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        MORGAN

      

      

      

      I couldn’t believe that I was standing in front of another cruise ship. The Orion.

      Getting back onboard wasn’t that easy. I missed my return date by almost a contract and a half, not to mention how difficult the past few months had been. I had to learn how to walk again, how to become a person again.

      I still had nightmares of Asim and his coven. My time with them was not an experience I wanted to relive, but the terrors made them feel so real. Like I was back there with him again. The worst part was, I couldn’t talk to anyone about them, not without putting their lives in jeopardy, real danger.

      Dr. Peters tried though. He knew about her, the other me in my dreams, how real she was to me, but it was hard opening up to him without revealing the truth about what had really happened to me.

      Getting back onboard a cruise liner took hard work, but it was fairly easy to get another letter of employment.

      I was assigned to the same ship I would’ve joined nine months ago.

      They gave me a server position again, and not a busser like my first contract.

      When I left that dark and lonely place Jason kept me in, I found my way back to Christa and John.

      The look on both their faces when they found me was pure shock, but not unexpected.

      Christa was upset with my mother for never telling me and confirmed everything that mom had said to me while I was almost dying.

      They helped me to get better, took me for physio and done more tests since my body was busy waking up.

      The doctor confirmed that my system still had traces of a drug that he had never seen before and would like to know more about it. He said that if I had gotten more of it in my system, I would’ve been a vegetable for the rest of my life. He was truly fascinated, in a horrified way, about it. It made him wonder about a lot of things in his career.

      Christa was another story though.

      She was petrified, obviously knowing the truth about everything that was hiding around us.

      She was so upset with this new world and their unforgiving nature toward humans, and not to mention her anger toward Jason for letting all of this happened to me.

      She didn’t take the news that he wasn’t human either, too well.

      We fought about the fact that I wanted to go back, but I was no damsel in distress. My mom, and now Christa, said the same thing. I was far from a damsel in distress. I knew that I was something else. Maybe not even human. I just didn’t know.

      “You are human!” Christa yelled as I voiced it one day. “You have a heartbeat and a kind soul, your mother and father were both human, Morgan. You are not a monster.”

      “I have abilities Christa. The last time I heard about humans having abilities they were fictional and not real. This is not real. I belong in their world, I just don’t know where. Are you sure my mom was a human?”

      “Of course she was. She was petrified whatever was happening to you, Morgan.”

      “My dad?”

      “He was a cop, they shot him, he died. Do you think that if he was anything else but human he wouldn’t have been able to stop his own death.”

      “Then what am I?”

      “You are special,” she touched my cheek. “That is all?”

      I stared at her for a long time with tears blurring my sight. I wiped them away vigorously.

      “What’s with that bracelet?” Christa asked.

      I shook my head.

      I’d looked at it so many times. It was beautiful. Had charms around it. One charm was a wolf, I thought it represented my brother. Another looked like a silver vampire fang, then there was a heart that I think was made out of diamonds, and the last one was two hands holding some sort of a stone that was round. They were all hanging from a silver bracelet. I had tried to get it off so many times but it didn’t want to budge. There was no clasp.

      I remembered Jason putting it on, but I hadn’t seen how he had done it.

      “Do you think those are real diamonds?”

      “Christa, I don’t know.”

      “Morgan,” she sighed. “Do you feel different? Have you experienced anything else aside from teleportation?”

      I nodded. “There is this weird thing I can do with languages.”

      “What weird thing?”

      “When I don’t understand and really want to, it turns into English.”

      “What?”

      I pushed myself up from the couch, clutching my cane. I needed to walk.

      “Morgan just rest for another few minutes please.

      “I don’t have time for any of this, I need to use my legs, I need my mobility.”

      “You need to rest, you have been practicing enough for today.”

      “You have no idea how long I couldn’t do anything, Christa. I can’t go back to having that helpless and hopeless feeling, please, just help me.”

      She looked at me, worried. Finally, she nodded. I continued working on getting back in shape.

      John had tried so hard to help me too, to find out if there was another person like me out there. One that had multiple abilities, but so far the closest he came to anything was a Native American website with rituals and beliefs posted on it. On it, there was an entity mentioned that had abilities, a lot of abilities like me, but its form wasn’t human. It could turn into anything.

      “You are not an entity, for crying out loud. You were born, Morgan, not conjured.”

      “I don’t know, maybe I’m just the modified version of whatever that thing is, Christa.”

      “You are not a thing. Stop saying that.”

      She stormed out of the house.

      John just sat there and sighed. He couldn’t even look at me, and I was sure his heartbeat was faster when I was near him.

      “You’re scared of me, aren’t you?”

      He turned around and looked at me for the first time in a long time. A furrow pulling at his eyebrows. And then he closed his eyes, took a deep breath, before shaking his head. “I’m not scared of you, Morgan. I’m scared for you and I’m terrified about what the vampires might do if they find you.”

      “They are not that fast.” I joked and the side of his lips curved slightly.

      “You need to stay close so that we can help you with all of this, Morgan.”

      “Did you know the stuff that Christa knew?”

      He shook his head. “I knew your mother was crazy at that stage, when you and Collin disappeared…” he shook his head. “We searched five days for you. I  led the search party Morgan and when you returned, Christa refused to talk to me about what had happened. I knew Collin was going through something tough and he too wasn’t making much sense whenever he talked about it, but now the gibberish that he said is finally makes sense.”

      “I was so little, and he…”

      “Was little too. He did love you Morgan, he was worried about you before he disappeared.”

      I huffed. “I think he told the wolves about me.”

      “Why do you say that?”

      “When I was captured, there was this girl. Henriette,” I said. “She was werewolf material, could see things but hadn’t been changed yet. The vampires had captured her too and she was so sure that the werewolves would come to her rescue. When I told her that Collin was my brother, she knew exactly who I was.”

      John smiled. “It wouldn’t surprise me if he had been keeping tabs on you, watching from a distance to know if you were okay.”

      I laughed. “A werewolf in South Africa? I doubt it.”

      He laughed.

      “He loved you Morgan.”

      “We are never going to see him again, are we?” Tears filled my eyes.

      “I don’t think so.”

      That wasn’t an easy pill to swallow. He was still my brother. The only blood I had left.

      

      “Morgan, are you sure this is where you want to be?” Belatar said, bringing me back to the present and out of my recollections.

      I nodded and smiled. I had met him yesterday morning. I had teleported back to the US the night before and checked into the Ramada hotel that the head office had booked for the crew and staff members who were signing on for this contract.

      I had to get a new passport and visa because Jason had my old ones.

      Yesterday morning I had found Belatar sitting in the breakfast area. He was so shocked to see me and asked me where Jason was. When I dabbed tears away and told him it hadn’t worked out, we were just too different, which was a lie, and at the same time not, he knew that Jason wasn’t accompanying me.

      I begged him to just keep our relationship a secret. I didn’t want anyone else to know that we had had something going on. Especially now that I knew he never loved me but only wanted me for my abilities. To fulfill his prophecy.

      I huffed and kept looking over my shoulder. None of this felt right. It felt as if I was putting so many people’s lives in danger, or maybe I was hoping to see my brother somewhere in the distance after John suggested that he might be keeping tabs on me. I would give anything to see him again, anything.

      Jason and Dom had distracted me from all of this before. They were so beautiful and now I knew why. They were not human. Supernatural looks were hard to ignore, hard not to get pulled in by.

      I also realized now what he meant by saying he thought I was better off without him.

      Because he wasn’t human.

      What had changed his mind?

      I still had nightmares, still smelled Asim’s sickening sweet odor, but I was handling it better because of my teleportation ability. I knew that I could get out of gritty situations unlike other people. I had discovered in the past few months that it didn’t matter where I teleported to. The world was my playground.

      If danger came near, I would just go poof to safety. But others around me might not be so lucky.

      It felt as if I was making the biggest mistake of my life.
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        JASON

      

      

      “Are you sure, the Orion?”

      “Yes,” Bernard from head office said.

      “Is there a waiter position still open.”

      “Nothing. I’m sorry, Jason. I can help you on the Aquarius or Scorpio.”

      “No, it needs to be the Orion. For how long?”

      “For the next six months. The ones that are signing on today are the last ones.”

      “How on earth is that possible?”

      He laughed. “That is the Orion for you. Easy as hell to book to be honest. We tried to get all the other cruise ships to be like the Orion, but we haven’t been able to yet.”

      “No other position?” I asked. It was as if something was working really hard to keep us apart and I wondered if it might not be one of Morgan’s abilities. She had twenty-five of them. That much I knew for sure.

      “We will have a position in about a month’s time.”

      “I’ll take it.”

      “Jason, you don’t even know what it is.”

      “You owe me a favor, lie. I’ll figure it out.”

      “No, it’s not about you figuring it out. It’s a position you have declined many times before.”

      I closed my eyes. I knew which position it was.

      “It doesn't matter, just promote me.” I could feel the pain. Please don’t fucking die.

      “Okay, if that…” I hung up and grunted.

      “Jason, what did you do?!”

      “I’m breaking a promise.”

      “Are you insane?” My mother yelled. “Take it back!” She hunched right next to me as my body started to convulse in pain.

      “I can’t,” I said through gritted teeth trying to will the pain away.

      “You are going to die!” She sounded petrified, but it was too late.

      “I’m breaking it for her, let’s just hope her mark is as strong as everyone says it is.”

      A scream left my mouth. It felt as if my entire body would shatter, and I knew it was only the beginning.

      

      
        
        MORGAN

      

      

      

      We boarded the ship and went to the crew bar for orientation like we did at the beginning of every  contract. We were issued our cabin keys and I remembered the previous time when I boarded the ship. I had been staring at Jason, not knowing who he was or what he was. I had just ogled him like he was some sort of dessert.

      Beauty would never be beautiful to me ever again.

      I found my cabin. Belatar’s wasn’t close to mine this time. I opened the door.

      I groaned when I saw pictures of Anya and Jason on one wall.

      Just my luck. Why had she come here? If Ash was here too, I was going to scream.

      But I guessed that I just had to make the best of things and unpacked my bag.

      I went to pick up my uniforms and ran into Belatar again.

      I felt agitated with sharing a cabin with Anya.

      “Oh no, who is your cabin mate?”

      I laughed. “It serves me right, maybe you can give me pointers. You have shared a cabin with her too.”

      Belatar roared. “Anya. She is here?”

      “Yeah, just my luck.”

      I sighed and he hugged me tight. “Sorry.” I felt his lips brushing the top of my head.

      “You know her wall is covered with pictures of him.”

      “You can do it.”

      “Yeah, I’m sure she would have a heart attack if I put up mine.”

      He laughed. “Please, I want to be present.”

      I laughed. “That was if I had any. I don’t.”

      “No,” he pulled his mouth down.

      “Thank heaven.”

      He laughed.

      Keeping it light was good. Belatar was a really great friend and I didn’t want him to phone Jason and fight. I didn’t want Jason to know I was on the ship either.

      I didn’t want to imagine what would happen if he showed up. Drag me back. A part of me was afraid of him.

      I remember Asim telling me that his history lesson was a few thousand years old, but that number just sounded so out of this world whenever I thought about Jason.

      Asim was six thousand years old and he said that Chione lost her ability two thousand years ago when he thought they had killed Jason and Annie.

      I still had a cold shiver when I thought about my conversation with her, but then I remembered her wedding. One would ever say she was not human.

      Jericho was Jason’s real name. I closed my eyes and remembered how dark, demon looking, his eyes had been. How had they changed?

      Were they contacts? I would’ve seen them, I had spent so much time with him and he had never had a contact lens case with him, but then I remembered that I had had to sleep, he didn’t. He was good, he had to be after thousands of years.

      I went back to the cabin and found Anya inside.

      She said something profound in Slovakian, that much I could tell and I wanted to know what it was.

      “...shitting me. I have to share with the looney toon.”

      “Be careful what you say sweetheart, some of us are not as dumb as we look.”

      She gaped at me.

      This was a really insane gift.

      “How do you know Slovakian?”

      Wait what? I frowned slightly. I had spoken Slovakian?

      “It’s a language, one you can learn.” I lied.

      “You didn’t speak it during the last contract.”

      “Are you sure about that? Maybe you just didn’t know.”

      I looked passed her at the pictures of her and Jason. “Didn’t you break up?”

      “Shut up,” she said and closed her curtain before she stomped out of the room.

      Okay that was mean, but they weren’t really a couple to begin with.

      I doubted we were really a couple either. He had just made me believe it. For all I knew he hated having sex with me.

      I had spoken Slovakian.

      Was that how this ability worked?

      It had sounded like English to me but what had came out when I spoke must have been Slovakian to her.

      I made the switch back to English, just in case.

      I would figure my abilities out as I went along. According to Henriette there were about twenty-five, so I had twenty-three more to go.

      I continued to unpack my bags and lay down on my bed.

      I closed my curtain, afraid to close my eyes. Dr. Peters had given me some sleeping pills, but I hated the drowsiness after I woke up. I guess my system still needed to get used to them.

      I heard Anya coming back and she was just as loud as Ashley used to be. She sighed a lot too.

      I waited for the time to pass. Around five, I got up, got dressed and went to the massive dining room that was situated on the fifth and sixth levels.

      The Orion was slightly bigger than the Aquarius.

      The dining room looked different too.

      It had a staircase that split in two linking the upper level and the lower level and the chairs were a soft midnight blue.

      The waiter’s stations were open except for the sides which had a mystifying glass hiding five waiter’s stations. I was glad when I found my station on this cruise behind one of them.

      It was more modern than the Aquarius too. Where wood was dominating the Aquarius dining room, steel was the main element in this dining room.

      Even the chandelier was modernized. The windows were tall and the room was so open. It was light, with huge blue tie backs tying it up at the sides.

      The carpet was blue with tiny stars on them. The Constellation fleet trademark.

      It was a beautiful dining room.

      I was one of the first ones to arrive and got my station ready by the time others had finally started to show up and the guys introduced themselves, giving me that look, eyes roaming down the length of my body.

      “Another South African?”

      I saw his name tag, Dieter.  “No way, where are you from?”

      He chuckled. Our accents were so easily recognizable.

      “I’m from Pretoria. You?”

      “Free State.” I smiled.

      “This cruise is filled with our pisanos.”

      I laughed. Pisanos is a Spanish word that is used to describe fellow countrymen.

      But it didn’t always turn out that your people came from your country. I had people all over the world I saw as my pisanos. Belatar was one of them.

      “You don’t have to share with looney tune.” I heard Anya’s voice.

      I closed my eyes. She was working close by. Just my luck.

      “Good luck.”

      I flinched.

      “I was with her on the last contract. I wondered which ship she went to before finally coming here.”

      Another laughed. I froze. I knew that laugh. “You are such drama queens.”

      No, it can’t be.

      “Oh, you will see her. She makes these funny noises too like she is having sex with someone in her sleep,” Ash said.

      My dreams were real.

      “Are you serious?” Anya snorted. “How embarrassing.”

      Gabby laughed again. “And you share with her?”

      That made me smile.

      “It’s not funny,” Anya whined. “Do you know she speaks fluent Slovakian.”

      “What?” Ash sounded surprised and Anya told them what had happened this afternoon.

      “Shut up and dance with me.” Belatar’s voice sang.

      Gabby shrieked and started cursing her favorite line in Polish.

      I smiled.

      The song was a joke coming from our time. Gabby and I used to sing it at karaoke so many times.

      “Troso,” she went ape on him and I could hear the smacks still hiding behind the mystifying glass.

      “Ouch,” Belatar said.

      “He really did one more cruise after he said no more.”

      Shit, she knew Jason.

      “He did, and you would kick yourself if you knew who was on that ship too.”

      “Gabby,” Mr. Nazeer said. He was here too. This was getting better and better.

      “What do you want?” Gabby asked.

      “So, the special dan signed off today.”

      She gasped. “Yeah.”

      I knew that tone. She was going to get special dan duty.

      “No,” Mr. Nazeer said. “I already gave it to someone else.”

      “You are mean? Get out of here.”

      He laughed.

      “Who else is aboard the ship?” Gabby asked which I could only assume was to Belatar.

      “Who are you talking about?” Ash wanted to know.

      “You girls are bitches,” Belatar said.

      “Oh, please don’t tell me that Gabby actually knows looney tune.” Ashley almost sounded disgusted.

      “Who the fuck is looney tune?” Gabby wanted to know.

      Belatar didn’t laugh. “She isn’t crazy, okay.”

      I walked out from behind my side stand and came into view of Gabby.

      Her eyes raised and she screamed jumping up and down. “Are you kidding me!?” She yelled. Mr. Nazeer laughed, Belatar laughed, and then Gabby literally jumped on top of me. I fell with her to the floor. “Where the fuck have you been?” She hit me a few times while she pinned me down.

      “Calm down you crazy cow.”

      “Really Morgan. No email, nothing. What the hell?” She was still holding me down.

      “Get off of me before they think we are a couple.”

      “Oh, I don’t mind.” She pretended to kiss me by putting her own hand over my mouth and kissing it passionately.

      “You have gotta be kidding me.” I heard Anya say softly.

      Gabby got up, pulling me up with her.

      “Play nice,” Gabby turned around and scolded Anya and Ash. “And you, can move out tonight. This is my crazy bitch,” Gabby said making me laugh.

      “Yes,” my hands lift up in the air.

      “I should be happy,” Anya retorted softly.

      “Enough!” Gabby scolded Anya and grabbed me tight around the neck.

      “Yeah why don’t you give them more reasons to hate my ass.” I gave her that look.

      “Why would they hate your ass?”

      “Because, I was having sex with Anya’s boyfriend in my dreams.”

      Belatar laughed the loudest and I was glad that Mr. Nazeer had already left.

      Anya didn’t think it was funny and Gabby’s gaze snapped to Belatar laughing.

      “Seriously both of my favorite people were on that ship.” She looked back at me. “But he is hot right?”

      “He’s okay. The fantasy didn’t last long,” I said which made Gabby laugh.

      “Still the same Morgan. No one can impress you for long.”

      Anya still stared at me.

      “I was joking fruitcake, jeez.” I shook my head pulling more sniggers out of Gabby.

      “She really is. Morgan is still a virgin for crying out loud.”

      Belatar cleared his throat. “Rethink that one, Gabby.”

      She gasped. “You aren’t? Who, you tramp?”

      “Tramp, seriously. I was a twenty-four-year old virgin for crying out loud.”

      “Who was it?”

      “Belatar.”

      “Really?”

      “What is wrong with me? We are an item.”

      “Not anymore, idiot.” I sulked.

      “Fine, be that way, bitch.” He joked.

      “Oh, this cruise is filled with South Africans. Just like old times,” Gabby grabbed me around my neck and bounced on one spot.

      “So I have heard, I met one already,” I said and Dieter stepped out from behind the divider.

      “Are you working here?”

      “Sorry Gabby.”

      “Oh, oh, you don’t like him?” I teased her, knowing that there was history between her and Dieter.

      “He’s an idiot,” she said softly which made me chuckle.

      “Minxy,” another familiar voice said and I looked around.

      “Graham?” I looked at him and looked again. “You’re an assistant maitre d'. What the hell?”

      He laughed.

      “It was bound to happen eventually,” he said and gave me a bear hug, lifting my feet off the floor.

      He was tall and skinny, but one of my best friends back in the day. We had signed on together the first time and I couldn’t believe he was an assistant maitre d' or that he was still onboard.

      “Where have you been?” He whispered in my ear.

      “A long story.” I tried not to sulk.

      To be honest, it wasn’t a sulking moment. I couldn’t have been happier.

      He put me down.

      “Crew bar tonight.”

      “But you are buying. I’m broke.”

      “No, I’m moving. I need her help, another night,” Gabby said.

      He flipped her off and then showed her a smiley card.

      “Still with the smiley cards.”

      Gabby laughed. “Remember how you burned one?”

      “Yeah, because they pissed me off.”

      “They made you smile.” Graham retorted.

      “Morgan,” another familiar voice said, and I looked at the staircase he was climbing.

      “Mark!” I ran to him and jumped on him, almost knocking him down.

      Everyone laughed.

      “I missed you.” He chuckled.

      I almost teared up.

      “Hey.” He pulled me away as I wiped them away. “Why are you crying?” He finally put me down.

      “They’re happy tears. I thought this was going to be a shitty contract to be honest, but it turns out that so many of my people are here with me.”

      He hugged me again.

      Just when I needed them.  “Where is Vicky?”

      “At home, with the kids.”

      “No, you bastard.” I slapped him.

      Mark was Collin’s best friend. We had grown up together and then he had married another great friend of ours and immigrated to Austria.

      “How’s Collin. I haven’t heard from him in ages.”

      “We’ll talk about that some other time okay?”

      “He’s okay, right?”

      “Yeah, I think so.”

      “Morgan, still.”

      I sighed. “You know him. He called me a freak.”

      “Yeah but it was just a brother and sister thing. I thought it would blow over.”

      I scrunched up my nose.

      “How’s your mom?”

      I laughed. “Later, Mark.”

      It wasn’t a laughing matter but I felt sorry for him with all the bad news he was going to get.

      “Crew bar.”

      “No, she is helping me move tonight,” Gabby yelled.

      “Jeez relax drama queen.” Mark joked and the meeting got called from below.

      We all sat down and Mr. Nazeer welcomed me and Belatar with a shitload of other waiters, that I didn’t even know, to the dining room staff.

      They made jokes again and I smiled.

      Not once had I thought of Jason during the last half hour and that was good. But the bracelet he had put on me was a constant reminder of him.

      I missed his presence. None of me felt complete. I wished I could just switch off my feelings for him.

      Gabby sat close to me, with her one arm hooked into mine. She was smiling from ear to ear.

      “Oh, we have a problem.” Mr. Nazeer finally said and looked at his assistant maitre d's. “The twins are on the same ship again.”

      Everyone laughed.

      “Sod off,” Gabby yelled in her playful tone.

      “Don’t burn down my ship,” Mr. Nazeer warned us.

      More laughter came.

      “I want you all to look around.”

      We did.

      “This is it for the next six months, so no fighting since I’m not going to put up with it. Become friends.”

      I smiled.

      “No more waiters signing up?” Gabby asked in a sad tone.

      “No, Gabby, he’s not coming back.”

      “Damn.”

      Everyone sniggered.

      “What? I just wanted my two favorite people on one ship with me.”

      “Who are you talking about?” I asked out loud.

      “Jason.”

      “Oh, for crying out loud.”

      Everyone thought it was a hilarious comment, and a big smile on Mr. Nazeer’s face confirmed it.

      “Seriously?” I asked.

      “Please don’t tell me you didn’t get along?”

      “I wouldn’t say we were best buds.”

      “Morgan Freeman.” She grunted. “Typical. How the hell did Belatar get your virginity?”

      “I was drunk.”

      Belatar laughed again, but he didn’t say anything. He knew what was good for him.

      “First seating is going to start. Let’s go,” Mr. Nazeer said and we all walked up to the upper level.

      I was happy, but there was a sadness lingering at the bottom of my heart.

      No more waiters were going to sign off or on. This was it. Jason wasn’t coming and I guessed that my heart finally caught up with my mind. He didn’t love me at all.

      He was no good for me. And never would be.
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      I wish I could say that the evening was awesome, but it wasn’t. Apart from the fact that I had special dan duty, it was horrible.

      I was late because my guests knew nothing about what punctuality meant which slowed me and my busboy down.

      To top it off, our assistant maitre d' was a bitch. Yep she was one of the few women in that position.

      She was from Hungary and for some reason did not like me.

      Just my luck.

      Her name was Bianca and she harassed me as much as she could.

      When she heard I was special dan she went to Mr. Nazeer and protested.

      He just told her to deal with it.

      She disliked me even more.

      She gave me her order, and during their dinner threw a fit and said it wasn’t what she ordered.

      I smiled and cussed in Afrikaans.

      Mark laughed and so did Graham.

      “English, Morgan.”

      “I hope for your sake that it wasn’t anything about me.”

      “I wouldn’t dream of it, Miss Dobrev.”

      She huffed and carried on with her meal.

      “Stop being a bitch and eat your food.” Mr. Nazeer joked.

      She smiled immediately. “I’m not a bitch. I worked hard to get here.”

      Probably slept her way up. Morgan stop it.

      She looked at Mr. Nazeer. “And please, I don’t want midnight buffet so if a new assistant comes, it’s theirs. I hate midnight buffet.”

      “Fine, stop busting my balls, woman.”

      When she left, the vibe of death left with her.

      “What is her problem?”

      “She hates what she does but she doesn’t want to give us the pleasure of quitting,” Mark said in Afrikaans.

      “English, Mark.”

      “Oh, but when you speak in Turkish it’s okay?”

      “He’s got a point.” I commented backing Mark up like always.

      Mr. Nazeer had nothing to say back.

      “She’s not that bad.” One of the other assistants said. He had blonde hair and dark eyes, with a stupid excuse of a beard. Some would say it was sexy but I wasn’t into beards at all.

      “Please tell me you didn’t say anything when you saw Morgan?” Graham asked.

      He laughed. “No filter with you guys, is there?”

      I smiled. They were just like Jason. This was what Kate meant and I could see the three of them enjoying each other’s company in my mind. But Jason wasn’t human.

      “You did, didn’t you.” Mark kept teasing the Scottish assistant. “Idiot. She is going to harass Morgan until she signs off.”

      “Okay, I’m going to go,” he said and got up.

      “You are an idiot, Adrian,” Graham yelled after him as Adrian’s long legs took him out of the dining room.

      “Shut up.” Adrian grunted back and I suppressed my laughter.

      “So, what?” I walked back to the table from behind the glass. “They are an item?”

      “She wants to be.” Mr. Nazeer joked.

      “Pipe down,” Mark joked with Mr. Nazeer. “You are safe up on the seventh deck. Not on the third. They screw each other’s brains out.”

      I cringed at his bluntness, but that was Mark for you.

      “Just my luck.” I chirped and went to serve the desserts right after the busser, Dennis, cleared the table.

      They all laughed again and then the conversation turned serious. They started talking about the cruise and upcoming dinner events.

      I finished fifteen minutes later and they all said goodnight, leaving.

      I couldn’t believe I was special dan again. I loved everything about it and was glad that Jason couldn’t come back and steal it from me.

      Mr. Nazeer would have given it to him. I know he would.

      Why was I still aching for Jason?

      He was an asshole.

      He didn’t want me, and I wished I could take off this damn bracelet.

      I set the table and went back to my cabin, which Gabby was already in.

      “I can’t believe you got special dan.”

      “Sorry.”

      “It’s fine.” She came over and hugged me again. “So you really gave Belatar your virginity.”

      I just chuckled.

      “Aah, he is a great guy, Morgan.”

      “Yes, great friend but not a great lover.” I hated saying that. It wasn’t like that and I still hadn’t thought up a good story to tell them.

      They were going to ask for one soon.

      “You do look different. What’s up?”

      “I’ve changed Gabby.” I sighed and rubbed my face. I guess she still knew me well and saw right through me.

      “There was someone else after Belatar.”

      “Really. Who?”

      “You don’t know him.” I lied. She was one of his best friends for fuck sakes. She had said so herself. Her other favorite person. But the lie just poured out of me. “He turned out to be an idiot, but I thought he loved me and I even went to his country with him. It was a mess and I don’t want to talk about it.”

      She stroked my back. “I’m so sorry.”

      “It’s fine. I just wish I could take off this bracelet.”

      “Then take it off.”

      “Yeah, right, it has no clasp.”

      “What?”

      I showed it to her.

      “How the hell did you get it on?”

      I shrugged.

      “Morgan,” she said, staring at me with concern. “What’s going on?”

      “I can’t remember much of anything because I was in an accident. I was in a coma for a long time, and when I woke up I just wasn’t the same. Tomaz left me, but I found this around my wrist.” I lied through my teeth but she couldn’t know the truth.

      “Fuck him. I’ll get that thing off.”

      For the next hour she tried. She hurt me more than anything else.

      All her nail tools broke.

      “Okay this is not cheap, Morgan.” She looked at me. “Are you sure he is the one who left?”

      I nodded.

      “Then why did he give you something that can’t be broken or taken off.”

      “Maybe it’s just really strong cheap metal.”

      “No, it’s pure silver. That much I’m sure of.”

      I was shocked. I knew that she was sure because her father was a goldsmith. He worked with all sorts of metal to make jewelry.  “Are you sure?”

      “Yeah. I’m certain. You do know how expensive silver is, right?”

      “I don’t care. I just want it off.”

      “By the way, I’m also certain that these are real diamonds.”

      “Gabby stop.”

      “Once again, are you sure this guy left you and not the other way around?”

      “I gave him my everything, woman. Do you think that I would do that and then just leave?” Tears welled up in my eyes.

      “I’m sorry. It just doesn’t make any sense.”

      “Yeah, welcome to my world. I’m so confused.” I sighed. “But I know what I heard. Don’t worry.” I sulked.

      “What did you hear?”

      There was a knock on the door before I could answer. I went to open it.

      I laughed as Mark and Graham walked in, followed by Kate.

      I pushed her out of the cabin and closed the door.

      “I hope you didn’t tell them about you know who?”

      “What are you doing here?” She was shocked and surprised.

      “He left Kate.”

      “What?”

      “I should’ve never took him back.”

      “You gotta be shitting me. He left you?”

      “Yeah, I’ll tell you everything later, but you can’t tell Gabby please. He’s like her moon and stars.”

      “Morgan.”

      “Kate, please.”

      The door opened and Gabby stood in the doorway. “What is going on here?”

      “Nothing. I’m just happy to see my favorite sex therapist.” I grabbed Kate again around the neck and gave her a smack kiss on her cheek.

      “Later,” Kate whispered and smiled before she hugged Gabby too, planting another smack on her cheek before gliding past her.

      “What are you hiding?” Gabby squinted slightly at me.

      “I’m not. Let’s go.” I smiled and we both went into the cabin.

      After drinks were poured and everyone grabbed a spot to sit, the conversation started.

      We talked all night.

      Kate quickly picked up that I was referring to Jason as Tomaz, while they all wanted to know about what had happened to me during my last contract and while I was on vacation.

      “He was so gorgeous though,” Kate said dreamily not looking at anyone in particular.

      “Shut up.” I scolded her playfully.

      “How hot? Hotter than Jason?” Gabby asked. I hated it that they were so close.

      “No one is hotter than Jason,” Kate replied and I couldn’t help but laugh.

      “Tomaz was pretty hot,” I finally said.

      “Okay fine, close, very close. But he was an asshole. What happened?” Kate wanted to know. I knew it was pretty hard for her to imagine that Jason had just left.

      I told all of them what had happened with my dearest Tomaz just like I had told Belatar.

      Mark and Graham both shook their heads.

      “He has no idea what he gave up, Minxy,” Mark said.

      “Yeah, well I think he does. That is why he left me.” I got up and poured another drink for myself and anyone else who had an empty glass on the desk.

      “He’s an idiot, whoever he is,” Graham said right next to me, helping with the ice.

      “You do have a picture, don’t you?” Mark asked. They were so curious and I couldn’t  imagine what they would do if I showed them a picture of Jason. Of course I didn’t have one since my phone had gotten broken during the kidnapping process.

      I shook my head.

      “Morgan, how am I going to get a visual?” Gabby whined.

      “Sorry. I was too crazy in love to take pictures.”

      “Or worried,” Kate mumbled in her glass.

      “Can you stop it?”

      “What is that about? Why would she have been worried?” Gabby looked at Kate and then at me.

      “Nothing,” Kate said and then she looked at me with a sly smile. “I told you that he was married, Morgan.”

      Everyone gasped and I closed my eyes. At least she had a good cover story.

      “Morgan.” The guys teased and Gabby snorted.

      “So that is what the two of you were secretly discussing outside?” Gabby wanted to know.

      “Yes, thank you very much, Kate.” I looked at the guys. “I didn’t know.” I went with it.

      “Kate said she had told you that he was married.”

      “But that was after I fell madly in love with him. I didn’t want to believe her.” I lied.

      “So, what happened when you went home with him?”

      “Hence the accident. It happened when I discovered that Kate had told me the truth. I decided to leave, and I took off in the car.”

      “Fucking assholes. Your gender.” Gabby pointed at Mark and Graham.

      “We are not like that.”

      “Oh, whatever.”

      “If I step one foot out of line, you will so bust my ass and tell Vicky. I love her, there is no way I’d mess that up,” Mark said.

      “You better believe it.” Gabby said and we all laughed.

      Still Kate looked at my bracelet and had the same look on her face the others had.

      “Are those real diamonds?”

      “Maybe, I don’t know.” I shrugged.

      “Morgan.”

      “Kate just don’t. He’s married.” I looked at her.

      Even though he wasn’t. She knew what I meant.

      The night carried on until Gabby literally pushed everyone out of our cabin so we could sleep.

      We talked for a little while longer. I told her Collin was still missing and about my mom.

      We both cried.

      “I’m so sorry Morgan.” Gabby sniffed and wiped her tears away. “You can come live with me. We are like twins anyway.”

      I chuckled sadly. “It’s okay.”

      “No, I mean it. You have nothing back there anymore.”

      “That is not true, I have Christa and John.”

      “How are they?” She had never met them, but they had talked on the phone so many times when I used to phone my mother back during my first few contracts.

      “They are good. They were the ones that picked me up after the accident.” And knew the truth.

      “I’m happy you found your way back, Morgan. I missed you so much.”

      “I’m sorry, Gabby,” I said and hugged her. “I should have kept in touch.” I broke the hug.

      “Why didn’t you?”

      “I guess I thought that I would never come back. My mom kept going into remission and then a few months later just as I thought I might get my life back she got sick again.”

      “I’m so sorry, but still. It would’ve been nice to hear from you.”

      “I tried to move on. It was hard thinking that I might never see you again, so I did what I thought was best. I was wrong. Okay?”

      She nodded. “Just promise me, never again, Morgan.”

      I nodded. “Never again.”

      “Twins don’t give up on one another.”

      “I know.”

      She grabbed me in a side hug. “Everything is going to be okay. I promise.”

      She wouldn’t have said that if she knew about all my other shit and I knew that lying to her about Jason would bite me in the ass some day. I knew it would because there had to be a reason I couldn’t get this damn bracelet off.

      I just didn’t know what it was.
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      The first cruise really went fast.

      I was glad when it was over. The mandatory drills and safety training for all the new crew were killers.

      Bianca didn’t make my life any easier either and the more I told her that I didn’t want her boyfriend, Adrian, the more she hated me just because I didn’t want him.

      She was crazy. Even Gabby said that although it was clear to me that Bianca did love Gabby.

      Ash and Anya quickly came to the conclusion that Gabby and I were joined at the hip. Everywhere she went, I was just around the corner. The only downside to us being friends was that she wouldn’t stop talking about her friendship with Jason and I wondered if she didn’t have a thing for him. Like secretly in love with him or something.

      But at the end of the cruise, we sang our hearts out in the crew bar and just enjoyed our time like we used to in the old days.

      I wondered why he had never chosen Gabby instead of Anya to be his pretend girlfriend.

      “I can only imagine what it was like with you and Jason on the same ship,” Gabby said one afternoon while we were ready to take our afternoon nap.

      “It wasn’t anything special, really. The girls were all fruitcakes. I worked with him as a busgirl on the first cruise before Mr. Nazeer promoted me and it was insane.”

      Gabby laughed. “I can only imagine. I hope you told them to fuck off.”

      “I’m not that Morgan anymore, Gabby. I’ve changed a lot.”

      “You are still that Morgan. Well to me anyway.” She got up and gave me a hug. “Family isn’t always the blood you know.”

      “I know.” I smiled. She felt like family to me, just like Mark and Graham. Well, I grew up with Mark sort of. He was one of Collin’s best friends and it was through his emails that I joined the cruise lines.

      “Jason signed up a week after you left. He had everyone in the dining room in heat the first week and he got a promotion after the second week. He was made for the cruises.”

      I huffed. I wondered how many different things Jason was capable of doing as professions. He was thousands of years old after all. Something told me it was a lot.

      “But he never once wanted the assistant maitre d’ position. Mr. Nazeer has offered it to him numerous times but he turned it down every time.”

      I didn’t want to ask why. I really just wanted her to stop talking about him.

      She finally did.

      Adrian was an idiot too, except for his accent there was absolutely nothing that held my attention.

      He kept asking me to go to lunch with him. And the more he did, the more shit I got from Bianca. She never had a decent word for me and always complained that I wasn’t qualified to be special dan. She was one of the women making my life a living hell.

      I told Adrian that Bianca would cut off his balls and I wasn’t interested in him like that.

      I doubted if I would ever be interested in anyone else ever again which served me right for falling for a supernatural creature.

      But then again, I was one too, wasn’t I? Maybe even more so than him.

      My abilities hadn’t manifested yet, but I constantly dreamed about the coven, and my time with them …  and about her, the other me.

      Gabby found me time and time again in the bathroom, sleep walking, screaming. She wanted to know what it was about.

      “Just nightmares.” I would say and try to go back to sleep.

      Gabby surprised the hell out of Ashley when she tried to make fun of it in the dining room one afternoon. I heard about it from Mark since I still refused to work during the day in the dining room.

      At breakfast, I would do administrative work.

      No wonder Jason was so great at this. He had years and years of experience to master everything, and I mean everything.

      During lunch I worked in the lido, serving lunch buffet style, and then it was night. While in port, I was off. An awesome part of my duty.

      I would spend it either with Mark or Graham, with Belatar or Gabby, or Kate.

      Spending it with Kate wasn’t easy since Jason always came up and she wanted to know what we were fighting about, what really happened.

      “Just leave it, please. He’s not the guy you all think you know.” That wasn’t a lie.

      “Morgan he adored you.”

      “He doesn’t love me Kate. I heard it with my own ears.” I wiped off a tear.

      “What did you hear? When did he say it?”

      “When I was in the coma. It was too much for him and he only provided me with special care because he felt guilty.”

      She shook her head, staring at nothing in particular, thinking hard.

      “Well then he had us all fooled.” She chuckled. “You remember that night of the carnival?”

      I nodded.

      “I didn’t stand you up.”

      “What?”

      “Dominique begged me to stand you up so that Jason and him could take you to the carnival. He spun me this crazy story about one of Jason’s friends liking you and begged me to stand you up.”

      “What?”

      “I know it was stupid now, but it was Dominique and I always did have a thing for him. It was hard to say ‘no’.”

      “You know he got married right?”

      “He did?” She pulled her lip slightly.

      I nodded. “Sorry. She is really nice.”

      “He deserves someone nice.”

      “Yes, he does.” I sighed. “Can we please change the subject?”

      She touched my hand. “You know you need to tell Gabby the truth, Morgan.”

      “How, Kate? I don’t want to trash her memories of him too. Please, she can’t know.”

      “Okay, I’m just scared of what might happen if she finds out from Belatar or if I slip up.”

      “You won’t, and neither will Belatar.”

      She didn’t say anything else about it after that.

      Gabby and I would be fine, no matter what happened, she had promised.

      When Kate or the others didn’t have time off, I spent it alone. I was so paranoid, always feeling like someone was watching me. Maybe Asim, but then eventually that passed.

      It was fun working with my old friends again, they made me laugh a lot and helped with not missing the idiot.

      Why do I always love the things that aren’t good for me?

      I even started to smoke again with Gabby. She had never quit. Even though my mother died from cancer. And I couldn’t help it, because it was just so different with Gabby.

      We shared a love for cigarettes, and we made it look like it was something cool, or so everyone told us.

      Jason would flip, well, the old Jason would’ve flipped, if he could see me now.

      We ended off every night in the crew bar.

      Kate always joined us and everything was awesome, until Gabby started reliving a memory that involved Jason.

      Kate would just give me that look which I learned to ignore. She knew the truth now, and knew why I couldn’t tell Gabby.

      Jason only wanted my abilities. He had probably seen me coming a mile away and knew what I was too.

      Every night I would wake up from a nightmare and the worst part was that I couldn’t tell Gabby about Asim or what he had done to me. How I had almost died.

      It was starting to put a wedge between us.

      But she was patient with me and always said I could tell her when I was ready. I had done so in the past but this time it was different. She was wrong.

      So to keep our friendship I lied more and told her that I had dreamed about the crash and Tomaz.

      I could tell that she didn’t buy it most of the time. Especially why I sometimes ended up in the bathroom, seeing the other me and screaming my lungs out, but nevertheless, she gave me her support.

      Still, I needed to tell her the truth somehow about what I was. But I had no idea how she would take it. Maybe I should just keep it to myself and hope no ability would manifest while I was asleep. And if one did,  pray it wasn’t an ability that could destroy the ship.

      The second cruise was better since Mark was our assistant.

      Gabby and I worked close to one another.

      Special dan was great. I was a natural at it.

      But Adrian kept flirting, even in front of Bianca. It made me want to bash his head in. Men could be such dickheads when it came to women’s feelings.

      “C’mon Morgan, just one drink.”

      “No, idiot,” I said.

      Mark and Graham always teased him about it afterward.

      Even Mr. Nazeer started teasing Adrian about it, which he just waved off.

      His persistence was not going to work on me.

      At night, I would always think about Jason. Wondering what he was doing now. Did he even think about me? I’m sure he did, especially about my abilities.

      It was funny how I never dreamed about him anymore. The dreams about what had happened to me with Asim and his coven were always stronger. That just told me that our love wasn’t that strong to begin with.

      I always wondered what his plans were?  How was he going to take my abilities to begin with?

      He had had such a great opportunity when I was with him on vacation. Why didn’t he act on it then?

      The more I thought about it, the more I was making myself confused.

      I hated everything about the supernatural races.

      Why was I a part of this and why hadn’t my mother warned me about any of this?

      I knew this was what she had meant when she told me to be open minded, but seriously. That was nowhere near what she could’ve told me. Not even close.

      I always felt his bracelet on my wrist.

      Were they real diamonds like everyone thought and asked? If so, why had he put it on me? Then it hit me.

      Oh crap?

      My throat became dry as I thought about it more. Was there a tracker in the bracelet?

      No, if there was he would’ve been here a long time ago, maybe he was close by and just waiting for the right moment to grab me. That was why I felt so paranoid whenever I was outside alone.

      I knew nothing about the supernatural world to begin with, their laws, or anything to be honest.

      What if he wouldn’t let my abilities go?

      I closed my eyes and I saw his black demon eyes again. Jason, or Jericho, or whoever he was, had put a small dose of fear inside me.

      I opened my eyes.

      No, I was strong. I would fight.

      These were my abilities and I wasn’t going to run like a scared dog.

      He would learn the hard way, if he was watching me from a distance, that I wasn’t a damsel in distress. He was going to meet his match. I didn’t care how old he was.

      All of this finally explained why I couldn’t take
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