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How well do you know the man you married?

Isabelle knows all men have issues, but when you’re in love, you make allowances. But what do you do when those issues turn into bruises or worse?

Run.

Jamie’s family is part of an MC. He may not approve of them, but flesh and blood always come first.

For Jamie, Isabelle is someone he wants to get to know, but she has secrets and boundaries which he’s finding hard to get through. He’s falling for her, but she keeps him at arm’s length and firmly in the friend zone.

Jamie is sure he can make Isabelle happy. Will the family he keeps at a distance help him? Or will her secrets and past destroy them all?
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From USA Today Bestselling Author Kathleen Kelly comes book five in her MacKenny Brothers series.
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For the people in my life who are there through thick and thin.

Who accept and love me for the quirky person I can be.

You know who you are.

I love each and every one of you.

Friendship isn’t about who’s been here the longest, it’s about who came and never left my side and stood next to me weathering the storm.
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Isabelle

His fist connects with my stomach, and all the air rushes out of me. I crumple to the floor, and panic paralyzes me as I try to breathe again. But he doesn’t leave me alone, and his shoe-clad foot slams into my side, sending me across the slippery floor. The floors he had refinished to a dark, almost black stain, as he thought it looked more expensive. I wanted them lighter to disguise the dirt, but he accused me of being lazy. 

Another blow lands on my upper leg, and I manage to draw in enough breath to yelp.

“Honestly, Belle, see what you made me do?” He’s pacing now, a sign that I might be over the worst of it. His hands rake through his hair as he looks down at me. “Why do you have to be such a bitch?”

The air in my lungs feels like heaven, and I go up on my knees, in a begging position, head bowed. “I’m s-sorry,” I whisper. 

It’s better to apologize and hope he believes it than to argue with him, or worse still, fight back. Those beatings are the worst. He drops to his knees in front of me, his hands cup my face and tilt my head back, so I’m staring into his blue eyes. 

I thought him handsome once—light brown hair streaked blond by the sun, a tan, and a smile that could make you melt. But that was three years ago. 

How can he profess to love me when he treats me this way? 

How did I ever let myself fall for his lies? 

Chase Kelly appeared to have it all—old money mixed with his determination to make it on his own, to be self-made. Of course, it’s easy when you’re one of the wealthiest families in Chicago. If you don’t make it on your own, you can always rely on family to pick you up and put you back on top of the pile.

His lips touch mine, and I force myself to remain still. I want so very much to cringe away from him, but if I do that, he’ll keep hitting me.

“That’s my girl.”

With tears on my cheeks, I smile at him. “I must look a mess.”

His eyes search my face, looking for deceit or his perception of it. I try to smile wider as my sideburns—it feels like he’s broken some ribs this time.

“You love me, don’t you, Belle?” 

Belle. How I fucking hate being called Belle. My name is Isabelle, but from the moment we got married, he started calling me that horrid nickname. And he introduces me to his friends as Belle, to the point where I’ve stopped correcting people. Well, everyone except his sister, Morgan, who calls me by my full name. I think she knows I married a monster, not that she’d ever admit it.

Chase slides his hands down my body and helps me to my feet. The burning increases and my leg throbs, but I know better than to show my pain. He inflicts it, but he likes to pretend that he hasn’t hurt me, that I’m okay. Chase’s fingers dig into my sides and he pulls me closer to him, so I can feel his erection. 

My stomach rolls, and for a moment, I think I’m going to be sick but swallow it back down like I’ve done so many times before. Chase puts his hand in mine and pulls me toward the bed, undoing his belt as we walk. Part of me wants to run or fight, but I can’t win. I’ve tried. It’s easier to let him do what he wants and hope he won’t hurt me further.

His pants hit the floor with a thud, his erection glistening in the light. 

I lay on the bed, close my eyes and pretend I’m anywhere but here.
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Isabelle

Three Years Ago...

The Kelly family is old money and one of the wealthiest families in Chicago. They made their money in shipping. Importing and exporting, and eventually, they expanded into cargo ships on the Great Lakes, connecting all the larger towns. I have no idea how they heard about my small events business, but I’m so grateful for the work.

Chase Kelly hired me to cater his party and make sure his guests were wined and dined. He has a small luxury yacht manufacturing business, and tonight they are launching a hybrid yacht that uses solar as well as diesel. 

He’s incredibly excited about it. Chase claims it’s the way of the future. He’s so good-looking and self-assured. He’s as comfortable in a room full of millionaires as he is talking to the workers in his plant. I’ve never met anyone quite like him.

Chase is six foot three with a swimmer’s body, light brown hair, blue eyes, and a smile that gives me butterflies. This party has been six months in the making. We’ve flirted back and forth but always kept it professional, but tonight it all ends. Tomorrow I’ll go back to event organizing on a much smaller scale, and he’ll go back to all the pretty socialites who flutter around him like bees in search of honey, or should I say money.

“Ms. Jones, you should try enjoying yourself.”

Looking up, Chase Kelly is smiling down at me. “I will. When the night is over.”

Chase takes my clipboard off me and places it on the table, then he puts his hand in mine and guides me to the dance floor. Like a lost child, I let him, even though it’s extremely inappropriate.

As with everything else this man seems to do, he dances like he was born to do it. We glide around the floor, and I’m lost in those pretty blue eyes. 

“You’ve done an amazing job.”

Smiling, I shake my head. “You left nothing to chance. I simply brought your vision to life. You knew what you wanted.”

“Indeed, I do.”

His double meaning makes me blush, and I break eye contact with him. “Everyone seems to be having a good time. Have you sold many of your hybrids?”

Chase chuckles. “Nice change of subject there.” I look back up at him. “And yes. We’ve sold two, maybe three, which, for a small brokerage, is amazing.”

He seems quite pleased with himself. I smile widely at him, and the slow song comes to an end. 

Pulling out of his grasp, I step back. “I should get back to work.”

“Your team is doing beautifully without you, and all the hard work is done. Now, it’s about having a good time.” 

Another slow song starts, and he embraces me again. If there’s one thing I’ve learned about Chase Kelly, it’s that he’s used to getting his own way.

“What are you doing tomorrow?” 

Tomorrow is Saturday, and I normally spend it with my older sister, Charlotte. She’s twenty-four, mentally impaired, and has the mental acuity of a teenager. Charlotte lives in a group home. She’s really happy there but looks forward to our weekly visits.

“I’m busy.”

Chase raises an eyebrow. “Boyfriend?”

“No,” I laugh. “Family.”

“Surely, you can see them anytime?”

“It’s my sister. I’m seeing her tomorrow. It’s not often I have a Saturday off.”

“Invite her. If she’s anything like you, she’ll fit right in.”

I shake my head, and Chase scowls at me. “She’s not like me. Charlotte is learning impaired.”

The scowl disappears, replaced with empathy. “I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be,” I reply with a shake of my head. “Charlotte was born this way. It’s my normal. And she’s amazing.”

“I’d love to meet her.”

This takes me by surprise. Over the years, the one thing I’ve come to understand is that people like Charlotte make ‘normal’ people uneasy. Most of my boyfriends met her after some time, and if they made her uncomfortable or I didn’t like the way they treated her, they never got a second chance with either of us. Charlotte is important to me, as she’s my only living relative. Mom and Dad died in a plane crash five years ago.

“I don’t know.” I shake my head.

Chase steps back from me. “I understand. Perhaps another time?” He smiles down at me and walks away. 

Why do I feel like I’ve failed some test? Watching him go, he moves from group to group, shaking hands and smiling like a shark trolling through the shallows. The imagery causes me to shudder, and I walk back to the table and pick up my clipboard. 

One server, Joe, stands next to me and holds out the drinks tray. “Here you go, boss, help yourself.”

I take a glass of bubbles. “I really shouldn’t.”

“They aren’t going to miss it. There are still over a dozen bottles left, and it doesn’t look like they’re going to drink it all. Most of them seem to prefer the harder stuff.”

“Make sure the leftovers don’t disappear and are delivered to Chase Kelly’s offices on Monday.”

Joe frowns.

“What?” I ask.

“Can’t Monday. I’m working at the bistro down by the river.”

Groaning, I sip the champagne. “Damn. Okay, let’s load them into the back of my car, and I’ll deliver them first thing.”

“He’d rather see you, anyway.”

“What do you think of him, Joe?”

Joe holds his tray higher, puts a hand behind his back, and straightens up. “Old money, used to getting what he wants, and from my experience, those kinds of people are dangerous.”

“How so?”

Joe smiles at me and looks me in the eyes. “They don’t take no for an answer.” He moves back into the crowd and disappears. 

It’s going to be a long night, so I walk into the kitchens to make sure the food is hot and going out promptly.
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Isabelle

It’s early Monday morning. I like to jog along the four-mile loop of Chicago’s Riverwalk. I get the serenity of the river with the skyline in the distance. It calms me and centers my thoughts for the coming week. Mondays aren’t busy days for event organizers. Weekends take up the bulk of our work. Mondays are usually Charlotte’s day, but since I saw her over the weekend, I get most of today to myself—a rare respite. 

This time of day, there are people on their way to work or exercising. I maneuver around all of them and concentrate on my breathing and pace. Another jogger falls in beside me, and I pay them little notice. It happens sometimes. They think because I’m a woman, I can’t keep up or I need a protector. I’m coming to an area where there are very few people are around, so I stop running and drop to do up my shoelace. The jogger stops too and positions themselves in front of me.

Standing, I come face to face with Chase Kelly. “Good morning.”

With a hand on my hip, I smile at him. “Good morning. What brings you here?”

“I like to get my exercise in early and saw you, so I thought I’d join you.” His smile lights up his face.

“Didn’t take you for a runner?”

“Glad I could surprise you.”

“Shall we?” I ask as I take a couple of steps to continue my run. Chase falls in beside me. “Actually, I was coming to see you today.”

“Couldn’t keep away?”

I grin at him and shake my head. “Leftover alcohol. It’s in the trunk of my car.”

Chase bursts out laughing and grabs me by the arm, stopping us. “Wait! You were going to give me the leftovers and not keep them?”

“That would be stealing.”

Chase laughs harder. “Hard-working and honest. You’re going to go far, Ms. Jones.”

“Haven’t your other organizers given you what they didn’t use?”

“No, never.”

I shrug. “Well, it’s not how I operate.”

“Let me buy you breakfast.”

I look at the path along the river. I’ve barely begun my route. 

“Please?” says Chase, and it almost sounds like he’s pleading.

Sighing, I nod my head. “Sure, why not?”

“Great! There’s a little place further up just off West Monroe Street. It’s called Tellers. They make great coffee and a hearty breakfast.”

I scrunch up my nose at the hearty breakfast, as it will mean I’m done running for today since you can’t run on a full stomach. Chase frowns at me, and I smile.

“Sounds perfect. Race you there?”

Chase grins and takes off at a hell of a pace. I keep to my stride and let him win. When I finally arrive at the coffee house, he’s doing a Rocky impersonation as he jogs up and down the three stairs, arms held high.

“You won!” I laugh.

Chase beams at me. “So what do I get for a prize?”

“I think we’re supposed to discuss that before you win,” I tease.

“Ah... but to the victor comes the spoils.” Chase smiles down at me, and I feel flustered.

“Okay, then. What do you want?”

“Dinner.”

He looks pleased with himself, as though I’m some great treasure that he’s won.

“When?”

“Tonight.”

Shaking my head slightly, he joins me at the bottom of the stairs and takes my hands in his. His bottom lip juts out as though he’s pouting. “Say yes. We can do a cruise on the water and have dinner on my yacht.”

“Alone?”

Chase shakes his head. “No, I can’t cook, so there will be staff, but other than that, yes, it’ll be you and me.”

Relaxing slightly at the thought of other people being there, I nod. “What time?”

The pout disappears, and he threads his fingers through mine. “Six?”

“Okay.”

He kisses the back of my hand and frowns.

“What?” I ask, embarrassed.

“You’re all filmy.”

“It’s called sweat, and we were jogging.”

Chase smiles and pulls me into the small coffeehouse. It’s notably bright inside—the walls, floor, tables, and chairs are all white. There’s a neon sign over the counter in a light blue that reads ‘Coffee.’ Apart from the odd plant, it’s the only color in the café. 

Chase walks over to the counter and orders us both eggs over medium, two pieces of crispy bacon, toast, and a side of pancakes with maple syrup.

“How do you like your coffee?” he asks.

With wide eyes, I stare at him. No one has ever ordered for me before and gotten it so wrong. I don’t want to cause a scene, so I say nothing about the breakfast.

“Umm, black coffee and water, please?”

Chase grins and looks at the lady taking our order. “You heard the lady, and I’ll have a coffee Frappuccino, tall.”

The woman nods, and I’m a little embarrassed by the way Chase spoke to her. He opens his wallet, and instead of handing the money to her outstretched hand, he puts it on the counter. She gives him a death stare, and he’s completely oblivious to her discomfort. Picking the money up, she presses a button on the cash register. It opens, and she pulls out his change and puts it in his hand with a big smile. “Thank you so much. Please take a seat, and we’ll get your order right out to you.”

Her eyes come to me, and I smile at her. “Thank you so much. We really appreciate it.”

The woman does a double-take on me and nods. No doubt she’s confused by the two of us—one incredibly rude and the other trying too hard to be nice. We sit near the front of the café, and Chase reaches over, taking my hand in his.

“You ordered for me?”

“I eat here occasionally. I thought I’d speed up the process. You don’t mind, do you?”

He runs his thumb across my knuckles. “I don’t eat meat every day. Too much processed red meat is bad for you. I try to eat fish or chicken, even pork a few times a week, but red meat is only once or twice.” Chase pulls away from me. “To be honest, I don’t eat a lot of red meat at all and prefer vegetables.”

“Well, no wonder you’re too thin.”

I blanch at his statement. Some women worry about excess weight, but with me, it’s the opposite. I have to try exceptionally hard to put on weight. Being told I’m too thin is hurtful. I wrap my arms around myself. 

Chase grits his teeth and leans forward, and in a quiet tone, he says, “I’m sorry. I’m trying to be the big man. I’m trying to impress you, and I’ve come off as a buffoon. Please, Isabelle, accept my apology.”

He seems sincere, and again he’s pouting.

“You were also rude to the lady who took our order.”

“I was?”

“You didn’t see the death stare she gave you?”

Chase rises and goes back to the woman. They both stare at me, and she smiles and nods. Chase holds one hand to his chest as he speaks to her, and although I can’t hear what he’s saying, he looks as though he’s trying to win her over. The woman blushes and giggles as she nods at him.

Chase comes back to our table and smiles at me. “All fixed. And I promise it’ll never happen again.”

Not knowing what to say, I nod. 

A server arrives and puts down our coffees and dashes off to give someone else their order.

“How did you get involved in events?”

“My mom and dad had a patisserie. When they died, it came to me.”

“Your parents are dead? So just you and your sister?”

“Yes. They died in a plane crash five years ago, so it’s just been Charlotte and me ever since.”

Chase sips his drink. I wrap my hands around my cup, enjoying the warmth. It’s not that it is cold outside, but the air conditioning must be set on freezing inside the café.

“Do you still have the patisserie?”

Smiling, I shrug. “Sort of? Mom and Dad owned the building that the patisserie was in, and we lived upstairs. I still have it, but I wasn’t much of a baker back then and certainly not a pastry chef, so I went into events. I kept a few of my mother’s staff and changed gears. We only open the patisserie on Friday, Saturday, and Sunday. It’s managed by the woman who worked for my parents. She does most of the baking. They also do all the catering for my events throughout the week.”

“Sounds like hard work, and I noticed you said your mother’s staff. Surely, your dad was in charge?”

His question throws me. Mom and Dad had a partnership, but it was my mother’s call when it came to running the patisserie.

“No, Dad was happy to follow Mom’s lead. She was the one with the head for business.”

Our meals arrive, and for a time, our conversation ceases. I start with the eggs even though I prefer them scrambled. Chase digs into his meal like a man starving. I’ve eaten one egg and one side of bacon, and he’s finished. I’m wondering if he chews his meals or simply inhales. Chase reaches over and swipes a piece of toast off my plate.

“My mother never worked. Her family originally came from Vermont. Grandmother’s family were textile merchants where my father’s family was in shipping.”

“The Kelly family is well known in Chicago.”

Chase puffs out his chest and smiles. “Yes. We’ve always worked hard. Hard work and family... that’s all that matters.”

“That we can agree on.”

I push the plate away from myself, having only eaten the eggs, one piece of bacon, and half a piece of toast.

“Not hungry?”

“It’s early. I’m still waking up.”

“Do you mind?” asks Chase as he reaches for my plate. 

“No, please help yourself.”

He grins at me and quickly finishes the rest of my meal. Watching him devour everything, I’m once again comparing him to a shark. I sip my coffee and wait until he wipes his mouth with a napkin before I speak.

“About tonight. I really shouldn’t.”

Chase’s face falls. “Why?”

“You’re a client.”

“Not anymore. Besides, you’re my prize. I beat you, and all I’m asking for is a date.”

I don’t like his tone, but his family is highly influential, and they could destroy my business. Reluctantly, I nod. 

Chase smiles and reaches for my hand. “I promise you’ll have a good time. The water at sunset is beautiful.”

“Which boat are you taking out?”

“Yacht,” he corrects me. “The Mary-Lou. She was the first yacht I ever owned. She’s a classic motor yacht built in 1928. Mary-Lou is sixty-two feet of old-world luxury.” Chase talks about it like it’s a living thing.

“Well, your yacht sounds lovely.”

“Do you need me to pick you up?”

I shake my head. “No, I’ll drive down to the marina. Which one is Mary-Lou docked at?”

“Belmont. I’ll meet you on the pier.”

As I stand, Chase immediately rises to his feet. I’m five foot three, so he towers over me. Leaning down, he kisses my cheek.

“I’m looking forward to tonight. Bring a warm jacket... it can get cold out on the water.”

Smiling up at him, I nod. “Will do, see you at six.”

“Is it okay if you come a little earlier? Say five thirty?”

“I can do that.”

“It’s easier for the staff.”

Smiling, I head for the door and retrace my steps back to the river. I’m too stuffed with food to jog my normal route, but I can walk instead. The streets are now overflowing with people and cars as they hurry about their day.

In a way, this is nice. I don’t normally take in my surroundings, but focus on my breathing and pace. 

This is a pleasant distraction. 

Perhaps Chase Kelly will be the same.
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Isabelle

The wind has picked up, making me a little nervous about going out on the lake. I wanted to cancel, but Chase Kelly is a big client, and I don’t want to upset him or his family. 

I’m wearing jeans, sneakers, a white t-shirt, and a Chicago Bulls jacket. Sitting in my car, staring at Chase as he chats with someone on the docks, I realize I’m underdressed. He’s wearing a black suit with a crisp white shirt. When he said to bring a jacket because it could get cold out on the water, I thought it was code for dress warm. Letting out a breath, I lean forward and rest my head on the steering wheel. I have two options—I can go down and meet him, or I can phone him and tell him something has come up, and I can’t make it. The latter seems like the best course of action. Hell, I didn’t even bother to do my hair and simply pulled it up in a ponytail. Chase said sailing, so I envisioned my hair being blown everywhere and thought this was the best way to tame it. 

A knock on my window has me sitting up and coming face to face with Chase. He’s smiling, but he looks confused, and he motions for me to wind down my window. 

“Are you feeling okay?” he asks.

“Yes,” I blurt out and then wish I’d lied.

“Do you still want to come out for a sail?”

I wind up the window, grab my purse, and open the car door. Chase holds out his hand to help me out of the car.

“You’re dressed nicely.”

Chase frowns. “I had to go to work today. The office girls told me you dropped off the alcohol, but you didn’t say hello.”

“I thought you’d be busy.”

“I’m never too busy for you. Shall we?” He holds out his arm, gesturing toward the boats.

Looking down at my outfit, I frown. “I think I’m a little underdone for tonight.”

“Nonsense. It gets cold out on the water, and you’re dressed exactly right. I have a windbreaker in the cabin that I can change into if I get cold.”

Wishing the ground would open up and swallow me whole, I give him a tight smile and lock my car. I’m here now. I might as well suck it up.

Chase takes my hand and walks me swiftly along the docks. Many of the other boaties say hello, and he waves and smiles, clearly in his element. When we get to the Mary-Lou, she’s a two-tone beauty. The lower part of the boat is a dark blue, and the upper is white with lots of teak and stainless steel. She has two masts that tower over her.

“She’s beautiful.”

Chase smiles and climbs on board, then holds out his hands for me. Everything onboard is pristine, and she doesn’t look her age. 

“How long have you had her?”

“She was a gift when I turned sixteen. Of course, she wasn’t in as good as shape as she is now, but the Mary-Lou has been a labor of love.” With my hand still in his, Chase leads me around the boat and into the main salon. “Would you like a tour?”

“Oh, yes, please.”

Chase grins, obviously happy that I like his yacht. The inside is all dark wood and stainless steel. The wood has intricate carvings, letting you know it’s from a bygone era. Reaching out, I touch the polished surface near the entrance to the salon.

“It’s mahogany, teak floors, and lots of love.”

The way he talks about her, it’s obvious he adores her. 

“Did it take long to bring her back to her former glory?”

Chase nods. “Years.” He pulls me through the salon, and we walk down a small hallway that leads into a bedroom. “This is the master cabin.” He points to our left. “That door leads to the head and this door...” he points to the right of us, “... leads to a walk-in closet.”

I let go of his hand and open the door to the ensuite. It’s decorated with more polished mahogany but also has a lot of marble. 

“How many people can you sleep on board?”

Chase is leaning against the frame of the door. “She can accommodate six guests and three crew.”

“Is everything as lavish as this?” 

Chase chuckles and nods. “Yes. The style is—”

“Art deco.”

Chase nods. “Yes.” He smiles approvingly at me.

“It’s so extravagant.” I move past him toward the king-size bed and run my fingers along the polished wood near the head of it. Peering down, I ask, “Is this onyx?”

“Yes,” replies Chase, and I jump as I hadn’t realized he was right behind me.

He moves even closer and touches the surface, tracing the line of black. “Few people even notice it or realize it’s onyx. I’m impressed.”

Feeling a little boxed in, I skirt around him and walk back toward the door. 

Chase turns around and holds his arms wide. “Do you like her?”

Smiling at him, I nod. “Yes. The workmanship is impeccable.”

Chase walks toward me, his hand grasps mine, and he leads me back to the salon. 

“Are you hungry?”

“Starved.”

Smiling, he guides me up a set of stairs and into a dining room. There are two women there pouring champagne into flutes. 

“Mr. Kelly, we’re ready to set sail if you are?”

“Tell Captain Smith to take her out.”

They disappear, leaving us alone. Chase picks up a glass and hands it to me. 

“Here’s to a lovely voyage and all that it brings.”

I clink glasses with him. “Cheers.”

We both take a sip, and Chase pulls out a dining chair for me. Like everything else on this boat, the table is highly polished. The setting is quite formal, with white napkins and silver cutlery laid out for two. Chase sits at the head of the table, and I’m to his left.

“Are you going to sail her out?”

Chase shakes his head. “No. I wanted to spend time with you to get to know you better.”

“That’s sweet.” 

This man seems so different from the obnoxious oaf this morning, who was nothing more than a petulant child. Perhaps being in his own element has put him at ease?

One of the female crew comes back in with a tray and places it on the table. “I’m Celeste. And these are parmesan-crisp canapes with smoked salmon and lemon creme fraiche.”

“Nice to meet you, Celeste. These look delicious!”

Celeste glances at Chase, then smiles at me. “They are.” Chase nods at her, and she says, “Tonight, we have a seven-course degustation menu for you.”

I glance at Chase. “You didn’t need to go to all that trouble for me.”

“Nonsense! And besides, the crew rarely gets to entertain anyone. Let alone a woman as delectable as you.”

My face heats at his compliment, and I blurt out, “I’m sure you’ve had plenty of women on the Mary-Lou.”

Celeste smirks and backs out of the room quickly.

“What?”

“I just meant, you’re Chase Kelly, and women must throw themselves at you.”

Chase picks up his glass and takes a sip, then slowly shakes his head. “No. I’m not saying I’ve never had a woman on board, but I don’t bring women to the Mary-Lou.” He looks around the room. “You’re special.”

Not knowing what to say, I take a large gulp of my champagne, and it goes down the wrong way. In my hurry to put the glass on the table, I miss it, and it shatters on the floor. I’m coughing, tears running down my face as Chase stands then hits me on the back. 

“Are you okay?”

I’m nodding, coughing, and completely mortified. Celeste comes into the room, pours me a glass of water, and places it in front of me as I continue to cough. The other crew member walks in and begins to gather the glass shards on the floor. 

After a few minutes, I manage to stop coughing. “I’m s-so sorry!”

Chase sits back down as the two women clean up my mess, pour me another drink, and then discreetly leave the room.

“You’re not used to being told you are special or pretty or delectable, are you?”

“What gave it away? The choking or the clumsiness?” Using a napkin on the table, I wipe my face. “Maybe we should call it a night?”

Chase shakes his head. “We’ve already left the dock. It’d be a shame to turn around now.” He points toward the master cabin. “Why don’t you go freshen up?”

Nodding, I stand and go to the bathroom. Looking at myself in the mirror, my mascara is running down my face, my eyes are bloodshot, and I’m all flushed.

“You look delectable,” I whisper to myself. 

Using a washcloth, I wipe off what’s left of my makeup. The woman staring back at me looks better, not as flushed and not such a wreck. I poke my tongue at myself and go back to Chase. He’s standing outside, windbreaker on, staring into the darkening sky. As I open the door, he turns and holds out a glass to me. 

I take it and shrug. “Are you sure you want to risk it?”

Chase smiles. “I think you’re worth it.”

Laughing, I shake my head. 

Chase cocks his head to the side and places an arm around me. “Here’s to many more nights just like this, broken glasses and all.”

Without any warning, his lips brush mine, and my body ignites with a fire I haven’t felt in a long time. The doors to the salon open, and Chase guides me back inside. My head is trying to understand what the hell just happened, but my body wants more. Like a child, he walks me back to my seat. I sit automatically, and Chase takes his position at the head of the table. He reaches for one of the canapes and puts it on my plate.
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