
Chapter 7 

***Before the Sail Away Party*** 

 

Donnie 

“Holy Shit! She’s gonna be the death of me,” Donnie says to himself as he flops on the 

bed. The way the dress clings to her body is forever burned into his retina. Donnie takes a deep 

breath. There is something about this girl and if he wore under wear, the seams would certainly 

stretch.  

“Thank God for cargo shorts!” he thinks.  

He inhales deeply. The sweet scent of strawberries makes his skin quiver with thoughts 

of her. He closes his eyes to view the summer dress and feel the excitement of her kiss. He 

remembers her from the year before and even though he was attracted to her then her remix 

solidified his need for her. He didn’t lie to her last year when he said he loved her, but he knows 

that she didn’t believe him. His goal this year was to convince her that it was true. 

“My god you didn’t get her name again you dumbass,” Donnie says out loud,  

“Cold Shower! You need a cold shower!” 

“Fuck the shower, Go find her!” 

“No, you should call Raven!” 

“Fuck that...Go find the Girl!” 

The Good and Evil angels were on his shoulders. He closes his eyes and takes a deep 

breath.  

“Go get the girl, Wahlberg!” 

“Call your girlfriend!” 

He makes up his mind and reaches for the door of his cabin. Every fiber of his being 

began to race in anticipation. He twists the handle down when his cell rings, it was her—the 

other woman her—the woman that he had been seeing for a year. 

“Yes,” the good angel says as the bad angel zaps him in the ass. 

“Hello, baby. Are we good?” Raven says as if nothing happened before she left. 

“I don’t know,” Donnie says as he rubs his own neck. 

“What the hell do you mean by that?” Raven screams. 

“I mean that I don’t know if we are good. You can’t change me. You knew what you 

were getting into when we started. I flirt. It’s part of my job. It’s what I do. I’m not going to 

change for you or anyone,” Donnie says as he sits on the edge of the bed. 

“Well, maybe you’ll get some fucking perspective when I’m in France. Their calling our 

number. I guess I’ll fucking call you when I get to Paris,” Raven says. 

“Don’t bother if you are going to have this attitude,” Donnie says. 

“Oh Wahlberg, this isn’t fucking attitude. You best have your phone on when I call in 

eight hours. I’ll know everything,” Raven says. 

“Are you saying you have spies on me?” Donnie stands up. 

“Let’s just say I have a few friends and I best not hear about any damn back rub,” Raven 

says. 

“Oh you will hear about the fucking back rubs, make out sessions, and anything else I 

damn well please do to in the public eye. What you won’t hear about is anything that will happen 

behind closed doors,” Donnie hangs up his phone before Raven has a chance to respond. 

“No woman will ever tell me what to do!” Donnie walks into the corridor only to come 

within doors of his mystery woman. “This is it!” He thinks to himself as he knocks on the door. 



Joe 

“It was so sweet Helen. The girl just started bawling when she saw me. I don’t recognize 

her from any meet and greet, so I’m assuming it’s the first time she’s gotten close. You know it’s 

moments like this that make what I do great,” Joe says. 

“I know sweetie. I’m just glad you decided to share it with us. I miss you so much. The 

next four days will seem like an eternity away from you,” Helen says. 

“I know but after this we will spend an eternity together,” Joe says, “How are things 

going?” 

“It’s tough. Linnea is having a rough time saying good-bye to all her friends and to her 

mormor and farmor. I know she’s going to miss them as much as I will. It’s going to be really 

hard leaving them behind but I know this is the best decision that I can make for the both of us 

and for you. It’s scary,” Helen says. 

“I know how I felt when I moved across the country. I can’t imagine what it’s like for 

you moving to a different continent altogether. I love you for what you are coming to and for 

what you are leaving behind,” Joe says. 

“I love you too baby. Listen I have to go my mother is going to have a cow when she sees 

the phone bill,” Helen says. 

“I’ll pay for it baby,” Joe says. 

“Joe that’s not why I said it,” Helen says. 

“I know and I know that you aren’t with me for my money,” Joe says, “You’ve got your 

own.” 

“Yes, and don’t you forget it either. I with you for the sex,” Helen says with a big smile 

on her face. 

“Well, at least we are on the same page. I’m with you for the sex too,” Joe says. 

“Oh, you are such a smart ass and I love you,” Helen says. 

“I love you too baby. Sweet Dreams and good night,” Joe says. 

“Good night!” 

 

Joe was still in amazement that his life is so great: three beautiful children and soon a 

beautiful step-daughter when he asks Helen to marry him, a great career, and friends that he 

wouldn’t trade for the world. He also had fans that made his life and no amount of thanks yous, 

smiles, or hugs could repay them for what they had done through the years.  He made a promise 

to Helen before he got on the boat that this year was going to be different when it came time to 

socialize with the fans. He was going to do what Danny did last year and make sure he signed 

every door decoration and that he wouldn’t refuse an autograph or picture to anyone. 

He’d seen that look in a few fans eyes before and the disappointment and hurt buried in 

them was something he never wanted to see again. Helen made a really great point when it came 

to the topic of refusal: 

“Joe, you have to realize that might be the fans one and only chance to get close enough 

to you. Not all fan will be able to afford multiple five stars—where you don’t give autographs 

anyway—or multiple cruises or multiple vacations to follow you. That one fan might not even 

have tickets to the show but have stood out all day in whatever kind of elements just to have a 

glimpse of you because that one second will mean the world to them and might actually brighten 

their world. We are both privileged and we can’t forget that others aren’t as lucky.” 

He took what she said to heart and he plans to share his heart with anyone that wants it. 

 



Danny 

He felt like the biggest dork ever. He remembered her from a five star in Chicago on the 

Casi-NO-Tour. She had his face on her thigh. He still had the picture he took of it in his phone 

and all he did when he saw her again was mouth “Hi”.  

Jolanda is great in every aspect of the definition of the word great. She complements him 

more than any woman before her. His kids like her, but deep in his mind he knows there was 

something missing. However, he also knows that he would never go down that road again. Patty 

had been the love of his life and he screwed it up by doing what every woman dreams that he 

does best. 

But there is something in that simple hi that ignited the spark in him that he hasn’t felt 

since the day he met Jolanda. He knew then and there that he has to find this mystery woman and 

unfortunately, he can’t remember her name and he didn’t think to ask what cabin she was in 

before they were all whisked away for some unknown reason.  

He decides to check out the new boat. It’s the biggest they have ever been on and he 

wants to make sure that he knows the boat and all its ins-and-outs. Okay, so who was he kidding 

he wants to check out the fitness room and the equipment.  

He finds it with ease and it clearly state-of-the-art. It’s reminiscent of the many places 

he’s been over the last few years since the reunion. He decides to try it out before the start of the 

Sail Away party.  

“A good work out will get my mind off of that girl,” Danny said out loud. 

He begins by stretching his muscles but all this manages to do is make him think about 

the workout he would love to give to the area surrounding the tattoo of his girl. He steps on the 

cardio machine to begin his run. He puts in his ear buds and connects them to his Iphone when a 

familiar ring tone sounds. 

“Hey, you sexy beast. Let me guess you are working out?” Jolanda asks. 

“I thought you would be gone by now and you know me so well,” Danny says as he looks 

out on the familiar Miami horizon. 

“We are getting ready to board. I just wanted to hear your voice before we left. I miss you 

already,” Jolanda says. 

“I miss you too baby. Four days is too long to be away from you...change your 

plans...meet me in Nassau in two days,” Danny says. 

“I wish I could baby, but we will be at the spa. Raven has full days scheduled for us as 

soon as we get there,” Jolanda says. 

 “I understand baby. You deserve this trip. I’ll just come see you as soon as we get off the 

boat,” Danny says. 

“No! Two weeks Danny,” Jolanda says. 

“I can’t come for just one night,” Danny says. 

“You agreed. Just think what it will be like when I come back to you,” Jolanda says. 

“I know. It will be amazing,” Danny says. 

“Babe, I have to go we are boarding now. I love you,” Jolanda says. 

“I love you too,” Danny says. 

 

He hangs up the phone. He doesn’t know if it the slight motion of the boat that he is 

already feeling or if it is in fact the girl that he only had a brief encounter with before he even got 

on the boat that has his stomach doing flip flops. Either way, he is going to spend the rest of the 

cruise trying to find out about the girl with the tattoo. 



Jonathan 

He can feel her arms around him. She did something to him. He feels comfortable around 

her. He hasn’t had this feeling since he and Kelly made their arrangement all those years ago. 

Missiey was sweet. There was something about her that intrigues him. He has to find out more 

about her. He thinks he remembers her saying that she was married and has three boys. Just his 

luck if that is true. Since Tiffany he hasn’t been able to have a lasting relationship with anyone 

unless they were married or crazy. He was grateful for the reunion for two things; first, it gave 

him an escape from his day job and second, it gave him ample opportunities to meet beautiful 

women.  

It amazed him that anyone would be so interested in him. Some part of him thought it 

was crazy when their marred their forms with tattoos of them, but he was also flattered when 

they chose him. He would never understand what it was that attracted women to him. He wasn’t 

as fit as Donnie or Danny. He didn’t have the voice of Jordan or Joe. He was just the fifth New 

Kid, nothing special.  

However, Missiey made him feel special. The way she got so excited when he touched 

her arm. The way she tightened her arms around his neck when they hugged made his heart 

flutter. He lies on the bed staring at the ceiling. He rolls over and grabs his phone. 

“You’ve reached the voicemail for Kelly. I’m sorry that I missed your call. Please leave 

your name, number, and a detailed message and I will return your call as soon as I possibly can,” 

the voice says and Jonathan hears the familiar tone. 

“Hey, it’s me. Just needed to hear a friendly voice. Not that I’m not hearing friendly 

voices on the boat. I miss you. I’m sorry I said that. I just need someone to talk to. You wouldn’t 

imagine that it would actually get lonely on a boat with three thousand people but it really does 

when your confidant is so far away. Know that I will be thinking about you over the next few 

days. I’ll leave it to you to guess exactly how!” Jonathan hangs up. 

“Well, that was a bust,” He says to himself. 

He pours him some liquid courage before he sets out to begin the rounds of room raids 

before the sail away party. Every chance he gets he is going to try to circulate through all the 

rooms. Last year, he hated that he never made it back down to the second deck. The look on the 

girls face when he was just two doors away was enough to break his heart. He was too drunk to 

protest whoever pulled him way, but he wasn’t so drunk that he can’t visualize the excitement 

and disappointment as the fair skinned brunette watched. He had a feeling that he might have 

been her favorite and every time he tried to get back down to that deck he was pulled away 

again. 

There were several times he came close to the girl he had disappointed throughout the 

cruise but it seemed like the fates were against them. He thinks he signed a couple of things for 

her but when he attempted to talk to her either the music was too loud to hold a conversation, he 

was surrounded by too many people, or he was too drunk to even remember his own name let 

alone hold a conversation.  

As a group, they had all made promises to each other to mingle with the fans more, 

especially this year since it was most likely going to be their last cruise. He is going to do 

everything in his power to make sure that he kept his promise both for the young woman from 

the previous cruise, for all the women and men on the boat, and for Missiey. He has to make sure 

that he found time to spend with her in private. He wanted to get to know her for more than just 

sexual purposes. He knew deep in his heart that he wants to get to know her on a more personal 

level.  



Jordan 

Every fiber of his brain began singing every song that he could possibly think about 

containing the word kiss. It was electric. It was intense. It was exhilarating. It was...the kiss that 

he had actually always dreamed of having with a woman...well, with his mystery woman and 

now this with Tanya. He was slightly torn and conflicted. He has three women flowing through 

his mind at once. He was usually the most monogamous one of the group. But, they all seem to 

have special qualities that he was just so attracted to and he had to make his choice eventually. 

Marina was the woman that helped him find his way to love again after Evelyn broke his 

heart. It was a nasty divorce and it seemed like he would never find his way out of the dark 

tunnel. If he didn’t quit drinking well before he could only imagine what the darkness might 

have been like. Marina showed him the light and that it was okay to actually feel love again. 

Though, love was a very strong word to use when he thought about Marina. He cared for her 

very deeply but after the initial animalistic sex wore off, it was as if he found himself in that 

same safe place that he was with Evelyn towards the end of his marriage.  

Then there was his mystery chat room woman, rdy4lve. That was all he knew about her 

and that she was five foot four inches tall, slender build with a lot of work to get there, auburn 

chestnut hair, hazel eyes, and ample breasts. They had delved into the world of cybersex once or 

twice only to come out the other side saying what the hell we are too old for this kind of thing. 

He smiles at the thought of his mystery girl and decides to check his phone to see if she has 

responded to his earlier message. 

 

TO: brknhrted 

FROM: rdy4lve 

RE: Missing You 

 

It’s hard to think that I could possibly miss you when I don’t even know your name, but I 

do. Thanks for the speedy and safe travel wishes. Even though you make fun of me, I’ve already 

meet all of the guys. You can say what you want about them. You are just jealous because they 

have more money than you, mostly likely have better voices, and most likely have a better body 

that you. I’m pretty sure my phone won’t work once we start sailing, but I will try to get internet 

time if I can to see if you respond. I will understand if you don’t. I can’t promise that I will think 

about you over the course of the weekend, but I also can’t promise that I won’t think about you 

either.  

Love from the inside, rdy4lve 

p.s. I have exciting news to tell you when I get back. 

 

His simple reply was “Look forward to hearing from you and have a great trip with the old men. 

 

 Then there was Tanya, the soon to be post-graduate student at Harvard University. He 

was excited to know that she would be close to him for at least two years. He wants to explore 

this—whatever it was—with her. That kiss was for the record books. This feeling makes him feel 

young again. Like her acceptance, it makes him feel like he can accomplish anything. He grabs 

his lyric notebook and pen. He writes and scratches it out. He writes and rips a page out. He soon 

comes to the realization that words are not going to be enough to describe everything he is 

feeling for the three special women. He writes: I can’t stop my heart from loving you, or her or 

her; it’s something that I’ve never felt before; I can’t go on anymore with or without you. 


