prove it was Ky who met me out there? He'd been even deeper in the shadows than I was. Well, proof or no proof, they'd surely suspect him.

He's a guest. He's expected to drink and act out.

He'll be all right.

Thanks to the roar of the engines, the security monitors weren't good at capturing audio. They couldn't know Ky offered me his guest badge so I could use his shore excursion ticket to escape the Diamond.

Yeah, he'll be all right.

I had to believe that. The thought of Ky in trouble because of my actions didn't sit right.

“There are cameras everywhere, son,” Bjelland said. “This is a high-security vessel.”

“I'm sorry. It was late. I was tired and not thinking too clearly, and maybe I was a little frustrated about my reassignment.”

“The safety of our guests and crew is paramount. You would not have been allowed to escape with one of those emergency rafts.” His big freckled hand squeezed my shoulder. “You understand that, don't you, son? We would have intercepted you the moment you removed one of the rafts from its cradle.”

Yeah, got it. You were watching all along.

Watching and waiting. Giving me room to trap myself. If I stole a raft, they'd have a slamdunk case against me for theft.

So what? Why was it so important to entrap little old me?

One thing was clear. I was more than another worker who signed a bad employment contract. I was a prisoner here. At least for the rest of this cruise.

Why? Was my father behind this? Sure, he wanted me to learn the value of an honest day's work. But would he go this far to help the cruise line weave a trap this tight around me?

“Yes, sir. Again, it was an impulse, sir. An impulse I didn't act on. I had a moment of doubt, I talked it over with a friend...” 

The glint in Bjelland's eyes left me in no doubt he knew exactly which friend.

“...And I realized I needed to do the right thing. Get back on track, prove I can do this job.”

“You know the rules, son.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Friendships...” He didn't mean friendships. “Friendships between guests and crew are not allowed. There will be no further contact of this nature.”

“I know, sir.”

Bjelland seemed to expect more of a response, but I wasn't sure what else to say. I began to swab with more alacrity. The sick had been allowed to dry on the deck. Some drunk threw up and didn't tell anybody. Jerk.

“Out of respect for your father, I'm struggling to give you every possible chance, but I'm reaching the end of the line with you,” he said. “If you keep breaking the rules, you will be in violation of your employment contract, and you will be terminated and prosecuted for fraud.” A measured beat of silence. “You will learn to respect the law of the high sea.”

I certainly respected his Hollywood-style use of the dramatic pause. “Yes, sir, of course. I do respect the law of the high sea. There was a time when I was the captain of my own little yacht.”

He glanced around the deck of a luxury liner big enough for forty guests and twice as many crew members. All right, fair enough. My three-person boat hadn't come complete with a casino, gift shop, and brig.

“You will listen to me, son. This is your last chance. There will be no inappropriate relationships between a crew member and a guest. Not on my vessel. Are you hearing me, son? Are you getting my message loud and clear?”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I'm getting the message.”

“Well, I'm not entirely confident of that. To make sure you don't get lost tonight, you will be reporting to the brig instead of your bunk at the end of shift.”

Wonderful. This cruise kept better and better. I'd be spending the night in lockup, while adorable Adhi danced attendance on my guest.
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Chapter Two
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Kyler

THE PINK DAWN HAD VANISHED from a turquoise sky. I was on board a mahogany tender with four other guests and a guide. Sheldon could be sitting here, but he'd refused his chance to escape the Diamond.

It felt like he'd stayed for my touch. For my kisses.

An intoxicating thought.

A selfish part of me was glad. When I claimed his mouth with mine, we felt right together. Our bodies fit like we'd known each other for years instead of days. Our tongues fenced with an easy give and take that encouraged us to slot our bodies full-length against each other, rubbing and grinding, enjoying the pop and prod of our erect dicks.

How could I resist gliding down his body to my knees to suck him dry? How could he resist taking his turn to do the same to me?

On a clear blue day, the gleaming white luxury liner anchored offshore Flauneau Island looked like the proverbial painted ship on a painted sea. The whole scene was dreamlike, and not just because I hadn't had a full night's sleep. Isolated, seldom visited, the volcanic isle had no cruise ship port― or, indeed, any port. We adventurous few who signed up for the volcano hike would be riding the tender right up onto the beach.

I'd never heard of the place until Ultimate Luxe had booked my passage on the Diamond. Few people lived here full-time, and I had no idea how often you could arrange to sail or fly back to the mainland. Maybe it was just as well Sheldon hadn't tried to get off here. He might have been stranded for quite some time.

“Have you got everything, Mr. Jamelyn?” The guide had already asked me twice, but it hadn't registered before.

“Oh, yes, sorry.” I patted my day pack. “All here. Fine.”

Stop babbling. Get into character.

I'd never worked undercover in my former life as a sports reporter. Sometimes, I still didn't hear it when people addressed me as Mr. Jamelyn. My real name was Kyler Johnson. Close, but no cigar.

As we bounced over the breakwater, I studied my fellow tourists. Two couples, one in their forties, one in their thirties. Considering the cost of an Opulence cruise, both couples were probably rich beyond the dreams of avarice. They certainly looked the part.

I could only hope I did too. No one could know I was here to write an in-depth investigative review of the Diamond's maiden voyage under the famous name of Norwood “Woody” Michel. Unbeknownst to the reading public, Michel wasn't a real person. Ultimate Luxe hired a different writer to play the part of the respected reviewer almost every time he filed a report. It was the only way to keep the destinations from figuring out who the UL journalist really was.

Long story short. UL had spent a lot of money on my ticket and my new identity. Every detail was chosen to allow me to pass as a nouveau riche software genius. My very day pack was Louis Vuitton.

Sheldon said we might have something real. Little did he know I wasn't real. What would he think when he learned I lied to him about my very name?

The tender provided a smooth ride for a small boat, but I squirmed on the mahogany bench. This was supposed to be a fun assignment. A little gift from my favorite editor. Carlton Maine needed a new Norwood Michel. He also wanted to get me far away from my controversial relationship with a quarterback who now denied me.

“Try to have some fun,” he said.

So far, the most fun I'd found was with my erstwhile butler.

Did I have a problem? Carlton certainly thought so. Was he right? Could I only enjoy myself if I was sneaking around?

First the deeply closeted quarterback. Then a member of my cabin crew.

In one way, the travel industry was a refreshing break from football, since workers were allowed to be openly, even flirtatiously gay. Still, I'd known perfectly well the crew members weren't allowed to get frisky with paying passengers.
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