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BY THE LEE  

Corrie looked at the front door of the Newport Yacht Club, then back toward her car. It would be so easy to just drive home, so easy to make up a story: traffi c, a flat tire, food poison-ing. Heaven knew her stomach felt sick enough 

–looped up and twisted like a mess of fouled lines. 

She turned her attention back to the door, to the shiny brass knob set into the freshly painted wood. Walking away now meant contending with the disappointment of her parents, but even more importantly, Will would know that she couldn’t handle it. He’d get that infuriating bigbrother grin on his face, the one he always flashed at her whenever she was acting like a spoilsport.  It’s not whether you win or lose... 

No, she had to be gracious –gracious and congratulatory and polite, to both her brother and Denise, despite the fact that the woman who had been her lover was going to be her sister-in-law in less than a year. Who was she kidding? Will had the right to gloat. He’d won and Corrie had lost, and if she had to shell out a single penny for alcohol tonight, she was just going to damn the torpedoes and go home. 

She turned the handle and stepped swiftly inside before she could change her mind. There was the familiar mahogany wood paneling; there was the curving staircase and the podium set to one side. Nothing had changed and nothing ever would. Not here, not with the good ole boys in charge. A member of the club staff whose name she couldn’t recall looked up from the podium and gestured toward the door to her right. 

“Good evening, Ms. Marsten. The party is just through there.” 

“Thanks,” Corrie said. She walked to the door and pushed it open. Almost immediately, her mother’s voice floated across the room. 

“Corrie, darling, over here!” 



Corrie jammed her hands into the pockets of her slacks and made her way between the tables, nodding at so many familiar faces. At least no one else knew the sordid story. Denise’s reluctance to come out to her parents had spared Corrie public humiliation. She stopped beside her mother’s chair, nodded at the cousins arranged around the table, and leaned down for a swift kiss on the cheek. 

“Hello, Mom.” She frowned slightly. 

“Where’s Dad?” 

Cecilia Marsten sighed. “On the dance floor, acting like a fool.” Gold hoop earrings jangled as she shook her head. “If he re-injures his back, it’s his own fault!” 

Despite her dark mood, Corrie smiled. She squeezed her mother’s shoulder and looked out toward the small space that had been cleared for dancing. Sure enough, there was her father, trying to do the Swim to Britney Spears. It really wasn’t working. At once mesmerized and mildly horrified, Corrie failed to notice that someone had come up behind her until a strong arm encircled her shoulders and a set of knuckles roughly mussed her hair. 

“Argh!” she yelped, twisting away and spinning to face her assailant. 

“William,” her mother said in an exasper-ated voice, “please do not turn your sister’s hair into a bird’s nest before the photos.” 

The sight of Will grinning mischievously, his offending hand now resting on Denise’s slender waist, was enough to make Corrie want to slug him. She grabbed for the back of the nearest chair instead.  You’re smarter than him, Corrie reminded herself.  Smarter, and you fuck better. She’d managed to wheedle that much out of Denise the last time they saw each other. 

What a blowout that had been. Denise hadn’t admitted it in so many words, of course, but Corrie could read between the lines. Which made her marrying him even more egregious. 

“Hey, li’l sis, glad you could make it,” Will drawled, pulling Denise closer and caressing her possessively from her hip up along the side of her ribcage and back again. 

Corrie’s gaze followed his fi ngers before she fi nally looked Denise in the face. Those perfectly plucked eyebrows had drawn close together into a frown, and suddenly, Corrie remembered how smooth and soft they had felt as she had traced them with one forefinger in the aftermath of their lovemaking. She remembered the awe, the joy, the love bursting beneath her skin overflowing the borders of her eyes, and how Denise had clutched at her, looking up at her as if she were some kind of god-dess. 

Now, her dark brown eyes were guarded. 

Wary. That hurt. 

 Never again, Corrie thought for the thousandth time.  I will never be that gullible again.  

Denise playing turnabout had been bad enough. But engagement? Marriage?  Un-fucking-believable.  

“Will,” she said fl atly. “Denise. Congratulations. Please excuse me. I’m going to get a drink.” 

“William,” she heard, as she walked toward the open bar, “why do you always have to an-tagonize her like that? You’re not teenagers anymore. Look, now you’ve made her upset.” 

She didn’t need to hear Will’s answer to know what it would be.  I was just fooling around, Mom. Just having some fun. Just teasing.  And his excuses had always worked, too –ever since she was old enough for him to push around. 

“You don’t know the half of it, Mom,” she said under her breath. 

The bartender noticed. “Talking to yourself already?” he asked in a far too chipper voice. 

“That can’t be a good sign.” 

Corrie pretended she hadn’t heard and settled onto one of the shiny black stools, resting her elbows on the lacquered wood. “Shot of Ketel One and a light beer to chase, please.” She stared down at her hands as the bartender moved away. There were still faint red lines across her palms from where they had bitten into the metal of the chair.  So fucking angry. And for what? What will it get me?  

“Corrie?” A soft, hesitant voice at her elbow made her blink and spin on the stool. The young woman standing nearby was looking at her with a hopeful expression as she ran one hand through her short, dark hair. 

“Storm? Sarah Storm?” 

Storm’s answering smile rivaled the glittering disco ball hanging from the rafters. “You remembered. Wow!” She shuffled her feet slightly. “I really thought you wouldn’t.” 

“Aw, now, why’s that?” Corrie leaned back against the bar. Suddenly, she felt better. Much better. 

Storm shrugged self-consciously. “I dunno. 

It’s been awhile.” 

“Only a few months,” Corrie said. “Besides, I wouldn’t forget you. You were the superstar of your session.” 

Storm blushed a deep red. Her skin had lost its summer tan, but freckles still liberally sprinkled the bridge of her nose. And she was wearing a tight, silvery top that did nothing to hide the contours of her  

arms. Sailors always have the best biceps. 

The bartender, at that moment, set the drinks down on the bar. 

“Just a sec,” Corrie said, before expertly throwing back the shot. Cool and clear and easy down her throat, followed by the smooth bitterness of the beer...she looked up into Storm’s admiring eyes and felt the knot between her shoulders ease. “Anyway, this is a nice surprise. What’re you doing here?” 

“Oh,” said Storm, as her fingers idly twisted the hem of her shirt. “Your parents sponsored mine to join the club. They’ve become friends, I guess.” 

Corrie nodded and took another pull off her bottle. “And sailing? How’s that going? Several schools were recruiting you, if I remember correctly.” 



“I, uh, picked Yale.” 

Corrie’s eyebrows arched involuntarily. 

“Top school for women’s sailing in the country this year. You should be really proud.” 

“Yeah,” Storm said and fidgeted some more. 

Corrie hid a smile behind her beer. “So,” Storm said, after an awkward pause, “how are you?” 

“Fine, just fine.” Which was a lot closer to the truth than had been the case five minutes ago. “I’m doing the grad school thing over in Wakefield, and I’ll be head of sailing instruction there this summer.” 

“Awesome! So awesome. Really great!” 

Corrie just nodded and sipped. Essence of cool. The kid kept asking her questions, and she kept answering –deflecting them back once in a while, but mostly just enjoying the attention. 

The crush. Because that’s what it was, even if Storm couldn’t recognize it, and Corrie had a strong feeling that she couldn’t. Or wouldn’t. 

She sure did have a nice body. Lean –almost wiry, but not quite. Full breasts, and that tight shirt showed off a hint of six-pack abs, and  –

 Why the hell am I checking her out? She was my student this summer.  

The crackle of a microphone interrupted her self-recrimination. “All right, ladies and gen-tlemen,” the DJ began, “please take your seats. 

It’s time for some bride and groom trivia!” 

Corrie frowned. “Trivia? What the fuck?” 

Storm shrugged and looked guilty for not knowing what was going on, as though it were somehow her responsibility to have the answer to Corrie’s rhetorical question. 

“Hustle, hustle, hustle!” the DJ said. “I have a prize sitting right here for the person who first calls out the correct response.” 

Corrie rolled her eyes. “Looks like we’d better get back to our seats.” 

Storm nodded and smoothed the folds of her short black skirt. It showed off her legs –

strong and shapely. “It was really cool. To see you again, I mean.” 

Corrie reached out to touch her arm. Storm’s skin was hot, even as it puckered into goose bumps. When she arched one eyebrow, the kid blushed. 

“Likewise,” Corrie said, pitching her voice low. “Good luck with school and sailing.” She squeezed lightly before moving off toward her family’s table. She didn’t look back, but even so, Storm’s gaze was a palpable warmth on her neck. 

The glow wore off almost immediately as she sat down next to her mother and across from Will, who had his arm around the back of Denise’s chair. As they watched the DJ’s goofy antics, his fi ngers stroked lightly across her shoulders. Corrie’s jaw tightened, and she tried to ignore the sight by leaning over to her mother to chat about  –something. Anything. 

“So, Mom –” 

“Let the fun and games begin!” the DJ 

boomed out. 

“Oh, not now, dear,” Cecilia murmured as she surveyed the crowd of friends and family. 



“I want to pay attention to the trivia.” 

Corrie sat back with a sigh and folded her arms beneath her breasts.  Hell, she thought. 

 This is my own personal hell.  

“Let’s start with a few easy ones. Who can tell me –what’s the groom’s favorite baseball team?” 

“The Yankees!” shouted one of Will’s best friends. A chorus of groans, boos, and hisses reverberated throughout the room. 

“That’s slander!” Will yelled back. 

Corrie could tell he was struggling not to give his buddy the fi nger. She grinned faintly. 

The right answer was the Red Sox, of course, and the lucky winner received a small flask of liquor in the shape of a boat. The damn thing even had a sail, on which was proudly embla-zoned:  Marsten and Lewis.  

Cecilia lightly patted Corrie on the knee. 

“Aren’t those cute? I picked them out from the bridal store downtown.” 

“Very cute,” Corrie managed, barely resisting the urge to massage her temples. Definite headache coming on. 

“Next question!” said the DJ. “What is the bride’s favorite color?” 

 The color of my eyes, Corrie thought. Denise had told her that once while on a picnic at Bren-ton Point. She risked a quick glance across the table. Denise was whispering something into Will’s ear. He nodded, and she gave him a kiss on the cheek. Corrie’s stomach rolled. 

“Yes, green. Exactly right,” said the DJ, handing off another fl ask to one of Denise’s cousins. “Now here’s a tricky one –how did the bride and groom fi rst meet?” 

Corrie’s chair scraped against the floor as she surged to her feet. “Bathroom,” she said tersely when her mother looked up, startled by the sudden movement. “Back soon.” 

She hurried out the doors and down the hall, past the host and down another corridor. 

That question, that goddamn question. She could remember, down to the taste of sea salt in the air and the sound of her own voice, how she had proudly introduced her family to Denise Lewis, her crew for the Olympic Development Regatta. 

“Corrie!” 

A mere two steps away from the sanctuary of the women’s restroom, Corrie stopped, sighed, and turned around, only to see Storm jogging awkwardly toward her, her dress shoes clicking loudly against the polished wood floor. 

She struggled to wipe the frown off her face. 

The poor kid didn’t know what the hell was going on, after all. 

“Hey again,” she said as Storm came to a halt. “What’s up?” 

“Well...” Storm hesitated, then finally dared to  look  directly  at  Corrie.  “I  know  it’s  none  of my business, but...you look upset.” 

Storm’s earnestness, the sincerity in her voice, loosened the pit in Corrie’s belly. “I’m not having the best day ever.” 

Storm nodded. “I just –well, can I help, in any way?” 

The question was sweet and wistful, 

charged with Storm’s clear and simple longing to comfort. To make it better. And she would do anything; Corrie could tell. Desire flared –

bright and sharp –burning away the self-pity, the shame. The weakness. A hot knife cauteriz-ing the wound, closing it off.  Fuck you, Denise. 

 Fuck you and your bullshit. I’m done wallowing. 

And in that single, perfect moment, she saw herself –a sleek ship running free before the wind, leaving behind the tangled mess of sails and line that had very nearly pulled her into a broach. As the pressure in her chest eased, she took a slow, deep breath and looked down into Storm’s clear, almost colorless eyes. The decision was so easy. 

“How old are you?” 

Storm blinked at the unexpected question. 

“Nineteen. Why?” 

“Then you can help.” Corrie firmly took Storm’s hand and led her into the bathroom, then locked the door behind them. 

“Wh –what are you doing?” Storm asked as Corrie gently pushed her back against the door. 

But Corrie didn’t speak. Bracing herself on the wood, she leaned down and kissed Storm, swallowing her little gasp of surprise, teasing her innocent lips apart with light strokes of her tongue. It didn’t take long before Storm was kissing her back, clumsily but enthusiastically. 

Corrie felt tentative hands skate along her sides to clutch at her waist. Finally, she pulled away just far enough to focus on Storm’s dazed eyes. 

“You okay with this?” she asked softly. 

When the kid nodded, Corrie brushed one thumb across Storm’s swollen bottom lip. “I really want to touch you. How’s that sound?” 

Storm’s swallow was audible and her entire body trembled. “Good.” 

“Yeah?” 

Another nod. 

The triumph was so sweet. “You think I’m your hero now?” Corrie murmured as her hands drifted beneath Storm’s top. “Just you wait.” 

And then she was easing the bra up to cup Storm’s breasts, and Storm banged her head lightly against the door as Corrie squeezed and pinched and twisted. Every tiny movement forced another small sound of need and pleasure from Storm’s throat. This, this was a buzz, a rush far more potent than alcohol. Creating this need, holding it in the palm of her hand –

trapped, desperate for release, totally depend-ent on her will. 

She kissed Storm again as she let her touch wander down beneath the waistband of Storm’s skirt and stroked the muscular abs with her knuckles. “You have an amazing body,” she whispered into Storm’s ear before curling her tongue around the sensitive lobe. Storm’s hips bucked involuntarily. “I want to fuck you.” 

Storm froze. Corrie pulled back a little, but kept her fi ngers where they were, still lightly stroking. 



“I –” Storm struggled to speak, wetting dry lips with her tongue. She cleared her throat. 

“I’ve never...I mean...” 

“I won’t if you don’t want me to,” Corrie said steadily. She kept her gaze focused intently on Storm’s swirling, dilated eyes, like the restless summer sky before the fi rst thunderclap. 

 Give in to me, she urged silently.  Let me feel you. 

“I want you to.” Storm trembled again. 

Corrie kissed the side of her neck, laving the spot with a gentle tongue. “I’m glad,” she said against Storm’s hot skin. Her kisses trailed down to Storm’s collarbone as she gradually hiked up the skirt with her right hand until she was touching the narrow strip of cloth resting in the hollow between Storm’s hip and thigh. 

Corrie nudged Storm’s legs further apart with one knee and slowly followed the hem in toward the centerline of her body, in and down. 

She bit down lightly just as her fingers brushed Storm’s swollen clitoris through the fabric. 



“Oh –” Storm called out, releasing her grip on Corrie’s waist to press her hands back against the door. 

Corrie returned her lips to Storm’s ear. 

“Feels good, doesn’t it? Shall I do that again?” 

“P –please,” Storm stuttered, her hips shifting vainly. 

Corrie’s blood thrilled to the sound of that word –the needy, helpless plea.  Right now, she needs me more than she needs to breathe. So what if Denise didn’t want her, didn’t need her? There were so many who did. Who would. This kid was just the tip of the iceberg. 

Corrie stroked her with one light fingertip until Storm was whimpering with every breath, her head twisting against the door, eyes squeezed tightly shut against the unbearable pleasure. And then Corrie slipped beneath the scrap of cloth to dip into Storm’s wet folds with her middle finger, her wrist tendons straining as she simultaneously pressed her thumb against Storm’s clit. 



Storm cried out wordlessly and Corrie could feel her body tighten, gathering itself for the leap into ecstasy. Ignoring the slight cramp in her palm, she circled harder with her thumb and slid just the tip of her finger inside, and then Storm groaned her name as sensation took over, as she shivered helplessly and fl ooded Corrie’s hand. 

Corrie kept still until Storm’s breathing began to settle. She eased her underwear back in place and lightly kissed Storm’s trembling lips, then moved away to rinse off her fingers. 

Oddly enough, she felt no desire to be touched in return. Her own pleasure had somehow fl owed and ebbed with Storm’s. 

Someone knocked at the door. Storm’s face drained of color, but strangely, Corrie felt no panic, not even a whisper of butterfl y wings unfurling in her gut. The debilitating anger of just a few minutes ago had passed. She was calm. Empty. 

“I’ll handle this,” she said, stroking Storm’s arm lightly before opening the door. 

Denise. 

Corrie glanced back at Storm. “I need to talk to Denise for a minute,” she said. “See you back in the hall.” 

Storm nodded, slipped over the threshold, and was gone. 

Denise stepped inside, straightened to her full height –which still meant that the crown of her head only came up to Corrie’s chin –and put her hands on her hips. Corrie leaned nonchalantly against the doorframe. 

“What the hell are you doing, Cor? She’s just a kid!” 

Corrie shrugged. “She’s legal, and I didn’t hear her complaining.” 

“What if her mother had been on the other side of this door  –instead of me?” 

Corrie rolled her eyes. “Look, D, I don’t need your approval, and I sure as hell don’t need you telling me what to do. You forfeited your right to be involved in how I live my life when you fucked me over for my brother.” 

“You’re being juvenile about this.” 

“Maybe so, but at least I’m not a slut!” 

Denise pulled away, surprise and anger warring on her face. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” 

Corrie laughed sharply. “That’s what they call people who sleep with two different family members in the same month.” 

Denise flushed down to her neck. “I do love him, you know,” she protested. “I love him in a way I never loved you. You and I...I mean, I’m not –” 

“I’ve told you before and I’ll say it again,” 

Corrie snarled. “I don’t want to hear your ‘explanation.’ The two of you deserve each other.” 

“And you deserve casual fucks in the bathroom?” Denise’s heartshaped face grew softer then, and she reached one hand out as though to touch Corrie’s cheek. “Come on, Corrie. 

Can’t we move on, here? Move past this?” 

Corrie evaded her touch and pushed off the wall. “Believe me when I say I’m not punishing myself  over  you.  You  don’t  want  me  –fine. 

There are dozens  –hell, hundreds – of people who do. Just keep out of my way.” 

Denise sighed and lowered her hand. “I still care about you,” she said softly. “You know that, right?” 

“Oh, yeah.” Corrie’s lips twisted. “You’ve got a great way of showing it.” She pushed open the door, walked out, and didn’t look back. 

Quinn sighed as her ball headed straight for the gutter yet again, and she turned her back on the pins. “I think I’m hopeless without the bumpers,” she said, trying hard to keep her tone light.  It’s just a dumb game. Not a big deal. 

Drew patted her on the shoulder when she sat down in the bucket seat next to his. “No worries, Quinn, no worries. Next time for sure.” 

She reached for her soda in an attempt to hide her frustration. This entire night was going exactly as she had known it would –badly. Or, she reconsidered after a few sips, maybe not badly so much as just not fun. 

Krista stepped up to the lane, which prompted Drew to elbow Quinn in the ribs. 

 Ow!  Quinn nearly lost her cool and scowled. 

Instead, she shifted away from him and half-heartedly took his hint. 

“All right, Krista. Here we go. Time for a strike!” 

Krista smiled in reply but turned and grinned affectionately at Megs. There really was a huge difference between a smile and a grin, Quinn reflected, especially if you’d been halfway hoping that you’d be getting one and were instead seeing the other. Not that she’d ever really expected anything to come of this, but,  hope springs eternal. And she had to give Drew credit for finding someone she was actually interested in this time. His last attempt had been an unequivocal disaster: Allergic Allie, who had started sneezing the second Quinn had walked in the room. She’d turned out to have histamines to pretty much every animal on the planet. Not exactly the kind of person a vet student could date comfortably –or at all. 

Krista, on the other hand, had a cat. She was working on her Master’s degree in Drew’s de-partment –electrical engineering –and in her spare time, she liked to read historical fiction. 

Quinn knew all of this about her because they’d chatted over lunch the week before, and for the first time in perhaps ever, she had actually felt comfortable talking with someone she didn’t know  very  well.  As  an  added  plus,  Krista  was attractive without being stunning. Beautiful women made Quinn nervous. 

So yes, okay, she’d had some hopes for tonight. Maybe not high hopes, but she could definitely see herself becoming friends with Krista, and she’d even thought once or twice or five times about what it would be like to kiss her, and – 

Seven pins clattered to the floor. Impressed, Quinn clapped. Drew shouted something goofy like “Yeehaw,” and Megs wolf-whistled. Krista blushed slightly, looked over her shoulder, and winked. 

 I really should try to get rid of those extra ten pounds,  Quinn thought for the millionth time. 

Megan’s physique was nothing if not enviable. 

Her gray shirt stretched tightly across strong shoulders that tapered to a narrow waist. A swimmer’s body. Or perhaps more accurately, a windsurfer’s body –that was her sport of choice according to Drew, who worked with her at the boathouse during the summertime. 

Another clatter of pins and a cute little whoop of pleasure announced that Krista had bowled a spare. Megs jumped up to give her a high  five. Their hips bumped lightly as Krista returned to her seat. 

“Nice one,” Quinn said with feigned enthusiasm, studiously ignoring the lurching of her stomach. She sipped at her soda again and tried to just enjoy the night –the banter of Drew’s group of friends, the cheesy eighties music blar-ing from the bowling alley’s speakers, and the occasional exultant holler of someone who’d just managed a strike. But the trouble was, she didn’t really know Drew’s friends very well, and she wasn’t good at small talk anyway. And to be honest, she’d been a little kid in the eighties and couldn’t tell Pat Benatar from Cyndi Lauper. Not to mention the fact that every time someone got a strike, she felt like an idiot for not being able to roll a bowling ball in a straight line. 

As the night plodded on, Quinn watched how Megs touched Krista often in light, almost teasing ways –a few fingers resting briefl y on her arm, the slight brush of their shoulders, the gentle press of their thighs as they sat side by side. How very animated Megs was –how she nodded and gesticulated as she told funny stories, and how captivated Krista was by her dis-play. 

I’m just not exciting, she realized. The only stories I have are about school and animals, and even if they were interesting, I’d be too introverted to tell them. It was like that in high school and college. Why should now be any different? 

It was sad to see Krista slipping away, but on the other hand, it was a relief. Krista wouldn’t be able to say, “You never want to go out,” like Quinn’s short-lived high school boy-friend, Brian, had claimed. And she’d never be able to accuse her –as Sue had in college –of caring more about her studies than about their relationship. Life was simpler this way. Easier. 

“Hey, guys,” said Drew after their second game  fi nally ended. “Anyone up for going to the diner?” He waggled his eyebrows. “Milk-shakes, spicy fries, quadruple bacon cheeseburgers...” 

Quinn looked around. Almost everyone was nodding. She stood up quickly. The idea of spending more time with other human beings was about as appealing as...well, as that quadruple bacon cheeseburger. Fortunately, she had just the excuse. 

“I need to head out,” she said as the others collected their jackets, wallets, and purses. 

“What? C’mon, Quinn.” 

She cut off his wheedling plea with a swift shake of her head. “I need to run over to the humane society and check on a few kittens.” 

Which was a lie, but it sure did sound good. No sane person wanted kittens to be neglected. 

Drew huffed a loud sigh. “Fine.” He 

grasped her shoulders gently and smiled down at her. “I’m really glad that you hung out with us tonight. You should tag along more often.” 

“I had a good time,” Quinn lied again, glad that it was so easy. And then she walked to the door and pushed it open, zipping up her coat against the chill October air. She didn’t look back. 



COLLISION COURSE  

Seven months later  

Corrie woke a few minutes after dawn, to the sensation of warm sunlight across the bridge of her nose. She lay still, eyes closed, mentally taking stock. Monday. First real day of work for the season. Someone –Brad –in bed next to her. 

She’d ended up choosing him over Megs last night. Curtains rustling in a light breeze. She flexed her toes and took a deep breath, testing out her mood –like pushing a sore tooth with her tongue. But there were no twinges today, only a lingering satisfaction with her conquest and a pleasant rush of anticipation for the day ahead. 

She opened her eyes to the sight of Brad’s well-muscled back, already tan from hours on the water. He had a mole between his shoulder blades. She’d kissed it playfully last night before falling asleep. Corrie turned over and slid out from under the crisp cotton sheets, snagging a pair of black swim trunks and a dark gray sports bra from the back of her desk chair as she moved toward the door. 

She pushed it open gently, knowing that Frog was lying just on the other side. His collar jingled as he got to his feet, barked, and cocked his big gray head at her. She scratched the silky spot behind his right ear. 

“Sorry, bud,” she whispered, shutting the door behind her. “I know you hate sleeping out here.” She straightened up, adjusting the frayed collar of the T-shirt that had slipped over one shoulder. “Let’s go grab some breakfast, huh?” 

Fifteen minutes later, she was standing at the kitchen sink sipping at a tall mug of steam-ing black coffee and munching on a slice of last night’s pizza while her laptop booted up. 

Across the room, Frog was noisily devouring his kibble. Corrie stared out the curtained windows toward the gentle slope that led down from her bungalow to the shoreline. A partially completed pier jutted into Point Judith Pond, just past the skeletal frame of what would someday be a large shed –almost a barn. Polish-ing off the pizza, she wiped her hands on the dishtowel and quickly brought up her Internet browser. It opened to NOAA’s forecast page for Wakefi eld, Rhode Island. 

“Eight to ten knots right now,” she muttered, scanning the page, “and up to fifteen by late this afternoon.” She looked out toward the water again and nodded, content.  Not bad.  

She walked quickly back to the bedroom to collect her wallet and keys and tucked them into the waterproof pocket in her trunks. Brad was snoring and had shifted to take up almost the entire bed, his arms and legs splayed out haphazardly across the sheets. Corrie grinned smugly. She leaned down to kiss his shoulder, and he stirred just a little. 

“There’s coffee in the kitchen. See you 

’round.” 



“Mmm, yeah,” he said, and promptly fell back to sleep. She laughed and walked down the hall, pausing briefly in the bathroom to brush her long, blond hair back into a ponytail, before threading it through the ragged Hoyas cap that rested beside the sink. 

“Let’s get out of here, Frogger,” she called, moving purposefully through the small den and toward the front door. 

Once outside, she took off at a brisk jog, turning right out of the narrow gravel driveway and heading northeast along the edge of the inlet. It was a two-mile run to the Sailing Center 

–the perfect morning warm up. She took a deep breath of cool, late spring air and quickened her pace a little. The easterly wind smelled pungently of sea salt, and it made her eager to be out on the water. 

Upon arriving at the boathouse, she immediately unlocked the equipment shed’s double doors as Frog ran up and down the pier, half-heartedly chasing seagulls. Several rows of windsurfing boards and sails extended off to her left, a forest of lifejackets to her right. She eyed the windsurfing equipment for a few seconds, then shook her head and continued further into the building, past the unmanned rental counter. 

“Better wind for a Laser,” she said under her breath. Halting in front of a long wall honey-combed with narrow compartments, she finally selected a sail before moving across the hall to pick out a complementary mast and boom. 

Tucking the sail and its lines under her right arm, Corrie cautiously walked the long, thin mast and its companion boom out of the shed and down the pier before setting everything down in front of a row of Lasers, all up on blocks. 

At  first glance, the boats registered as non-descript. Only fourteen feet long and just over four feet wide, they certainly didn’t have the inherent majesty of the large keelboats moored out in the harbor. Even the beginner tech dinghies had permanent masts and lines.  But that’s what makes you special, isn’t it?  Corrie thought as she unfurled the sail and began sliding its sleeve down the length of the mast.  You’re a little puzzle. And if I put these pieces together right, you’ll out-maneuver just about anything.  

There was something exhilarating about assembling a boat like this –about raising the mast and running the lines yourself. The accountability was both frightening and appealing. Do everything properly, and you’d have a boat that you knew, inside-out and backward. 

Do anything wrong, and it would fall apart on the water. 

Once she had double-checked her knots, Corrie slid the assembled Laser onto a cart, then rolled it down the ramp next to the pier and into the water. Seaweed brushed against her legs as she tied the boat to a pylon with an expert bowline knot. She glanced back to check on Frog, who was happily rolling in the sand along the beach, before hoisting herself into the shallow cockpit and dropping both her rudder and centerboard into the water. She leaned over the bow long enough to pull herself toward the pier and undo her knot, then pushed away and let out the mainsheet so that her sail could fill. 

It caught the wind immediately, and as the boom swung out to the leeward side of the boat, the shift in weight distribution was enough to tilt the windward side up at a precarious angle. 

Corrie threw her weight out to port, tucking her feet under the narrow piece of fabric, the 

“hiking strap”, that ran the length of the cockpit. She made minor adjustments to the mainsail and tiller as her weight balanced out the force of the wind on the sail and brought the boat back down to a flat position. Her stomach muscles quivered as she held her torso perfectly flat over the water, steering with only the tips of her right fingers. Lasers were so damn sensitive –to touch, to weight, to wind shifts –and besides the accountability involved, she loved the precision they demanded. 

Just a few years ago, sailing this particular boat would have been a luxury. She’d been completely focused on training in the 470, a twoman Olympic racing craft. Back then, sailing had felt more like work than pleasure. The regattas every weekend, the time trials, the relentless jockeying with other sailors for position.  That’s over now, she reminded herself, leaning out even further as the hull reacted to a gust of wind. For several months after her failure to win a spot in the Olympics, Corrie hadn’t been able to make herself go anywhere near a boat. 

She had worried that she would always associ-ate sailing with Denise’s betrayal and Will’s gloating. Even just looking out at the water had hurt. But all of that was in the past. Sailing was in her blood and the tide had called her back. 

This was her slice of ocean, her club, her boat. 

Not his. She smiled broadly at the morning sun. 

 Now, fi nally, I can just enjoy it.  

Content to hold her course for the present, Corrie sailed east toward the narrow inlet that connected the pond to the ocean. In less than two hours, the Sailing Center would be swarm-ing with new students of all ages –some frightened, some arrogant, some comically eager. But for this one small part of the day, all she had to answer to was the wind and the water. She tossed her head back, enjoying the taste of the salt spray on her lips, and she let instinct take over. 

An hour later, Corrie boosted herself from the cockpit to the wooden slats of the pier. She looked up at the willowy redhead who had secured her boat and now stood shading her eyes against the bright glare of the morning sun. 

“Hey, Jen.” 

“Hey, you. How was it out there?” Jen’s Brooklyn accent was more pronounced than usual –a testimony to the fact that it was still morning and she wasn’t ready to be awake. After last night’s party, Corrie wasn’t surprised. 

She got to her feet, undoing the Velcro straps of her sailing gloves in the process. “It’s nice. Decent wind and steady for now. Only a few little gusts. Should be a good day for the rookies.” 

Jen laughed. “They’ll still be scared to death.” 

“You know me, I live for the girly shriek-ing.” Corrie squinted at the boathouse. “Looks like some of them are already here.” 

“Yes, and they’re all asking for the head of instruction,” said Jen as they began to walk back. She looked pointedly at Corrie, who groaned. 

“You can run, but you can’t hide. I gave them a very precise physical description.” 

“Thanks,” Corrie grumbled. “Thanks a lot.” 

She took a deep breath. “You ready for this?” 

Jen shook her head. “I am going right back inside, where I belong. You’re the social butterfly.” She veered off toward the equipment shed with a little wave as Corrie sighed and reluctantly picked up her pace. She loved sailing and enjoyed teaching, but fielding a bar-rage of halfanxious, half-demanding requests was not her idea of a good fi rst day. 

After a solid half hour of reassuring concerned or confused students –and in one case, the overprotective mother of a twentyyear-old guy whose face had been flaming in embarrassment –Corrie found herself alone and with a few minutes to spare before she would be re-quired to officially open the instructional season with a welcome speech. A knot of instructors had gathered just outside the boathouse doors, chatting idly about their plans for the night. 

“Hi, Cor,” Brad said, reaching out to squeeze her left shoulder. 

“Hey,” she said, but was careful not to return his touch. It wouldn’t do to have him getting the wrong idea, after all. A night of fucking was exactly that –no more, no less. She looked away and immediately noticed Jen’s raised eyebrows from across the circle. 



When Corrie shrugged and put on her innocent face, Jen couldn’t help but roll her eyes. 

There she goes again, she had to laugh to herself. I must be almost the only friend she hasn’t seduced at one point or another, and that’s only because I’m as straight as they come. It had been that way for a while now, but somehow Corrie managed to keep them all friends. Take Brad, for instance –by the half-smile on his face, a little wistful but resigned, he apparently knew the drill. 

“We’d better head inside, guys,” Corrie called, effortlessly taking control of the group. 

“Almost time to get this show on the road.” But just as she was about to lead the way through the double doors, she caught sight of Frog racing full tilt toward two people nearby. 

“Remind me again why I’m doing this?” 

Quinn asked her companion as they turned the corner and saw the mass of people gathered outside the University of Rhode Island’s Sailing Center.  Big crowd. That’s just great. 



“Because you can’t study all the time,” said Drew. It was the same answer he’d given her twice already this morning. “And because it’ll be good for you to get outside. You’re way too pale.” 

“Pale is healthy.” Quinn wondered why she kept letting Drew persuade her into situations like this. She pinched his tan forearm lightly. 

“What part about the risk of skin cancer don’t you understand?” 

Drew sighed and shook his head. “This is exactly what I’m talking about, Q. You need to get out. Loosen up. Go with the wind for a while.” He caught sight of several of his fellow instructors gathered in a loose cluster in front of the boathouse and pointed them out to Quinn. 

“Look, there’s the gang. I’ll introduce you to everyone before we get started.” 

As they approached the group, a large gray dog came bounding out of the surf directly toward them, wagging its skinny tail. It stopped just short of Drew and Quinn, shook itself vigorously, and shoved its nose against Drew’s hip. 

“Ugh,” said Drew, looking down at his water-splattered T-shirt. “Thanks, Frog. You’re a pal.” He reached down to pet the dog’s head anyway, but Quinn had beaten him to it. She knelt on the ground, one hand rubbing behind Frog’s ears and the other patting his sleek, bar-rel chest. He whined deep in his throat at the attention and happily licked her face. Quinn laughed. 

“Hey, buddy,” she crooned. “You’re one fi ne looking Weimaraner. Who do you belong to, hmm?” 

“That would be me,” Corrie said as she came up alongside them. “Sorry for the impromptu bath, guys.” 

Drew shrugged. “Not like I wasn’t expecting to get wet today anyway.” He looked down at Quinn, who didn’t seem to realize Corrie had joined them. He tapped her on the shoulder. 

“Earth to Quinn. I’ve got someone you need to meet here.” 

Quinn got to her feet reluctantly, giving Frog one last pat on the head and turned toward his owner. At a few inches taller than Quinn, Corrie looked the part of an all-American athlete. Her slim, muscular legs, toned arms, and tightly rippled stomach were already darkly tan. Freckles liberally sprinkled the bridge of her nose, above which two green eyes studied Quinn intently. 

“This is Corrie Marsten,” said Drew. “Head of sailing instruction this season and a legen-dary sailor ’round these parts. She’s my crew when we race the two-man boats, though I bet we’d do a lot better if she skippered.” 

Corrie rolled her eyes and scratched behind Frog’s left ear. “Whatever, Harris.” What Drew didn’t know, of course, was that skippering one of those boats made her think of Denise. And besides, she would have never admitted this to him, but sometimes it felt really good to just relax into the rhythm of the boat and let someone else make the tough calls. 

Unperturbed, Drew carried on. “Corrie, Quinn Davies. She’s an old buddy from college who’s in vet school here. And my roommate for the summer so she can escape her crappy landlord.” 

“Hi,” Quinn said as she shook Corrie’s hand. Rough calluses slid across her soft palm. 

“Great dog you’ve got there.” 

“Yeah, thanks,” said Corrie, reaching down to stroke Frog’s head. “He’s my best buddy.” 

“Why ‘Frog?’” Quinn asked. 

“He looked like one,” Corrie said. “Back when he was a tiny puppy –just like a little gray frog.” When Quinn laughed, she shrugged. 

“Fortunately, he grew out of that. So hey, did you sail with Drew up at Dartmouth?” 

“Oh no,” Quinn answered quickly, shaking her head for emphasis. “I’ve never sailed a day in my life. We lived across the hall from each other freshman year. That’s how I know him.” 

She nudged Drew with an elbow for emphasis, and he poked her back playfully. 

“Ah. Cool.” Corrie smiled –an easy, open expression that Quinn felt herself return –and adjusted the rim of her baseball cap. “Welcome aboard, then.” She looked up at Drew and nodded toward the boathouse. “See you in there.” 

Quinn watched her jog off, feeling her in-voluntary grin slowly fade. For some reason, she felt warm, as though she’d been on stage in a spotlight that had just been turned off. 

“...that’s Corrie,” Drew was saying as he opened the boathouse doors for her. “What do you think?” 

“She’s very charismatic, isn’t she?” Quinn said, still struggling to sort out her own impres-sions. Corrie’s easy confidence was intriguing, but her effortless and completely natural beauty had also triggered more than a few of Quinn’s familiar insecurities about her own body.  I could look better if I worked at it, she thought for the millionth time.  But there’s nothing I can do with my hair, and my face is always going to be too round.  Quinn’s slightly wavy, nearly shoulder-length brown hair always felt unruly, and on particularly humid days, unkempt. And each time she looked in the mirror, it was easy to see that she’d inherited the roundness of her father’s features without his defi ning cheek-bones. Dropping a few spare pounds wouldn’t fi x that. 

Realizing the pointless trajectory of her thoughts, she forced herself to look around as she took a seat next to Drew in the chart room –

a large, open space that took up most of the first and second floors of the boathouse. A full bar extended along half of the right wall, while a huge fireplace was centered in the left. A small stage shared the far wall with a long sliding door leading out to what looked like a deck. 

“Nice space, huh?” Drew asked proudly. 

“We have socials in here every Friday after the weekly races, sometimes with a DJ and sometimes a live band.” 

Quinn nodded absently, then stiffened as the shrill whine of a microphone echoed through the room. When it cut off just as abruptly, the chatter in the hall stopped. As Corrie stepped gracefully onto the stage, the young guy sitting to Quinn’s right leaned over to his buddy and murmured something em-phatically. Quinn caught the word “hot” and shook her head. If looking like that meant being drooled over, maybe she was better off. 

“Welcome to the summer program, everyone,” Corrie said, her gaze sweeping across the room. “I’m Corrie Marsten, head of instruction. 

You can call me Corrie, or Cor, or Mars...but anything that sounds like ‘Ms.’ or ‘Miss’ Marsten is off limits.” She waited for the small cur-rent of laughter to subside before moving on. 

“This year is especially exciting since we’re hosting a regatta this year in early August –the Rhode Island 470 Invitational. We’re expecting it to be a big race, and we’ll need a lot of you to participate in some way.” 

As she continued to discuss the specifics of the regatta, Quinn found herself wondering yet again whether it had really been a good idea to give in to Drew’s insistence that she take sailing lessons. She needed to study hard this summer if she was going to pass the qualifying exam on her  fi rst try, and she blatantly refused to cut down on her volunteer hours at the humane society. Drew was just trying to help, as always  –

to get her to meet people and have fun –but these lessons could easily turn into a significant time sink.  Well,  she considered resolutely , if they do, then I’ll just quit. No harm in that. Drew won’t give me a hard time if I try it and don’t like it.  

She tuned back in to the proceedings just as the instructors fi nished introducing themselves. Emboldened by her recent decision, Quinn turned to face Drew. 

“All right, Drew,” she said firmly. “Teach me how to sail a boat.” 

By the end of the day, Quinn was exhausted. 

Her arms and legs ached, her palms hurt from gripping the mainsheet, and she had a mottled blue-black bruise on her left knee where she’d whacked it against the thwart during one of her first tacks. But as she sat in safety position just inside the mooring field, she only felt exhilarated. 

Drew had spent the morning teaching his small group the basics of sail theory, as well as the safety rules of the club and the procedure for checking out equipment once they received their ratings on the tech dinghies. Then, they’d spent the hour before lunch practicing in the 

“simulator” –an old, beat up tech on wheels that could be turned in a full circle so as to allow beginner sailors to experience tacks and jibes before going on the water. After lunch, they rigged up several boats and took them out, and the afternoon was filled with “follow the leader” maneuvers, capsize drills, and finally, landing practice. 

The best part of the day had been when Drew had pushed Quinn’s boat away from the pier –when she’d fi  nally  been  on  her  own against the waves and the wind, alone and free. 

Sure, she’d messed up a few times at the very beginning, and she’d very nearly capsized after letting go of the rudder during her first jibe. But she’d gotten better after that. More comfortable. 

 I love that I’m the one doing it all, she thought.  No one to answer to, no one else to rely on. Just me. 

She watched intently as Cindy, a middleaged English professor, approached the pier for her last landing of the day. Drew supervised from the edge, offering the occasional tip but mostly allowing his students to make their own judgment calls. As Cindy successfully turned up alongside the dock, Quinn took a deep breath and grabbed the tiller extension tightly, ready to maneuver out of her head-to-wind position. 

“All right, Quinn!” Drew hollered. “Bring it on!” 

After a few fumbling moments, Quinn got her boat moving and sailed as close to the wind as she could, toward the leeward side of the pier. She watched the distance close, chewing nervously on her lower lip as a small gust caused her speed to increase. Almost immediately, she stopped trimming the sail and allowed it to flap in the breeze.  When in doubt, let it out. The boat slowed and she exhaled in a relieved sigh. 

“Nice,” said Drew. “Way to counteract that puff.” 

Realizing that she still had several boat lengths to go, Quinn pulled on the line just a bit until her sail stopped flapping and the wind propelled her forward once more. She repeated the process several times, before the bow settled gently against the side of the dock. 

“Great job!” Drew said as she secured her boat to the pier. “You rocked that one, Q. If we could give ratings the first day, you better believe you’d have one.” 

Quinn let out a shaky sigh and forced her tired fingers to undo the cleat hitch that tied off the main halyard. “No way am I ready to go out on my own yet.” She somehow managed to let the boom down gently into the bottom of the boat, then turned back to Drew. “But thanks. 

That was really fun.” 

“Do you mean it?” he asked as they carried their sails back to the equipment shed. “You had a good time out there?” 

“Definitely,” Quinn said, amused by his earnest tone. “I love how it’s both academic and athletic. How you have to be thinking about wind physics the whole time, even while you’re shifting your weight and holding on to the lines.” She smiled at him over her shoulder as they pushed through the door. “I like your sport, Drew.” 

“Glad to hear that,” Corrie’s voice rang out from behind the counter in front of them, where she was helping Jen manage the infl ux of sails and lifejackets. As they put their stuff down, Corrie reached out and plucked a strand of seaweed from behind Quinn’s left ear. She held it up between them. “You’ll start a fashion trend.” 

Quinn laughed self-consciously. Trust me to come in looking like some kind of sea monster. 

Great. 

“First social’s this Friday, right?” Drew asked as he signed their equipment back in. 

“Oh yeah,” Corrie said. “Should be a blast.” 

Drew poked Jen in the shoulder, hard. “You gonna be there, Jenny?” 

Jen tried to smack him with a nearby towel, but he leapt back out of range, smirking. “How many times, Harris?” she asked menacingly. 

“How many times have I told you not to call me that?” 

Corrie rolled her eyes at their familiar antics and turned back to Quinn. “How about you, Quinn? You coming?” 

Quinn shrugged, surprised at the question. 

 Why would she care? “Oh…I don’t know. I have a lot of studying to do.” 

“Just come once,” said Drew, still keeping a cautious eye on Jen and her towel. 



Corrie smirked. “Cheap drinks, good music, and warm bodies. Everything a sailor needs.” 

If Quinn could have stopped herself from blushing, she would have.  Yeah, she thought, embarrassed.  That sounds right up my alley. 

“We’ll see,” she said. “Thanks.” And then she hurried out the door before any of them could say anything else. 

Corrie stretched and massaged the back of her neck, wincing when she encountered a sunburned patch of skin. The infernal paperwork was  fi nally done. Every student who had joined today was entered into the system, and it was past time to go home. She looked out her window at the dark sky and sighed. 

Frog’s tail suddenly thumped against the floor just as someone knocked at the door. Corrie looked up, blinked, and frowned deeply. 

 What the fuck?  

“Will,” she said, trying to keep her voice flat. No need for him to realize just how much he rattled her. “What the hell are you doing here?” 

“Hi to you too, li’l sis,” he said, sauntering into the room and settling into one of the spare chairs. He propped his feet up on Corrie’s desk. 

When she glared at him, he winked back. 

“Aren’t you happy to see me?” 

“Thrilled.” She couldn’t resist drowning the word in sarcasm. “Why aren’t you in Newport?” 

“What, a guy can’t visit his sister? Not to mention his alma mater –” 

“No,” she cut him off. “You don’t do shit like that. What do you want?” 

“Fine,  fine.” Will put his feet down and leaned forward. “I want a job.” 

“What?” Corrie was incredulous. “I thought you and your fi ancée were getting a place this summer.” 

Will grimaced and adjusted the brim of his US Sailing cap. “As it turns out, Denise’s parents don’t approve of the bride and groom living together before the wedding.” 



Corrie laughed harshly.  Oh, that’s rich. 

“You’re fuckin’ kidding me.” 

“Wish I were. But I didn’t renew my lease and there’s no way I’m moving back in with Mom and Dad. So I figured I’d spend my last summer as a bachelor hanging out here.” 

“Go wait tables or something,” Corrie said dismissively. “I’m not giving you a job.” 

“Why the hell not?” 

“Because I’ve already hired all the instructors I want,” she said, meeting his indignant frown head-on.  No way are you ruining this summer for me, too.  

Will snorted. “And how many of them are Olympic sailors, huh?” He tapped the logo on his hat and arched his eyebrows in a way that was somehow patronizing. “I’m a commodity, Cor. Hell, having me on your staff will probably bring in more students.” 

Corrie leaned back in her chair, struggling not to grind her teeth.  Just tell him no. Tell him to get up and walk the hell away.  Except that he was right, damn him. His experience and reputation would be invaluable. And intolerable.  But I have to think of the club, fi rst. I have to. Fuck!  He had won. Again. 

“Fine,” she said after a long pause. “Fine, you can have a goddamn job. But if you think for a  second that you’ll be living with me –” 

Will raised one hand, forestalling her. “Save it, sis. I’m staying at the frat house.” 

“Your frat house,” Corrie sneered. “The one you were president of five years ago, and you’re just going to crash on a couch all summer?” When Will grinned, she shook her head. 

“Lame.” 

“Be nice to me and I’ll let you come to some of the parties.” 

“Fuck off. I don’t need to hang out with a bunch of cretin undergraduates to have a good time.” 

“Maybe you do,” he said, getting to his feet. 

“’Cuz right now, you’re in a shitty mood.” He shrugged. “Or maybe you just need to get laid. 



Anyway, thanks for the job. I’ll be around tomorrow.” 

As he turned toward the door, Corrie had the sudden urge to go after him –to sock him right in the kidneys and demand to know what the hell kind of right he had coming in here and asking her for help when he and Denise had betrayed her. 

She grabbed the edge of the desk and hung on tightly, as though it were the gunwale of a capsizing boat.  Stay calm. Don’t give him the satisfaction.  As the echo of his footsteps in the hall began to fade, she sank back into her chair. 

 You’ll be busy,  she told herself.  Probably won’t even see him very often.  It wasn’t as though she’d be jockeying with him for their parents’ attention or constantly trying to get better grades and faster regatta times than he did. All of that was over now. In the past. Done. So what if she saw him around from time to time? He was just passing through. 

She had the moral high ground. That much was certain. And she was being the “bigger man.” The fact that Will would now owe her one was nice, too, as was the fact that he would be working for her. Corrie massaged her temples briefly before gathering up the papers on her desk. Nice. Right. Nice and cold comfort –

like an unexpected frost on the first day of summer. 



BEARING OFF  

Quinn permitted herself a rare expletive and let her lifejacket do the job of supporting her in the water as she briefl y relaxed. She bobbed in the waves next to her capsized boat, one hand still gripping the exposed centerboard in case the tech suddenly began to tip all the way over. 

With a sigh, she looked toward shore and saw that the blue flag –indicating heavy weather –

had just replaced the green. 

“Could’ve told you that,” she said, frustrated. The wind had been brisk but light when she launched earlier in the afternoon, but clouds had swept in from the east shortly thereafter. Drew had taught her ways of coping with heavy wind earlier in the week, and theo-retically, she knew how to handle herself.  But all the theory in the world can’t stop me from being a great big klutz!  

Just as she was about to try bearing down on the centerboard yet again, a familiar voice suddenly hailed her from astern. Quinn turned her head in time to see Corrie execute a smooth maneuver on her windsurfer board that brought her alongside the tech. Quinn couldn’t help but feel both impressed by and jealous of the grace and strength with which Corrie performed the deceptively simple movement, and found herself wishing that of all the instructors, Corrie hadn’t been the one to see her like this. 

“Whoa there, captain.” Corrie dropped her large sail and settled into a crouch on the board, her balance unaffected by the waves. She nodded at the capsized boat. “How’s it going?” 

“I’ll be all right,” said Quinn, not quite looking at her.  Just go away and let me try again. I can do this by myself!  She had to struggle to keep her voice even and light. “Drew taught us what to do.” 

“Okay. Just holler if you need a hand.” 

Quinn forced herself to meet Corrie’s gaze. 

She even managed a weak smile. “Thanks.” 



She continued to watch as Corrie planted her feet and yanked her sail out of the water in one powerful movement. As she grabbed the boom and rotated her hips, the board began to move, its bow rising as the wind caught the sail.  So that’s how it’s supposed to be done, she realized, having only ever seen beginner windsurfers struggling in the harbor to get themselves going in much lighter wind than this. 

As Corrie moved out of her sightline, Quinn turned back to her boat, narrowed her eyes at the centerboard, and shook the wet hair off her forehead. Grabbing onto the board’s end, she pulled down as hard as she could and crossed her arms over the wet surface as she struggled to right the boat with her body weight. For a long moment, it seemed that this attempt would also be in vain, and her biceps began to shake with effort. 

 This is ridiculous, she thought, even as she struggled to ignore the burning in her arms.  For once, it’s a good thing I’m not petite, and even so, I still  can’t right this boat!  But just as she was about to let go, she felt the board begin to move down toward the water, and within a few seconds she was able to shift her grasp to the gunwales. Taking another deep breath, she reached for one of the hiking straps and managed to haul herself over the side. 

“Thank god,” she said as she sat in the cockpit, breathing heavily from the exertion. 

The mainsail flapped loudly, showering her with a fine spray of salt water that stung her eyes as she gauged her distance from land. Corrie briefly came into view a few boat lengths ahead, before she headed back downwind in a large circle.  Keeping an eye on me, Quinn realized, and felt an unexpected surge of relief. 

Grabbing the mainsheet, she hauled in on it and simultaneously threw the rudder over to the other side of the boat. “But I’m not going to mess up,” she told the wind. “Not this time.” 

It took several tries, but Quinn finally managed a successful landing just as the clock tower chimed five. Drew met her at the pier and saved her the trouble of tying up her own boat. “You okay?” he asked, frowning. “I saw you go over –” 

“I’m  fine,” Quinn said firmly. “Just tired.” 

This time, her arms shook from only the simple effort of boosting herself onto the dock. She sighed and began wringing out her water-logged baseball cap.  I really need to get stronger, pronto. “Well, that was an adventure.” When Drew continued to look concerned, however, she laughed softly. 

“Don’t worry,” she said, leaning back against his shins. “I’m still having fun. One little dunk isn’t going to change that.” 

“Come on.” He squeezed her shoulder. “I’ll help you get your boat in so you can dry off.” 

As he returned the tech to its berth, she folded the sail and carried it, along with her soggy lifejacket, back to the equipment shed. If Jen noticed the clear evidence of her capsize, she didn’t say anything, and Quinn smiled gratefully as she turned to go. But when she pushed open the double doors, Corrie was just approaching. Her biceps bulged gently with the weight of the windsurfer board, and a few strands of blond hair that had eluded her ponytail clung to her right cheek. 

 Oh, no. Acutely aware of the fact that she looked like a drowned rat, Quinn cleared her throat self-consciously. “Thanks again for, uh, stopping by out there.” 

Corrie shrugged. “You had it under control.” She paused and cocked her head to one side, favoring Quinn with a long glance from head to foot. “The wet T-shirt look is good on you.” When Quinn flushed and didn’t reply, Corrie just winked and walked past. 

 She’s making fun of me, Quinn thought, the sharp rush of embarrassment nearly eclipsing her chill from the strong breeze. But as she hurried back to her apartment for a change of clothes, the feeling slowly subsided.  I guess I deserved it. And she wasn’t being  mean . Not really. 



In fact, Corrie’s expression for those last few seconds had almost seemed appreciative. 

Which didn’t make any sense. 

Quinn pushed hard against the sticky front door and kicked off her squelching aqua shoes just inside. “You’re imagining things,” she told the doormat, wrinkling her pruny toes against the soft surface. She shook her head and stripped off her shirt, letting it fall at her feet with a wet  plop. Even that simple movement made her aware of the soreness in her arms, and she grimaced slightly. The promise of a warm shower, followed by leftovers for supper and a few quiet hours of studying, was exactly what she needed. 

Corrie shut the blow dryer off and ran her fingers through the long mane of hair that brushed her shoulder blades. Satisfied, she stowed the appliance in her nearby locker, next to a spare set of sailing gloves. The thumping baseline of the DJ’s music upstairs had replaced the dryer’s buzzing hum, and Corrie felt her pulse quicken. Turning toward one of the full-length mirrors, she surveyed her reflection critically. Her black polo shirt accentuated the deep tan on her neck and arms and fi t snugly across her breasts. Frayed khaki shorts sat low on her waist and came down to just past mid-thigh, giving way to long, newly shaven legs. 

She reached for her scuffed sandals under a nearby bench and pulled them on, stopping to adjust the brightly colored band around her left ankle in the process. An Ironman waterproof watch on her right wrist and a short, braided leather necklace were her only other accesso-ries. She grinned at herself rakishly in the mirror. It had been a good opening week, with no major injuries or damage to the boats. And Will had gone home to Newport this weekend to visit Denise, so she didn’t have to worry about him raining on her parade. That in itself was a good reason to celebrate. Corrie shut her locker and headed for the stairs that led up to the entrance of the common room. The low beat of the music grew louder with every step, and she felt it coil deep in her stomach, felt it become the familiar  wanting. These moments of anticipation 

–when the night stretched out before her, long and full of promise –were almost better than anything else.  Almost. 

At the top of the staircase, the double doors were propped open, giving her an unobstructed view of the crowded room. Just in case, she looked around for Will, but when he was nowhere to be seen, she inhaled deeply and forced herself to relax, to feel the pulse of the crowd. 

Her heartbeat sped up again at the unmistakable swell of human energy. In situations like these, Corrie almost felt like a social vampire, as though she somehow fed off the mere presence of other people. She squared her shoulders and strolled inside. 

“Hey, Corrie!” 

“What’s up, Mars?” 

“How’s it going, Cor?” 

Instructors and returning students greeted her as she slowly made her way to the bar, stopping now and then to exchange a few words, shake someone’s hand, or lightly touch a shoulder. She could feel the new students in the crowd watching her. They all knew who she was, of course, but most of them weren’t comfortable enough to do more than nod in her general direction. Buoyed by her reception, she signaled the bartender and turned to lean against the edge of the bar when her beer arrived. 

She took a long, slow swallow and let her gaze wander around the room again. The dance fl oor was packed, as were the leather sofas and chairs arranged in front of the fireplace. At the opposite end of the dance fl oor, a sliding door led out onto a wide, two-story deck. Corrie looked at her watch, grabbed the neck of her beer, and threaded her way through the crowd. 

 If I’m lucky, I’ll still catch some of the sunset. 

As she stepped into the night air, however, she glimpsed a familiar figure standing off to one side, elbows propped on the railing. Quinn looked significantly less bedraggled in loose navy capris, a light blue button-down shirt, and sandals, but Corrie thought she might prefer her earlier appearance. The worn tee, soaked from her capsize, had outlined Quinn’s full breasts, and her cotton shorts had clung to her thighs.  She’s curvy, Corrie thought as she slowly approached.  Feminine. I like that. And yet she’d also been so very  cute –wet and rumpled and clearly self-conscious. 

“Hey,” she said, coming to stand beside Quinn as the other woman turned to look at her. “Meant to tell you –nice job righting that tech this afternoon. They can be tricky.” 

Quinn smiled shyly. “Thanks.” Corrie watched her eyes –watched them briefl y flick over her body and return to her face. She noticed the slight fl ush, too. 

“So.” She took another sip from her beer. 

“You’re in vet school, right?” 

“Yes,” said Quinn. “I’m just about to start my third year –if I pass my qual, that is.” She met Corrie’s gaze inquisitively. “What do you do? Besides all this.” She indicated the boathouse and the ocean with a slight movement of one hand. 

“Mechanical engineering.” Corrie set her beer on the ledge and gripped it, leaning back for a better look at the clouds. “In theory, anyway.” She shifted her gaze back to Quinn, who was still looking up at her. “I want to design boats when I get out of here, so practically, I do a lot of aerospace stuff and fl uid mechanics.” 

Quinn nodded, returning her gaze to the expanse of water below. It shimmered in the light of the half-moon and earliest stars. The bells on the keelboats moored in the harbor rang inter-mittently in the soft breeze. “What kinds of boats?” she asked. “I mean, what’s your favorite?” 

Corrie smiled at the question and shifted her weight so that her right arm was brushing Quinn’s left. She felt Quinn’s muscles tense, but she didn’t pull away. “Little boats. I’m not as big a fan of the keelboats and yachts.” She tilted her head back and closed her eyes. “You’re closer to the water in a small boat. And you have to do more. I think they’re more challeng-ing –” Suddenly catching herself in the middle of a ramble, Corrie laughed. “Don’t get me started. I’ll talk about boats all day if you let me.” 

“You really love them, don’t you?” 

Corrie was intrigued by Quinn’s expression 

–intense and gentle, all at the same time. 

“You’ll fall for them too, before long,” she said. 

“But of course you’re going to be a vet, so your first love must be animals.” 

Quinn rolled her eyes. “Oh, yes. I’m hopeless. And I completely love your dog. I’d get one just like him if I could. But then again, last week I just fell head over heels for a kitten at the shelter where I work, and next week I’m sure it’ll happen again, and –” She blushed. 

“But don’t  you get  me started!” 



Corrie watched with amusement as Quinn’s sudden animation faded back into shyness. 

 Sweet girl,  she thought.  She’s interesting, in an innocent sort of way. Impulsively, she stepped back and held out her hand, flashing what she knew was a charming smile. “Come inside and dance with me.” 

Quinn turned, startled, and pressed her back against the railing. “What?” 

“Come on,” she coaxed. 

“I –I don’t dance. Not to this music, anyway,” Quinn said quickly, wide-eyed. 

Corrie took a step closer and tilted her head. 

She reached out to tuck a stray strand of Quinn’s wavy hair behind her right ear, and felt the other woman tense again. It was a struggle this time to keep the knowing smirk off her face. “What kind of music do you dance to, then? I’ll tell the DJ to play it.” 

“I...” Quinn turned away, toward the water. 

“I can’t. I’m sorry, I’m just not in the mood right now.” 



Corrie frowned at her still back, wondering what had suddenly gone wrong.  I can tell you’re attracted to me. So what’s up?  Determined not to lose her cool, however, she shrugged and kept her voice light. “Okay. Some other time.” She let the fingertips of her left hand rest lightly in the space between Quinn’s shoulder blades. No reaction. “See you.” 

Corrie turned and strode into the room, forcing herself not to look back. If Quinn Davies wanted to play hard to get, that was fine with her. There were plenty of other people –women and men –who wouldn’t send mixed signals. 

She stopped just inside the door and was surveying the crowd again, trying to make up her mind, when she saw Drew approaching from the direction of the bar. 

“What’s up, Harris? Good party, huh?” 

“’Course,” he said casually, but his gaze was speculative. He paused for a few seconds before speaking again. “I was actually just coming outside to rescue Quinn.” 



“Rescue her?” Corrie frowned. “From 

what?” 

“You know what,” Drew told her. “She’s not your type, Cor.” 

Corrie shifted her weight and crossed her arms under her breasts. “How do you know?” 

The question caught Drew off guard, and she watched with satisfaction as he spluttered.   I’d love to get past that shy exterior thing she’s got going on and see what’s  really  underneath.  

“For Christ’s sake, Corrie, Quinn’s just about as introverted as it’s possible to be! It took me fifteen solid minutes to get her to agree to come here tonight.” 

“And your point is?” 

Drew sighed in exasperation. “She’s not about the hook-up, Mars. Not at all. Hence, not your type.” When Corrie delicately arched her left eyebrow at him, he threw up his hands and nearly knocked over his neighbor’s beer bottle. 

“Look,” he said after making his apologies. 

“Quinn means a lot to me. It’d be great if you were friends. But I don’t...I don’t want to see her get hurt.” 

Corrie took a step back. “That’s not what I’m about, Drew,” she muttered. “You  know  that.” 

“I didn’t mean it that way, Cor –” 

“Forget it,” she cut him off. Refusing to meet his eyes, she glanced around the room and caught Megan Dougherty, one of the windsurfi ng instructors, looking in her direction from her position near the fi replace. 

Barely suppressing a sigh of relief, she turned back to Drew. “I have to go. Catch you later.” 

Corrie walked briskly toward the bar, where she signaled for two more beers. Across the room, she knew Megs was still watching her, knew that the expression on her face stemmed from honest attraction blended with desire.  No confusion there. Taking a deep breath to shake off Drew’s interrogation, Corrie began to weave her way through the crowd around the edge of the room. 

“Figured you’d be ready for another about now,” she said into Megs’s ear as she came up behind her, close enough to touch. She didn’t touch her, though –not just yet. 

The younger woman stiffened but took the bottle, her fi ngers brushing Corrie’s in the process. Deliberately. She turned to face her. 

“Hey, Mars.” 

Corrie looked her up and down lazily, feeling a sudden rush of warmth as the fi rst beer finally kicked in. “How’s it going, Megs?” 

“Pretty good. Well –very good, now. I think.” She scrubbed a hand through her short, curly hair, looking a question at Corrie. Corrie took a step closer so their bodies overlapped ever so slightly. She reached out one hand to squeeze Meg’s waist, gently but firmly, just above her hips. 

“You think?” 

“Yeah,” said Megs, her voice catching. 

“Yeah, defi nitely.” 

“You about ready to head for home?” 

Drew’s voice came from close behind Quinn, and she turned from her view of the dark harbor to see him lounging against the doorway. 

“Yes,” she replied. “But if you want to stay, you should.” 

“I’m the one who forced you to come out tonight, remember? It’s only fair if I walk back with you.” He pushed himself away from the wall with a tired smile. “Plus, I’m wiped.” 

“Let’s go, then,” said Quinn, allowing him to lead her through the crowd. She looked for Corrie as she went –to say goodbye. But by the time she saw her, they were near the front door. 

Besides, Corrie was engaged in what looked like a deep conversation with a lean, redhaired woman. Quinn stopped short as she recognized Megs –Megan Dougherty, whom she hadn’t seen since the ill-advised bowling excursion over half a year ago. And she and Corrie looked to be pretty close, if Corrie’s hand on her hip was any indication.  But it sort of felt like she was flirting with  me   earlier,  Quinn thought,  though why she’d want to do that… Suddenly realizing that Drew was far ahead of her, Quinn hurried to catch up. 

Still, as they walked the few blocks away from the Pond toward Drew’s apartment, she couldn’t resist asking him if Megs and Krista were still together. 

Drew shook his head. “No, that didn’t last for more than a month, and I don’t think they were ever exclusive.” 

“So...is she with Corrie now? Megs, I mean?” 

Drew laughed sharply. “Ah, you picked up on that little seduction scene, too?” He glanced at Quinn. “That’s interesting. I didn’t think you’d notice.” 

“Seduction scene? What do you mean by that?” 

“No one is ever  with Corrie. She has her own little circle –most of the instructors, plus some other people.” He shrugged. “She sleeps with them sometimes. Whenever she gets the urge, I guess.” 



Quinn frowned at the pavement, trying to assimilate this knowledge into her picture of Corrie Marsten. Corrie’s innate sensuality hadn’t escaped her; the energy pouring from the instructor’s body as they stood so close together had been nearly palpable. But somehow, this bit of news was disturbing. 

“She doesn’t have a significant other, then? 

She only goes in for random hook-ups?” 

“No, no.” Drew shook his head. “She had a girlfriend a while back, but something happened. I’m not sure what. Ever since then, she’s made a point to hook up with friends –not random, but no strings attached.” 

Something about the way he pronounced 

“friends” made Quinn look over at him. “Does that include you?” she asked, her tone deliberately casual. 

“When I’m lucky.” At Quinn’s raised eyebrow, he couldn’t help protesting. “C’mon, Quinn, she’s really attractive. Don’t you think?” 

“Sure, I guess so.” They walked for a while in silence, then, before Quinn got up the courage to ask the next question on her mind. She was more honest with Drew than anyone else on the planet, but even they had never had a conversation quite like this. “Does...does it bother you that she also sleeps with women?” 

“Uh,” said Drew. “Well, no. Nope, not at all. 

No.” Even in the dim glow from a nearby streetlight, Quinn could make out his blush. 

“Thing is,” he said finally, “I get the feeling that gender doesn’t really matter to her. That it’s just another physical characteristic –like body type or something.” He glanced over at Quinn. 

“You know?” 

Quinn nodded, but really, she didn’t know at all. The entire idea of casual sex –even between friends –made her uncomfortable. Sex meant losing control, and losing control meant that whoever you were with could really, truly see you. Not just physically because you were naked, but emotionally –and what if they didn’t like what they saw? Even if they did, you could never take it back. Sex wasn’t like blurting out a confession by accident that you could then pretend was a joke. It was permanent. That other person would always know what you were like when you were most vulnerable –what you felt like, looked like, sounded like. Unless, of course, you had faked it. But if you had to do that, then you clearly weren’t getting anything out of it, so what was the point?  And what do I know about it, anyway?  

Feeling completely naïve, she kept her mouth shut for the remainder of their short walk. Her brain, however, kept working furiously.  Why does this bother me about Corrie? She isn’t doing anything  wrong . It’s not what I’d do, but I shouldn’t judge her, either.  

“Hey, Q?” Drew broke through her reverie as they approached the front door of a white-washed colonial-style house, the fi rst fl oor of which was his apartment. She watched him fumble with his keys. 

“Yeah?” 



“Corrie can be really persuasive. And I don’t want to see you get hurt.” 

Quinn just rolled her eyes at him. “Like she’d ever go after me anyway. You’re the one who pointed out how attractive she is.” 

Drew sighed in resignation. Quinn’s insecurities were familiar territory. “I wish you wouldn’t sell yourself short,” he said, squeezing one shoulder. “Just be careful, okay?” 

“Okay, worrywart.” She looked up at him fondly, knowing that his concern was completely unfounded. “I’ll be careful, I promise.” 

“Come for me,” Corrie whispered as a drop of sweat dripped from her chin to pool in the dip of Megs’s collarbone. “Now.” 

Megs’s smooth inner muscles convulsed at the command, and she pressed her mouth to Corrie’s shoulder as her body surged, buoyed on the waves of climax. 

Corrie stayed inside until the last flutters subsided, until Megs collapsed back on the bed, weak and gasping. Finally, gently, Corrie with-drew and surreptitiously wiped her fingers on the sheet. Megs sighed deeply as Corrie flipped over to stretch out next to her. 

“God, you’re good at that.” Megs lazily turned her head on the pillow to meet Corrie’s deep green eyes. 

“You’re not so bad yourself,” said Corrie, remembering Megs’s thumb, slick and strong against her, only a few minutes before. The insistent pressure was back already, and it was only growing stronger.  Dammit –I’m in a state tonight.  

Megs laughed breathlessly. “Such a fuckin’ 

amazing tease. I bet you drive the guys insane.” 

Corrie frowned up at the ceiling. “Does it bug you that I sleep with guys sometimes?” 

She looked over in time to see Megs shake her head. Her shoulders were burned a light red and sprinkled liberally with freckles. 

“Naw,” she said, quirking a grin. “Kinda wonder why you bother, though.” 

Corrie shrugged against the crisp sheet. She didn’t confess that it was because for some reason, seducing men made her feel powerful, somehow. Whereas women just felt  good. Soft, warm, so unbelievably wet. Infinitely able to give and receive pleasure. And the sensation of breasts cradled in her palms, the twin puckered hardness of nipples trapped between the webs of her fi ngers... 

When Megs gasped from beneath her, she realized that she was on top again, pressing her into the sheets, gently kneading her full breasts insistently. “I don’t like being put in a box,” she said, giving Megs’s nipples a firm twist as she spoke. Megs whimpered. 

“And I want to fuck you again. You want that, don’t you?” 

Megs nodded desperately, her eyes wide and hazy. 

“Say yes,” Corrie breathed. She bit down lightly on one earlobe. “Tell me.” 

“Fuck, Mars,” Megs gasped. “Please, just –” 

Corrie shifted her hand and slipped two fingers back inside. Megs groaned, and Corrie pressed hard against the back of her hand with one muscled thigh. She knew that Megs was good for another –for several more, actually, if she played it right. And that she’d give as good as she got. 

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Come for me again.” 



KNOCK  

Corrie stopped in the doorway of her cramped office as she watched Jen dump an armful of white envelopes on her already crowded desk. 

“Holy...what the hell is all this?” She moved forward and grabbed the first envelope she could find, holding it up to the bright sunlight that streamed through the single window. Jen leaned against the edge of the desk and raised her eyebrows. 

“Entry forms. For the regatta.” When Corrie groaned, Jen shoved her shoulder lightly. “You sure did pick a good year to be head of instruction, Mars.” 

Corrie tossed the offending envelope back onto her desk. “I just can’t believe we’re already getting this shit. The race is still six weeks away!” 

Jen shrugged. “Sailors are anal.  You know.” 

When Corrie shoved her in return, Jen just laughed. “And speaking of being type A, when’s the instructor trip to Block Island going to be? I want to put that on my calendar.” 

Corrie sighed dramatically. “I’ll take the time  out  of  my  busy  schedule  and  fix the date right now, okay? Just for you.” 

“What a pal,” said Jen as Corrie paged through her Dayplanner. 

“No, no, no...oh.” She looked up and bared her teeth at Jen. “Perfect.” 

“When?” 

“Third weekend in July.” Corrie nodded in satisfaction as she penciled in a note to herself. 

“What’s so perfect about that?” 

“My brother won’t be able to make it.” Corrie snapped the book shut. 

“Why not?” 

Corrie’s lips twisted. “That’s the weekend of his fi ancée’s birthday.” She checked her watch. 

“Ten of one. I have to go.” 

 Huh, thought Jen.  I guess Corrie doesn’t like his fiancée, either. “What are you teaching this afternoon?” she asked. 

“My  first 470 lesson of the season.” Corrie rifled through the unkempt pile of envelopes once again to retrieve her instruction folder. 

“Let’s see who I have here.” After flipping it open, she paused, then smiled with relief. 

“What is it?” Jen leaned forward. “Who are your victims?” 

“No one I know, really. Full lesson, though.” 

Corrie tucked the folder under her arm and moved purposefully away from the desk. 

“Time for me to get out there.” 

Ignoring the question in Jen’s parting look, Corrie hurried out of the boathouse and into the hot summer afternoon. The air was thick with moisture, and she felt even more grateful than usual for the brisk, sea-scented breeze blowing in from the east. Squinting into the haze, she looked around. There was someone down by the first pier rigging up a Laser who almost looked like –. She squinted, then blinked. Not Will. He wasn’t slated to teach any lessons today, and she was glad that he wasn’t just hanging around. Hell, he was probably hung over and still sacked out on whatever spare couch he’d been able to fi nd last night. 

Suddenly, Frog crossed her line of sight as he raced along the shore after an airborne piece of driftwood that was just beginning its slow descent toward the surf. Corrie turned toward the direction of the toss and grinned.  Of course. 

Quinn was dressed in a faded gray T-shirt and black mesh shorts. A Dartmouth cap kept her wavy brown hair in check and blue aqua shoes hugged her feet. As Corrie approached at a slow jog, Quinn turned in her direction. There was a brief moment of recognition in which she gave a little, self-conscious wave. 

“Hey,” Corrie called, just before Frog bounded up to her, his tale wagging enthusiastically. She paused to grab the stick out of his mouth and launch it along the shoreline toward the fi rst pier. 

“Nice arm,” said Quinn. 



“Comes from playing quarterback as a kid with my older brother’s friends. I never did learn to throw like a girl.” 

One corner of Quinn’s mouth lifted. “I’m sure you didn’t. I bet your brother was proud.” 

Corrie grimaced. “Yeah, right. Will’s never been proud of anyone but himself.” She toed the sand with her left foot and stared moodily out toward the ocean. “To hear him talk, I wouldn’t have a shred of athletic skill if it hadn’t been for him, and –” 

She looked over at Quinn and suddenly realized just exactly how much she was confessing. So Corrie did the only thing she could think of –she laughed. Too loudly. “Listen to me, revisiting childhood woes,” she said, trying to be jovial. “Blah, blah, blah.” 

Quinn could recognize self-consciousness when she saw it, and she instinctively tried to smile in a way that would put Corrie at ease. 

That must have worked, because Corrie returned her expression and gestured inland. 



“Shall we?” 

As they turned toward the boathouse, Corrie hunched her shoulders a little. “So...I thought you might’ve decided this whole sailing thing wasn’t for you,” she said. “I mean, after you didn’t come back on Monday or yesterday.”  After I came on to you on Friday. 

But Quinn turned to face her, frowning slightly and shaking her head. “Oh no. I’ve really been enjoying it –I just had to cover for someone at the humane society. Usually I volunteer there twice a week, but one of their em-ployees came down with a bug over the weekend, and it’s kitten season right know, you know, so they really needed –” She cut off abruptly, and Corrie had to work to hide a grin as a slight flush crept across Quinn’s cheeks. 

“Anyway, I’m looking forward to the lesson. 

Drew says he likes these boats quite a bit.” 

“They’re the best.” Corrie pointed to a knot of four young men gathered around one of the picnic tables. “And those must be the other students.” She looked over at Quinn again and elbowed her gently just above her hip.  Soft. “You ready?” 

“Sure,” said Quinn, the smile returning to her face. 

“Good.” Corrie waggled her eyebrows. “Because you’re riding with me.” 

As they neared the group, her steady pace gradually shifted to a slow, rolling saunter and her attitude changed, somehow. Quinn could almost feel her withdraw, could feel the easy intimacy of a minute earlier slip away in the face of a crowd. Of men. Frat boys, even. They were all wearing the same Greek letters somewhere on their bodies. Corrie had been open and friendly just a minute before –even a little vulnerable. Quinn had seen it. But suddenly she was harder. Untouchable.  I like the earlier version better.  

“How’s it going, guys?” Corrie asked, sliding her hands into the back pockets of her swim trunks. The slight motion brought her chest forward, and several of the men noticeably looked her up and down. Quinn didn’t think the movement had been an accident.  What’s she trying to prove to them?  

“So,” Corrie said a few minutes later, after they’d introduced themselves and walked over to where the boats rested on their carts, “this is the 470 –one of the boats sailed in the Olympics.” She stroked the port gunwale of the nearest boat with her left hand. “Two-man vessel, sloop-rigged, built for speed and as responsive as a woman.” 

The guys snickered. Quinn blushed, but managed to meet Corrie’s gaze without fl inch-ing.  Now you’re just performing, she thought. 

 Teasing. But even so, the energy behind her jokes was real. As Corrie began to explain the benefits of having a jib as well as a mainsail, Quinn tried to figure out exactly just what threw her off about Corrie’s sexuality.  I’ve never known anyone so intense, she thought.   Maybe that’s what it is. She’s obvious in her sensuality. It’s close to the surface. Aggressive, almost. 

“...so basically, when trimmed properly, the jib allows wind to pass more efficiently along the mainsail. That means more speed and better pointing.” Quinn nodded quickly as Corrie’s gaze swept over her again.  Way to go, space ca-det, she berated herself.  Let’s hope I remember some of what was in the manual!  

“Okay, enough chitchat.” Corrie had turned to look out at the waves. “Let’s rig up and get wet. That’s the best part, anyway.” 

As the guys chuckled appreciatively, Quinn kept her head down and reached for one of the sail bags. At this rate, it was going to be a long afternoon. 

As it turned out, once they were alone on the boat, Corrie abandoned her innuendos and focused entirely on sailing. Quinn had to admit that she was an excellent instructor –calm, patient, and full of helpful advice. She found herself benefiting almost immediately from Corrie’s suggestions about how to switch sides more smoothly during a tack, and how to trim the sail to make it catch the wind as effi ciently as possible. They had tacked back and forth upwind for a good half hour before returning in a series of jibes and were now circling just beyond the mooring field for man-overboard drills. Because the 470 was a twoman boat, it was important for each sailor to know how to go back and pick up the other person in case he or she were to fall out. 

Biting her lip, Quinn sheeted in slightly on the line that controlled the main sail, then eased the main again as she coasted toward the bright red lifesaver just a few feet ahead. She quickly transferred the line to her tiller hand, leaned down, and snagged the fl otation device out of the water. 

“Nice,” said Corrie, grabbing hold of the flapping jib sheets and pulling hard. “Perfect that time. Let’s do it again.” As Quinn tossed the lifesaver out to port, Corrie leaned forward and cupped her hands around her mouth. “I want to see two more man-overboards from each of you!” she called to the other boats. 

“Remember –figure eight! Fall off the wind, come up and tack, and then do a close-hauled landing  on  the lifesaver!” 

“That was really okay?” Quinn asked anxiously as she steered their boat downwind. 

Corrie, in the process of settling herself back on the thwart, turned and looked at her, clearly surprised. “Of course. What, you don’t believe me?” 

Quinn shrugged, eyes focused on the red square bobbing gently on the waves off starboard. “I just want to be sure.” When Corrie slid aft along the gunwale and touched her forearm, Quinn briefly met her gaze. 

“You should trust me.” When Quinn didn’t answer, Corrie’s eyes narrowed mischievously. 

It was only after Quinn had salvaged the flotation device once more that she spoke up again. 

“In fact,” she said, gently grasping Quinn’s wrist before she could toss the lifesaver back into the Pond, “you have to trust me. Because I trust you to come back and get me.” 

And before Quinn could open her mouth, Corrie released her wrist and pushed herself out of the boat. The splash was substantial. 

“Man overboard!” she shouted gleefully from the water. 

“Oh…oh, crap!” Quinn struggled to keep her balance as the boat reacted to the loss of Corrie’s weight by tilting up signifi cantly so that the far end of the boom was almost touching the water. She tucked her feet under the straps inside the cockpit and hiked out, easing the sail as she extended her body out over the ocean.  All alone, she thought, trying to ignore the ache in her abs.  I am all alone on a boat meant for two people.   Shit.  

“Okay, okay. You know what to do. Just did it twice. Bear off and ease...but don’t jibe. 

Right.” Shifting the tiller away from the sail, Quinn let the mainsheet run through her fingers before risking a brief glance backward. 

Corrie was floating on her back and whistling, blithely unconcerned. 

“I can do this.” Quinn bit down anxiously on her bottom lip as she hauled in on the main sheet and pushed the tiller toward the sail so that the boat spun up toward, and then through, the eye of the wind. Quickly ducking under the boom, she banged her shin against the thwart as she jumped onto the starboard gunwale. Ignoring the sharp pain, she slipped her feet under the hiking strap and leaned back. 

“Almost there. Almost.” She angled the boat a little further downwind, in order to come up next to Corrie at a close-hauled course, very near to the wind. “Okay. That’s it. Turn up now, and let the sail go.” As she eased, the main sail began to flap heavily in the brisk wind, and Quinn felt the boat slow almost immediately. “Little more speed... and, stop.” 

Corrie watched her methodical approach, struggling not to laugh at the way Quinn talked herself through every maneuver out loud.  Cute. 

 You are just really cute. As the boat pulled up alongside her, Corrie flashed Quinn the two-thumbs up. “You’re getting good at that.” 

Her praise dispelled most of Quinn’s frown and convinced her that she really should give Corrie a hand getting back into the cockpit. 

“You deserve to be left behind, after that little stunt,” she said. “Don’t you know this is my first day sailing this boat?” 

Corrie evaded her hand. “Well, in that case –

” Lunging up out of the water, she grabbed the mast just above where it intersected with the boom and pulled down hard. The boat tilted vi-ciously, and Quinn had just enough time to take a deep breath before she was plunged into the cool, salty water of Judith Pond. She surfaced a second later to the familiar sound of Corrie’s laughter. 

“You –you...” she spluttered, trying to find an appropriate epithet and failing miserably. 

Quinn finally settled for aiming a splash in Corrie’s direction, before swimming around to the other side of the boat and levering herself up onto the centerboard. 

“I want to see you guys capsize, too!” Corrie shouted to the frat boys as she latched onto a hiking strap and rode the boat’s momentum enough to boost herself back into the cockpit. 

“See?” she said as she helped Quinn aboard. 

“We had to do that anyway, for you to get your rating.” Gathering in the jib sheets with her left hand, Corrie held out her right hand and assumed what she knew to be an endearing smile. 

“So c’mon...truce?” 

Quinn eyed her speculatively. “Only if you buy me ice cream,” she said on impulse before finally grasping the cool, wet hand in her own. 

When Corrie raised her eyebrows knowingly, Quinn felt herself flush and hurried to explain. 

“I’m –I’m craving chocolate chip cookie dough.”  “Buy me ice cream.” Where did  that  come from?  

Corrie squeezed her hand briefly before releasing it. Her voice, when she spoke, sounded slightly lower than normal. “You’ve got a deal, Dr. Davies.” She jerked her head westward and tightened up the jib. “Let’s head for home.” 

When the bow of their 470 lightly touched the pier, Corrie tossed some line to Drew, who had come out of the boathouse to meet them. 

“Good lesson?” he asked Quinn as he efficiently tied the boat off. 

“Yes,” she said, glancing once at Corrie, who was bent over the thwart as she raised the centerboard. “Eventful.” When Corrie looked up and winked, Quinn rolled her eyes. 

“What?” Drew asked from the pier, looking between them. “C’mon, what?” 

“I made her do a real man-overboard,” said Corrie, just before lithely swinging herself across the bow so that she straddled the mast. 

Drew laughed. 

“You fell out of the boat?” 

“Jumped out,” Quinn interjected, guiding the boom down into the cockpit as Corrie lowered the sail. “Jumped right out and left me there all alone.” 

“Cruel. Very cruel.” Drew watched as Corrie steadied the boat so that Quinn could disem-bark. “Want to get some practice in for the regatta?” 

“In a little while,” Corrie said, smoothly transferring her weight to the dock. She jerked her head toward Quinn as she tugged at the Velcro of her sailing gloves. “Give me half an hour. We need ice cream.” 

“Ice cream?” He frowned and looked at Quinn.  Corrie’s putting off sailing for ice cream?  

“Don’t worry, Drew,” she said, amusement fl aring briefl y across her face. “I won’t keep her away for long, I promise.” 

“I didn’t –” he spluttered. “But –” The pier swayed gently as they walked away from him, toward the boathouse and the small town of Wakefield. “Okay!” he called after them. “I’ll just be here...” His voice trailed off forlornly when neither of them looked back. 



“Drew looked so confused,” Quinn said as they fell into step on the fractured concrete sidewalk. 

“It can be hard to drag me away from the water.” At Quinn’s curious glance, Corrie grinned  flirtatiously. “What can I say, I owe you for that stunt I pulled.” 

Quinn didn’t quite know how to reply to that, but neither was she exactly comfortable with the silence that descended between them. 

“So, uh, will you tell me more about the regatta?” she asked quickly. 

“Oh, it’s so much fun!” Corrie’s step took on a slight bounce as they turned the corner and paused at a crosswalk. “The Rhode Island Invitational is open to anyone who can sail a 470, but since a lot of the Olympic sailors are from New England, it gets pretty competitive.” As the light changed, they made their way across the street and turned again. “Some of the best sailors on the eastern seaboard will decide to show up. The whole thing is really just for kicks. It’s not a ranked regatta or anything, but it’s good practice.” 

“Olympians,” said Quinn. “That’s impressive. How do you and Drew compare?” 

Corrie shrugged as she pulled open the door of the local ice cream parlor, holding it to one side and gesturing for Quinn to precede her. 

“We’ll be somewhere in the middle of the pack, probably,” she said, stepping inside. “Doesn’t really matter. We’ll just kick as much butt as we can and have a good time.” 

Quinn was surprised at her cavalier attitude but did her best not to show it. Drew had said that Corrie had very nearly been in the Olympics two years ago, and even Quinn knew that you didn’t make it that far in a sport without being able to hold your own in some heavy competition. 

“So,” Corrie interrupted her introspection, 

“chocolate chip cookie dough, you said, right? 

Cone or dish?” 

“Uh, cone.” Their upper arms brushed lightly as Corrie moved past her toward the register, and Quinn couldn’t help but take a step back.  Maybe that’s what gets me, she reflected, as Corrie placed their order.  She has no concept of personal space.  

“Want to walk?” Corrie asked as she handed Quinn a dramatically overburdened ice cream cone  and  took  a  large,  slurping  bite  out  of  the side of her own. When Quinn nodded, Corrie held the door again and followed her out into the muggy heat. 

“So,” she said between bites. “Tell me about your pets.” 

Quinn frowned, the bridge of her nose wrinkling in a way that made Corrie want to reach one finger out and touch. “Pets?” she asked, confused. “What do you mean?” 

“Well, you’re in vet school,” Corrie said as they began to retrace their route toward the boathouse. “I figured you had a menagerie.” 

“I wish!” Quinn sighed heavily. “I don’t even have hermit crabs. My last landlord wouldn’t allow pets of any kind.” She took a careful bite off the top of her cone and shrugged. “Maybe when I move out of Drew’s apartment at the end of the summer. But so many places charge extra or don’t have enough space.” 

“Bummer,” Corrie said sympathetically. 

They slowed to a stop to wait for traffic to pass, and Quinn had to fight the urge to put some extra distance between them.  She’s just a close talker. Doesn’t even realize she’s doing it. 

She peered up at Corrie curiously. “How do you have the space to keep Frog? Your apartment must be huge.” 

Corrie looked away and cleared her throat before speaking. “House, actually,” she said. “I have a house.” When Quinn’s eyebrows rose, Corrie found herself hurrying to explain. “My grandfather passed away a few years ago. He was a big sailing maven, and I was his favorite grandchild. Will was so damn jealous. I think he’d always thought that he would get the place. He sailed in the Olympics two years back and was definitely the golden child, but Gramps always liked me better for some reason. God knows he was the only one who...” 

Corrie trailed off, but when Quinn remained silent, she rolled her eyes. 

“Jeez, I’m just confessing my whole life story to you today, aren’t I? Anyway, whatever, point is that I got lucky. Besides, engineering internships tend to pay well.” 

“Nice,” said Quinn, more struck by Corrie’s strange demeanor than by the startling news that a graduate student could actually own a house in Wakefi eld.  She almost seems embarrassed, and there’s definitely some kind of major tension between her and her brother.  Quinn frowned, wondering whether Drew really knew Corrie as well as he thought he did. He’d described her as beautiful but a little arrogant, charismatic but sometimes manipulative.   “Nice and always fun,”  

he’d said, but also distant. And yet here she was, not distant at all –slightly flushed and slurping ice cream and having awkward moments like a regular human being. 

“Well,” Corrie said into the silence as they rounded the corner of the boathouse. Before them, the dark blue expanse of Judith Pond was dotted with dozens of sails in various sizes, shapes, and colors. As if by an unspoken agreement, they both paused to take in the view –just as a windsurfer went down close to shore in a spectacular fl ailing dive. Corrie threw back her head and howled in laughter. 

“Nice biff, Brad!” she shouted. When he managed to water-start while simultaneously flicking her off, she laughed even harder. “Oh god,” she said finally, nudging Quinn’s arm with her elbow. “That was beautiful.” 

“Windsurfing looks tough,” was all Quinn could think to reply. 

“It’s a little tricky at first.” She looked Quinn up and down. “Let me know when you want to learn, and I’ll be happy to teach you.” 

“Uh, sure,” Quinn said, feeling abruptly dis-concerted. “I...well, I guess you’d better go practice with Drew, huh?” She focused on taking another nibbling bite from the edge of her cone. “Thanks for the ice cream.” 

“Hey, thanks for being such a good sport out there.” Corrie’s hand rested lightly on the bare skin of Quinn’s forearm for an instant. 

“You sure you don’t want to come hang out for a while longer? I’ll push Drew out of the boat so you can watch him flail around, if you want.” 

Quinn opened her mouth to tell Corrie that she had a metric ton of studying to do and that there was no way she could possibly afford to spend more time at the waterfront today, but what came out was, “Sure, okay.” 

“‘Okay,’ you want me to push him in?” Corrie said as they continued toward the piers. 

“Do what you want. If you try to blame me, I’ll plead the fi fth.” 

“That won’t stop me from –” Corrie’s mouth suddenly clicked shut and she began to walk faster. “Fuck,” she said through clenched teeth, glaring at the nearest pier. 

Quinn wanted to ask what was going on, but didn’t dare. Instead, she followed Corrie’s line of sight. A small crowd had gathered at the pier along with Drew, and they were all watching the antics of someone messing around in a boat inside the mooring field. Quinn blinked in surprise; the sailor –a tall man wearing a white cap –was  standing up  on both gunwales. And singing. Completely off pitch. Quinn had seen him around the boathouse a few times, but had no idea who he was. All she knew was that if she were to ever try sailing like that, she’d be in the water faster than you could sing “Row, row, row your boat.” 

“What the fuck are you doing, William?” 

Corrie muttered as they set foot on the first wooden slat. 

 Her brother, Quinn realized –who, at that instant, jumped down off the gunwales into the cockpit to crouch low as he tacked through the wind, only to return to his precarious standing position despite the rocking of the boat. He let out a raucous “Yeeehaw,” and waved in Corrie’s direction.  How is he  doing   that?  Quinn wondered. Somehow, in the few seconds it had taken him to tack, he’d managed to adjust the jib as well as the mainsheet.  All by himself.  

“Hey, li’l sis!” Will shouted as he turned slightly downwind. “How ’bout a race? You and me, each single-handing a 470 –right here, right now.” 

Corrie shook her head sharply. “Drew and I need to practice, Will.” 

“Aw, c’mon!” he yelled back. “No better practice than this!” He tacked back around and sailed close to the pier, pretending to look mournful. “Besides, I just rigged up both these boats with chutes so we could race ’em. You’re not gonna let me down now, are you?” 

“Corrie,” Drew said urgently, “I don’t know if trying to singlehand a spinnaker in this kind of wind is a very good ide –” 



“C’mon, Cor, where’s that fighting spirit?” 

Will called. “Let’s go!” 

“Fine,” said Corrie, pointedly ignoring Drew. 

Jaw set, she shook out her hair before putting it back up in a long ponytail. The end brushed against her shoulders, and Quinn suddenly wondered what her hair would feel like, sliding between her fingers  –whether it was as soft and fi ne as it looked. She caught herself staring and immediately blushed, but fortunately, Corrie wasn’t looking at her at all.  Jeez, get a grip! Yes, okay, she’s attractive, but remember what Drew said.  

“The speed buoy out at the north end of the mooring field will be the windward mark,” said Will. “Finish line is the same as the start  –the end of this pier.” He glanced up at Drew. “How 

’bout you count us down, Harris?” 

Drew looked from Will to Corrie, who was already putting the rudder into the second boat. 

“Sure, yeah. Just don’t kill yourselves, okay?” 



Will saluted. “Piece of cake, man.” 

Quinn  fidgeted on the pier as Corrie raised her boat’s mainsail. Corrie hadn’t even looked at her once since her brother’s challenge. It was like no one else existed except the two of them. 

 Wonder what their story is?  It made sense that they’d be competitive with each other, but it was clear that Corrie wasn’t having fun. Quinn fought the urge to repeat Drew’s advice about being cautious.  Why would she ever listen to me?  

Corrie untied the knot that secured her boat to the pier and gave herself a push, then scrambled back into the cockpit. “Two minutes!” 

Drew hollered, looking at his watch. 

Quinn frowned as Corrie headed out toward the ocean, while Will circled back around the end of the dock. She moved closer to Drew. 

“What’s going on?” 

He glanced at her before returning his attention to his watch. “They’re jockeying for starting position,” he said. “The goal is to be as close to the line as possible, but behind it, of course, when the countdown gets to zero.” He paused, then raised his head. “One minute thirty!” 

Quinn watched Corrie turn back toward the pier. She was maneuvering within the boat just as  fluidly as Will. “Who do you think will win?” she asked Drew quietly. 

He shrugged, still staring intently at his watch. “Will was an Olympian, but he’s probably out of practice by now. Thing is, he weighs more. That might really help him. One minute!” 

“Help him? Isn’t it better to be lighter?” 

“Sometimes,” Drew said, “but sometimes it’s worse. The wind is gusting a lot today. Because he weighs more, Will has the better chance of being able to sail efficiently if it picks up out there. Corrie will have to let her sail out further to keep her boat level.” 

“Oh,” said Quinn, trying to visualize the scenario in her head. Drew called out the thirty-second warning, and both Will and Corrie began to tack back and forth furiously. 

“They’re trying to find the best line of approach without sailing over the line before time’s up.” And then Drew began the ten-second countdown, and Quinn caught her breath as Will and Corrie each turned their boat on a course that could only end in a collision with each other. 

“What are they doing?” She grabbed Drew’s arm. He shook his head and continued the count. When he reached “Go,” both boats were mere feet behind the starting line, and in less than ten seconds, their bows were going to crash. 

“Starboard!” Corrie shouted at the top of her lungs. Quinn squeezed Drew’s arm so tightly that he winced. “Starboard! You’d better fuckin’ duck me, asshole!” 

At the last possible instant, Will turned sharply downwind to avoid Corrie’s boat, his bow passing within inches of her stern. Quinn sighed explosively. 

“Ow,” said Drew, gently trying to dislodge her grip. 



“What’s going on down here?” Jen asked from behind them. “What’s with all the yelling?” 

“Was that legal?” Quinn exclaimed, outraged at Will’s close call. 

“Ladies, ladies, jeez,” Drew said. “One question at a time!” He turned toward Jen. “Will challenged Corrie to a duel. They’re singlehanding 470s with chutes.” When her eyes widened and her mouth opened, he wagged one  finger at her. “I tried to stop her, okay? I tried. And yes,” he said, looking over at Quinn and massaging the fi nger marks on his skin, 

“that move is legal. It’s called a ‘duck.’ Corrie had right-of-way because she was on starboard tack, but Will would have only been in the wrong if he’d actually hit her.” 

Quinn looked past them both to where the boats were wending their way upwind, matching one another tack for tack. Corrie had extended her body as far out from the boat as possible. She was probably hanging on to the hiking strap with her toes. 

“I don’t know what their deal is,” Jen said, 

“but whenever he’s around, Corrie’s not right in the head.” 

“It’s just a brother/sister thing,” Drew said dismissively. “They’re competitive people, y’know?” 

“Yeah, but...” Jen trailed off, shaking her head. “I feel like there’s more to it than that.” 

Quinn didn’t chime in, but she agreed. 

Granted, she’d only spoken with Corrie a few times, but Will had always come up frequently, and never in a good way. 

“They’re about to round the buoy and raise their spinnakers.” Drew crossed his arms over his chest. “This should get interesting.” 

Quinn hesitated as she debated whether to reveal her ignorance, then decided to bite the bullet. She tapped Drew on the shoulder. 

“Would you mind explaining what a spinnaker is, real quick?” 

“Oh, sure. So, the spinnaker is this sail that looks like a parachute  –which is why it’s also called the chute –that gets rigged around every other sail and line and stay on a boat. When you go downwind, you raise the chute and it catches the wind that’s coming from behind you, and it pulls you along.” He gestured toward the ocean. “Watch. They’re about to raise.” 

Quinn  flinched as both boats jibed around the buoy. Jibing was still more than a little scary. The sail went from being all the way out on one side of the boat to being all the way out on the other in a matter of seconds, and it was easy to lose control and capsize. But, although Corrie’s craft rocked from side to side, she never lost control. In fact, she was several feet ahead of her brother, and Quinn surreptitiously crossed her fingers that she’d stay that way. 

“See?” said Jen, pointing. “She’s pulling on the spinnaker halyard. Here it comes!” 

As they watched, a bright red and white sail ballooned out in front of each boat, its edges dipping and curling like a kite. “Now they have to steer with their knees,” Drew told Quinn, leaning forward in his excitement. “Because trimming that sail properly takes two hands.” 

Quinn could hear the concern coloring his voice. “What’s dangerous about it?” 

“For one thing,” said Jen, “look how damn fast they’re going! I don’t know if they have enough wind to plane, but they’re going to get close.” She shook her head in admiration. 

“God, I wish I could sail like that. If Corrie keeps this up, there’s no way he’s going to catch –” 

“Fuck, she’s broaching!” Drew shouted, as Corrie’s boat suddenly swung hard upwind and tilted precipitously. Quinn could see her struggling to regain control of the tiller even as she threw her weight to the high side, and the 470 hung there for several seconds, plowing through the waves on one gunwale before fi nally tipping completely and spilling Corrie into the water. 



“Shit!” Jen was immediately running alongside Drew toward the end of the pier. “They’re both in trouble.” 

Sure enough, Will’s boat had reacted to the puff of wind in the same way, but he was slowly managing to bring it back down to a stable position. Quinn didn’t realize that she’d followed Drew and Jen until she too was leaning out over the edge of the dock, trying to see if Corrie had surfaced. “Is she all right? Where is she?” 

For one agonizing moment, there was nothing to be seen, but then Corrie’s red lifejacket flashed brightly in the sunlight and the breeze carried over the sound of her coughing. “You okay, Cor?” Will called, his bow pointing directly toward the wind. His spinnaker fl uttered like a dying red butterfl y, flopping half-heartedly as he pulled it down into the boat. 

Whatever Corrie said in reply was unintelli-gible, but she quickly splashed her way over to the centerboard and began to yank it down into the waves. Will expertly spun his boat back toward shore and completed the race a few minutes later, pulling up to the pier with a gentle bump. 

“What a crazy gust,” he said as Drew tied off his boat. “I haven’t broached that badly in years!” 

Quinn ignored Will completely, keeping her gaze fastened on Corrie as she sailed slowly toward them, her spinnaker hopelessly tangled up in her stays. Quinn took it upon herself to grab for the line that trailed off the front of Corrie’s boat. “Hey,” she said in the soothing tone she reserved for injured animals. “Are you really all right?” 

Corrie turned to her with a scowl, but the fi erceness faded as she recognized Quinn’s concern. “Yeah, I’m fine.” For one awful second, Corrie felt like bursting into tears. She bent over to raise the centerboard so she wouldn’t have to meet those kind eyes. 

“Anything I can do to help?” 



“S’okay,” she grunted as she pulled down hard on the sticky main halyard. “I want to do all this myself –make sure it still works right.” 

She paused before managing a crooked grin. 

“But, thanks.” 

“Okay.” Quinn gave a small wave before retreating.  That’s one thing we have in common, she thought as she slowly walked the length of the pier. She understood very well the desire to be left alone with frustration. 

Will, apparently, did not. “Tough luck, sport,” she heard him say. “Want a hand with that mess?” 

“No.” The monosyllable was clipped. Sharp enough to cut, but he seemed impervious. 

“All right then.” His tone was genial, but then again, he could afford to sound that way. 

He had won. “Nice racing out there. You mighta clinched it if you hadn’t gone over.” 

Corrie didn’t answer, and Quinn felt a sudden and totally uncharacteristic urge to trip Will as he passed her.  That’s it, she thought,  I’ve been out in the sun way too long.  It was time to take a break from these crazy sailors with their intense mood swings and daredevil antics, and get back to her safe, rational books. 



SIDE SLIPPING  

Eight days later, Quinn steadied herself in the small cockpit of the Laser before stepping out onto the uneven wooden slats of the pier. She let out a deep breath. During her first lesson on the tiny racing boat, she’d managed to dunk herself in the pond just trying to climb out. Lasers were tippy in the extreme, but, as Drew had put it, their sensitivity was the very trait that made them so exciting to sail. 

“You all set, then?” asked a young man who had helped tie off her painter. He was shuffling back and forth impatiently as he waited to take over the boat. 

“Yes,” Quinn said. “Have fun.” 

She waited around long enough to give him a push out to sea, before heading back toward the boathouse to turn in her lifejacket. A slight gust of wind ruffled the strands of hair that had escaped from her hat.  What a perfect day and what a perfect sail.  It was warm but not hot, and the breeze was light and steady, save for the occasional puff. She’d done well out there. The boat hadn’t capsized once, and her arm and stomach muscles were pleasantly tired from the exertion. 

As she made her way inland, a bout of raucous laughter suddenly erupted from what appeared to be an impromptu party in the picnic table area. A large cooler was open on the ground between two tables, both of which were crowded with people. As Quinn got closer, she could see Drew gesticulating wildly from his position on one of the benches, while the others watched him. 

“...and then, as we pull alongside the mark,” 

Drew was saying, “there’s this spectacular crunching noise as the keel hits bottom, and the boat just stops!” 

“It was fucking hilarious,” said a lanky blond-haired man seated at the other table. 

Quinn thought his name might be Brad, but wasn’t sure. “All of a sudden – bam!” 

Drew glared at him. “So while these bastards are laughing their heads off, we’re scrambling, right? Just trying to get the damn keel off the sand. We’re all on one side, so heeled-up the boom is almost in the water, but nothing’s working –” 

“And meanwhile,” Brad interrupted again, 

“we’re taking the lead –” 

“Completely ignoring the fact that we’d beached ourselves,” Drew said loudly. “Who knows how long we would’ve stayed that way, if it hadn’t been for Corrie?” 

When everyone turned to look at the person lounging on top of Drew’s table, Quinn realized that she hadn’t recognized Corrie in the glare of the afternoon sun. A few more steps forward put the bulk of the boathouse between herself and the light, and Quinn watched as Corrie, wearing frayed cargo shorts and a navy tank top, raised her beer bottle in a sort of salute before tipping her head back and taking a long swallow. Her ponytail swished lightly with the motion, and Quinn was suddenly aware of just how disheveled she herself must look. She removed her hat and combed hasty fingers through her unruly hair, hoping it looked windswept rather than like a rat’s nest. 

“What’d she do?” asked someone who 

clearly hadn’t been a part of whatever activity they were discussing. 

Drew reached out and gave Corrie’s ponytail an affectionate yank. “She climbed out onto the boom! Can you believe that shit? Just like a goddamn monkey. And sure enough, the boat heels a few inches more, and all of a sudden we’re in motion.” 

“It was something to see,” said one of the sailors on Brad’s boat, grudgingly. 

Quinn watched as Corrie’s lips quirked in a smug little grin. She’s like a different person when Will’s not around. Easygoing, confident, secure to the point of being annoying. She shook her head. 



Perhaps it was that slight motion that caught Corrie’s eye and made her turn, but when she saw Quinn, she sat up straighter and beckoned her over. “Hey, Quinn. Come join us.” 

Quinn didn’t know whether to feel pleasure or dread at the invitation since she didn’t know half the crowd, but she dutifully approached the picnic tables. “Quinn Davies, everyone,” 

said Corrie. “An old friend of Drew’s from college and one of our students.” She paused and cocked her head slightly as she took in Quinn’s windblown appearance and the battered lifejacket that dangled from her left hand. “Just out sailing?” 

“In a Laser.” Quinn smiled. “It was fantastic.” 

“I’ll bet,” Brad said. 

“Perfect day for one of those,” said Jen. 

“Come sit, Quinn,” said Drew. “Want a beer?” 

Quinn sat in the place he made for her, but wrinkled her nose when he tried to hand her a bottle. “No, that’s okay.” 

“Not so fast, D.” Corrie reached out as he tried to put the drink back into the cooler. “I’ll take that.” 

“Lush,” he said affectionately as he handed it up to her. 

Corrie winked at Quinn and mouthed, 

“Thanks.” Quinn couldn’t help but smile back, and found herself idly speculating about the source of Corrie’s nearly palpable charisma.  It must be in her sweat or something, she thought, barely managing to suppress a giggle. 

“So, c’mon, who won the race?” asked Megs. 

“Who do you think?” Drew said. “We put up our chute and blew right by ’em.” 

Jen thumped Drew on the shoulder. “Watch that ego, boy! You lost the second one, as I recall.” 

“Well,” Corrie began, “I –” 

But she was cut off by the sudden, high-pitched yelp of a dog, which tapered off into a barely audible series of whining yips. She frowned and craned her neck, searching for the source of the pitiful sounds until she finally caught sight of Frog, limping gingerly away from the strip of rocks bordering one side of the beach. She jumped to the ground. 

“C’mere, Frogger,” she called out, her voice slightly higher than normal. “Come on, bud!” 

Instead of obeying, the dog stopped where he was, whined even more loudly, and sat down. 

Corrie began to move toward him at a brisk jog. 

Quinn instinctively slipped off the bench and followed her, noting that Frog was favoring his front left paw. 

“C’mon, Frog, you’ve got to let me look,” 

Corrie was saying as Quinn approached. Her voice was tinged with desperation, as the dog shied away from her for the second time. His tail was tucked securely between his legs, and his ears were lying flat against his head –all signs that he was in pain. And Corrie, though she was trying, wasn’t helping. 



“Corrie,” Quinn said softly, crouching down to rest one hand gently on her shoulder. Her freckled skin was hot to the touch. “He’s frightened right now. You need to calm him down, fi rst.” 

Corrie spun around, her face a study in anxiety. “Can  you do something for him? 

Please, Quinn? I’ll pay you if you want, just –” 

“Oh, hush,” Quinn said fi rmly. Crouching down before Frog, she let him sniff her hand before briefly petting his nose. “Did you manage to see whether he’s hurt anywhere other than his paw?” 

“His haunches, on the right side,” Corrie said, her voice low and urgent. “There’s a…a cut. I’m not sure how bad it is.” 

Quinn nodded, moving her hands to massage the scruff of Frog’s neck. Slowly, she craned her head around to survey his right side. Sure enough, a red gash several inches long slashed angrily across the sleek gray coat. 

“It’s not much more than a scratch,” Quinn said soothingly. “Looks like it’s caked over already.” Keeping one hand firmly but gently on Frog’s neck, she ran her other hand down the injured leg and raised his foot a few inches higher into the air. 

He whined softly and shook his head. 

“Shhhhh. It’s okay, buddy.” She leaned down for a quick glance. 

“What is it?” 

Quinn sat back on her heels. “He’s got something stuck in his paw. I’m not sure what it is, but it doesn’t look too serious. I can take it out and sterilize the cut, no problem.” For the first time since she’d seen Frog limping along the beach, she felt a little insecure. “Unless you’d rather take him to the real vet, that is.” 

“I trust you,” Corrie said immediately. “So, what now?” 

Quinn stood briskly and dusted the sand off her knees. “Do you have iodine at home?” she asked. “And some gauze? Or something similar?” 



Corrie nodded, and Quinn continued. 

“Okay then. Just stay right here with him. Pet his head and speak to him softly, and I’ll bring Drew’s truck around. We can take him back to your house to get cleaned up.” 

Corrie had the presence of mind to call out a 

“Thanks” as Quinn jogged away, but immediately turned back to her wounded dog. “It’s all right now, Frogger,” she said, reaching out hesitantly to scratch behind his ears. “Quinn’ll take care of you.” 

“What’s going on?” Drew asked as Quinn pulled up in front of the table and extended her hand. 

“Need your keys. Frog’s got a hurt foot, and I’m going to take care of it at Corrie’s place.” 

“Want help?” he asked as he handed over the key chain. 

“No, it’s okay,” she replied distractedly, already turning away. 

Quinn pulled the truck up to the edge of the sidewalk in front of the boathouse and returned to where Corrie was stroking Frog’s head. The dog looked much more relaxed, though he was still keeping that left paw clear of the sand. 

Corrie, on the other hand, was frowning and clearly quite tense. 

“All set,” Quinn said, resisting the sudden urge to reach down and touch her shoulder again. “Can you carry him to the truck, do you think?” 

“Sure thing.” Wrapping one arm around Frog’s chest, she slipped the other under his belly and lifted him into the air. Quinn blinked in surprise at the fluid motion –the dog had to weigh at least seventy pounds. 

“It’d be best to put him in the cab,” she said, breaking into a jog to keep up. She ran ahead to hold the door while Corrie deposited Frog on the passenger’s side. She squeezed herself in next to him as Quinn carefully backed out onto the road. 

“Where to?” 

Corrie guided Quinn to her house, then carried Frog through the front door and placed him on the kitchen floor. When he whined a little and tried to stand up, Quinn moved in to hold him down gently but firmly. “Stick around, buddy,” she said softly. “I’ll have you fi xed up in a jiffy.” She looked up at Corrie. “I need some warm water, a disinfectant, a towel, and that gauze.” 

“Okay,” she said, spinning around so fast that she whacked her elbow against the kitchen counter. “Fu –ow!” 

Frog’s head jerked up at the interjection, but he calmed down again almost immediately under Quinn’s soothing touches. 

“Sorry,” Corrie muttered. “Okay. Right. 

Back soon.” 

Quinn kept her eyes on the dog to hide her smile. This Corrie, frazzled and clumsy and vulnerable, was a far cry from the selfpossessed woman who’d been lounging indolently on top of that picnic table. There was no doubt in Quinn’s mind that Frog would be back to his old self within a day or two, but it was clear that Corrie couldn’t be rational where he was concerned.  It’s sweet of her. 

Despite her sudden klutziness, Corrie managed to fill a small pot with tap water and begin heating it on the stove with no further mishaps. 

While waiting for the water to warm, she quickly fetched the iodine and gauze from the first aid kit below her kitchen sink, then ran upstairs for a fresh towel. 

“Thanks,” said Quinn as Corrie finally set the pot down next to her. “Can you hold him?” 

As Corrie watched, Quinn dipped a corner of the towel into the water and gently worked the caked blood out of Frog’s fur. She applied iodine to the shallow cut, all the while murmur-ing soft words of comfort and reassurance. Corrie watched Frog’s ears twitch as he lay quiescent and knew that even if Quinn’s crooning made no sense to her, it was exactly what Frog needed to hear. 

“Hold him firmly, now,” Quinn’s voice broke through Corrie’s introspection. As she tightened her grip on the dog, she watched Quinn’s  fingers trail gently down Frog’s leg. 

One hand immobilized the joint above the foot, while she took hold of the offending object and slowly extracted it from the injured paw. Frog whimpered once but did not move. Quinn tossed the object aside and cleaned this wound as she had the other, before deftly swathing Frog’s paw in several layers of gauze. Mesmerized, Corrie’s eyes couldn’t help but follow Quinn’s quick, sure movements. When she finally leaned back and pushed the hair away from her face, Corrie found herself blinking, as though coming out of a daydream. 

“You can let him up,” Quinn said. “He’ll be fine, though if you want to be really careful, you might keep him at home tomorrow so he doesn’t get sand into the cuts in his paw.” 

“Sure, okay.” Corrie released the dog, who scrambled to his feet and headed immediately for his water bowl. “What was in there, anyway?” 

“Horseshoe crab exoskeleton, it looked like.” 

Quinn retrieved the broken section of spiky shell that she had extracted and wrinkled her nose in distaste. Corrie tried to hide her grin at how cute Quinn was being. For the first time since they had met, she was completely unself-conscious, and Corrie didn’t want to do a thing to break the spell. 

“Poor guy,” Quinn said. “When he stepped on this, he must have lost his balance and scraped himself against a rock.” 

Corrie lightly touched Quinn’s shoulder. 

“Thank you,” she said seriously. “You’re really, really good with him.” 

Quinn blushed and began to busy herself with tidying up the supplies. “I’ve seen a lot worse than that over at the humane society,” 

she said. “It was no trouble.” 

“Still.” Corrie grabbed Quinn’s free hand and tugged lightly. “We owe you, Frog and I. 

Stay for dinner, will you?” 



Quinn’s eyes traveled down to the sight of her  fi ngers entwined with Corrie’s. Her hand was very warm.  Is she flirting with me?  But when she looked into Corrie’s face, all she saw was genuine gratitude. “Are you a good cook?” 

she managed. 

“I can whip up a mean spaghetti and garlic bread supper,” Corrie said. “What do you say?” 

Realizing that she still held Quinn’s hand, she reluctantly broke the contact, but kept her eyes on Quinn’s. Why it suddenly mattered so much that she would agree to stay for a meal, Corrie couldn’t have fathomed, but it seemed very important that her invitation be accepted. 

“All right,” Quinn said finally, nodding. “I’ll stay.” 

As promised, the meal was simple and delicious. Corrie hadn’t let Quinn do a thing and, instead, had banished both her and Frog to the small deck, where a table and several chairs were set up with an excellent view of the ocean. 

She had even made a quick run to the nearby liquor store when Quinn had confessed that while she disliked beer with a passion, she did have a soft spot for wine coolers. 

The talk over dinner had been casual and easygoing –mostly about the Sailing Center, the upcoming regatta, and school. Now, as Corrie excused herself briefly and slipped inside the house, Quinn leaned back in her chair to watch the last pinks and gold disappear from the sky. 

She felt relaxed and content in a way that seemed new, somehow, or at least different. She had been worried that it would be diffi cult to talk to Corrie –that they wouldn’t have enough in common to sustain a conversation. But Corrie had been –or at least had seemed to be –

genuinely interested in Quinn’s job. They’d traded war stories about their introductory physics courses in college. They’d commiser-ated about how it was still difficult in certain respects to be women in the sciences. And they’d steadfastly avoided discussing anything really personal, for which Quinn was grateful. 



Usually, after talking with another person for a good hour and a half, she was exhausted and ready to shut herself alone in her room with a good book to recoup her strength. 

Strangely enough, she didn’t feel that way at all now. When the sounds of a light jazz CD 

drifted through the screen door, she stopped trying to explain the sensation and sighed happily. Corrie soon returned with a book of matches and began to light the citronella pots that ringed the table. 

“What would you say to a game of cards?” 

she asked, fi shing a deck out of the front pocket of her cargo shorts as she slid into her seat. “You pick it.” 

Quinn laughed. “The only game I can remember the rules for is Egyptian Ratscrew. One of my roommates in college was addicted, and we played it nonstop for hours.” 

Corrie shrugged and began to shuffle the deck. “Egyptian Ratscrew it is, then.” She looked up to find Quinn intently watching her hands as she riffled the cards and was surprised to feel a surge of pleasure. She blinked and continued to manipulate the cards, wondering just exactly what was happening. The vibes were unmistakable, but sometimes it honestly felt like Quinn had no idea of what was going on. 

Was she confused? Uncertain? Playing a truly masterful game of hard to get? 

Corrie took a deep breath, followed by a long sip of her beer, and decided to throw cau-tion to the light northern breeze. “There are just two house rules,” she added. When Quinn raised her eyebrows in question, she quirked a deliberately mischievous grin. “First –if two identical cards are played in a row, whoever slaps first gets the pile.” At Quinn’s nod, Corrie continued, “and second –each time a pile is won, the winner gets to ask the loser a question. 

Any question at all.” 

Quinn frowned and drew back slightly. 

“And the loser has to answer?” 

“No,” said Corrie, “but it’d be nice if you did.” 

“All right, then.” 

Almost immediately, Corrie threw down a Jack, and when Quinn countered with only the two of clubs, she scooped up the meager pile with an exultant flourish. Leaning back in her chair, she steepled her fingers beneath her chin and met Quinn’s wary gaze. “Best kiss,” she said, abruptly. “Who, where, when.” 

Quinn rolled her eyes and shook her head. 

“God, you’re ruthless! And that’s hard, though it’s not as though I have a huge selection to pick from or anything –” She cut herself off, and even in the dim candlelight, Corrie could make out the sudden pink fl ush that fl ared across the bridge of her nose. But then Quinn raised her head, looked Corrie full in the eyes, and said defiantly, “Sue Price, freshman year, in the basement of our dorm while watching  ER.” 

Corrie grinned. “Awww. That’s sweet. How long did you date her?” 

Quinn lightly bit her bottom lip before answering. “Three weeks. She didn’t really like how much time I spent studying.” She glanced down at her cards. “Pretty lame, isn’t it?” 

Corrie heard the strain in Quinn’s voice and knew her answer would be important, especially if she wanted Quinn to keep talking about this kind of thing. She shook her head. 

“No, not lame. You just had different priorities, sounds like.” She shrugged. “Happens all the time. Personally, I think that’s why flings are easier than relationships.” 

Quinn looked away, frowning a little.  Shit, Corrie thought.  I went and made her uncomfortable anyway!  

“Your turn,” Quinn finally said into the silence, indicating the tabletop. She sat up straighter. “I’m out to get you back now.” 

True to her word, within several exchanges, Quinn had scooped up a more substantial pile and was regarding Corrie with her head tilted slightly to the side. Her eyes narrowed, and Corrie knew she was in trouble. It was a good feeling. “Same question,” Quinn told her fi rmly. “Right back at you.” 

Corrie’s reply was immediate, unthinking. 

“Denise Lewis, two years ago, in our boat after winning the –” Her voice trailed off as she realized just exactly what she was saying. She blinked at Quinn as her stomach twisted painfully, and she swallowed hard in an effort to stave off the sudden nausea. She felt her right hand tremble once against her sweating beer bottle and quickly busied herself with adjusting her ponytail.  Get a grip, dammit!  “That relationship didn’t last long, either,” she said, willing her voice to sound casual. “Turned out Denise liked fucking guys more than women.” She licked her lips. “Her loss.” 

Quinn frowned slightly at Corrie’s sudden shift in attitude. Her gaze was hard –almost a challenge –and once again, Quinn was struck by her aggressive sensuality.  It’s a weapon, she thought suddenly.  She uses it like a weapon. 

“Your move,” was all she said. 



Fortunately, as the game continued, the tension that had so abruptly surfaced began to fade. By unspoken agreement, they kept the questions light and casual. Quinn discovered that Corrie’s favorite color was sapphire blue. 

Corrie was surprised to learn that Quinn was twenty-seven –two years her senior. Corrie’s favorite boat turned out to be the Laser. 

Quinn’s childhood dog was a Great Dane. They joked and talked and even began to share small revelations outside of the game, and Corrie couldn’t help but notice that Quinn’s hand tended to linger slightly over or under her own each time they slapped for a double. 

Nearly an hour later, when Corrie took almost all that remained of Quinn’s cards with a Queen, she smiled eagerly in anticipation of the win. Quinn sat back in her chair with a heavy sigh. “Your question again,” Quinn said. 

Corrie frowned in thought, then shrugged. 

“Okay. A bit more serious this time, I guess. If you could change one thing about yourself, what would it be?” 

“My weight.” And then, as though the admission had startled her, Quinn clammed up and looked at Corrie with wide eyes. Corrie’s frown deepened. 

“Really?” she asked. “You look...well, you look  fine to me. Why would you change it?” 

She leaned forward, intent upon Quinn’s face. 

Quinn sighed again. “I guess I’ve always wanted to be thinner.” She looked out toward the ocean, then back at Corrie. “To have a body like yours.” 

Without thinking, Corrie reached out and took Quinn’s hand. Her palm was warm, and slightly damp with sweat. “I think you have a beautiful body,” Corrie said quietly. “Curvy and lush and full –” 

“You mean ‘chubby.’” Quinn breathed in sharply when Corrie’s grip on her hand tightened. 

“No, I don’t,” Corrie said forcefully. “I meant exactly what I said. You should believe me.” Her gaze held Quinn’s for a long moment, before she suddenly let go and took another sip of beer. When she spoke again, her voice was casual. “Besides, you’ve seen me eat. Only reason I look this way is genetics, pure and simple.” 

Quinn laughed softly, and Corrie felt her lips curve up at the sound. “That, and you’re kind of manic.” 

“Ah, you’ve noticed that.” Corrie gestured at the evidence of their unfinished game. “So –

ready to meet your destiny?” 

“I still have one Jack left. This won’t be as easy as you think.” But in the next turn, Corrie finally scooped up the last of Quinn’s cards. 

“Famous last words,” Quinn said, bemused. 

“One  final question. Hmm.” Corrie’s eyes narrowed but the curve of her lips was playful. 

“At that first social, why wouldn’t you dance with me?” 

Quinn  flushed slightly as she remembered Corrie’s invitation and her own discomfort, but her gaze was steady. “Actually, I told you that I wouldn’t dance to the kind of music the DJ was playing,” she said. “And it’s because I’d feel like a complete idiot. I can only dance if there are actual steps. I learned to swing dance, in college, and that was all right.” 

“Neat!” Corrie promptly jumped up from the table. “Can you teach me?” 

“Right now?” 

“Sure, yeah. Just the basics.” When Quinn hesitated, looking more than a little dubious, Corrie ducked her head and assumed such a pleading expression that Quinn rolled her eyes and stood up. 

“You look just like a puppy when you do that. And I can never resist a puppy.” She walked over to the small, open space between the deck railing and the table, and extended her hand. “I’ll lead, you follow. Okay?” 

Corrie blinked as a swift surge of arousal as-saulted her yet again.  Maybe for a little while, came the unbidden thought.  But I’m usually the one on top.  Struggling to wrestle herself under control, she took Quinn’s proffered hand and stood close to her, but not touching. Dammit, she smelled good –like sun and water and just a hint of salt. 

“Okay,” Quinn said, her tone brisk. “Put your left hand on my right shoulder.” Once Corrie had obliged, Quinn wrapped her arm around Corrie’s torso so that her right hand was  firmly positioned in the center of Corrie’s back. Corrie felt her pulse jump as their stomachs touched lightly, and she suddenly had a hard time swallowing.  Jeez, I’m in rare form this evening. Remember what Drew said about her. But she   is   dancing with me, and I swear to god she’s been fl irting back all night.  

“I’ll guide you,” Quinn said, demonstrating how she could direct Corrie’s movements by lightly pulling or pushing against her. “Fine so far?” 

“Uh. Yep.” Corrie found herself leaning in until her cheek was almost touching Quinn’s right temple. 

“The basic moves are very simple. One, two, rock-step. I step forward, you step backward.” 

Quinn moved fl uidly, directing Corrie with light pressure, and they soon found an easy rhythm together. “Very nice,” said Quinn, pulling back slightly to look up at Corrie. A sudden fluttering deep in her stomach made her look away just as quickly. “Let’s try a spin, shall we?” 

Once they returned to their original position, Corrie laughed. “That was great! Let’s do it again.” 

“All right,” Quinn said, pleased at her partner’s enthusiasm and trying to ignore the fact that each time Corrie’s body moved against her own, a very pleasant tingle raced up her spine. 

“Other way, this time.” 

This spin was even smoother than the first, and Quinn shared Corrie’s exultant grin as they came back together again. “This is fun,” Corrie murmured. The cascade of warm breath against her earlobe made it suddenly difficult for Quinn to focus, and she briefly lost the rhythm. 

“Sorry about that,” she whispered back. 

“It’s okay,” Corrie said softly in reply. “It can be hard to lead.” 

Quinn could have sworn that Corrie’s lips had actually brushed the shell of her ear just then, and she swallowed hard. “I’m just not that good at it, really,” she forced herself to reply. 

Corrie’s head began to pound as she felt sweat break out on Quinn’s left hand where it gently held her right. As she touched her mouth to Quinn’s ear again, Quinn’s entire body trembled, unmistakably.  She wants me, I know she does, her body is  screaming  it. “Why not let me try for a while?” she said, just before twirling them both around so that she could press Quinn gently but firmly against the deck railing. 

Her lips parted in surprise, but then Corrie’s hands were shifting to cup her waist just above her hips, and Corrie’s head was slowly descending toward hers, and in another second, Corrie’s lips were lightly brushing against her own. So soft, so gentle, Quinn’s head spun, and she pressed closer, and someone –it might have been her –made a soft noise that sounded suspiciously like a whimper. 

Corrie’s grip tightened as Quinn clung to her shoulders. When she allowed her tongue to glide tentatively along Quinn’s upper lip, Quinn clutched at the thin material of her tank top, bunching it up across her shoulder blades. 

Thrilled by her responsiveness, Corrie lightly nipped Quinn’s bottom lip before tasting her in earnest. Quinn’s hips rocked forward at the slow slide of Corrie’s tongue against hers, and this time, it was Corrie’s turn to groan. 

Slowly, she allowed her hands to drift up along Quinn’s ribcage as she continued the deep kiss. 

Quinn shuddered when Corrie’s fi ngers caressed the soft undersides of her breasts, and Corrie felt her pulse skyrocket.  No one has ever reacted to me like this, came the dim thought as she cupped Quinn’s breasts, brushed her thumbs across the raised nipples, and scraped her teeth gently across her bottom lip, all at once. 

Quinn tore her mouth away to suck in a deep, shuddering breath as a wash of heat radi-ated down from her breasts to focus between her legs –a throbbing so intense that it actually hurt. Her head reeled.  Oh, God, Quinn managed to think.  I want  – 

In a sudden instant of clarity, she pushed weakly at Corrie’s shoulders. “Stop,” she panted. “Please –” 

Corrie drew back instantly, gasping at the loss of contact. Her eyes in the candlelight were dark and wide. Quinn turned away, grabbing at the railing for purchase. 

With her back still toward Corrie, she forced herself to speak. “I don’t...I can’t...” She shook her head, struggling to collect her breath and her thoughts.  Remember what Drew said. This doesn’t mean a thing. It’s just what she does with her friends. It’s only lust.  

There was a long pause before Corrie answered, her voice deceptively light. “Sorry. My bad. Didn’t mean to push.” 

Quinn frowned and turned to face her, but Corrie was looking out toward the pond. “You didn’t. You weren’t. It’s just that I –” 

Still-dark eyes fl ickered briefly over her face. “So you  did want me to kiss you? To touch you?” 

Her grin was almost predatory, and Quinn didn’t like it.  What just happened? Why did you change just now?  Struggling to explain herself, she ran one hand through her slightly tangled hair. “Yes…well, I mean,  no, but it’s more that I don’t want...I mean, I’ve never, with…” She sighed in frustration and forced herself to meet Corrie’s now curious gaze. “Well, with anyone, actually.” 

“How ’bout I try to convince you to pick me?” Corrie took a step closer. 



Quinn blushed, but she held out one hand as though to ward Corrie off. “I don’t know what I’m trying to say, here.” 

Corrie stopped moving forward, but her eyes roamed up and down Quinn’s body in a way that made Quinn’s face feel even hotter. 

“It’s okay,” she said. “You can be hard to get. I like that once in a while.” 

The resulting silence was awkward, as Quinn realized that Corrie wasn’t actually getting the point at all. “I don’t think I could, except with someone I loved,” she said suddenly, her voice quiet but sure. “I like you a lot, but I just…I don’t know you  that well.” 

“Ah,” said Corrie, shaking her head. “It’s on principle. Well, you’re missing out.” 

“Maybe  you’re missing out.” 

Corrie took a step back, as though Quinn had pushed her. The cocky smile faded.   Like closing the shutter over a window. “Oh. I…it’s my turn to be sorry,” Quinn said miserably, though she had no idea why. 



“What?” Corrie asked, clearly distracted. 

She moved a few feet away to claim her own section of railing and lean heavily against it. 

“No, it’s not. It’s just bad memories.” 

Quinn watched her stare out into the dark, clearly in pain. She thought back to their conversation over cards. “Of that woman,” she said intuitively. 

Corrie didn’t answer for a while. Finally, she turned toward Quinn and sighed. “You’re right, you know. It is better with someone you love.” 

 You look so tired all of a sudden, Quinn thought. She felt a swift stab of guilt. “But?” 

Corrie laughed sardonically and nudged at the railing with her toes. “But oh, all the angst when they don’t return the favor.”  And that’s not even the half of it.  

She turned back to her silent contemplation of the night as Quinn pondered this newest piece of the puzzle.  Maybe that’s why she only likes casual encounters.  She watched Corrie’s hunched  fi gure surreptitiously, wanting so much to say something that would make her feel better, but knowing that at this point, she could only offer platitudes. 

Finally, she pushed herself away from the railing and moved close enough to cautiously put her hand on Corrie’s shoulder. Just as it had been earlier in the day, her skin was hot to the touch. She struggled with the memory of how Corrie’s lips had burned against her own before finally managing to tamp down the unfamiliar wanting and look her in the eyes. Before Corrie could stop her or she could stop herself, Quinn pulled her into a gentle hug. She felt Corrie stiffen in surprise, but then her body relaxed. 

Quinn couldn’t help but think just how good and soft and warm she felt. 

“I’m going home now,” she said, fighting the urge to rub her cheek against the side of Corrie’s neck. “Thank you for dinner.” 

In another moment, she had pulled away. 

Corrie watched as Quinn stopped to pet Frog before walking quickly down the steps of the deck and disappearing around the side of the house. She sighed heavily, rested her elbows against the railing, and cradled her head in her hands.  I could use more hugs like that.  Then again, all Quinn had done  –besides rejecting her –was to show her just how far she hadn’t come. Desire still suffused her body, but its pull was easily overshadowed by the sharp, familiar pain between her breasts.  Damn you, Denise. Damn you for worming your way in there. The sore spot ached with every breath, and she finally freed one hand to press against it. Struggling to regain some measure of equilibrium, she closed her eyes and let the cool night breeze dry the two stubborn tears that refused to stay where they belonged. 



HEELING  

Corrie sighed quietly as she stepped back under the hot spray of the shower to rinse the conditioner from her hair. She braced one hand against the tiles and let the water sluice over her body, wishing for it to wash away the tension that plagued her just as it cleansed her skin of sand and ocean salt and sweat. Instead, she felt acutely the beat of the spray against her nipples, the trickle of the water as tiny rivulets converged at the juncture of her thighs. Her body was hot and full and throbbing and had been all day. 

 I could try turning the knob to cold,  she thought briefly. But it wouldn’t make a difference. Not really. The dull ache between her thighs would gradually become pain, and her skin would only grow more and more sensitive until she finally gave in to the demands of her body.  I hate this, sometimes.  It frightens me. 



She heard the water shut off in the next stall over, followed by the sounds of Jen toweling dry. Raising her face toward the spigot, she let the spray pound against her cheeks, as though it could knock some sense into her overheated brain. 

“So,” said Jen over the noise of the water. 

“Are you going to tell me what’s been bugging you today, or not?” 

Corrie sighed again and straightened up in the shower. “What are you talking about?” 

“Well, let’s see. You snapped at every single person who came into your office, for one thing. And you didn’t give any ratings, for another. You stayed holed up inside while everyone went out for lunch, Jeez, did you even eat anything today?” 

Corrie reluctantly shut off the water, wrapping a towel around herself as she stepped out of the stall. “Wrong side of the bed.” 

Jen, who stood just a few feet away, was in the act of pulling on a blue, light cotton shirt. 



“Mmm, I don’t buy it,” she said, grabbing for her hairbrush. “Try again.” 

Corrie dried off briskly, then reached for the pair of tight-fi tting khaki shorts that she had left on one of the benches. She pulled them on and, deciding to forego a bra as well as underwear, immediately grabbed her scooped-neck black top. A size too small, it clung to her breasts and stomach like a second skin. 

“I’m just having a bad day,” she said as she bent down to adjust the bracelet around her right ankle.  Everything would be fine if Quinn hadn’t made me think of  her .  

Jen looked her up and down and cocked her head. “Which is why you’re going on the prowl tonight, then?” 

Corrie laughed sharply. “On the prowl, huh? What makes you think that?” 

“Even the gay guys and straight girls will look twice at you in that shirt.” 

Corrie raised her head and leered. “That include you?” 



Jen rolled her eyes. “You wish.” She sof-tened the words with a light punch to Corrie’s right shoulder. 

“People are more flexible than you think,” 

said Corrie, slipping on a pair of sandals.  Except for Quinn, apparently.  Her rejection still rankled. 

Corrie wasn’t exactly used to being turned down. “Should I leave it wet, or dry it?” 

“It doesn’t matter.” Jen’s voice sounded almost resigned. “You’ll have whoever you want, regardless.” 

“Time will tell.” Corrie started for the door, and together they made their way up the stairs to the crowded hall. 

“There’s the gang,” Jen shouted over the thumping music, pointing toward the far end of the bar. 

Corrie nodded and pushed her way across the room, keeping her eyes straight ahead. 

Somehow the crowd was simultaneously exhausting and invigorating tonight.  I don’t want to talk to anyone, she realized suddenly,  but I don’t want to be alone, either. 

As they came up alongside Drew and a few other instructors, Corrie nodded to her friends and leaned back against the warm, lacquered edge of the bar. The sunset, visible through the large windows, was spectacular, and she briefly thought back to that first social, when she had found Quinn outside similarly contemplating the nightfall. 

But thinking of Quinn suddenly had her thinking about Denise again, about how it had felt to love someone instead of just fucking her, to wake up next to someone and want to hold her. Struggling to pull herself together, she turned away from her friends and caught sight of Will chatting with one of his frat buddies across the room. Mercifully, the familiar, white-hot anger surged back to the fore, purging her of the sadness, the loneliness, the grief.  You took that from me.  Took   her . She was weak, and you played her.  And then she remembered how affectionate they’d been at their engagement party and Denise’s later protest that she did in fact love him. 

 Hell,  she thought, still disgusted with herself even after all this time.   They both played me. 

Turning back, she caught the bartender’s eye and gave a little wave. Beside her, Jen tucked Drew’s shirt tag beneath his collar. 

“You’re a mess, Harris.” 

“Huh?” Drew asked, pulling away and turning to face her. “What was that for?” 

“Your tag was out. Geek.” 

Drew straightened his shoulders and pretended to glare. “Who made you the Goddess of Fashion?  Jenny.” 

“How many times?” Jen’s voice was shrill. 

“How ma –” 

“Children!” Corrie said sharply, as the bartender  fi nally made his way toward them. 

“Enough. Who’s doing tequila with me?” 

“Shots?” Drew asked, turning to face her. 

Corrie looked at him  –really looked –for the first time that night. Strong, tan arms stood out darkly against his white T-shirt, and Corrie was momentarily entranced by the slight flicker of his abs just above the waistband of his faded jeans. When she realized that she was rather blatantly giving him the once over, she quickly met his eyes. 

“Shots,” she said. “Of course.” She ran one hand through her stilldamp hair, shaking the long strands back from her face.  Are you the one, tonight?  She knew Drew wanted her. Better yet, she knew she could make him  need her. Unlike certain other people. 

“I’m in,” he said, but Corrie couldn’t tell which question he was answering. She looked away, toward the others. 

“Who else?” 

As they waited for the round of shots to arrive, Corrie leaned back against the bar again and closed her eyes. She could feel the rhythm of the music seeping through the soles of her sandals, the skin of her feet, into her blood. The air of the room was hot as she breathed it in –



hot like the aching beat as it settled between her thighs.  I haven’t even touched a drink and I’m already drunk. She gave herself up to it, surrender-ing to the throb of desire, letting the energy enter her, fi ll her, consume her until it  was her, and she was it. Sensuality incarnate, as inexorable as the restless ocean tide. 

The sensation of skin against her forearm jolted her out of the reverie. “The drinks are here,” said Drew. He frowned down at her. 

“You okay?” 

“Yes,” she said while everyone around her grabbed a brimming shot glass and a slice of lime. As someone passed Drew the saltshaker, Corrie nudged him lightly. “Let me.” 

When he frowned again, she rolled her eyes. 

“Give me your wrist, silly.” 

“Uh,” Drew managed to say. “All right.” 

From Drew’s other side, Jen raised her eyebrows as Corrie wrapped her fingers around his  left  arm,  turned  it  over  to  expose  the  soft underside, and ran her tongue over the translu-cent skin. When she pulled away, Drew just stood there, frozen, before his Adam’s apple bobbed once in a hard swallow. 

“Salt,” she said, nudging him again. “Go on. 

And then it’s my turn.” She held up her own wrist with a wink. 

 Checkmate, Jen thought, steadfastly ignoring the abrupt surge of disappointment that bottomed out in the pit of her stomach.  That was fast. 

“What are we drinking to?” she forced herself to ask cheerfully as Drew fi nally finished his oral exploration of Corrie’s wrist. 

“The wind.” Corrie’s smile was triumphant, yet fi erce. “Bottoms up.” She delicately swiped the salt, downed the shot smoothly, turned it upside down on the bar, and closed her lips around the slice of lime. Jen watched Drew’s eyes go hazy as Corrie sighed in pleasure and sucked hard on the fruit. She bit back a sigh of her own. 

“The wind, then,” she echoed, as the rest of the group mirrored Corrie’s actions. “C’mon,” 

she said afterward, cavalierly throwing her arms around two other instructors. “Let’s dance.” 

Corrie didn’t see the others make their way toward the dance floor; she was reveling in the slow burn of the alcohol as it rushed down her throat and into her empty stomach.  Beautiful. 

Drew waited patiently beside her.  My move, and he knows it.  The power was even more intoxicating than the tequila.  God, yes, this is what I needed.  

“I’d like to hang out here for a little while,” 

she said softly, hooking her right index finger under the waistband of his jeans and tugging. 

“And then, I want you to come home with me.” 

“My place is closer.” 

She cocked her head and looked at him –

saw desire in the tense planes of his face, in the dark pupils that nearly drowned out the brown of his eyes. “Fine, then.” 

She stepped closer, settling her left hand on his waist. He curled one arm around her so that his palm rested in the small of her back. His skin burned against hers through the thin material of her shirt. 

“Corrie,” he said, suddenly. His face was strange, almost sad. “I just –” But then he grinned and shook his head. “Ah hell, nothing. 

You feel good.” 

Her eyes sparkled in the dim light. “Not nearly as good as you’re going to feel,” she said, passing him one of the beers. Her callused fingertips brushed deliberately over his knuckles. He swallowed hard again. 

Quinn closed the bulky textbook and set it on her nightstand with a sigh.  If I can’t get to sleep now...  She yawned, stretched, fl uffed her pillow, and finally turned out the light. It was past eleven. She’d been meaning to go to bed over an hour ago, but rest had eluded her. Fortunately, there was always more studying to be done. 

She turned onto her side beneath the crisp white sheets and resolutely closed her eyes.  Go to sleep, she told her exhausted brain. But, as had happened last night and all day today, as soon as there were no distractions, her body began to remember just how nice it had felt to be pressed between the soft yet firm weight of Corrie and the rigid solidity of the railing. 

 Caught. Trapped. No, not trapped. That means you didn’t want to be there.  

She rolled onto her back and opened her eyes to stare into the dark, trying to dissect her feelings rationally. She had wanted to be there, all right –had wanted Corrie to continue kissing her, touching her. And yes, she’d even wanted more. A lot more. 

That wasn’t to say that she’d never considered having sex before, but previously, the thought had always been abstract. Distant. Last night had been up close and personal and not at all rational.  I wanted to give myself to her, and she wanted to take me.  

Quinn exhaled loudly.  No matter how much you wanted her, or she wanted you, you were only going to be another notch on her bedpost. A soft breeze ruffled the curtains over her open window, bringing with it the faint sound of laughter from the street. Was Corrie still at the social? 

Probably not.  Who did she go home with tonight?  

Quinn shook her head, feeling her hair twist against the fabric of the pillow.  She took me by surprise. And it was nice that she wanted me.  Had any of the few women she’d dated ever approached her with the same single-minded purpose and focus with which Corrie had kissed her? If they had, she couldn’t remember. 

 It was fun playing cards. Will we still be able to do that?  She tried closing her eyes again, but now, instead of feeling the heat of Corrie’s lips against the skin of her neck, she was hearing the husky timbre of Corrie’s voice. 

Quinn sat up suddenly and frowned into the shadows. Her eyes were open, and she was  still hearing Corrie’s voice. At the sound of the front door opening, she completely froze.  Oh my god. 



 She came home with  Drew. 

Shoulders hunched, she waited tensely, hearing only the low buzz of their speech and perhaps a sound that was the opening and closing of the refrigerator door. After a minute or two, Quinn began to relax.  Maybe they’re just hanging out, having a drink or something.  She lay back in bed and closed her eyes again.  Yeah. 

 That must be it.  

But a few seconds later, she was startled into full alertness by a loud thump that sounded as though something had crashed into the wall just outside her door. 

“You didn’t really want to finish that, did you?” Corrie’s voice could have been clearer only if she’d been speaking directly into Quinn’s ear. Her stomach plunged.  Not just a drink after all.  

“N-no,” Drew said hoarsely. “God, Corrie –

” 

Corrie hummed, low and deep. Quinn could still hear her. “Good to know.” 



There was a long pause during which she started feeling hopeful that they had removed themselves to Drew’s room, but then she heard a choked groan, followed by the sound of giggling.  Giggling? She  

giggles? 

“Stop, Mars.  Stop. I’m gonna come in my pants if you keep –” 

“None of that, now,” Corrie said firmly. 

“You’re not going to come until you’re way deep inside me. Understand?” 

Quinn’s eyebrows shot up into her hairline. 

Her cheeks felt like they were on fire, and she wasn’t sure that she could swallow if she tried. 

Even as her body responded to Corrie’s explicit demand, her brain was flooded with embarrassment. 

“Fuck, you’re going to kill me.” 

Corrie’s reply was terse. “Shirt. Off. Now.” 

Quinn squeezed her eyes shut. Dimly, she realized that she was breathing hard, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath the light sheet. What would it feel like? Corrie tugging at the hem of her shirt, pushing it up her torso, tickling lightly along her rib cage. Quinn felt herself shiver as she remembered the way Corrie’s  fingers had brushed over her breasts. The exquisite friction of cotton against the tips, Corrie’s palms sliding against her shoulders as the shirt slid over her head. 

“You have a great body, Skipper,” Corrie interrupted Quinn’s reverie. “But you’re not in charge tonight.” Quinn heard the soft snick of a zipper being lowered, followed by Drew’s tortured groan. 

Heat spiraled along Quinn’s spine at Corrie’s command. To be ordered around like that, to be controlled. Her breath rasped softly in her throat. Corrie had taken the lead from her last night, and she was taking it again now, with Drew. Quinn remembered what it had felt like to surrender, however briefly. What if Corrie’s hand had dipped beneath the waistband of her shorts? What if she had tickled Quinn’s abdomen, skirting the soft brown hairs? What if she had urged Quinn’s legs apart, had touched –. 

Quinn blinked and shook her head, appalled to realize that her hand had snuck into her pajama bottoms –that her  own  fi ngers were dangerously close to rubbing against the soft place that had ached continuously since last night. 

She removed her hand so quickly that the elas-tic waistband snapped hard against her stomach.  What are you doing?  she thought, clutching the sheets so that her fi ngers wouldn’t wander again. There was nothing wrong with mastur-bation, of course, except that the idea of touching herself while listening to Corrie and Drew didn’t feel right at all. 

This is insane, she thought wildly. Why can she make me feel this way? 

“Need you...naked.” 

Drew’s voice was fainter now.  They must have moved into the bedroom finally.  But the idea of Corrie naked did nothing to alleviate the throbbing pressure between Quinn’s legs. Corrie didn’t exactly wear all that much to work, and it wasn’t hard to mentally strip her of the sports bra and swim trunks that were her usual attire.  She’d be lean and strong all over, but soft, too. I felt how soft she was, especially her breasts against mine.  

“How’s that feel?” Corrie’s voice –

triumphant and sexy. When Drew groaned again in response, Quinn couldn’t help but imagine Corrie’s fingers on her softest skin, insistent and teasing, touching her in all the right places. Sure and certain fi ngers. 

“Close, Cor, fuck.” Quinn could hear Drew’s deep, shuddering breaths, and she slowed her own to mere whispers of inhalation. “You gotta let me, please, inside –” 

Quinn sucked in a harsh gasp. What would it feel like, to be inside of Corrie? She could only imagine the sensation of Corrie sinking down on her fingers, welcoming Quinn’s touch inside her body. 

“Oh, yeah. Fuck, yeah, Drew, so good –” 



Quinn had read about a place inside –a place that felt very, very good. She hadn’t ever managed to find it for herself, but was Drew...was he...would she hit that spot, deep inside of Corrie? Would her fi ngertips brush against it? Would Corrie shiver around her? 

Would she throw her head back, exposing her neck as she –? 

A strangled cry broke the night air. Not Drew. 

“C-coming...oh, do you f-feel me?” Corrie’s voice was jagged. 

“Yeah, tight, so good, fuck –” 

Quinn closed her eyes at the sound of Drew’s strangled shout and allowed herself to imagine what Corrie’s inner muscles would feel like as they contracted repeatedly around her knuckles. Over and over and over, pulsing in time with her racing heart, clenching and releasing until the very last ripple of sensation had been milked from her body.  Oh god, I want that, want to feel it, feel her, can’t help it I do  – 



As her heartbeat finally slowed, Quinn realized that the apartment had finally gone quiet. 

She listened hard for several long minutes, but heard nothing except the light swish of the curtains in the soft breeze.  It’s over, she told herself fi rmly. 

 You just imagined what it would be like to sleep with Corrie, her rational brain answered back. 

Its tone was distinctly accusatory. 

 So? She’s beautiful and charismatic. She kissed me last night. Why shouldn’t I fantasize?  Her face was still hot against the cool fabric of the pillow. 

Reason was never funny, but it laughed just the same.  You’ve never felt this way before. Not even close. Go ahead and delude yourself if you want to, but this is uncharted territory.  

Quinn rolled over fiercely and pulled the pillow over her head. 

Just...just go to sleep, dammit! Leave me alone! 

But even as she finally drifted off, she knew that she’d never be able to forget the raw, pri-mal sounds of Corrie finally letting go. 

Quinn woke overheated. The sun had 

clearly been streaming through her east window for several hours. She threw off the covers, rolled onto her side and blinked.  What...did I miss my alarm? No  –Saturday.  And then, all in a rush, the dreamlike events of the previous night came flooding back in a panoply of sounds. 

The blush returned to her cheeks as she buried her head into the soft texture of her feather pillow.  Don’t think about it. Just let it go. Don’t think...  She focused instead on the warm sun as it caressed her back, on the dim sounds of people walking by and talking.  Sounds like a beautiful day, she thought, as her body gradually relaxed into the mattress. 

When her breathing and pulse had finally returned to normal, she checked the clock. 9:30. 

She’s  probably gone. Coffee.  

Quinn resolutely swung her legs over the edge of the bed. She took a deep breath, stretched, and finally stood on her own two feet. Trying not to think at all about the fact that Corrie and Drew had just about had sex right outside her room, she slowly opened the door. 

There was no pile of clothes, not even a mark on the wall. No evidence at all, except for her own clamoring memories. She paused, listening, but the apartment was quiet. Sighing in relief, she padded through the living room and into the kitchen only to stumble to a halt at the sight of Corrie, clad solely in Drew’s blue Oxford shirt, its sleeves rolled up to the elbows. 

The bottom of the shirt barely even covered Corrie’s butt, and the open top two buttons gave Quinn a glimpse of her breasts. 

At the sound of footsteps, Corrie looked up with a half-smile that faded quickly as she saw Quinn across the narrow island dividing the kitchen’s cooking space from the table.  Holy shit. How did I totally forget she was living with Drew this summer?  Corrie felt herself grow warm, partly in embarrassment, but mostly because the sight of Quinn first thing in the morning, her pajamas rumpled and her hair mussed, made Corrie want to pull her down on the couch and wake her up properly. Only to put her back to sleep, of course. 

She shook her head and blinked. “Hi,” she said hesitantly. She gestured to the cabinet above the sink. “I was just, um, going to make some coffee.” Quinn nodded and shuffled a bit closer. “D’you want some?”  She must have been asleep by the time we came home. Had to be.  

“Sure,” said Quinn. Her voice was gritty with sleep, and she looked...Corrie focused on Quinn’s pajamas and nearly burst out laughing. 

 Adorable!  Both the light pants and the short-sleeved shirt were covered with colorful illus-trations of animals. Ones you’d fi nd in the zoo, mostly –bears, giraffes, tigers, a flamingo –and whoever had decided that the alligator’s open mouth should be poised directly over the tip of Quinn’s nipple was simply brilliant. 

“I like your PJs,” was all Corrie managed to say. Quinn looked down at herself and her blush intensifi ed. 

“Oh,” she said. “Um...thanks. Younger sister gave them to me.” 

Corrie turned back to the sink and reached for the coffee canister, and Quinn nearly choked as Drew’s shirt rode up high enough to give her an unobstructed view of Corrie’s rear end. Her ass was fi rm and muscular, with lean curves swelling up toward her hips and a dimple above each cheek. Quinn wanted to fill her palms with those curves, to lightly rest her aching  fingertips in those dimples –wanted to feel Corrie’s muscles move beneath her skin as she stretched over her, beneath her. She gulped and rubbed her eyes. 

 Calm down calm down calm down...  In the wake of the latest wave of arousal, Quinn felt anger. This was getting ridiculous.  I am  not  going  

to let my hormones, or whatever this is, take control. I’m perfectly capable of carrying on a conversation. Of being her friend. Get a grip! 



Suddenly determined, she cleared her throat, looked up, and squared  

her shoulders. 

“So, how’s Frog doing?” 

Corrie hit the brew button on Drew’s coffeemaker and turned around to lean against the counter. Quinn fiercely kept her gaze focused on Corrie’s face. 

“A lot better,” she said. “He was getting pretty restless from being all cooped up when I checked on him yesterday afternoon.”  And you haven’t been home since then, have you?  she realized guiltily.  God. Quinn must think I’m neglect-ing him!  

“I bet,” said Quinn. “He’s got lots of energy. 

Was he still limping, then?” 

When no recrimination was forthcoming, Corrie relaxed. “A little bit, yeah.” 

Quinn nodded and drummed her fingertips lightly on the table.  Should I...should...oh hell, why not? “I’d be happy to stop by and check on him later in the afternoon, if you want,” she said. 



“Just to make sure nothing’s infected. If you want, I mean.”  There. See? That wasn’t so hard. 

 Friends.  

Corrie felt her eyebrows shoot up. She had expected Quinn to feel ill at ease, given the situation.  And given the fact that the night  before last, I was trying to jump her  bones.  But although she had clearly been startled at first, she was acting as though the awkward events of the past two days had never happened.  I should feel relieved,  Corrie thought. But she didn’t.  Part of her wanted me Thursday night. I know it. I could feel it. But...if she’s attracted to me at all, shouldn’t she be off-kilter right now?  Corrie felt like growl-ing in frustration. What was it about this woman that made her feel like a total novice at reading people? 

“That would be great, if you don’t mind,” 

she said, her voice betraying none of her inner confl ict.  At least I’m still good at pretending.  She smiled even. “Thanks.” 

“No problem.” Quinn looked over Corrie’s shoulder toward the coffee pot. “Is that ready, yet?” 

“Looks like.” Corrie grabbed a mug and filled it, then held it out to Quinn. “Black?” 

“Absolutely.” When her fingers lightly brushed Corrie’s, Quinn immediately tamped down the soft fl utter in her stomach. “Thanks for this. I’m going to hit the books.” 

As she turned away, Corrie couldn’t help but admire the way the pajama shirt and pants draped over the curves of Quinn’s stomach and hips. She shook her head and frowned.  Quit it!  

“Uh, good luck!” 

Quinn turned back at the entrance to the hall, waved, and was gone. Corrie took a deep breath and rested her hands against the counter, waiting for the faint tremor to disappear before pouring her own cup of coffee. 

By the time she rounded the final curve in the road before her driveway, Corrie actually felt like smiling. The promise of a hot shower and a good breakfast awaited –maybe a sail later to clear her head, or maybe she’d just avoid the boathouse entirely and stay home to read a book.  And if Quinn really does show up later, maybe I can do something nice for her. Something a friend would do...maybe baking? Do I have any eggs?  

But as her front porch came into view, her happiness dissipated. Will’s truck took up most of the driveway and he was reclining on her stoop, nursing a tall mug of what was probably coffee. Corrie’s jaw clenched. At the sound of her footsteps, he raised his head and blinked at her. 

“Well, well. And where did  you sleep last night?” He shifted to make room for her on the steps, but she remained standing. 

“Really not your business. What are you doing here?” 

He grinned, slow and easy. “Thought I’d come over this morning and get you to make me breakfast.” 

Corrie frowned deeply. How typical of him to expect to be her best buddy, even after he’d stabbed her in the back. To expect that she’d just forgive and forget. Maybe that had worked when they were kids, but she had a spine now. 

“What the fuck am I, your short-order cook?” 

Will shrugged. “If you wanna be.” 

“No, I don’t  want to be. And I’ve already eaten.” The lie felt good. It was what he deserved. “If you’re so hungry, go to the diner with your little friends.” 

Will didn’t move. “Nah, whatever. It’s almost lunchtime anyway.” He squinted up at Corrie. “So c’mon, Cor, spill the beans. Is this mystery person someone special?” When her frown deepened and she shook her head, Will rubbed the back of his neck with one hand. 

“What’s with you these days? You used to date, y’know? Go through a girlfriend every few months, not just hook up with someone new every couple of days.” He winked at her. 

“Can’t ya hang on to them, anymore?” 

Corrie felt her face grow hot. “I cannot fucking believe you just said that,” she hissed, taking a menacing step closer to him. “Who do you think you are, trying to tell me how to live?” 

“Whoa,” Will backpedaled, holding up one hand. “Whoa, easy. I just want you to be happy, Cor, because it’s easy to see that you’re not right now.” 

“And why is that, do you think?” Corrie grabbed onto the banister. The muscles of her right arm trembled violently. 

“Clearly, I shouldn’t have said anything.” 

Will got up slowly, shaking his head. “Sometimes I don’t  get  you, sis.” 

“Believe me,” said Corrie, “the feeling’s mu-tual.” She leaned forward. “You know what I think? I think you’re trying to make me into another version of you, just like you’ve tried all our lives. I think that since you’re about to tie the fucking knot, you want me to settle down, too.” She took a deep, shuddering breath. 

“Well, guess what? I’m not your carbon copy. 



I’ll do whatever the fuck I want.” 

Will threw up his hands. “Okay, okay. This is obviously a bad time, so...I’m leaving.” He turned toward his truck, then glanced over his shoulder. “Just be careful, all right?” 

Corrie didn’t reply. She stood still for a long time, long after he had started the car and backed it carefully out of her driveway, long after he’d disappeared down the street. But she couldn’t escape his words.  “Can’t ya hang on to them, anymore?”  

Finally, she turned back toward the house. 

Her empty house.  Not empty, she reminded herself sternly.  Frog will be ecstatic to see me after a night away.  But deep down, she knew that wasn’t enough. Deep down, she knew Will was right. 



LIFT  

Afew days later, Quinn walked briskly down the spur corridor on the north side of the boathouse, her damp aqua shoes squelching against the polished tiles. Ahead of her, a tall man ex-ited one of the rooms and walked toward the stairs at the far end. Quinn squinted. It looked like Will, and the offi ce he’d just left was Corrie’s. She briefly wondered what they’d been talking about, and whether Jen was right about Will’s effect on his sister.  Guess I’ll find out for myself.  

As she neared the door, she unconsciously slowed her pace, adjusting the brim of her cap and making sure that any stray hairs were tucked behind her ears. Maybe it was silly to care how she looked, especially after having just been out on the water, but Quinn couldn’t help it.  You don’t want to help it,  reason clarified. 

Firmly ignoring her inner monologue, she took a deep breath and tentatively rested her hand on one side of the doorframe as she poked her head into the room. 

Almost immediately, she jerked backward as a wad of paper, followed by a pen, flew out the door dangerously close to where her head had been. The pen clattered against the wall. 

There was a long silence as both women regarded each other, blinking in surprise. Quinn took in Corrie’s flushed face and clenched fists; her desk was in disarray, papers and writing implements strewn haphazardly across the surface as though in the wake of a miniature tor-nado. 

“Shit!” Corrie jumped up from her chair. 

Her eyes were dark and wild. “Sorry! You okay?” 

Quinn smiled slightly, shrugged and bent down to retrieve the pen and crumpled paper. 

“No worries. You missed me by a few inches,” 

she said, trying to make light of whatever it was that had just happened. When Corrie nodded and slumped back into her seat, Quinn felt her  

eyebrows draw together in a frown. I’ve never seen her like this. She’s either upset, furious, or both. And I bet I know exactly whose fault it is. 

As she moved into the office, Quinn 

smoothed out the wrinkled paper and glanced down. It was a registration form for the regatta. 

She’d seen them all over the boathouse since the beginning of the summer. The black, slanted letters at the top of the form on the line next to “Skipper” spelled out the name “William Marsten, Jr.” Quinn’s frown deepened.  Her brother –no surprise there.  And in the “Crew” 

space: “Denise Lewis.” 

 “Denise Lewis, two years ago, in our boat...”  

“You’re right, you know. It is better with someone you love. But oh, all the angst when they don’t return the favor.”  

“Oh,” she said. She looked up at Corrie, who was massaging her temples. Suddenly, the puzzle pieces were starting to fall into place. 



Quinn took a step closer, and then another. 

She set the paper down in front of Corrie but did not touch her. “This Denise is the woman you were talking about the other night, isn’t it?” she asked softly. Corrie winced and nodded. She didn’t look at Quinn. “And she’s coming here for the regatta? To sail with your brother?” 

“Yes.” The word was short and clipped. 

Corrie tapped her fi ngers against the desk. 

Quinn pulled up a folding chair and sat. She wanted to touch Corrie’s hand but wasn’t at all certain that that was a good idea. Corrie was reminding her very much of an animal in pain, and creatures in pain tended to lash out. “I’m not sure I understand how they know each other,” she said quietly. 

Corrie looked out the window for several seconds, the muscles in her jaw clenching and unclenching spasmodically. “Denise and Will are engaged.” 

Quinn sat back hard. “Oh.” She blinked as Corrie continued to gaze out toward the water. 

Her antipathy to Will made perfect sense, now, as did the competition between them.  Will made it to the Olympics  and  got the girl, Quinn realized.  Ouch. 

“Well,” she considered, keeping her voice pitched low, “do you have to let them race?” 

Corrie finally met her eyes. “Of course I do. 

Their form is on time, and their goddamn check is for the right amount, and there’s no way in hell that I can stop her from coming here.” 

Quinn nodded, walking the pen across her knuckles as she spoke. When she realized what she was doing, she handed it back to Corrie. 

“Sorry, this is yours.” And then she remembered her entire reason for seeking Corrie out in the  first place, and dug a pair of worn sailing gloves out of her left pocket. “As are these. 

Thanks again for loaning them to me.” 

Corrie frowned at the gloves. “Why don’t you just hang on to them for the rest of the season?” Her voice was monotone. “I have several pairs.” 

Quinn nodded and stuck the gloves back into her pocket. “Okay. Thanks.” It sounded very much as though Corrie wanted to be left alone, but as she started to get up, Corrie gestured toward the pen now lying grounded on her desk. 

“Can’t believe I almost  hit you with this,” 

she said. “I’m really sorry.” She sighed and began to rub her temples again. “I just...I’m having a hard time letting it go.” She returned her gaze to Quinn and shook her head ruefully. 

“And then when he comes waltzing in here and shoves his fucking form under my nose...” She swallowed hard, her face vacant. “Have you ever honestly seen red? It was like that –just this flash of red –so goddamn  angry!” 

Quinn  finally dared to take her hand, then she squeezed once, and after a moment, Corrie squeezed back. Quinn knew she should let go, but simply couldn’t. Her fingers slid perfectly between Corrie’s, her palm resting against warm skin. “Do you want to tell me what happened?” 

Corrie laughed harshly, her grip unconsciously tightening. “It’s so silly. So fucking trite. It shouldn’t matter. I shouldn’t care anymore.” 

Quinn ducked her head down to try to meet Corrie’s bleak gaze. “Tell me,” she said gently. 

Corrie looked away, gazing out her window toward the beach and the ocean. A group of students, or perhaps instructors, were playing an impromptu game of ultimate Frisbee. It was a beautiful day outside, and the breeze was light and steady, but all she could feel was the rapid, painful thumping of her heart against her ribcage. 

“Two years ago, I was just out of college,” 

she began fi nally, her voice so quiet that Quinn had to lean forward to hear. “Will and I were both training hard. We’d had our sights on the Olympics for years, and we were both doing well. It was an exhilarating time, doubly so for me because I had a major crush on my crew. 

Denise.” She smiled wanly. “We worked so damn well together. And she was into me, too. 

It didn’t take that long for us to get together.” 

She looked over the desk at Quinn, who nodded in encouragement. “So anyway, we had about two months together, and they were unbelievable.   Best  time  of  my  life;  I  was  happy and we were kicking ass and –” 

“You fell in love with her,” Quinn finished, her voice soft. She let her thumb rub tiny circles on Corrie’s skin.  For comfort.  

“Yeah, I guess I did.” Corrie’s normally clear green eyes were half-black as they fleetingly met Quinn’s glance. They looked like week-old bruises. 

“And what happened then?” Quinn 

prompted, before Corrie could turn her stare back toward the beach. 

“It was the first relationship I’d ever had that I couldn’t see the end of,” she said after a slight pause. “It was intoxicating. And I...I thought she felt the same way.” She shook her head  fi ercely. “Long story short, she ditched me for my brother. Less than a week later, she and Will were fucking each other. I refused to sail with her, so she found another skipper; I didn’t make the trials and she did. Along with Will, of course.” Her eyes met Quinn’s again, and they were far too bright. “Exactly out of a soap opera, see? Completely trite, completely predictable. And pathetic.” 

Quinn exhaled slowly, keeping her hand firmly on top of Corrie’s as her brain struggled to process everything she’d just heard.  Her distance, and how she only sleeps with her friends casually, and how she’s always in control.  Quinn was no student of psychology, but it was obvious that Corrie still acutely felt Denise’s rejection, not to mention Will’s callousness.  And soon they’ll both be here at once. Invading Corrie’s turf. 

 Her safe place. No wonder she’s so upset.  A sudden blaze of white-hot anger rushed under her skin, prickling like static electricity in the wintertime. 



Startled, she took a few deep breaths and waited for it to subside.  This is not about me. It’s about her. 

“I’m sorry that she hurt you,” Quinn finally said. The words came slowly, as though pulled from far away. “I wish she weren’t coming here, so you wouldn’t be reminded of what happened, any more than you already are. 

And,” she said, her voice suddenly growing stronger, “I don’t think you’re right to say that you’re silly, or that this is trite. It happened, and it was real, and you felt everything, and...” 

She  fl ushed, knowing that she was babbling. 

“And I have no idea of what I’m trying to say, but whatever it is, I mean it.” 

Corrie really smiled for the first time since Quinn had poked her head around the door of her office. “Thanks,” she said quietly. She closed her eyes for several seconds, enjoying the feeling of Quinn’s warm hand covering her own.  Nice.  “You know, I’ve never...well, I’ve never told anyone before. Hell, nobody even knew we were dating. Denise wasn’t ready to come out to her family.” Her lips twisted into a frown. “Guess it’s just as well that she didn’t.” 

Quinn’s eyebrows arched involuntarily. 

“You never even told Jen?” 

“Not even her.” Corrie shrugged and looked away again. Suddenly, she felt more than a little panicked. What if Quinn says something? 

What if they all find out what a fool I am? Why the fuck did I just blab it all in the first pla  – 

Quinn squeezed Corrie’s hand hard. “I won’t tell a soul.” She mimicked zipping and buttoning her lips with her other hand. “I promise you.” 

Corrie was surprised when the panicky sensation in her gut subsided as quickly as it had come. The steady, comforting pressure of Quinn’s palm and the compassion in her words were conspiring to make Corrie actually believe her, which was nothing short of a miracle. 

“All I hope,” said Quinn, “is that you whup them good in this year’s regatta!” 



When Corrie laughed, Quinn grinned back at her and suddenly realized that they’d been holding hands for several minutes. Before her stomach had a chance to get all fluttery, she un-curled her fi ngers from around Corrie’s and got to her feet. “Come outside for a while,” she said. “It’s a beautiful afternoon, and all these forms aren’t going anywhere.” With a slight quirk of her lips, she waited a beat before adding, “Unless you throw any more of them out the door, that is.” 

“Ve-ry funny.” Corrie stood up, pushed her chair back, and followed Quinn obediently down the twisting corridors. The anger still smoldered deep in her gut like a live coal, but she felt much more clearheaded, and the aching pressure between her breasts had subsided into a low murmur.  Thanks to Quinn, she realized. 

 God, why is she being so nice to me, when I’ve been such an ass?  Corrie glanced surreptitiously at the woman who walked a few steps in front of her. 



She’s seen the worst of me, up close and personal, and doesn’t even seem fazed. How’s that possible? 

There was still no doubt in Corrie’s mind that Quinn had a thing for her, but only now could she see that she’d been responding to Quinn’s attraction in the wrong way.  Drew was right for once. She wants something...meaningful. 

 Something real.   Could I ever give that to her?  

The answer, of course, was an emphatic  no –

the mere thought of trusting someone again made her stomach try to flip inside out. But an idea slowly began to take shape, unfolding and expanding like a sail under wind. Just because she was incapable of maintaining a relationship didn’t mean she couldn’t pretend. She’d wipe the smirk off Will’s face. She’d fool them both, dammit.  I know all the steps. I can go through the motions and they’ll never be the wiser.  Quinn would be perfect for the job. And she’d get what she wanted, too. For a while, anyway. 

“You’ve been really good to me today,” Corrie said as they turned toward the front door. “I know this is kind of sudden and maybe you have other plans, but can I treat you to dinner this Friday?” 

Quinn blinked up at her, clearly surprised. 

“Oh, you don’t have to do that.” 

“I know, but I want to.” When Quinn continued to look dubious, Corrie touched her arm gently. “No strings, Quinn. I just like hanging out with you.” She stroked up toward Quinn’s elbow, then pulled her hand away as though she hadn’t meant to. She even managed a slightly bashful grin. “What do you say?” 

Quinn’s answering smile was shy but 

happy. “All right. That sounds fun.” 

“Great.” Struggling to hide her triumph, Corrie held the door for Quinn, and a moment later, they were both inundated by the sights and sounds of the Frisbee game a few yards away. 

Corrie watched as Jen snagged the disc out of midair, intercepting a pass meant for Megs, and quickly sent it spinning in Drew’s direction. But Brad also saw the throw from his position just beyond Drew, and quickly sprinted forward to try to regain the Frisbee for his own team. 

Their collision was worthy of the NFL. Brad slammed into Drew from behind, a split second after Drew jumped to make the catch, and both men went down hard, kicking up a small cloud of sand as they  

fell. 

“Ouch!” said Quinn. “Jeez, I hope they’re both okay.” 

Brad got to his feet slowly, but when Drew stayed on the ground, several of the other players converged on the scene. “Shit, Harris,” Corrie muttered. “What the hell did you do now?” 

She and Quinn joined the growing circle just as Jen asked Drew what was the matter. 

“Ankle,” he said through gritted teeth. 

“Twisted it or something.” He sat up, breathing heavily, and his face beneath the tan was pale. 



“Doesn’t feel so good.” 

“You don’t look so good,” she said, clearly concerned. 

Corrie watched as Jen soothingly ran one hand up and down Drew’s back while supporting him with the other. Her movements were tender, and Corrie’s eyes narrowed in sudden suspicion.  Does Jen  like  him? Can’t be, they’re just friends –picking at each other, joking around all the time.  

“I can drive his truck to the hospital,” Quinn said, interrupting Corrie’s thoughts. “We can put him in the cab, and whoever wants to follow along can meet us there.” 

“Oh, man,” Brad began, one hand on Drew’s shoulder. “I’m so sorry.” 

“Hang on, hang on,” said Drew. “The hospital? Can’t I just go home and ice it?” 

Quinn frowned at him. “Let’s see if it’ll bear weight.” 

Once Brad and Jen had helped him to his feet, Drew gingerly set his foot down and immediately hissed in pain. He swayed slightly, and Corrie surged forward to help steady him. 

 This is bad. Our boat. There’s no way we’re racing now.  The vision she’d had of crossing the fi nish line while Will and Denise were still rounding the  final buoy melted away.  Dammit!  This was not turning out to be a good day. 

“It’s at least a bad sprain, and it could be broken,” said Quinn. “Regardless, you need x-rays.” 

“Fine, Doc. Fine. Let’s just get it over with.” 

“I’ll follow you to the hospital in my car,” 

Jen told Quinn. 

“Can I come with?” asked Corrie. Jen nodded, her attention still focused on Drew. 

“Hang on, hang on.” Drew grimaced. “Does the whole world really have to come along?” 

“Shut up, gimp,” Jen said fondly, “and let us take care of you.” 

Drew sighed in resignation, but one corner of his mouth quirked upward ever so slightly. 

“All right, Jenny. You win.” He tightened his grip on Jen and Brad in preparation for the long hop to the parking lot. “Let’s get this show on the road.” 

A little over two hours later, Drew came limping into the waiting room on crutches, his left leg enclosed in an air cast up to the knee. 

He worked his way over to where Quinn and Corrie were sitting and settled glumly into the chair next to Quinn, before looking around in confusion. 

“Where are Jen and Brad?” 

“They went to grab some sodas from the caf,” said Corrie. “What’s the verdict?” 

Drew exhaled and rubbed his eyes. “Grade II sprain. The ligament’s partially torn. I’m on crutches for at least two days, in the cast for at least three weeks, and I’ll have PT to do after that.” He looked over at Corrie, dejection written plainly on his face. “There’s no way I can skipper for you, Mars.” 

Corrie reached across Quinn to squeeze his shoulder. “Yeah, you’re not wrong about that.” 



Drew leaned back in the bucket seat and let his head rest against the wall. “You’re going to have to pull somebody in for me. Or skipper yourself and grab someone for crew.” 

Corrie shook her head and moved back into her own chair. “The gang’s all paired up by now,” she said. “You know that. It’s okay. In fact, it’s probably for the best.” Managing the regatta was more important anyway. This was probably a blessing in disguise.  Yeah. Right.  

“God, Cor,” said Drew, as though he hadn’t heard her. “I’m really, really sorry. I shouldn’t have been playing that stupid game, and I just –” 

“It’s all right, you big klutz. Quit feeling guilty, will you? Accidents happen.” 

There was a long, glum pause during which Drew  fiddled with his crutches, Quinn patted him on the knee, and Corrie stared at the ceiling.  Would’ve been sweet to go up against them, though, she couldn’t help  

but think. I really wonder if we could’ve beaten them. 



“Hey,” Drew said slowly. He sat up 

straighter and looked across Quinn to Corrie, his face serious. “Why does it have to be another instructor? There’s still a whole month before the race, why not just train someone else?” 

Quinn watched as they looked at each other intently for several seconds, before turning in unison to focus on  her. Abruptly nervous, her eyes flicked rapidly from one to the other. “Wh 

–what is this looking at me thing that’s happening now?” 

“You could do this, Quinn,” Drew said excitedly. “You’ve been sailing a lot, and you already know the 470 pretty well. How much do you weigh?” 

Quinn stiffened and glared, but Drew just continued to wait expectantly for an answer. 

“One-forty,” she said fi nally, her voice nearly inaudible. 

Drew nodded eagerly at Corrie. “See? That’s not  that much less than me. The boat won’t feel drastically different.” 



“Yeah, great,” Quinn said under her breath. 

“It could  work, Cor. You know it could.” 

“It could, yeah,” said Corrie, “and besides, she has way more tact than you. You’re such an ass, Drew.” But her exasperation was rapidly giving way to hope.  Perfect, this will be perfect. 

 Me and my girlfriend versus Will and his. A fi tting match.  

“Huh?” Drew frowned in confusion. “What? 

Oh.” He had the decency to look sheepish. “Did I mention I’m injured?” 

Quinn rolled her eyes at him and smiled reassuringly at Corrie, who leaned forward, elbows on her knees. “So, what do you say, Quinn?” 

Quinn’s jaw dropped in surprise. “Wait –are you   serious? I…I don’t know anything! I just barely started!” 

“Learning to race isn’t hard,” said Drew. 

“Besides, all you have to do is take orders from Corrie. She’ll be the one in charge.” 

Quinn blinked and swallowed reflexively as her body reacted .  She could feel herself start to blush as all the memories came fl ooding back. 

 Hands on my skin, lips on my neck, whispers in the dark I shouldn’t have heard.  

“Like Drew said, you already know the boat,” Corrie said, thankfully oblivious to Quinn’s jarring trip down memory lane. “And we’ll have plenty of time to train.” 

Quinn rubbed her eyes and tried to focus. 

 What about the time commitment? And heavy competition isn’t exactly your cup of tea.  At that thought, she looked up sharply to meet Corrie’s gaze. 

“But what about Wi –” Flustered, she quickly broke off the sentence.  You just managed to convince her to trust you. Don’t blow it! “Well,” 

she said, trying to cover her slip, “I’d never want to blow the race for you. I know how important it is.” 

Corrie frowned and shook her head again. 

“Never mind that,” she said firmly. “It’s just a big, fun regatta, Quinn, and I’d rather have you than anyone else.” 

Silence greeted this declaration, and Quinn found herself blinking in surprise yet again. 

“Even me?” said Drew, pretending to be miffed. 

“Now that you’re out of the picture.” Corrie turned back to Quinn and raised her eyebrows in question. 

“Well...okay.” 

“Okay? Really? You’ll do it?” 

“I’ll do it. But you’ll probably be sorry.” 

Corrie shook her head. “I don’t think so.” 

“You’re the best, Q,” said Drew. 

At that moment, Jen and Brad appeared at the door with several cans of soda cradled in their arms. When Jen saw Drew, her face lit up and she hurried over to them. “Back already? 

What’s the deal? How’d it go? How are you feeling?” 

Drew laughed. “Ease up, Jenny. Jeez, I’d almost think you cared or something.” 

Jen scoffed. “You wish. I just want to know how long I’ll be able to mock you.” 

“Probably a few months,” Drew said mo-rosely. 

“All right,” said Quinn. “Let’s get you home. You need to be elevating and icing that ankle, you know.” 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah.” 

As Drew grumbled and propped himself upright, Corrie lightly touched Quinn’s shoulder. “When do you want to get started? Tomorrow evening, maybe? Or is that too soon?” 

“Tomorrow’s fine with me. I’ll come to your offi ce around fi ve.” When Corrie nodded, Quinn cracked a grin. “How about keeping your pens on the desk this time, though, okay?” 

“You’re very demanding.” Corrie said, smiling back. She let her fingertips glide over Quinn’s shoulder before pulling away. “But I’ll do my best.” 

Corrie stood at the water’s edge, a half-empty beer bottle in hand. The sun had just fallen below her house, but, out past its shadow, the water flickered and glowed as though it were on fire. Frog rooted around happily near the first pylons of her as yet unfinished pier, and Corrie was glad to see that he no longer limped when he moved. 

Thinking of Frog’s injury made her think about Quinn, of course. Corrie took a long swallow from the bottle and closed her eyes as a gentle gust of wind blew her hair back from her face. Quinn, her project. Her crew for the regatta.  And the keeper of my secrets, she thought dryly. 

Corrie took another sip and massaged the back of her neck with her other hand. Guilt tickled her conscience as she thought about how she was using Quinn. But on the other hand...  I’m giving her what she wants, at least for a little while. And hell, maybe I can even convince her to let me be her first.  That was always gratifying –

not to mention fun.  I wonder how Storm’s doing?  

In the wake of a sudden wash of heat, Corrie lifted the bottle to her face, vainly attempting to cool down. How could Quinn not understand that she was attractive? Sure, she was no waif, but Corrie had been daydreaming about feeling those curves underneath her fi ngers again, ever since the day Frog had gotten hurt.  She’s sensual. And sensitive. And admit it, you love that she’s an innocent. God, wouldn’t it be fun to show her what her body can do?  

Suddenly agitated, Corrie downed the rest of her beer in two gulps. The illusion of fire had faded from the water giving way to swirls of deep blue and purple. In the distance, a J-boat sailed a southeastern course toward the harbor. 

 I can’t let my attraction to her get in the way. If she doesn’t want sex, fine.  Their relationship was going to be about stability. Commitment.  About showing them I’m  not  broken, dammit.  She’d indulge Quinn’s attraction and rescue her own pride.  There are worse reasons to get involved with someone. 

And then, of course, there was the race itself. 

They could be a good team; of that much, Corrie was certain. They’d be light and fast, and perhaps even better at communication than she and Drew had been. And maybe –just maybe –

if they worked hard enough and got lucky, she had a chance at showing up Will and Denise. 

Nodding resolutely, Corrie whistled for Frog and turned toward the house. She had dinner reservations to make, a training regimen to plan, and a few hundred extra sit-ups to do. 



CLOSE HAULED  

Quinn hurried out of the boathouse, looking around for Corrie as she jogged toward the piers. For the tenth time in the past five minutes, she berated the rubber-neckers who had delayed her commute from the humane society to the waterfront. As she neared the shed, however, her steps slowed. Their 470 was parked out front on its cart, and Corrie was whiling away the time by doing pull-ups on a bar attached to the side of the building. Quinn watched in fascination as she repeatedly raised her chin above the bar. Sweat glistened between her shoulder blades and on her lower back, but her smooth rhythm never even faltered.  God, she’s strong!  The play of muscles beneath her skin was mesmerizing. Quinn’s eyes avidly followed the contraction of her lats as they rippled upward into the powerful muscles of her trapezius, before everything released in a slow, downward slide. Even her delts were clearly visible as she segued smoothly into yet another pull. 

 What would they feel like?  Quinn’s fingers itched as she imagined Corrie’s muscles rippling against her palms while she loomed over her in the twilight, pressing into and against her. When a bee buzzed past her head, jolting her from the daydream, Quinn felt her entire neck  go  up  in  fl ames.  Calm down,  she berated herself.  You have serious practicing to do today.  

“Hey,” she called out as Corrie finally dropped to the ground, breathing hard. When the word came out as a hoarse croak, she cleared her throat and tried again. “Hey, sorry I’m late. There was an accident on Main and the traffi c was awful.” 

Corrie turned to her with a grin. “Hi ya. 

And no worries. I fi gured it was something like that.” Enjoying Quinn’s appreciative gaze, she swung her arms in a few vigorous circles to limber them up. 



“That was impressive,” said Quinn. She gestured at the bar. “I can only do half a pull-up.” 

When Corrie looked confused, she clarifi ed. 

“The down half.” 

Corrie laughed. “Good one.” With an effort, she turned away from Quinn and toward the boat.  Practice now, flirt later.  “Want to get started?” 

“Of course.” Quinn rocked on her feet. “It’s spinnaker day, isn’t it?” Truth be told, she was nervous about learning to sail with the chute, especially given what had happened to Corrie in her race against Will. 

“Ooh, you said that with just the right amount of trepidation,” Corrie said. “And yep, today we’re flying chute. But since we need to make sure that it opens outside the other sails, we’ll set it up last.” 

Quinn nodded. “Okay, so we should just rig the boat normally for now?” 

Corrie’s eyes sparkled. “You should rig the boat normally, while I laze about and give you a pop quiz on the stuff we’ve talked about over the past week.” 

Quinn saluted playfully. “Yes, drill sergeant!” 

As she screwed in the plugs, Corrie leaned against the side of the shed and crossed her arms. “So,” she said, “tell me about the kind of race we’ll be sailing in. What’s it called, and what’s it like?” 

“A triangle course,” said Quinn. She fed the foot of the mainsail into the groove along the boom, her brow furrowed in concentration. 

“There are three buoys: the windward mark, the leeward mark, and the...” her voice trailed off and she looked up sheepishly. “Little help here, sarge?” 

“The jibe mark,” Corrie said. “Now get down and gimme twenty!” 

Refusing to take the bait, Quinn returned to rigging the mainsail. “I can only do half of a pushup, too.” She fastened the tack of the sail into its pin and worked her way along the edge of the material to fi nd the head. “So, in this race, we’ll first sail toward the windward mark, by tacking back and forth, right?” 

“Right.” Corrie stepped up to begin unrolling the jib. 

“What happened to ‘You rig this boat, peon?’” Quinn asked. 

Corrie shrugged. “You’re too slow.” When Quinn sniffed indignantly, she grinned. “Aw, I’m just putting you on. You know that. But since you really do know how to rig up, I may as well help.” 

“How charitable of you.” Quinn rolled her eyes. “Now where was I?” 

“The windward mark.” 


“So we round the windward mark, and then we’ll be on a broad reach –somewhere between sailing perpendicular to the wind, and completely running with it. We’ll head for the jibe mark and jibe around it, before finishing a lap by tacking around the leeward mark.” 

“Right on,” Corrie said as she tied figure-eight knots in the ends of the jib sheets to prevent them from ever coming completely loose. 

“How many laps will one race be?” 

Quinn’s brow furrowed as she concentrated on looping the main halyard through a set of pulleys at the base of the mast. “Um...three laps.” 

“Yep. And how many races?” 

Quinn hauled briefly on the halyard, and the main sail rose smoothly up the mast for a few feet. Satisfied, she tied it off with a cleat hitch. 

“Six total, but only five count.” She turned to Corrie. “Will we sail in all six?” 

Corrie shrugged. “What do you think we should do?” 

Quinn mulled over the question as she double-checked the outhaul and the tightness of the boom vang. “I guess we should probably sail the fi rst five as hard as we can, obviously. And then, if we’re not happy, we should do the last one.” 

“Sounds like a plan.” Corrie stepped back from the boat, looked it over, and nodded. 

“Rigged to perfection.” When Quinn joined her just off the port side, she indicated the small sail wrapped in multicolored line that waited on the ground. Beside it waited a thin, three-foot long pole that boasted what looked like some sort of clipping mechanism on each end. 

“This,” Corrie began, bending to pick up both objects, “is the spinnaker and the spinnaker pole. Did you get a chance to read about it, at all?” 

“A little,” said Quinn, reaching out to take a corner of the sail and run it between her index fi nger and thumb. “It’s made out of the same stuff as a parachute, right?” 

“Which is why it’s also called the chute, yeah.” 

“And  you  only  put  it  up  when  you’re  on  a reach or running with the wind?” 

“Exactly.” Corrie began to unwind the line from around the sail. “The chute is the most finicky sail in the biz, no matter what boat you’re sailing. It’s hard to trim, but if you get it working right, your craft will just soar. This baby fills up with wind and essentially pulls us along, so fast that we’ll actually start planing over the waves.” She smiled brilliantly. “And let me tell you just what a rush that is –the bow lifts up out of the water and it’s practically like fl ying.” 

Quinn was mesmerized. The way Corrie’s face lit up when she was completely absorbed in the joys of sailing was, well, it was beautiful. 

 Oh, stop it, Quinn immediately chastised herself.  Focus, idiot. This is important!  “And it’ll be my job to keep it under control?” she asked. 

Corrie ran her fingers along the edges of the sail as she focused on Quinn. “From the time we round that windward mark, up until the time we start to round the leeward mark, the only thing you’ll be thinking about is how to keep the spinnaker filled with air.” 

Quinn felt her stomach drop into her aqua shoes.  Can I really do this? Corrie keeps saying it’s not a big deal, and on one level she means it, but...  Quinn couldn’t deny that she wanted to defeat Will and Denise out there on the water, almost as much as she knew Corrie did. For some reason, the regatta had become very important within the past week.  I will not let her down.  

Straightening her shoulders, Quinn stuffed her self-doubt into a dark corner of her brain and mentally slammed the door on it. She nodded sharply to Corrie. “All right, then. Show me how to set this thing up.” 

For the next hour, Corrie explained and demonstrated the mechanics of flying a spinnaker. She taught Quinn to rig it properly and showed her just how bad it would be if it were to become entangled with the jib or the main. 

She described in careful detail the processes of raising and dousing the spinnaker, emphasiz-ing the need for smooth, efficient movements in order to keep the boat steady and sailing as quickly as possible. And last of all, she demonstrated the art of “jibing the pole,” during which process Quinn would have to quickly detach the spinnaker from its pole, switch the pole to the opposite side of the mast, and reattach the sail while Corrie jibed the boat. 

“Ready to get this thing in the water?” Corrie asked fi nally, as Quinn wiped the sweat out of her eyes from her efforts during their practice jibe. 

“Yes!” she said, eager to feel the cooling spray of the waves. “Defi nitely.” 

She grabbed the painter as Corrie pushed the boat down the ramp alongside the first pier and efficiently tied it off in an expert bowline knot. For a long moment, she stared at the length of line, and her lips curved in satisfaction.  Guess I really have learned something.  It was a good feeling. But then she remembered just how very much she still didn’t know and quickly slid into the boat to raise the mainsail and lower the centerboard. 

“Here’s the plan,” said Corrie as Quinn shoved them away from the dock and took her place on the windward gunwale. “Since the wind’s out of the northeast today, we’re going to practice sailing upwind for about half an hour, fast as we can, before turning around and raising the chute. We’ll do a bunch of jibes to get you familiar with how everything works. 

Sound okay?” 

“Yes,” Quinn called over the rush of the wind. They were sailing close-reached, and it was noisy. She hauled in on the jib until it stopped flapping and immediately hiked out as the boat began to heel. Beside her, Corrie was making adjustments to the traveler and the main sail. 

“Let’s go for a close haul!” she shouted after a few seconds. 

“Okay,” Quinn replied, pulling on the jib sheets once again. Corrie threw her weight out to starboard as the boat tried to tip over, and Quinn leaned back as far as she could, extending her body parallel over the water. Her stomach muscles groaned, but she ignored them. 

The wind was brisk against her cheeks, the salt water stung her chapped lips, and the heat of Corrie’s right arm burned against her left as they both strained to level out the boat. 

“Sweet breeze today!” Corrie grinned widely. She let loose with a loud war whoop, tightened the main sheet even further, and hiked out hard. 

They spent the next half hour tacking back and forth across the eye of the wind. Corrie couldn’t help but be impressed by how smoothly Quinn was moving. After only a week of serious work, she was already getting a feel for Corrie’s style of sailing.  And the way her T-shirt rides up so I can see some skin once in a while doesn’t hurt, either.  

In that instant of distraction, Corrie nearly lost control of the tiller and had to leap back inside the boat as it careened wildly toward starboard. Quinn pulled her body back in from the gunwale, her quad muscles working furiously to support her body weight. “What happened?” 

she shouted in concern. “Was that a knock that I didn’t see?” 

“No,” Corrie called back. “I just fucked up. 

Sorry.”  Focus, dammit!  Once the boat was back under control, she risked another brief glance at Quinn. “You ready to bear off and raise the chute?” 

Quinn took a deep breath and nodded before remembering that on a boat, every command had to be given and accepted vocally. 

“Ready,” she said firmly, despite the fact that her palms were sweating.  You can do this. You just went through it all on shore.  But, even she was experienced enough to know that drilling on land and performing on the water were like night and day. 

Corrie watched the emotions flicker over Quinn’s face, faster than the wind that drove their boat. She felt an abrupt surge of protectiveness. Quinn was trying so hard, learning so earnestly, and Corrie never wanted her to feel frustrated or anxious –especially about sailing. 

“Here we go,” she said. “Why don’t you get that pole up first, and then we’ll raise the chute.” 

“Okay.” Quinn moved as far toward the bow as she was able. Her hands fumbled as she clipped the pole into the topping lift and the mast before attaching its far end to the spinnaker guy. “Got it,” she said fi nally. 

“I’m gonna pop it.” Corrie shifted the main sheet to her tiller hand so that she could haul back on the spinnaker halyard. As the red and white chute rose into the air beyond the jib, it began to inflate and the boat jerked forward sharply. “Trim, trim!” Corrie shouted, cleating off the line and adjusting the boat so that it turned downwind. She threw her weight hard out to port as Quinn struggled to keep the spinnaker infl ated. 

“How am I doing?” Quinn called over her shoulder, never taking her eyes from the sail. 

“Beautiful,” Corrie said, referring as much to Quinn as to the puffy sail. “Feel how much faster we’re going?” 

Quinn looked back to inspect their boat’s wake, and her eyes widened at the churning waves. But, at that very moment, the wind shifted slightly and the starboard edge of the chute began to curl down toward the mast. 

“Watch it!” said Corrie, and Quinn immediately pulled in on the sheet so that the sail returned to maximum power. 

“Finicky is right!” she shouted over the rushing sounds of the wind and the water. Her eyes remained fixed on the chute, and Corrie watched approvingly as she played the line in and out, always testing. 

 Just like I showed her. Jeez, she’s a fast learner! 

“Let’s go for a jibe,” she said after another minute. “Remember, you pass the line back to me, jibe the pole, and then start trimming again.” 

“You’ll jibe the mainsail afterward?” 

“That’s right.” Corrie held the tiller extension between her legs, grasped the mainsheet tightly in her right hand, and took the line that Quinn offered in her left. Their fi ngers brushed fl eetingly before Quinn detached both ends of the pole. She managed to clip the pole back in to the opposite side of the line, but it took several precious seconds before she managed to close the other end over the ring in the mast. In the meantime, Corrie expertly flew the chute without the pole, trimming the main all the while and making small adjustments to the rudder by shifting her legs. When Quinn finally looked up from the pole, the sight of Corrie single-handing the boat made her catch her breath in awe. It was one thing to watch from far away as she controlled the boat alone, but another thing entirely to be right there with her. 

 How is she doing that? God, she’s good, and so intense –that sheer focus, not to mention strength. 

Quinn suddenly realized that she was standing in the bow gaping at Corrie when she should be taking back the spinnaker sheet and getting ready for the boat to jibe. “I’ve got it,” she said, covering her hand briefly as she took over the line. 

“Ready to jibe?” 

“Ready.” 

Quinn ducked as the boom sailed over her head, and she immediately sat down hard on the starboard gunwale. To her credit, the chute remained inflated. She tucked her feet under the hiking strap as Corrie adjusted their sail position. “That’s tough! How long does it take the Olympians to jibe the pole?” 

Corrie grinned in her direction. “About fi ve seconds.” 

Quinn’s jaw dropped, and in that split second of inattention, the chute began to curl in again. “That’s incredible,” she said once she had everything back under control. 

“It is. But don’t worry about speed for now. 

Just try to make the motion as smooth as you can.” Corrie shifted the mainsheet into her tiller hand so that she could reach forward to gently clasp Quinn’s shoulder. “You did a great job, that time. Most people have a lot more trouble than that.” 

Quinn leaned out as a small puff of wind hit their sails, then hiked back in once it had passed. The spinnaker line pulled against her gloved  fingers, as though the sail were a race-horse chomping at the bit. “I can do better, Skipper,” she said. “Let’s try it again.” 

Corrie squeezed Quinn’s shoulder once more before settling back into the boat and returning the tiller to its position between her knees. “Aye aye, matey. Prepare to jibe!” 

Over an hour later, Corrie and Quinn trudged wearily up from the shoreline, their arms burdened with sails and lifejackets. “Well, I’m beat,” Corrie said as they turned toward the shed. She rolled her shoulders. “Do you have lots of studying to do tonight?” She had learned right away that Quinn usually spent her morn-ings and evenings studying for her exam in late August. 

“Mmm,” said Quinn. She licked her salty lips, wishing for nothing more than a bottom-less glass of water and a long, cool shower. 

“Large animal anatomy review.” 

“Large animals?” Corrie asked, shouldering open the door and holding it as Quinn brushed past her. “Like...cows?” 

Quinn laughed tiredly. “Yep, like cows.” 

“There you are!” Jen hailed them from behind the desk. “Mars, the harbormaster called for you. Something about negotiating mooring fees for the regatta...” she trailed off and arched her eyebrows. 

Corrie tossed her pile of equipment onto the desk and scrubbed her palms over her face. “He wants to charge us an arm and a leg, but I’m not gonna let him.” She sighed heavily. “No rest for the weary.” 

“You guys look wiped,” Jen said as Quinn set down her own equipment with a matching sigh. “Go home. I’ll take care of this stuff.” 

“I owe you,” said Corrie gratefully, turning back toward the door. 



“You better believe you do!” Jen’s sassy reply followed them out into cooling air. High cirrus clouds feathered the western sky, and Corrie tilted her head back to enjoy the caress of the breeze against her sweaty face. 

“Hi ya, sis.” Will’s all too familiar voice immediately forced Corrie back down to earth. He stood a few feet away, a short windsurfer board tucked under one arm. The sun lit up his face and cast a long shadow  

behind him on the sand. 

“Will.” She nodded coolly. 

“What’cha been up to?” 

“Just out for a sail with Quinn.” Corrie very deliberately brushed Quinn’s shoulder with her own. “Quinn, my brother, Will.” As they shook hands, Corrie watched Quinn’s face. Her expression was measuring, somehow. Evaluative. 

And she wasn’t acting shy in the slightest.  Almost seems like she wants to protect me.  

“Sweet day out there, huh?” Will asked, clearly in the mood to chat. 



“It was, yes,” said Quinn briskly. “A good day to practice racing.” 

Corrie blinked in surprise at Quinn’s subtle trash talking.  Way to throw down!  Of course, that had probably gone right over Will’s head. Still, Corrie felt pleased at Quinn’s defensiveness. 

She grinned and jerked her head toward the boathouse. “I’ve got to get back to the office,” 

she said. 

“I’m walking your way,” Quinn answered. 

“Have a good one, ladies,” said Will as he strutted toward the shed. 

“Cocky bastard, isn’t he?” Corrie rubbed the back of her neck with one hand. She always got tense when he was around. Not even Quinn going to bat for her could change that. 

“I did get that impression,” Quinn agreed. 

Her eyes narrowed slightly. “But we’ll beat him.” 

“I hope you’re right, I really do.” 

They paused in front of the boathouse door where they would part ways, and not for the fi rst time, Corrie had to forcibly restrain herself from leaning in to claim a kiss from Quinn. 

 Don’t rush her, you ass. You know she wants you. 

 It’s just a matter of time.  Why the hell was patience so damn hard? 

“Have a good night.” Quinn’s words were accompanied by a sweet smile. 

“You, too,” was all Corrie said. And then she turned around, pushed open the door, and forced herself not to look back. 

Quinn was early for the next day’s lesson –

so early, in fact, that she found Corrie taking an impromptu nap on her desk. Long, blonde hair cascaded over her folded arms to fan out on the unusually clean surface, and Quinn spent several seconds watching the slow rise and fall of Corrie’s hunched shoulders as she inhaled and exhaled deeply.  Wish I could see her face, she thought idly.  I bet she’d look so innocent asleep. 

 And young.  

She took a few steps forward, until she was close enough to reach out and lightly touch the top of Corrie’s head. “Wake up, Mars.” The golden hair was soft between her fingers as she stroked gently.  Just like I imagined it. 

Corrie shifted beneath her hand and inhaled noisily. She raised her face toward Quinn, her eyes blinking repeatedly as though in disbelief that it could possibly be the right time for alertness. 

“Wh...what happened?” Corrie’s voice was low and gravelly, and Quinn barely stopped herself from thinking about what it might be like to wake up to that sound. Barely. 

“You must have fallen asleep,” she said. 

“It’s nearly fi ve o’clock.” 

Corrie yawned and leaned back in her chair as her entire body vibrated in a long stretch. 

“Oh, man,” she replied. “Sorry ’bout that! 

Thanks for waking me up.” She rubbed her eyes and looked dazedly up at Quinn. A second later, she frowned. “You look tired.” 

Quinn took a step back and laughed. “And you don’t?” 



Corrie  flushed but held her ground. “Did you sleep okay last night?” 

Quinn shrugged. “As a matter of fact, I didn’t.” She grinned sheepishly. “I know this is ridiculous, but I dreamt about jibing the pole for hours.” 

“Really?” Corrie shook her head. “That’s pretty crazy.” 

“At least I’ve been visualizing,” said Quinn. 

“I’ve heard that can be very valuable for athletes.” She paused for a silent moment, during which Corrie simply continued to blink sleepily up at her. “So,” she finally broke the spell. 

“More chute practice today, right?” 

Corrie finally got to her feet, palms pressing down hard against the desk. She stretched again, and Quinn’s gaze traveled down her long torso to pause at the narrow sliver of tan abdominal muscles revealed by the sensuous movement.  She’s just as sexy now as when she’s wearing only that damn sports bra, Quinn realized, before her rational brain was able to shove the thought way back into the appropriate dark, dank, cobwebby corner of her mind. It was getting positively crowded in there. 

“How about...” Corrie began slowly. “What if we scrap practice today?” When Quinn’s eyebrows tried to climb into her hairline, Corrie smiled. “I’m exhausted. So are you. And you’re clearly stressed about the chute. Otherwise you wouldn’t have been dreaming about it.” She paused briefly, but when Quinn just stood still and waited, Corrie decided to go for the gold. 

“So let’s take a break today, and instead of sailing, we can grab a pizza and then watch Wind  at  my  place.  It’s  this  movie  about  the America’s Cup, and there’s lots of sailing in it, and it’s a romance too, I guess –” Realizing that she was babbling, Corrie fell silent and stared across the width of her desk at Quinn, who, she suddenly realized, was nodding. 

“That sounds wonderful,” Quinn replied, ignoring the clamor of her psyche’s warning bells.   Oh, shut up, we can watch a film together without me jumping into bed with her.  She looked down at the scuffed floor, then back up at Corrie. “I guess I could use a day off, to be honest.” 

Her embarrassed admission was enough to galvanize Corrie into action. “No shame in that. 

We’ve been working hard.” She picked up the phone and started dialing. “I’ll take care of the pizza –pepperoni?” When Quinn nodded, Corrie dialed swiftly and placed the order. 

“I have my car today,” Quinn said as soon as she hung up. “It’s out in the lot.” 

“Great, and I have the movie at the house.” 

Corrie sidestepped the desk as she began to collect the belongings she wanted to take home. 

“Pizza will be ready in fifteen, they say.” 

Quinn shouldered her backpack. “Thanks for the break, Skipper.” 

Just over twenty minutes later, Quinn pulled into Corrie’s driveway and cut the engine. Corrie jumped out and opened the back passenger’s side door for Frog, who bounded happily around the border of his property before pranc-ing eagerly alongside Corrie as she unlocked the front door. 

“He has so much energy,” said Quinn, leaning down to pat the top of his sleek head. “Like mother, like child?” 

Corrie scoffed and pushed the door open. 

“Like I have so much energy. Don’t forget who you found asleep today.” 

“That was a fluke.” Quinn carried the warm pizza through the door, down the narrow hall, and  finally deposited it on one of the kitchen counters. 

“What do you want to drink?” asked Corrie, opening the fridge and peering inside. “I still have a bunch of wine coolers from –” 

Corrie abruptly cut off, but Quinn knew what she had been going to say.   From when you were here for dinner. From when you let me kiss you.  She opened the pizza box and reached up for two plates, even as heat blossomed beneath her skin at the memory. “A wine cooler sounds great,” Quinn said. Her voice didn’t tremble, but the plates clattered together slightly in her hand. 

When she turned around, Corrie handed her a bottle. She looked curious, and perhaps even a little nervous, as if she was concerned by how Quinn would react to the memory. 

“Thanks.” Quinn grinned up at her. “I’ll never understand why you like that stuff,” she said wryly, gesturing at Corrie’s beer. “At least this is nice and sweet.” 

To Quinn’s relief, Corrie rose to the bait and the awkwardness disappeared. “Are you kidding me?  That tastes like cough syrup.” She raised her bottle and sipped, then rolled her neck back in satisfaction. “This is fantastic –light and smooth and –” 

“Yuck,” Quinn said decisively. “And abso-lute yuck.” She held out a plate to Corrie. 

“Since we’re never going to agree, let’s just watch this movie, already.” 

“Now who’s the drill sergeant?” Corrie muttered as she followed Quinn into the den. 



Quinn settled down on the couch, while Corrie fiddled with the DVD player before sprawling on the floor at her feet. 

The  film began with a sailing action sequence, and Quinn found herself peppering Corrie with so many questions that it soon became necessary to pause the DVD at regular in-tervals so that she could adequately explain what they were seeing. Despite the fact that her body was tired and sore from yesterday’s exertion, she found herself exhilarated by the racing scenes.  I really  do  love this sport, she realized. 

“See how they’re using trapezes there?” 

Corrie asked several minutes later, as the film segued into a shot of the two protagonists on a smaller boat. Their bodies were completely extended, so that only the balls of their feet rested on the gunwales. Corrie paused the disc and pointed out their harnesses and the trapeze lines. She looked over at Quinn and quirked a grin. “The 470 is rigged for trap, you know,” 

she said. “We’ll start working on that next week.” 

Quinn nodded enthusiastically until a horri-fying thought suddenly froze her in her seat. 

“But...well, you don’t trapeze like that  and trim the spinnaker at the same time. Do you?” 

Corrie’s eyes widened. “’Course! It’s the toughest thing you’ll ever do in your whole life, but it’s so much fun, and the boat really fl ies on days when that’s –” 

“Nuh-uh, no,” said Quinn, shaking her head. “No way. I  cannot  do that.” 

Corrie reached out to touch Quinn’s knee, rubbing circles against her skin as she spoke. 

“Sure you can. Plenty of people have learned. 

And besides, I have complete faith in you.” 

Quinn blinked. She knew she should tell Corrie to take her hand away, but the warmth of her touch was irresistible. “Why?” 

Corrie frowned as she realized that she really did mean it. “Because you’ve never given me a reason not to,” she said finally, looking up to meet Quinn’s curious gaze. “Because I see you out there every day, trying for all you’re worth to get years of sailing experience in a matter of weeks.” Suddenly uncomfortable with how downright mushy she was sounding, Corrie tried to shrug nonchalantly. “I mean, sure, you’ll end up in the drink a whole bunch as soon as we start practicing that combination. 

But I  know you’re capable.” 

Quinn couldn’t think of anything to say to that, so fi nally she nodded and indicated the remote. “C’mon, I want to see if they win.” Corrie took her hand off Quinn’s knee in order to press Play, and Quinn tried not to think about just how much she missed the warm pressure of her palm. 

As it turned out, the main characters merrily capsized into the ocean only a few seconds later, but at least they were joking around about it.  Humor is the missing link, Quinn decided.  No matter what happens when we’re out there racing, I should be able to laugh. But how am I supposed to do that, when making a wrong move might mean that they beat us?  

Fortunately, that particular line of thought was interrupted a few minutes later as the male and female leads made their way below decks on one of the larger boats. The flirting and fore-play were unmistakable, and Quinn couldn’t resist shoving Corrie’s right shoulder with one bare foot. 

“So,” she asked mischievously, hoping to regain their previous lighter mood. “Have you ever done that?” 

Corrie turned toward her with a skeptical expression. “Have I ever had sex in an America’s Cup boat?” She shook her head ada-mantly. “No.” 

“Do you think it would be comfortable?” A distant part of Quinn wondered where in the hell these questions were coming from. She tilted her wine cooler up to her lips, only to discover that the bottle was empty.  Ah, she thought.  I must be just the tiniest bit buzzed.  

Corrie, who was now grinning at her 



widely, jerked her head toward the bottle. “Bit of a lightweight, are we?” 

“I am  not,” said Quinn. She didn’t  feel buzzed, just nice and relaxed. Quite the pleasant sensation, really. “And you didn’t answer my question.” 

Corrie rolled her eyes. “No, I don’t think it would be comfortable.” She waited for a beat before adding, “But then again, sometimes comfort isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.” 

Quinn chewed on that enigmatic statement for a moment. Corrie could practically hear the wheels spinning in her head.  I’ll fuck you on any boat you like, Quinn. Just name it.  

“Interesting,” Quinn said fi nally. 

Corrie could tell she was trying to play it cool. It was cute. She gestured toward the television. “Too bad they don’t show more of the scene. Maybe we could get some ideas.” She waggled her eyebrows. 

Quinn blushed but held her ground. 

“They’re straight. I’ll pass.” 



Corrie laughed. “Good point. Now shut up and watch the movie.” 

They bantered back and forth throughout the rest of the fi lm, and Quinn even found herself cheering for the American boat at the end. 

When the credits finally rolled, she got up stiffly from the couch, grabbed Corrie’s plate, and made her way into the kitchen to put both plates in the sink. When she returned, Corrie was watching her critically. 

“You sore?” 

“A little bit,” Quinn replied. “Quads and shoulders, mostly.” 

Corrie got to her feet and gestured toward the space in front of the couch. “I’ll give you a massage, if you want.” At Quinn’s surprised look, she rolled her eyes. “Just a shoulder massage, I promise.” She waited for a beat before winking. “Unless you’d rather –” 

“That sounds great,” Quinn interrupted, blushing slightly. She sat down with her back to the couch, feeling Corrie settle above and behind her on the cushions. When gentle fingers began rubbing in circles at the junction of her neck and shoulders, she exhaled slowly. 

“Let me know if I’m doing this too hard.” As Corrie spoke, her lips brushed Quinn’s right ear, and she barely managed to suppress a shudder. 

“Okay,” Quinn said, allowing her head to sink down until her chin pressed lightly against her sternum. Corrie’s fi ngers were soft but also firm, and Quinn gradually relaxed. It was so easy to close her eyes and drift under Corrie’s touch –to be comforted by the gentle strokes of her fingertips as she worked across the nape of Quinn’s neck, slowly progressing down toward her triceps and biceps. 

Corrie felt Quinn melt into her hands, against her legs, as the tension began to drain from her body. She felt good –so soft, so warm. 

Corrie was about to place a light kiss on a small sunburned patch of skin on Quinn’s left shoulder before she caught herself.  Dammit!  If she hadn’t been trying to make this relationship thing happen, no power on earth could have stopped her from laying on the seduction, right then and there. 

Suddenly, she could see exactly what she was doing, as though she were a voyeur at the window.  Leading you on. Using you.  Disgusted with herself, she bit her lower lip and backed off.  Why are you trusting me, Quinn? You really shouldn’t. And what kind of monster am I to be treating you like this?  

When Corrie finally stopped touching her, Quinn had no idea whether she’d been sitting still for minutes or hours, her body was so suffused with lassitude. “Mmm,” she said, raising her head with difficulty. “Thank you. You’re very good at that.” Instead of shifting away, she let her cheek rest lightly against the outside of Corrie’s leg. 

 But she loves it, Corrie realized.   Look how much she loves it. She’s craving this, the attention I’m giving. Hell, I’m making her dreams come true.  



“Not a problem,” she replied softly. “You were pretty tense.” She reached out with one hand to lightly massage Quinn’s scalp. Quinn’s answering moan made Corrie’s pulse jump, and she shifted slightly on the couch.  Fucking hell. If I push her now she’ll freak, and if I don’t get off soon, I’m gonna explode!  

But asking Quinn to please leave so she could have some one-onone time with her right hand was hardly an option. She didn’t want to push Quinn away, either, especially since she felt so damn good.  But if we keep up this cuddling business, I’m going to lose it.  

Quinn hummed, her breath blowing lightly over Corrie’s kneecap. “It’s getting late and I know you’re tired. I should go.” 

“No, don’t.” The words were out before she could stop them. Quinn pulled away and looked up at Corrie apprehensively. “I mean,” 

said Corrie, “uh, that I have a guest room that you can stay in. You’re tired too, after all.” 

Quinn blinked, considering her options. 



 Stay, stay, stay,  her body clamored, wishing for nothing more than a soft bed and a dreamless sleep.  Go, go, go urged her brain, discomfited by Corrie’s closeness and her own visceral reaction to it. 

“I’ll make you an omelet in the morning.” 

Corrie was liking this idea more and more. It would fool Quinn into thinking that she wasn’t just a sex fiend. “And Frog will sleep at the foot of your bed, if you let him.” 

Quinn’s face lit up. “All right,” she said. “I’ll stay. Thank you.” 

“Not a problem. Let me show you your room.” 

Once she was certain that Quinn had everything she needed, Corrie left the guest room and returned to the kitchen to clean up. She found herself humming as she loaded the dishwasher, and grinned sheepishly at herself in the hall mirror as she finally returned to the second fl oor. It felt nice, somehow, to have another person in the house, just  being  –even if the fact that they weren’t fucking was simultaneously threatening to drive her through the roof.  What the hell is going on with me?  

She paused outside the guest room and heard the slight jingle of Frog’s collar.  Lucky dog. “Good night, Quinn,” she called.  What are you wearing to bed? Nothing? Doubtful. Just your T-shirt, or...  

Her cheerful mood evaporated as she suddenly considered pushing the door open. It would be so easy to step inside the room, pin Quinn to the bed, and kiss her until she stopped protesting.  I could make her want me enough.  I could make her give in. It’d be so easy.  With an effort, Corrie shook her head and backed away. 

These mood swings were getting way out of control. 

“Good night, Corrie,” said Quinn, her voice muffl ed by the door. “Thanks again.” 

Corrie felt a hot trickle of shame run up her neck and into her cheeks.  Thanks. She said thanks. And you were seriously contemplating going in there and making it so she wouldn’t want to say no. Turning away before her mind could change again, she went to her bedroom, closed the door, and threw herself down on the bed. 

 Damn you, Denise, she cursed silently.  If I’d never met you, I wouldn’t be like this.  

In the past, these bouts of self-chastisement had often lasted for hours. Mercifully, the fa-tigue of the past few days claimed her almost immediately. 

Just a few minutes after nine o’clock, Quinn let herself into the apartment as quietly as she was able, only to find Drew sitting in the kitchen and drinking a cup of coffee. His injured leg, still in a brace, stretched out perpendicular to the table. At her entrance, he quickly turned toward the door. 

“Out all night, Quinnie Quinn Quinn?” He waggled his eyebrows. “Where have you been, huh?” 

“Hush, you,” she said, shutting the door further behind her. “I just spent the night at Corrie’s, that’s all.” 

Drew bolted up from the table so quickly that his coffee sloshed over the top of the mug. 

“You did  what? Oh  no, I should have known she’d try something like –” 

“Drew!” Quinn said sharply. When he 

stopped his tirade, she pointed at his vacated chair. “Sit down.” 

He did as she told him, though his fingers twitched spasmodically against the armrests of his chair. “Now listen to me. I spent the night in Corrie’s   guest room, because I was too tired to drive home. I didn’t…I really don’t appreciate you leaping to conclusions like that.” 

Drew looked embarrassed and opened his mouth, but Quinn forestalled him with one raised hand. “And I’m perfectly capable of taking care of myself, so will you stop worrying?” 

“You don’t understand,” he said. “She’ll want you one minute, and the next minute you’ll just be her friend. She’s more than a little bit predatory, Quinn, and I don’t want her to hurt you.” 

Quinn stood still for several seconds, considering Corrie’s demeanor over the past several weeks. Predatory? Sometimes. But mean? 

Never. Quinn felt certain that Drew was only seeing the surface image willingly projected by Corrie to the rest of the world. Arrogant, sexy, and casual –fun, but slightly dangerous –yes, Corrie was all of those things. But, she was also vulnerable and gentle and hurting and compas-sionate. Quinn felt the ghostly echo of Corrie’s fi ngers against the back of her neck, and in that moment she felt very strongly that she was privileged to see further beneath the surface than perhaps anyone had before.  Maybe I’m just naïve. But you know what? I don’t care.  

She squeezed his shoulder lightly. “You don’t know everything about her,” she said. 

“So don’t you go judging, okay?” 

Drew sighed. “Okay, okay. Sorry. I just overreacted.” 

“Besides,” said Quinn, hoping she wouldn’t blush, “it’s not like that at all. We’re just friends.” Quickly, she turned toward her bedroom. Drew knew her too well. If he saw her face, he’d realize she was lying. 

Because we’re not just friends, Quinn finally dared to think. She wants more...and so do I. 



LIGHT AND VARIABLE  

Corrie shoved her keys in her pocket with one hand and slid open the bottom drawer of her desk with the other. She bent closer to inspect the row of videotapes before finally selecting two from near the front. When she straightened up, Jen was lounging in the doorway. 

“Did you finally manage to kick that motorboat off the pier?” She shook her head in disgust. “Those idiots looked like they were giving you a hard time.” 

Corrie grimaced. “Apparently, Will told his frat boy friends that they could park at the dock for as long as they wanted. Or so they said, anyway.” She moved out from behind the desk, then leaned against it. “They were sloshed. I made them leave and then called the sheriff.” 

Jen grinned. “Excellent.” She gestured toward the tapes in Corrie’s hand. “What’re those for?” 



“Footage from old regattas. I want Quinn to see what some real races look like so we can start simulating them.” 

Jen looked at Corrie skeptically. “Isn’t it a little soon for that? You guys have only been practicing for what, two weeks?” 

“We’ve got to pack in a lot if we want to do well.”  If we want to beat them.  

Jen cocked her head. “And that’s the point, here? Doing well?” 

Corrie huffed a sigh. “Don’t give me that. 

Quinn is into this. She wants to learn, so I’m going to teach her.” 

Jen cocked one eyebrow. “And is sailing the only thing you’re ‘teaching’ her?” 

“Very funny, ha ha.” Corrie rolled her eyes at the innuendo. 

“That’s not an answer.” 

“It’s none of your business!” 

“Ooh,” said Jen. “This is serious.” 

Corrie shrugged, knowing that Jen would read into her nonchalance. “I like her.” 



“You  like her?” 

“Yeah. She’s nice. She’s fun. I enjoy spending time with her.” Corrie very nearly had to bite her lower lip to stave off laughter. Jen’s face was priceless. Her eyes were practically bugging out of her head.  This will be all over the boathouse by tomorrow morning,  she thought smugly. The more  real she and Quinn looked, the better. But, then the guilt stirred in her gut, hot and sharp.  It’s not like I’m lying, either. I do like her, and  – 

“Are you telling me,” said Jen, “that the no-toriously untamable Corrie Marsten is finally thinking of settling down with someone for more than one night?” 

Corrie shrugged again, hoping her conscience would get the message. “Maybe. We’ll see.” She deliberately glanced down at her watch. “I’ve got to get going. I don’t want to be late.” 

“Corrie’s got a da-ate. This is unbelievable!” 

“Yeah, yeah.” She gestured for Jen to proceed out the door before her. “No need to sing about it.” 

“Are you kidding me? I think I may write an entire musical about this!” 

Corrie looked at her sternly. She had to at least make it look like she didn’t want the ru-mor afloat after all. “Vetoed. Period.” 

Jen smiled sweetly, fluttered her eyelashes, and began buffi ng her nails against the shoulder of her T-shirt. She didn’t move. “What incentive will you give me to keep quiet?” 

Corrie folded her arms under her breasts. 

Two could play at this game. “I won’t tell Drew that you’re crushing on him.” 

Jen’s eyes widened in surprise. “What?” 

“You’ve been spending a lot of time with him lately.” Even as Corrie smirked, she watched Jen closely, hoping to discover whether what she suspected was true. 

“He just feels left out, you know, since eve-rybody is sailing except him.” Jen was clearly backpedaling. “And me.” 



Corrie winked. “Of course.” She felt another stab of guilt, though, at the memory of going home with him a few weeks ago.  You’ve gotta tell me these things, kiddo,  she thought uneasily. 

She gestured toward the door. “Shall we?” 

Jen cleared her throat and promptly 

changed the subject. “So hey,” she said as they walked down the hallway, “you should bring Quinn along to Block Island.” 

Corrie raised her eyebrows, realizing that in the chaos of organizing the regatta, she’d forgotten all about the instructors’ annual weekend trip across the Sound to Block Island.  Next weekend, already.  “You know, maybe I will.” 

“Brad says he’s going to beat you there this year, FYI. He’s been talking a lot of smack whenever you haven’t been around.” 

Corrie shook her head. “What a crock of shit! I guarantee he’ll be riding my wake into New Harbor.” 

“I’ll be sure to tell him you said so,” said Jen, laughing. She stopped just inside the front door. “You have a good night, now. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.” 

Corrie just rolled her eyes once more in Jen’s direction before shouldering her way through the door and into the warm, moist air of the early evening. 

Quinn surveyed the shirts hanging in her closet, nibbling absently at her bottom lip as she tried to figure out what to wear. The short-sleeved pink Oxford was too baggy, and the white tank all by itself felt far too revealing. She took a step back and ran her fi ngers through her hair, pausing briefly to work through a tangle. 

“This is ridiculous. We’re having Chinese food and watching old sailing videos. It does not matter what shirt I wear.” 

Except that it did matter, for some reason that Quinn truly did not wish to examine very closely, and Corrie would be ringing the doorbell any minute, and if she didn’t have any shirt on at all –. Quinn couldn’t suppress a hysteria-tinged giggle as she considered the conse-quences of greeting Corrie in her bra. 

 Focus, focus, focus, she told herself, returning her attention to the closet.  Not that one...no, and not that one either...and  defi nitely  not that one!  

Her hand abruptly fell on a black, three-quarters-sleeved top that her mother had bought her during a spring visit last year. 

Quinn had never worn it anywhere but in the dressing room. She’d proclaimed it far too tight, but her mother had insisted that the shirt would act as incentive for Quinn to drop a few pounds. 

Quinn started to put it back but found herself pulling it off the hanger instead. The shirt was surprisingly comfortable, despite its snug fit. And yes, it accentuated the fullness of her torso, but...  Corrie likes my curves,  she reminded herself shyly.  And it sure looks a lot nicer than the grubby T-shirts I’ve been wearing to practice in for the past two weeks.  

The doorbell rang. Quinn’s reflection stared back at her with wide eyes. “Choice made,” she said, before moving quickly toward the door. 

Corrie stood on the other side, holding two videotapes in one hand and a bag from China Express in the other. Quinn sniffed appreciatively. “That smells really good.” 

Corrie swallowed hard, her eyes roving up and down Quinn’s torso.  Oh man. I’m gonna have trouble tonight!  She very nearly made a flirtatious repartee out of habit but quickly suppressed the impulse and followed Quinn inside. “One order of orange chicken and one General Tso’s. Did I do okay?” 

“That sounds great.” Quinn stood on her tiptoes to grab plates from a cupboard. “I bought some beer for you,” she said. “It’s in the fridge. I hope it’s a kind you like.” 

Corrie set down the food and opened the refrigerator. A six-pack of Miller Lite lay on its side on the second shelf, and she grinned at Quinn’s thoughtfulness. “Aw, thanks,” she said. “That’s really sweet.” 

A few minutes later, they were settled in front of the television, their plates heaped with food. Corrie watched Quinn as she fumbled with the remote. That clinging black shirt was only reawakening her memory of just how heavy and full Quinn’s breasts had felt in her hands.  Cut it out, she told her simmering body. 

“I...um, I like your shirt,” she said lamely. 

“Is it new?” 

“Sort of.” Quinn twisted around to face her, and Corrie was pretty sure she was blushing. 

“So, these videos, they’re tapes of past regattas?” 

Corrie, who had already begun to shovel food into her mouth, nodded and rapidly swallowed. “The one we’ve got in right now is last year’s Invitational, over in Newport. Same kind of course as we’ll sail in a few weeks.” She wiped her mouth, took a swig of beer, and gestured to where over a hundred boats were mill-ing together near the starting line. “The first challenge of any race is actually the start. With so many boats, it’s tough to get in good position for the upwind leg  



toward the windward buoy.” 

“I can see that,” said Quinn, her eyes wide. 

“It’s important for both of us to watch for holes –gaps that open up between boats. Often, you can take advantage of a hole to gain a better angle of approach.” 

“Okay.” Quinn nodded. “I think I understand. It’s the same principle as in horse racing; I read all of the  Black Stallion books as a kid. Except that horses don’t need to tack.” When Corrie laughed, Quinn grinned back. 

“A good start is important,” Corrie said as the gun was fi red and the boats began to head upwind, “but it isn’t everything. No matter where we are in the pack, as soon as we cross that line, the goal is to keep the boat as tight and as steady as possible.” She glanced over at Quinn. “You’re already good at the upwind leg, so I wouldn’t worry too much. Just do what you’ve been doing.” 

“It’s the spinnaker that still has me worried.”  If I do something wrong and we broach in a race, we’ll lose for sure!  

“Watch the raise,” said Corrie, pointing at the leaders as they rounded the windward mark. One after another, their spinnakers popped open for the first reach to the jibe buoy. 

“You know exactly what they’re doing,” she continued, her voice low and almost hypnotic. 

“You’ve done it all week. It’s the best feeling, isn’t it? When the chute pops and the boat just goes, like it’s actually alive.” 

Quinn was smiling again. How could she not in the presence of that much joy, that much passion? She could see it on Corrie’s face, hear it in her voice. Intensity, obsession, focus. And above all, love. “Yeah,” she said. “Yes, it is.” 

“And now the tough part,” Corrie narrated. 

“Jibing the pole. Remember, whenever we round one of the jibe marks, don’t you worry about the chute at all. I’ll have it in my hand, and I swear I’ll keep it full. Just get that pole switched as smoothly as you can. Okay?” 

Quinn swallowed and nodded, her eyes still intent on the television where the sailors in the video were struggling to do what Corrie had just described. One boat’s spinnaker nearly landed in the water as the skipper and crew lurched around the buoy.  That will not be us. 

 We’re not even going to break stride. No way. 

When she realized that her palms were sweating, Quinn rubbed them against her shorts. 

“Make sure you eat, too,” said Corrie, jab-bing her fork toward Quinn’s untouched plate. 

“You’ll bonk at practice tomorrow for sure if you don’t eat.” 

“Bonk, huh?” 

Corrie looked affronted. “Hey now, that’s accepted sports lingo.” 

“Yes, Skipper,” Quinn said demurely. 

Corrie sat back against the couch, a smug grin curving her lips. “I could get used to hearing that more often.” 

This time, Quinn noticed the way that Corrie’s gaze lingered over her breasts. She turned her face toward the television in an effort to hide the color she could feel creeping across the bridge of her nose.  God, it feels so good when she looks at me like that. Too good. “Don’t count on it.” 

They went systematically through the tapes that Corrie had brought. Sometimes they simply watched the races. Other times, Corrie pointed out and explained certain strategies or mistakes. By the time the last race had given way to the empty blue screen, the sky outside was completely dark, and the crickets were enthusiastically putting on a symphony. 

Corrie leaned back and stared up at the ceiling. Do we really have a chance? A might-have-been and a novice against two former Olympians? 

“You know what’s weird?” Quinn’s voice cut through her nervous introspection, and Corrie returned her gaze from the ceiling to fi nd Quinn sitting Indian-style with her back to the television. Her left knee was almost touching Corrie’s right thigh. 

“What?” 



“I’ve been sailing with you every day for two weeks now. We’ve been working hard, and I’ve been sore sometimes, and tired, but...” She shrugged as her voice trailed off. Corrie had no idea what she was trying to say, but since it was clearly something difficult, she nodded encour-agingly. 

“But I still weigh the same as I did before we started training,” Quinn finished all in a rush. 

She risked a quick glance at Corrie before looking down at her knees. “Why is that, do you think?” 

Corrie took a deep breath, all thoughts of the race disappearing.  Careful, now, she told herself. 

Quinn’s weight was a sore subject, and it would be easy to say the wrong thing. Or to say the right thing the wrong way. “Well,” she began cautiously, “for one thing, muscle weighs more than fat. You’ve been building a good bit of muscle. Hell, just look at your arms now, and that muscle is heavy.” 

Corrie paused to gauge Quinn’s reaction.  So vulnerable.  The thought suddenly made her want to feel Quinn’s deliciously soft body yielding beneath hers, and she grabbed hold of the couch to keep herself from reaching out. 

“For another thing,” she said after she had cleared her throat, “I’m a firm believer that each body has a weight –or really, a weight range –

that it  wants  to  be  at.  Some  people  naturally gravitate toward a skinnier physique.” 

She shrugged and looked down at herself, picturing her own small breasts and flat stomach under her burgundy polo shirt. “People like me, I guess. I eat like a horse, but it doesn’t really make a difference. For you...” Corrie spread her hands out in front of her, palms up. 

“Your body is naturally lush, Quinn. You could become a waif if you went crazy and ate nothing and ran ten miles a day, but I’m willing to bet that’d be unhealthy.” 

She stopped talking then, and looked down at the raggedy edges of her jeans shorts.  I said too much, she realized, when Quinn didn’t immediately respond.  Dammit, I am really not cut out for this relationship business!  She was on the verge of opening her mouth to try to clarify, when she felt the gentle pressure of Quinn’s fingers on her forearm.  So warm. 

“You didn’t just say those things to be nice, did you?” Quinn’s voice was soft. 

Corrie scoffed and reached for her beer, trying not to reveal just how pleased she was that Quinn wasn’t upset with her, and that the scoop neck of Quinn’s top had dipped enough to reveal the slightest hint of pale cleavage. “All this time, and you still don’t trust me?” 

“You   have  dunked  me  in  the  water  on  several occasions recently.” 

“You dunked yourself!” Corrie’s voice rose in mock outrage. “Is it my fault that you and that damn trapeze have a love-hate relationship?” 

“Yes,” Quinn said firmly, and poked Corrie just below her ribs. The resulting noise sounded like a frightened chicken’s squawk mixed with an injured cow’s bellow. 

Corrie pulled away and her eyes went wide. 

“You are so dead,” she said breathlessly, as Quinn doubled over with laughter. “So very, very dead –” 

In the next second, she had launched herself at Quinn and was doing her very best to tickle her senseless. Quinn let out a high-pitched shriek and desperately tried to squirm out of arm’s reach, only to fi nd herself teetering on the edge of the futon, struggling to lean in even as her shoulders began to tilt toward the coffee table. 

Corrie surged forward to catch her, one hand splayed between her shoulder blades, the other supporting her waist. Quinn watched Corrie’s left bicep contract against the sleeve of her shirt as she pulled her back from the edge. 

She could see the slight traces of blue veins beneath tan skin as the muscle jumped into relief, and suddenly, she wanted nothing more than to let her mouth trace the contours of that muscle, to feel its strength pulsing beneath her lips. 

Her blush was deep and unmistakable. Corrie did not let go. This time, the silence lasted forever. 

“You know what?” Quinn said finally, uncertain of what she would say next, but knowing that she had to speak. 

“What?” Corrie’s voice was just as soft. She raised her eyes to meet Quinn’s and froze at the desire she saw there. Dark pupils nearly swallowed the blue of her irises, and Corrie could feel the shiver that raced down Quinn’s spine. 

Quinn leaned forward until Corrie could feel quick breaths pulsing against her face. 

Warm and wet, and oh God you shouldn’t do this stop right now don’t move don’t she doesn’t know what she’s in for she doesn’t deserve this don’t make the same mistake twice just don  – 

But when Quinn was unable to close that last, tiny gap, Corrie groaned softly and joined their lips in a long, slow kiss. Her mouth moved gently but possessively over Quinn’s, nibbling  first on her upper lip, then her lower. 

When her tongue lightly flicked out to tease the corners of Quinn’s mouth, Quinn shivered again and sighed, and one of her hands slid into Corrie’s hair. 

Corrie gently kneaded the curve of Quinn’s waist, slipping her fingers beneath the hem of her shirt to caress the warm skin of her back and stomach. She drew Quinn closer with her other hand, and Quinn’s lips finally parted beneath hers. Corrie’s tongue darted inside, stroking and soothing, briefly tangling with Quinn’s before retreating to lick at her lips once more. 

Their breathing became labored, drowning out the sounds of the crickets, but neither pulled away until Corrie’s wandering hand brushed against the soft fabric of Quinn’s bra. 

I could have her here, right here, right on the couch and she’d let me –wouldn’t stop me now, but oh god, she doesn’t want that, not like this, she doesn’t and you have to stop, you have to stop, you have to, you fucking idiot, stop, stop, stop! 

Her body cried out in protest as she gradually gentled her kisses, easing Quinn’s passion down from the remarkable high they had found together. 

“That was nice,” Quinn said quietly against Corrie’s mouth. Later. Years later. Carefully disentangling her hand from Corrie’s hair, she followed the long trail of gold down to Corrie’s shoulders and briefl y caressed the nape of her neck. 

Corrie pulled back enough to nod, distrust-ing her voice. Her body still thundered with desire, and despite her good intentions, she knew that if she stayed this close to Quinn for much longer, her temporary resolve would weaken.  And what’s wrong with that? Carpe diem. 

 It’s been far, far too long. Does she look like she’s saying no to you?  

She cleared her throat and swallowed hard. 

“Uh,” she said hoarsely. “I might, um, need some water.” 

Quinn  flushed and leaned down to place a gentle kiss on Corrie’s left bicep, before fi nally letting her hand fall away. Corrie felt the loss of connection so acutely that she barely stifled a moan.  Fuck, gotta either get off, or get out of here!  

Pushing herself up off the couch, she stumbled into the kitchen on shaky legs. She grabbed a glass and rested it on the bottom of the sink as she filled it with water, so that she wouldn’t have to watch it tremble in her hand. 

She downed the water in several long gulps, took a few deep breaths, and stuck it back under the faucet. “D’you want anything, while I’m up?” she finally dared to ask.  Wrong question, snarled her inner monologue. 

And then the door swung open and Drew walked into the house. Corrie’s eyes went wide. 

 Holy fucking  hell , if he’d caught us  – 

“Mars!” he said, surprised. “Hey. What’s going on?” 

“Yo, Harris.” Corrie somehow managed to keep her voice level even though she felt like screaming.  Way too close for comfort.  She really wasn’t prepared to go up against an overprotective Drew. “Quinn and I just finished watching some tapes of old races. Y’know, in prep for the regatta.” 

“The regatta,” Drew said glumly, pulling back one of the chairs at the table and settling into it with a long sigh. “Yeah. Dammit, I wish like hell I could be with you out there.” 

“Don’t worry, Drew,” said Quinn as she walked briskly into the kitchen, carrying their dinner plates. When she set them down in the sink, her arm brushed Corrie’s. “I promise to take care of her.” 

“Don’t let her cut too close to the buoy!” he said, wagging a fi nger in admonition. “I’ve been watching you guys practice, and you’re consistently less than two boat-lengths from the mark.” 

“Thanks for the tip.” Quinn’s gaze briefly settled on Corrie before returning to Drew. “I’m going to bed. See you both tomorrow.” 

“Just a sec,” said Corrie, suddenly remembering Jen’s idea. Besides, for some reason, she wasn’t quite ready to let Quinn out of her sight. 

She cleared her throat. 

“So, the instructors go on a weekend trip each summer to Block Island. We race there in a few keelboats, but once we’re there, it’s all very laid back and chill. We hang out for two days of total relaxation before coming home and getting back to work.” She raised her eyebrows. 

“The trip is next weekend, and...well, would you like to come along?” 

Quinn blinked at her. “But I’m not an instructor.” 

“You could be!” said Drew. “C’mon, Q, it’ll be a blast. Please?” 

Quinn laughed. “You guys are hard to turn down.” She looked back and forth between them, clearly pleased that they both wanted her company. “I’ll go. It sounds fun. But now, I really need to sleep.” 



“Cool,” Drew replied. “G’night, then.” 

“Sleep well, Quinn.” Corrie watched as Quinn slowly walked down the hallway toward her bedroom, and then saw her turn and smile, slowly and brilliantly, before disappearing around the corner. Her inner monologue was speechless. 

“What are you smirking about?” Drew 

asked. 

“Thinking about the race,” she said, before gulping down another glass of water. The insistent pressure between her thighs had abated slightly, but she was still profoundly uncomfortable.  And kind of happy. That’s so weird.  

“So, Mars.” Drew’s voice was a deep rumble. “You nervous about it? The regatta, I mean?” 

Corrie glanced at him and shrugged. “Little bit, maybe.” 

His eyebrows arched. “Want to...uh...relax a little?” His face was hopeful, but despite her physical discomfort, Corrie wasn’t even tempted.  Also weird.  

She moved forward a few steps to rest one hand on Drew’s right shoulder. “Thanks, but I really need to catch some Z’s.” She pulled away before he could cover her hand with his own and began to draw on the sandals she’d left at the door. 

“Oh,” he said. “Sure. I get that.” 

Corrie grinned apologetically at him and opened the door. “See you.” 

“Yeah. And hey, it was really nice of you to invite Quinn for next weekend.” 

Corrie shrugged. “It’ll be fun to have her along.” And then she stepped out into the night, turning her face toward the cool western breeze.  I did the right thing,  she thought proudly. 

 I didn’t manipulate her.  Of course, she’d done the right thing for the wrong reason, but still. 

And now you’re going home with a hard-on the size of Texas, the annoying voice inside her brain pointed out. Congratu-fuckinglations. 

Corrie shook her head vigorously and broke into a jog. She could be patient. Given what had happened earlier, Quinn might just come around after all. And if the intensity of her kisses was any indication, then she’d be worth the wait. For a little while, anyway. 

As the door closed behind her, Quinn tiptoed into her bedroom from where she had been concealed, just beyond the bend in the hallway. For some reason, she couldn’t stop smiling.  She turned down Drew! And oh, that kiss...  

This is Corrie, her rational brain pointed out. 

Corrie’s made out with a lot of people. 

But she’s the one who slowed down, some other, newly awakened voice replied. That’s not like her. That’s not what she did last time. 

It doesn’t mean anything. 

It might! 

“Oh, shut up, both of you,” Quinn muttered as she slid between the crisp sheets of her bed. 

Her lips still tingled from Corrie’s soft yet insistent kisses, and she touched them with one tentative fi nger. They felt sensitive, somehow. Swollen and burning –the focal points of memory. 

It’s nothing. Over and done with. Meaningless. 

Oh no, no. No. It’s just the beginning. The beginning of everything. 

“Shut up and let me enjoy this,” she said, rolling onto her side. Corrie had kissed her, and it had felt so very good. That was all that mattered. For now, anyway. 

Seconds later, she fell into sleep. 



HEAD TO WIND  

Harris! If you don’t shut up, I’m going to beat you over the head with my oar!” 

Quinn giggled as Drew pointedly ignored Jen’s threat and launched into his third con-secutive rendition of “We Are the Champions.” 

Several boat lengths away off port, Brad’s crew were glumly rowing themselves toward New Harbor’s beach and glaring over at the winners every chance they got. 

When Drew paused in his rowing to use the handle of his oar as a makeshift microphone, the uneven rocking of their infl atable dingy pushed Quinn against Corrie. Not that she minded. She didn’t pull away. In fact, she moved a little closer. 

“Row the damn boat, Drew!” Jen shrieked from behind them. 

“Nice work with the jib out there,” Corrie said softly, enjoying the sensation of Quinn’s breasts pressed against her. She looked  really good today, dressed as she was in cutoff khaki shorts and a bright blue tank that showed off her toned arms and the lush curves of her waist and hips. The outfit was nothing special,  per se, but it just made her look fresh, somehow. Appealing. Corrie hadn’t been able to stop watching her all afternoon as she worked on the boat. 

Impulsively, she reached for Quinn’s hand and enclosed it in her own, then rested their hands back on the rubber gunwale. Quinn’s brief glance and shy smile ignited a warm, happy feeling in the bottom of Corrie’s stomach, until she remembered her motivation. 

Then she looked away, into the dark. 

Behind them, Jen elbowed Drew in the side. 

“Ow!” He stopped rowing again and rubbed at his injured rib. “What the hell was that for, Jenny?” 

Jen motioned with her head toward Corrie and Quinn. When Drew looked over, his jaw dropped several inches. “Holy sh –ow!” 



“What is going on back there?” asked Corrie. She craned her neck to look back at them, but didn’t let go of Quinn’s hand. 

“I’m beating him up,” Jen said quickly. 

Corrie wanted to tell them to get a room but wisely decided to refrain. “Well, how about you wait until we’re safely on shore, huh?” 

“You heard the skipper. Row, Harris.” 

By some miracle, they arrived at the beach with no further mishaps. “Where are we going again?” Quinn asked. She was standing near Corrie, but they weren’t holding hands anymore. She wanted to reach out, but couldn’t quite muster up the courage. 

“Captain Nick’s,” said Corrie as they began to trudge along the shoreline. “It’s one of the most popular bars on the island. Really fun.” 

For some reason, the prospect of spending time in a loud, crowded, and probably smoky bar didn’t sound as unappealing as it would have a month ago.  Face it,  Quinn admitted to herself.  You just want to be with her, wherever and whenever.  

But as they approached the brightly lit building, Drew tugged at one strap of Corrie’s tank top and pulled her aside. “Mind if I talk to you for a minute?” 

Corrie shrugged. “’Course not.” She gestured for the others to go in. “We’ll meet you in a sec.” She followed Drew over to the curb. 

“What’s up?” 

He turned to face her. The streetlight just a few feet away backlit her entire body. It almost looked like she was glowing.  Like an angel. Except that she really wasn’t, not at all. Drew took a deep breath. 

“What are you doing with Quinn?” 

 Here it comes. Corrie decided to play it dumb. She wasn’t at all surprised that Drew was acting like a big brother.  He’ll be harder to convince than Jen was. “What do you mean?” 

Drew sighed and shifted weight to give his injured leg a break. “You know what I mean. 

What’s with the hand-holding thing?” His voice rose slightly. “I told you to let her be, dammit, and –” 

“Whoa, whoa.” Corrie frowned at him. “You see us holding hands and take that to mean that we’re sleeping together?” 

“What else am I supposed to think?” 

“Gee, Drew, I don’t know,” Corrie fired back sarcastically. “Maybe that we’ve gotten close over the past few weeks? Maybe that we’re taking things easy and seeing what happens?” She shook her head in frustration.  Does he really think I’m not capable of going slowly? Of being considerate?  Was that really how she came off to other people  –as some sort of heartless femme fatale? 

Drew held up one hand. “Okay, okay. I’m sorry I accused you like that. It’s just –” He frowned. “Look, Cor, this isn’t exactly normal for you. And I just really don’t want to see Quinn get hurt.” 

“Neither do I.” And yet, the niggling voice reminded her, you’re going to hurt her when this is all over. 

Drew exhaled slowly. “Fair enough. If you’re both happy, then... I guess I’m glad.” 

“Thanks.” Corrie squeezed his shoulder.  She was going to get hurt anyway. She was into me from the very beginning.  The justifi cation felt hollow, but it was better than nothing. “C’mon, let’s go join the party.” 

They shouldered through the crowd around the door of Captain Nick’s, and Drew headed for their friends, who had managed to claim one back corner of the room. Corrie veered toward the bar.  After that, I really need a drink.  She could only imagine what Drew would think of her once this whole charade was over, but then she flashed back to Will’s knowing smirk as he tossed the regatta entry form on her desk, and her resolve returned.  It’s too late now, anyway. 

As she waited to place her order, she caught sight of Quinn leaning against the wall, and holy  shit, was some random guy hitting on her? 

Corrie leaned forward, pressing one hand to the smooth surface of the bar. She wasn’t, in fact, seeing things, despite the smoky air. A stocky, dark-haired man, perhaps in his late twenties or early thirties, had sidled over to Quinn and was chatting her up. He wasn’t bad looking. In fact, he was sort of handsome, even though his nose was a bit too large for his face. 

But Quinn was smiling at him, dammit. 

 Hands off, asshole, Corrie thought fiercely, ducking out of the line to plow through the crowd. Not that he was touching her at the moment, but he would.  Not on my watch.  

“Quinn!” she said, deliberately pitching her voice much higher than normal. She grabbed hold of Quinn’s upper arm and began to firmly tug her away. “Oh my god, I lost my earring over there! Help me find it, please. It’s my favorite!” 

“Um, sure.” Quinn risked a quick glance backward at the bewildered face of her would-be companion. “Excuse me!” If he said anything in reply, neither of them heard it as Corrie steered Quinn  

quickly toward the door. 

“Your  earring? Are your ears even pierced?” 

Corrie shook her head and bared her teeth. 

“Nope.” 

Quinn laughed and leaned against Corrie before they fi nally squeezed through the last of the crowd and emerged into the warm, clear night. “I hate smoke,” she said vehemently. 

“Ugh. This is much better.” 

A salt-scented breeze blew off the ocean, ruffling her hair as she turned to breathe in deeply. Corrie heard her sigh of relief, watched her mouth curve up in a smile as she welcomed the fresh air.  Sensual.  Heat swirled in her gut, and she let her fingers trail down Quinn’s arm as she released her. 

“Somebody needs to give you lessons in how to stave off the hordes,” she said, trying to keep her voice light and casual. “A big stick is always handy.” 

Quinn shrugged. “That’s never happened to me before. Thanks for rescuing me.” 

“My pleasure.” Feeling suddenly uncomfortable, Corrie looked out toward the harbor. 

 But I’m not rescuing you at all, am I?  Her new-found resolve dissipated as fast as it had appeared.  Can I really do this? She trusts me...but I’m helping her grow, dammit. I am.  Once the regatta was done and it was over between them, Quinn would be able to find a real relationship in no time.  She won’t even miss me. 

“Do you want to go for a walk?” Quinn asked. Her voice sounded tentative. 

“Sure, okay.” The crazy thing, the scary thing, was that it felt so damn good to be with Quinn that Corrie sometimes forgot she was pretending. Corrie felt the familiar panic rise into her throat.  You just need to get laid. Easy cure. Go back inside and sneak off into a dark corner with someone and – 

“Let’s walk along the beach.” Quinn slipped off her sandals as soon as they reached the cool sand and paused to wriggle her toes. “I love the way it feels. Between my toes, I mean.” She looked over her right shoulder at Corrie. “You should take yours off, too.” 

“Okay,” Corrie said again. Her brain was insisting that she go back to the bar, but her gut was telling her to stay put. To stay with Quinn. 

She had no idea where all of this was leading –

probably nowhere –but it wouldn’t really hurt to find out, would it? 

“My parents have a house on Cape Cod,” 

said Quinn as Corrie removed her Tevas. “We used to stay there for most of the summer, and when I was young, I loved to build sandcastles with my brother and sister.” 

Corrie grinned, momentarily disarmed by the anecdote.  Cute. “Were you good at it?” 

“Oh, very. We made some very elaborate ones. And when we had finished with the moat 

–you always do the moat last, of course.” 

“Of course.” 

“Then, I would dig around until I found two sand crabs. And I’d wash them off in a bucket, and then put them in the throne room. As the king and queen of the castle.” 

Corrie laughed helplessly. “Is there any animal you  don’t like?” 

Quinn thought for a few seconds. The moon, fuller than it had been last night, illuminated her concentrated frown, especially the way her tongue slightly poked out between her teeth. 

“Ticks,” she said, fi nally. “I don’t really see the point.” 

“Good call.” Corrie nodded and casually reached for Quinn’s free hand. She hadn’t objected earlier, after all .  And her skin felt so good. Warm and slightly moist . “Sucking blood until you burst...something’s wrong, there.” 

Quinn wrinkled her nose. “Thanks for that image.” 

They walked silently for a while, their linked hands swinging between them. “What’re your brother and sister like?” Corrie asked. She suddenly wanted to know. 

“They’re great. Sheila is still in college. She’s a junior. Her major changes every month.” 

“Ah, of course.” Corrie let her thumb briefl y caress Quinn’s knuckles. Knuckles could be surprisingly sensitive. “Does that drive your parents crazy?” 

“Fortunately not. They’re very supportive and tolerant.” 

“Good for them,” Corrie said, but she was starting to get distracted. The heat in her body was rapidly rising, spiraling out of control as Quinn’s hip bumped against hers and their arms brushed lightly. The wanting was strong tonight –too strong. She found herself steering them toward the largest rocks in the breakwa-ter. They would provide some shelter from passersby. And besides, she wanted to press Quinn up against one of them, to feel the entire length of Quinn’s body melting into her own. 

 No pushing. I just...I need...  Her stomach tightened in anticipation. 

“My older brother,” Quinn was saying, “is in his last year of medical residency. We’ve always joked that we should set up a dual clinic for both people and their pets. Like, go get your sinus infection diagnosed while your dog gets its rabies vaccine.” 

“Good idea,” Corrie said as she maneuvered them into the shadow of a tall boulder. Within a few seconds, she had edged Quinn up against the weathered surface of the rock. 

“What are you doing?” Quinn whispered. 

She swallowed hard. 

“I’ve been wanting to kiss you all day.” Corrie’s voice was gritty and urgent. She rested her palms on the boulder, on either side of Quinn’s shoulders. “Do you want me to?” 

Quinn swallowed again. Her gaze darted over Corrie’s face. “Yes.” 

“Ask me then.” That rush of power –sweet and warm. 

Quinn’s sharp intake of breath was audible, even over the crashing of the surf. “Please –” 

Corrie didn’t wait to hear more. She covered Quinn’s lips with her own, parting them gently with her tongue. Her hands moved to Quinn’s waist –clutching, kneading, thumbs pressing into her bellybutton through the thin cotton tee. 

Quinn made small, breathy noises as Corrie’s palms traveled gradually up as her mouth continued to move firmly but tenderly over Quinn’s. Across her ribcage, Corrie’s touch lingered in the slight grooves between the bones, up and up and up, fanning over her breasts. 

Corrie  finally pulled her head back as Quinn gasped for air, but her fingers continued to move, tormenting Quinn’s nipples through her Tshirt  

 Out of control. Too far, too fast.  But even her conscience was breathless. Maybe it was the moon, pulling her blood as it pulled the ocean, or maybe it was the low throb of the tide itself. 

Or perhaps it was Quinn –her softness, her surrender. 

“I want you,” Corrie breathed, seizing the opportunity to taste Quinn’s right earlobe with her eager tongue. “I want all of you, naked, beneath me.” 

Quinn groaned softly. A sweet sound. 

“You want that too.” Corrie eased one thigh between Quinn’s legs and pressed up, increasing the pressure as Quinn gasped at the sensation. “I can tell. You want my hands on you –all over you. Inside you.” She lowered her mouth to Quinn’s jaw line, nibbled at it with gentle nips. “You’re so sensual, Quinn. So responsive. 

You have no idea what you’re capable of, and you want me to show you. I know you do.” 

Corrie leaned back just enough to meet Quinn’s eyes –deep pools of want darker than the shadows. “Tell me,” Corrie demanded. Her voice was quiet but urgent. When Quinn simply blinked at her, Corrie rolled both nipples gently between each thumb and index fi nger. 

Quinn’s eyes slammed shut. A whimper. “Tell me. It’s okay. Tell me.” 

“Corrie –” 

Then, above the rapid pounding of her heart, Corrie heard laughter. She froze. A shouted question, a louder response. Several voices –drunk and clamoring.  Getting closer.  

“Fuck.” She pulled away from Quinn, who immediately sank to the ground, her back resting against the boulder. Corrie could hear her labored breaths, below the noises of the raucous group approaching them. She eased herself down to the sand, close to, but not touching, Quinn. The moment had passed. 

 Damn other people, always interrupting!  Corrie thought, closing her eyes and gritting her teeth. 

She shivered as the desire raged through her muscles. 

“I don’t get it,” Quinn said quietly, as the revelers staggered past them. “Why do you want   me, anyway?” She looked resolutely out toward the ocean, one arm curled around both drawn-up knees. “You could have anyone. I’m not even very attractive.” 

Corrie turned to look at her. She said nothing until Quinn reluctantly met her gaze. “I could make you believe that you are. I could prove it.” 

Quinn’s mouth opened soundlessly. She sat very still, trapped by the intensity written in the lines and planes of Corrie’s face. Hunger. Need. 

Directed at her, for her. So very sexy, and yet also touching. Affi rming. Quinn didn’t know how to reply. Maybe there was nothing to say. 

Corrie misinterpreted her reaction. “I’ve frightened you,” she said, looking away again. 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for it to go that far, just then.” 

Quinn wanted to reach out and lightly stroke her back, but she wasn’t sure that the contact would be welcome. “Sometimes, your drive, it can be a little overwhelming. But I trust you.” 

“I’m not sure that you should,” Corrie muttered, so quietly that Quinn almost didn’t hear. 

She did touch Corrie, then, one hand tentatively resting on a bowed shoulder. 

“And why is that?” she asked softly. There was a long pause before Corrie finally began to talk. 

“It feels, sometimes, like Denise opened up this...this dark place in me.” She shook her head, struggling to articulate.  If I tell you, will you understand? Will you see through me? Will you get the hell away from me so I don’t hurt you?  

“Stupid, I know. But I hated myself for a long time after it was over. I’d look in the mirror and wonder where I’d gone wrong, what I could have done.” 

Corrie reached down to scoop up the sand. 

It drained through her fingers before she spoke again. “After a few weeks of self-loathing, I realized just how dumb  that  was and started hat-ing her –and Will –instead. There are these feelings I have, emotions I know aren’t healthy, but they won’t go away. They just won’t. And I do things...” 

She lapsed into silence. Quinn sat frowning into the dark, wracking her brain for something she could say that wouldn’t sound inane, wanting so very badly to be able to fi x it. But this wasn’t a minor scrape that could be patched up with a Band-Aid. No, this was an old wound. 

Old and deep and festering. 

“I wish I could be like Jen,” Corrie said finally. “Or better yet, like you.” She glanced at Quinn, then looked away again. She barely even knew what she was saying –only that the confession was pouring out of her like the sand through her hands. “Sometimes I think about what it must be like inside your head. White and soft and clean –bright, with no dark corners 

–and I want to curl up in there and sleep for years and years until I forget having ever done anything I’m not proud of.” 

Quinn inhaled sharply, as though Corrie’s words had knocked the breath out of her body. 

“Oh,” she said shakily, “I have a few dark corners.” She could feel her heart thudding against her breastbone, her hands trembling against her knees. No one had ever said anything like that to her before; no one had even come close. The shock made her skin tingle, even as she experienced an overwhelming desire to simply slide her arms around Corrie’s waist and rock her until she felt peace .  

Quinn swallowed. It hurt. “You feel so much. It’s one of the things I –” The word teetered on the precipice of her lips. “It’s one of the things that draws me to you.” 

Corrie’s gaze skittered over her face again. 

She might have smiled faintly. Quinn couldn’t tell in the patchy light. “You’re drawn to me?” 

It was Quinn’s turn to look away.  You know I am.  “What did you mean,” she asked instead, 

“about the unhealthy feelings?” 

“Dodging the question,” said Corrie. But when Quinn continued to stare out toward the harbor, she exhaled slowly. “Power. I started to crave it, and I guess I still do. Knowing I’m wanted, needed. Having control.” She paused. 

“Using people.”  There. I’ve warned you. If you don’t hear it, that’s not my fault.  

Quinn watched her as she spoke, the fingers of one hand curling down into the sand, a few strands of glittering blond hair fl uttering against her cheek in the light breeze, the gentle bulge of her triceps as she leaned against the boulder. Strength and beauty and elegance.  Not weak. You’re not weak.  

“Does it make you feel better? When you seduce someone? When you’re in charge?” 

Corrie’s shoulders hunched, ever so slightly. 

“For a while. There’s nothing quite like the power trip that comes from sex. When someone needs you like that, needs you way down deep in their body...” She trailed off. “Hell,” she said fi nally, her voice flat. “I’m probably disgusting you, aren’t I?” 

Quinn  finally did reach out then, grasping Corrie’s free hand and allowing their fingers to entwine. “You don’t disgust me,” she said firmly. “Not at all.” Her hand tightened. “Not having experience doesn’t make me a prude, you know.” 

“Oh, I know, I didn’t mean to suggest that –

” 



When Quinn touched Corrie’s wind-

chapped lips, she froze immediately. “Hush,” 

said Quinn. “It’s my turn to talk.” It was diffi cult to pull away, but Quinn was suddenly afraid that if she continued to touch Corrie, especially her lips, they would bypass conversation altogether. Her body still pulsed with the desire that Corrie had rekindled just a few minutes ago. 

“I wish she hadn’t hurt you like that,” she said quietly. “I wish she’d never made you feel inadequate or unwanted, because you’re neither of those things. And I hope you can forgive her, forgive them both, someday, so you can get a little peace.” 

When Corrie looked away from her, shrugging uncomfortably, Quinn hurried to continue. 

“But, as for the dark places, they’re part of you. 

Everyone fights against something inside them, and it’s that fight that makes us –” Abruptly, she lost the thread of her words. This wasn’t coming out right at all. “Your intensity, your passion,” she tried again. “The way you do everything as though it might be your last moment. People are drawn to the fire in you, Corrie. Not despite the danger, but because of it.” 

As she stopped talking, she became aware of Corrie’s astonished face, of her wide, shadowed eyes and slightly parted lips. Totally and completely vulnerable, for a single instant in time. 

And deep inside Quinn –deeper than her muscles or sinews or bones –something happened. 

The sensation reminded her of when she had gone to Alaska as a child, on vacation with her parents. They had stood in a boat near snow covered cliffs in June, watching as a huge chunk of blue-tinted ice had dropped with a crackling roar into the frothing water, and their craft had pitched alarmingly from side to side in the waves that followed. Now, on a mid-summer’s night in New England, the air was warm enough to raise beads of sweat along her hairline. But she sat frozen as the wave thundered under every inch of her skin, raising goose bumps in its wake. Her teeth would have chattered had her jaw not been clenched. 

So, she thought, somehow outside herself. It really does feel like falling. 

“Quinn,” Corrie whispered. She leaned closer. 

 If she kisses me, we won’t stop this time, Quinn realized. The realization was relief. She closed her eyes – 

“Your Red Sox are fucking pansies, Harris!” 

Jen’s raised voice floated toward them on the light breeze. “The Yanks’ll have you for breakfast this year.” 

“Stop yelling about it, jeez.” Drew was harder to make out. “You’re in Rhode Island, remember? Not really all that far from Boston? 

You’ll get us shot!” 

Quinn groaned. Corrie pulled away and buried her face in her hands. She muttered something that sounded a lot like, “I’m going to kill them,” and Quinn laughed weakly.  You’re not the only one. 



Corrie finally got up and dusted off the seat of her shorts. She held out her hand to Quinn who took it and scrambled to her feet. “Thanks for the talk. I guess maybe I needed that.” 

Quinn’s answering smile was beautiful. 

“Thank you for trusting me.” 

Corrie managed a lopsided grin in return before she stepped away from the sheltering rock, freeing Quinn’s hand as she moved. “Did we leave our indoor voices at the bar?” she asked Drew and Jen. 

“Oh,” said Jen, waving one hand expan-sively in her general direction. “Fuck you.” 

“Finally, after all these years?” 

Jen peered at them suspiciously, as Quinn moved into the moonlight. “What were you two doing, eh?” 

“Having a good talk,” Corrie said firmly. 

“And now, it’s clearly time to get you to bed.” 

“No kidding,” said Drew. “She’s off her rocker, talking smack like that about the ’Sox.” 

They walked slowly toward the pier where their J-boat was docked, Jen’s hiccups intermit-tently punctuating their progress. Drew pulled the boat in close enough to the dock for them to all jump on board. Jen clung fiercely to the fore-stay. 

“Where’s Brad’s crew?” Corrie asked. The boat next to theirs was dark and quiet. 

“Still drowning their sh –sorrows,” Jen slurred. 

“Ah.” Corrie opened the hatch and gestured for Drew and Jen to precede her into the hold, where they had layered mattresses on the floor. 

She clambered down after them to retrieve her sleeping bag. 

“C’mon, Jen, crawl in.” Drew’s cajoling voice was frustrated, but gentle. “Not like that, you idiot. The zipper goes the other way.” 

Corrie stepped back out onto the deck just as Quinn appeared near the top of the short ladder. “I’m gonna sleep outside,” she answered Quinn’s questioning glance. “It’s nice out.” 



“Okay.” Quinn briefly cupped her cheek before lowering herself below. “Good night.” 

She wormed her way into her own sleeping bag, suddenly exhausted. And yet, when she closed her eyes, all she could feel were Corrie’s hands on her body. So certain, so possessive. 

What would it be like to let those hands un-dress her? To let them touch her everywhere, with no barriers between Corrie’s hot palms and her skin? 

Jen began to snore loudly, but Quinn could only hear Corrie’s voice.  “I could make you believe.”  

She wasn’t, Quinn reflected, a nice hearth fire on a cold winter’s night. She was a bonfi re, throwing sparks up to the heavens, crackling out of control. A supernova. A rip tide, pulling her under. Inexorable. 

“I could make you believe.” 

Corrie cared for her –of that she was certain. 

But she could not –or would not –return the most important thing. 



“I could make you believe.” 

She had promised herself that she would not give her body to someone she did not love. But that was not the issue. 

 “I could make you believe.”  

Quinn buried her face into the crumpled URI sweatshirt that served as her pillow.  I want her, she thought dully.  I want to sleep with her. I want her to touch me, and I want to make love to her.  

I was going to say yes. 



CAST OFF  

Quinn stood just outside the front door of the boathouse, looking out toward the narrow strip of beach between the rocks and the first pier. 

Frog lounged in the shade of a nearby picnic bench, his strong chest heaving as he panted. It was hot out, and humid. 

By this time tomorrow, the regatta will be more than halfway over, she realized. I wonder whether we’ll be winning or losing? 

“Go long!” Drew shouted from the shore, hefting a football in his right hand. 

Corrie ran into the shallow water, her feet kicking up spray and her ponytail streaming behind her like a comet’s tail. Quinn’s heart thumped painfully at the sight . God, you’re beautiful.  She didn’t even try to suppress the thought anymore. 

It had been a busy week, especially for Corrie. When they weren’t training, she had been finalizing preparations for the race. Quinn hadn’t seen her much outside of their practice times, and if she hadn’t known just how much Corrie had on her plate, she would have thought Corrie was trying to avoid her. 

 I’ve had it with her gentle kisses hello and goodbye.  All week, Corrie had been kind and tender, even hesitant.  A banked fire. But Quinn knew there was live coal in her somewhere, just waiting to flare up as it had the weekend before on Block Island. And she was done waiting. 

Drew launched the ball into the air, several feet above Corrie’s head. She charged headlong into the ocean and finally dove for it, her hands closing around the pigskin just before she crashed into the water with a loud splash. 

Quinn laughed as Corrie reemerged, splutter-ing. She raised the dripping ball into the air. 

“Got it!” she crowed triumphantly. She tossed it back with a sharp flick of her wrist. 

The spiral was immaculate. 

“Ha!” Drew smirked. “Got you all wet.” 



But Corrie didn’t reply. She stood quite still, shading her eyes against the sun as she looked up toward the boathouse, and Quinn realized that she had been seen. “Back in a sec,” Quinn heard her say. And then she was jogging away from the ocean, and the sunlight was glinting off the water that clung to her tan skin. 

Quinn swallowed hard in sudden nervousness. Rubbing sweaty palms together, she tried out a smile. It probably looked sickly. “Hi,” she said. 

“Hey.” Corrie made her voice soft, the way she’d heard Quinn speak to Frog when he had been injured. She leaned forward for a quick kiss, then stepped back. “I’m glad to see you, but what’re you doing here? Day off, remember?” Corrie had insisted that practicing on the day before the regatta was a bad idea. 

“I...” Quinn began. Her eyes were drawn to a drop of water that was wending its way between the slight ridges of Corrie’s abdominal muscles –like a mogul skier tracking between the bumps. She cleared her throat and quickly met Corrie’s eyes again, certain that she was blushing. “I figured you’d be swamped, so I came down to help out.” She shrugged. “Guess I was wrong about the swamped thing.” 

Corrie stepped forward to wrap her arms around Quinn’s waist. “You’re sweet. Most everyone arrived sometime this morning and are out there practicing. See all the boats on the water?” 

Quinn looked out past the mooring field and felt like an idiot. Sure enough, there were dozens of boats circling around the course that she and Corrie had set up yesterday. “I didn’t even notice them,” she said, leaning back in the circle of Corrie’s arms. “Watching you dive after that football distracted me.” 

“Did it, now?” Corrie’s voice had suddenly gotten deeper. Quinn loved when that happened –usually after a kiss or two. 

She nodded. “Nice catch.” 

“Thanks.” Corrie leaned down to kiss her again. It lasted longer this time. 

Quinn  finally tore herself away and took a deep breath. “So –what’s your evening look like? Is this the calm before the storm, or will you be free?” 

“Things will pick up when all those boats want to come in.” Corrie looked out toward the lake again. “But I should be free about an hour after sunset. Why?” 

“I was wondering if maybe you wanted to watch a movie tonight.” The words came out on top of each other, all in a rush. “I mean, to rent one. And hang out. But if you need to go home and get some sleep before tomorrow...” 

She trailed off, suddenly certain that Corrie wouldn’t want that kind of distraction the night before going up against Will and Denise.  Nice job, idiot. Now she probably thinks you’re not as serious about tomorrow as you should be!  

But Corrie nodded and grinned. “Sounds good.” 

“Really?” 



“You sound like you don’t believe me.” She nudged Quinn with one shoulder. “Yeah, I think that’d be great –the perfect way to relax before the regatta.” 

Quinn was relieved. “Are you in the mood for any movie in particular?” 

For a second, Corrie considered suggesting Bound. Oh, it was so tempting, except that it would probably make Quinn uncomfortable. 

 And I did enough of that on the Island to last us a while.  She’d been extra cautious all week –

careful not to come on too strong, to try to maintain at least some distance.  The closer we get, the harder it’ll be on her, Corrie reminded herself for the thousandth time. But oh, it was difficult, so very difficult, especially since Quinn always responded so eagerly to Corrie’s attentions.  And now you’ve just agreed to spend two hours with her tonight.  What were you thinking?  

But she couldn’t renege, not now. And she didn’t really want to, either, truth be told. Corrie blinked, suddenly realizing that she hadn’t yet replied. “Anything is fine with me. You pick it. Just no slasher fi lms, please.” She winked. 

“Darn,” Quinn said blandly. “There went all my ideas.” She squeezed Corrie’s hand. “I’ll see you tonight, then.” 

Corrie squeezed back. “Thanks for stopping by.” She stood still as Quinn rounded the corner of the boathouse and passed out of sight. 

“Jeez,” said Drew, stepping up beside her. 

“She didn’t even say hello or goodbye to me. 

You suck for my ego.” 

Corrie just rolled her eyes at him, refusing to take the bait. “She did seem a little preoccu-pied. I hope she’s not too worried about tomorrow.” 

“Fuckin’ ankle,” Drew muttered. “Should be me out there with you.” 

Corrie patted his shoulder sympathetically and kept her opinion to herself. 

As  it  turned  out,  Quinn  showed  up  at  Corrie’s door holding the DVD of  Homeward Bound. 



The irony did not escape Corrie. She kissed Quinn to keep herself from laughing. 

“Have you ever seen this one?” Quinn asked as she followed Corrie into the den. 

“A long time ago. It’s about the animals who try to fi nd their family, right?” 

Quinn bounced onto the couch, one leg tucked up beneath her while the other dangled over the edge. “Yep. Two dogs and a cat. It’s really sweet.” 

Corrie smiled at Quinn’s enthusiasm and gestured toward the kitchen. “Something to drink?” 

“I’ll just have a soda if you’ve got some.” 

Corrie nodded and went to the fridge, and Quinn watched her. The white A-shirt and gray mesh shorts made her look sporty, but also soft, somehow. And her hair was down. She almost never had her hair down. It was quite long, and Quinn suddenly wanted to feel it brushing against her throat as Corrie moved over her. 

“Oh god,” she muttered, turning away so Corrie wouldn’t be able to see the deep blush she knew had spread across her face.  I’m actually going insane.  She crouched down near the television and removed the DVD with trembling fi ngers.  Get a grip!  

Corrie returned with two cans and popped the tabs while Quinn set up the movie. “So after tomorrow, I’ll stop making you practice for hours on end everyday.” She winked. “Whatever will you do with yourself?” 

Quinn wrinkled her nose. “More studying, unfortunately.” 

“What’s the exam going to be like?” 

“It’s a six-hour ordeal,” she said, taking the soda that Corrie offered. “Three hundred mul-tiple choice questions. Not much room for error.” 

“Are you worried about it?” Corrie settled in next to Quinn, so that their knees were only a few inches from touching. 

“I am, I guess.” Quinn shrugged and took a sip from her drink. “The sample questions I’ve seen can be pretty tricky. And it costs eight hundred dollars to take the test, so it’s not like I can afford to fail.” Quinn leaned forward to grab the remote from the coffee table. As she sat back up, she leaned closer to Corrie –close enough that their legs were pressed together along their thighs. “Actually, I’d rather not think about it right now, if you don’t mind.” 

She gestured toward the television. “You ready for this?” 

“Bring on the critters.” Corrie rested her arm along the back of couch. 

It was like going to the movies with your crush in middle school. As the opening credits rolled, Quinn leaned back against Corrie’s bicep just a little. Corrie smiled faintly, but stayed still. Five minutes later, her patience was re-warded as Quinn snuggled closer into the curve of her body, moving her head to rest against Corrie’s shoulder. 

“This is nice,” said Quinn. 

“Mmm-hmm.” Unable to help herself, Corrie shifted slightly onto her right hip so that she could bring her left hand across their bodies to rest on the gentle swell of Quinn’s stomach. 

The light blue cotton tee was thin, and Corrie’s palm was very warm. Quinn could feel the heat soaking into her skin, radiating outward from Corrie’s touch like ripples in a pond. And then, Corrie began to move her hand in slow circles, bunching up her shirt slightly as she rubbed Quinn’s stomach. 

The motion was soothing, and yet also arousing, especially whenever the edge of Corrie’s thumb brushed against the sliver of bare skin between her shirt and shorts. Quinn no longer paid any attention to the movie. She turned her head toward Corrie’s, breathing in the warm scent of her, even daring to lean closer and press her lips to the skin of her neck. 

She felt Corrie’s body tremble once. 

Corrie let her cheek brush lightly against Quinn’s forehead before turning to kiss her there. And all the while, her hand continued to move, to caress Quinn’s stomach, her ribs, the soft curves above her hips. The movie played in the background, unheeded. Corrie tried to relax into Quinn’s sweet, cuddling touches, but her body grew tighter and tighter as it became more and more diffi cult not to swing one leg across Quinn’s hips, pinning her in place as she pulled her T-shirt up over her head. 

Quinn tilted her head back slightly, just enough to meet Corrie’s gaze. And then she leaned in, all the way in, to seal their lips together. It was the first kiss she had both initi-ated and followed through on, and it was just like her –soft, hesitant, gentle. Her lips moved against Corrie’s for a long time –testing and nibbling, pressing firmly then retreating –

before her tongue tentatively touched one corner of Corrie’s mouth. 

Corrie groaned quietly. Quinn pulled back, her eyes wide and her face flushed. “Are you okay?” 

“Okay,” Corrie gasped, curling her free hand into the fabric of the couch to keep herself from taking control. “Very okay.”  God, I have to stop this soon..I’m going to explode!  

Quinn’s smile was blinding. She leaned forward again, and this time, her kisses were firmer. When she touched her tongue to the tip of Corrie’s, they both gasped. The circles of Corrie’s hand on her stomach became sporadic, and she moved higher in fits and starts –higher and higher and higher until the sides of her thumbs were rhythmically rubbing the soft undersides of Quinn’s breasts through her shirt and bra. Quinn’s heartbeat hammered under her palm. When Corrie’s fi ngers curled around one breast and squeezed, Quinn pulled away again. This time, her eyes were closed as she gulped for breath. 

“Quinn…” Corrie said, her voice taut. “I don’t think…” 

Quinn’s eyes opened and Corrie’s words died in her throat. The blue of her irises was barely visible, like the nimbus of the sun in an eclipse. She pressed two trembling fingers to Corrie’s lips and shook her head. “Touch me. 

Touch me the way you want to.” 

It sounded so good the way she said it –

quietly, with the slightest quaver in her voice. 

This was the sweetest kind of moment in life, Corrie thought. The instant of capitulation. Surrender. Yielding. Usually she felt pure triumph at such a confession –and there was so much more reason than usual to feel it now –but instead, she was filled with awe. 

She had to swallow twice before she could speak. “Are you sure?” 

Quinn nodded mutely. 

Corrie breathed out a long sigh. She rose smoothly and pulled Quinn up beside her.  I know this role.  Finally, I know it. “Follow me,” 

she said gently. 

At the top of the stairs, Corrie turned and kissed her. Her mouth trailed down from Quinn’s lips to trace her jaw line. “Do you trust me?” she asked. 



“Yes,” Quinn whispered, barely trusting her voice. 

“Then close your eyes.”  I’ll do this right for you, she promised silently as Quinn shut them, standing blind with her pulse fl uttering rapidly just beneath the skin of her neck. Corrie led her slowly down the hallway into the bedroom. 

Quinn hesitated for only a second before yielding control, following her like a dance partner. 

At the edge of the bed, Corrie pressed Quinn’s calves against the mattress and gently pushed her to sit. 

Quinn kept her eyes closed. Her breaths were coming quickly. Corrie watched the rapid rise and fall of the soft, blue v-neck over her breasts. 

“You’re very beautiful.” Carefully, she slid her fingers under the hem of Quinn’s shirt and slipped it off over her head. Beneath she wore a simple, white cotton bra. Corrie’s hands itched to cup her full breasts –to surround them and support them, just like the fabric. 



“Scoot back,” she said. She guided Quinn’s body until she was reclining on the bed, her head cushioned by the pillows. And still, Quinn kept her eyes closed, trusting in Corrie’s touches and commands. 

Corrie knelt beside Quinn on the mattress and reached out to touch her face. Slowly, she trailed her fi ngers down Quinn’s forehead, along her nose, across her lips. She felt a strange kind of hesitancy,like nothing she’d ever felt before. Quinn had never given herself this way. She was an innocent, and her body was sacred, somehow. 

Corrie swallowed hard and continued her slow journey –over the bump of Quinn’s chin, down the fragile column of her throat, moving steadily toward the valley between her breasts. 

 You can do this, she reminded herself.  You know how to make people feel good.  

Beneath her touch, Quinn’s heart fluttered rapidly. “Open your eyes,” Corrie said. She inhaled sharply at the pleading gaze that met and held her own. It didn’t matter that Quinn was still half-clothed. Her soul was naked and vulnerable and open, and Corrie was suddenly overwhelmed by a deep surge of protectiveness that left her breathing hard. 

She reached around to deftly unsnap 

Quinn’s bra and cradled her close once her breasts were freed. They felt full and heavy against the thin material of her shirt. Words spilled out of her, then –quiet words, gentle words, completely unlike the torrent of sexual banter she was used to exchanging with her partners. She had no idea where they came from, but they came. 

“You feel good,” she murmured. “So soft and warm.” Laying her back on the bed, she let her legs straddle Quinn’s hips and rested her palms lightly on Quinn’s stomach. Quinn gasped at the contact. “God, I love the way your skin feels under my hands. This dip here...your curves...how full and lush you are...” 



Quinn listened in wonder as Corrie cher-ished her body with words and touch, as Corrie’s mouth slid hotly along the bumps of her ribcage and her hair brushed like thin silk across Quinn’s breasts. When Corrie’s tongue lapped at the sensitive undersides, Quinn felt her body arch into the air, helpless. Enchanted. 

A willing puppet responding eagerly to Corrie’s master touch. 

Corrie moved back up to kiss her as she brought her thumbs to the tips of Quinn’s breasts,  flicking them back and forth lightly. 

Quinn’s body jerked, and she let out a strangled groan. Elated and painfully aroused, Corrie repeated the motion, harder. 

“Oh.” Quinn’s eyes flew open –still pleading, but suddenly fi lled with fire. “God, you feel –” She surprised Corrie by tugging at her shirt, fumbling until Corrie found the presence of mind to wrestle it over her own head. Raising herself from the bed, Quinn reached for Corrie’s smaller breasts and buried her face in them, breathing deeply. Corrie’s senses reeled at the brief sensation of Quinn’s cheeks against her sensitive skin. And then Quinn lifted her face and kissed her fi ercely, hungrily, as she clutched at the strong muscles of Corrie’s back. 

“I knew you would be like this,” Corrie gasped. “You had to be.” She returned her mouth to Quinn’s breasts, tormenting them with lips and teeth and tongue –sucking, nipping, massaging –drawing out little incoherent cries that sounded increasingly desperate. 

Immersed in Quinn’s abandon, Corrie 

pulled off Quinn’s shorts and underwear and stretched out on top of her completely for the fi rst time. Quinn’s hips lifted into her thigh as she instinctually sought to relieve the exquisite pressure building inside her. Pressing Quinn’s arms into the mattress, Corrie reared up to withhold the contact. 

“Not yet.” 

Quinn’s face was flushed, her eyes dark and dazed. “But I –” 



“Hush,” she said soothingly, shifting to lie on her left side, next to Quinn. “I’ve got you.” 

She smoothed her right hand slowly down Quinn’s body until it brushed against dark curls. Quinn froze. 

“No one has ever touched you like this,” 

said Corrie. Her gaze –so fierce, and yet so gentle –was magnetic. 

Quinn’s breath caught. She shook her head helplessly. She looked up with an expression of such vulnerability and innocent desire that Corrie felt something snap, deep inside. 

“When I touch you here,” Corrie murmured intensely, “you are mine.” 

 I was already yours,  Quinn confessed silently. 

 Yours for the taking, and now you’re going to...  

Warm  fingers slid into the delicate folds of her softest skin –exploring, testing, stroking. 

Pleasure washed through her in waves of fire so intense she had to close her eyes, had to give herself up to sensation. There was only Corrie’s mouth kissing the side of her neck, Corrie’s breasts pressing into her side, Corrie’s fingers opening her, dipping inside, then moving up again to massage her with fi rm, circling strokes that made Quinn want,  need to burst open, to split apart because there wasn’t room for it all for all the feeling all the fire all the light and heat and she wanted to fall, to fall forever, oh, just one fi nal push  – 

Corrie watched through glazed eyes as Quinn’s head fell back onto the pillows, back arching as she moaned and moved her hips in counterpoint to Corrie’s rhythm. Her hands found Corrie’s strong shoulders, clenching and unclenching, faster and faster, until her head snapped up and her gaze locked with Corrie’s, wide and wild. 

“Oh –” 

The world stopped for one single, perfect instant, and then she was coming, shaking helplessly like a sail in irons. She buried her face in the curve of Corrie’s neck, her short, ragged cries playing counterpoint to the jerking movements of her body as Corrie continued to touch her gently, coaxing out every last shudder. Her gasping breaths burned in her throat. 

Corrie  finally moved her hand up to rub Quinn’s stomach again in light, comforting strokes. When Quinn’s eyes opened, they were brimming with tears that quickly spilled over. 

Corrie brushed them away with tender fingertips and frowned. 

“Did I –” 

But Quinn’s sudden, brilliant smile interrupted her. “I’m okay,” she said haltingly. She even laughed, through the tears. “I don’t know why I’m crying.” 

Corrie bent down to kiss her forehead. Her body begged for release after the intensity of Quinn’s reaction, but she forced her hips to be still. “You’re so beautiful. Do you believe it now?” 

Quinn nuzzled at Corrie’s shoulder, inhaled the warm, comforting scent of her. “Yes,” she said, burrowing even closer. It was a miracle, but she did. Her body felt boneless –full and heavy and at peace. In this one, perfect instant, everything was as it should be. 

As Quinn relaxed, Corrie’s focus couldn’t help but turn inward, toward the maelstrom that raged unslaked beneath her skin. Deep, steady breaths only fed the flames, and she had to  fight to remain still and silent. Despite her best efforts, however, the feelings did not recede. Instead, she felt increasingly dizzy –

overwhelmed by a strange vertigo that forced her to clutch the sheets for purchase. 

 Never been like that, she realized, on the edge of panic.  That intense, that good. With Brad, with Megs, with Drew, she knew what to do next. 

 Say thanks and get on with life. But this was uncharted territory, and once again Corrie had no idea how to proceed. 

 She’ll probably fall asleep, and then I can get up, she thought in relief.  She’s half-asleep already.  

But then Quinn moved her hand from 

where it had settled on Corrie’s arm, stroking upward to rub lightly against her breast. Corrie’s body pulsed –desire crackling to the surface like a solar fl are. She bit her bottom lip hard to keep from crying out. Desperately, she hoped that Quinn might think  she had fallen asleep, but when that hesitant touch was followed by one fi nger’s firm pressure against her nipple, Corrie couldn’t suppress a moan. 

“Does that feel good?” Quinn pinched with her thumb and index fi nger. 

“Ye-es.” Corrie said when she did it again, harder. Quinn continued to explore her breasts 

–sometimes squeezing, sometimes stroking, sometimes caressing so lightly that Corrie could barely feel her. Each tentative touch burned between her legs, until Corrie was shifting restlessly. 

When Quinn’s warm mouth closed over one nipple, Corrie cried out sharply and pulled Quinn on top of her. Quinn’s hungry eyes met hers before Quinn closed the gap between them with a long, thorough kiss. Corrie had an instant in which to wonder what exactly had happened to Quinn’s hesitant kissing style before her rational thought was swept away on the tide that purged her brain and body of every single feeling but desire. 

Her hips bucked beneath Quinn, who slid to one side and pushed Corrie’s loose shorts down her legs. Quinn’s hands were shaking, and she sucked in a loud breath as Corrie finally lay naked before her. Quinn was drawn to the tight, dark blond curls in the center of Corrie’s body. 

She wanted to touch her there, to feel the crinkly hair and hot, silky skin beneath, to make her feel the same impossible pleasure. But she had been so overwhelmed when Corrie was touching her that she had no idea what Corrie had actually done. Tentatively, she let her fi ngertips skim over Corrie’s lips.  Soft. 

Quinn’s uncertainty felt like teasing, like an ecstatic kind of torture. Corrie strained desperately to feel more, but Quinn stopped and cupped her tenderly. Corrie’s eyes snapped open, hazed in anguish. “God, Quinn –” 

“Help me. Show me what you want.” 

Corrie slid a trembling hand down her stomach to cover Quinn’s, guiding her middle finger inside while urging Quinn’s thumb to circle the swollen knot of nerves above. “Like that...oh…” Corrie’s hands fell nerveless to her sides at the exquisite pressure, both inside and out. Quinn continued the slow thrusts, watching in awe as her strokes stripped Corrie of the last shreds of control. 

Corrie wanted to keep her eyes open, but the pleasure forced them shut, forced her breaths to become ragged in her throat.  Soon, soon, soon.  The pressure was building, a tidal wave behind the dam. Quinn continued her gentle touches, even as Corrie arched her hips, physically striving after the climax that hovered just out of reach. Higher and higher Quinn drove her with those tender caresses, higher and higher and higher until Corrie became mindless with passion. Her eyes opened, immediately locking on to Quinn’s. The rest of the room grew dark. 

“Oh, please, please I have to  please –” 

Quinn heard the strong note of panic in Corrie’s voice and squeezed her clitoris gently between thumb and index fi nger. Despite Corrie’s desperation, the pleasure was not short and sharp. It flattened her body in wave after rolling wave, as endless and eternal as the ocean. And as she watched Corrie succumb to the ecstasy, watched her ignorant fi ngers working this magic, Quinn felt herself fall in love all over again. 

“So beautiful,” she said, milking the very last of the spasms from Corrie’s exhausted body. “So incredibly beautiful.” 

When Corrie finally lay quiescent beneath her, Quinn held her just as she herself had been held. Corrie pillowed her head on Quinn’s breasts, her pale hair fanning out across Quinn’s stomach. 

“You feel really good,” Quinn dared to confess. I love you, god how I love you, even more than I did before. 

Corrie mumbled something incoherent and hugged her tightly. A minute later, her arms loosened their hold as she fell into a deep sleep. 

Smiling, Quinn managed to snag the afghan at the foot of the bed with her left toe and covered them both with it. 

 Right, she thought sleepily. It was her last thought before exhaustion and heavy satisfaction pulled her under.  This feels so very right.  



RIGHT OF WAY  

Quinn woke to the sound of her own name and the aroma of cooking eggs. Corrie’s lips were warm and soft against her ear. 

“Quinn...hey, sleepy, time to get up.” 

She rolled onto her back and blinked as Corrie’s face slowly came into focus. “Hey,” she replied. As she stretched, Corrie’s gaze moved down her body. For a second, Quinn felt an overwhelming urge to cover herself with the sheet, but then she saw the appreciation in Corrie’s eyes and was able to relax. 

“If we didn’t have to race,” Corrie said, her voice low and gritty, “I wouldn’t let you out of bed for hours, yet.” 

Quinn’s breaths stuttered in her lungs. 

“Oh.” Blushing, she cleared her throat. “Um, rain check?” 

Corrie laughed. “Fine by me.” She sat down next to Quinn on the bed. “How does an omelet sound for breakfast? You’ll need your strength today.” 

“Mmm, is that what I smell?” Quinn rubbed her cheek against Corrie’s arm. God it felt good just to be close like this –to share this kind of intimacy. “I’d love one.” 

“Cool. Give me ten minutes.” Corrie leaned down to gently kiss Quinn’s forehead. “Do you regret it?” she asked softly. “I know...I know you broke your rule.” 

Quinn looked up at her for several silent moments. “No. I don’t regret it at all.” 

Corrie smiled –a little bit in relief, Quinn thought. “Good.” She leaned down to press a lingering kiss on the corner of Quinn’s mouth. 

“See you downstairs in a few.” 

Quinn watched her walk away, already clad in her token sports bra and swim trunks.  And I didn’t break my rule,  she thought at Corrie’s tan back. I love you. But I’m afraid if I tell you, I’ll break the spell. 

She lay still, feeling the crispness of the sheet against her back, the warmth of the sunlight on her chest.  Do I feel different?  She sat up slowly and shifted so that her feet were touching the wood  fl oor. Her clothes were lying folded on the desk chair; Corrie must have picked them up when she’d awakened earlier. Experimen-tally, she rolled her shoulders and flexed her quads. Her muscles felt relaxed, and her head was clear. Crisp. Free of the hazing desire that had so plagued her the night before. 

 Am I different?  She looked down at herself –

at her breasts, at her familiar, too-round belly, at the patch of curly hair between her legs. Corrie had mapped her body, had touched her everywhere.  And I... She raised her fingers to her nose and breathed in.  Oh, god. That scent, musky and pungent, made her want nothing more than to feel and be felt all over again. 

But breakfast awaited, and then the race. 

Quinn got to her feet and quickly pulled on her clothes. It was time to stop dilly-dallying. If they could win, maybe Corrie would finally feel better. Stronger, not as threatened by Will, and perhaps even able to forgive Denise. Who was, Quinn realized, even more of a fool than she had originally thought. 

“She loved you, and you refused to honor that,” Quinn said to her refl ection in Corrie’s mirror.  But I’m not going to make that mistake, she pledged silently as she headed for the stairway.   

 Even if she never says the words.  

Quinn made her way down the hall, weaving between small groups of sailors as she headed toward the skipper’s meeting in the chart room. Technically, she wasn’t obligated to be there, but it didn’t make any sense to wait at home once she’d stopped in to retrieve her sailing gear. And more than that, she wanted to be with Corrie for any showdowns she might have with Will and Denise. 

Quinn stopped just inside the door, leaning against the wall as she surveyed the buzzing crowd. She was immediately surprised by the diversity of the group. At least a third of the skippers were middleaged. She had expected to see more men than women, but even that split was less drastic than she had anticipated. Everywhere she looked, people were talking and gesturing excitedly, and Quinn felt herself start to relax.  Casual. The atmosphere’s a lot less competitive than I thought it would be.  

But then she fi nally caught sight of Corrie, and her pulse jumped back into hyper-drive. 

 Oh, she looks so good. Quinn suddenly felt thirsty and just the slightest bit dizzy. Shaking her head, she moved toward the familiar fi gure. 

 Incredible.  It was the only word she could think of. Corrie owned several “rash guards,” 

as Quinn had heard her call them –skin-tight shirts made from a special kind of polyester that blocked both sun and salt water –but she had never seen this particular one before. It was a deep blue, with bands of gray at the collar and on both short sleeves, and as Quinn drew closer, she could make out Georgetown’s crest above Corrie’s left breast. The shirt left nothing to the imagination. Quinn could  see the promi-nent bulges of her biceps, and her six-pack abs, and the contours of the muscles that fl ared out slightly just above her hips. Tight, dark gray shorts struggled to contain her strong legs, finally giving way to tan skin several inches above her knees. 

Quinn suddenly flashed to the sight of Corrie’s   naked   body, bowtight beneath her in the fragile instant before orgasm. She breathed in sharply as her own body sparked at the memory, as her fingers ached to be enclosed again by the wet grip of Corrie’s inner muscles. 

“Quinn, hey!” Corrie’s voice, uncharacteristically high-pitched, shocked Quinn out of her reverie. She had no memory of crossing the room, but there she was, standing next to Corrie, who was facing off with her brother and a petite, perky brunette whose painted-on smile nearly out-dazzled the morning sunshine. A rather large diamond glinted on her left hand . 

 Denise. It had to be. And she was much, much prettier than Quinn. 

“Glad you’re here,” Corrie said, her voice noticeably strained. She slipped one arm around Quinn’s waist and drew her close. A few weeks ago, Quinn probably would have minded the show of possession, but after last night? It felt right, somehow. She rubbed her cheek briefl y against Corrie’s shoulder and tried to look relaxed. “You’ve met Will, but this is his fiancée and crew, Denise Lewis. Denise –

Quinn Davies, my crew and my girlfriend.” 

Both Will and Quinn looked surprised at Corrie’s use of that particular word. Despite having never really liked it, Quinn found that she didn’t mind it applied to her now. Especially with that “my” in front of it. 

“Pleased to meet you,” said Denise. Her smile was surprisingly wide as she focused in on Quinn. 

 Weird, Quinn thought.  She almost looks relieved.  She shook hands and tried not to let on that she could feel Corrie vibrating with suppressed tension. Her back was ramrod straight, and Quinn suddenly understood why every single one of her muscles was jumping out in high-defi nition.  At this rate, she’ll waste all her adrenaline, just by standing still.  

“So,” Denise asked conversationally. “How long have you been sailing?” 

The question was presumably meant to rattle her, but instead, Quinn found herself enjoying the prospect of being the underdog. “I started lessons in early June,” she said, shrugging, “so, not long at all, really.” When Denise nodded benevolently, Quinn pointed to her sleek white US Sailing shirt and pretended ignorance. “Were you in the Olympics as well?” 

“Yes,” Denise said, “though we haven’t been on the circuit for a few years now.” She turned then to look up sweetly at Will. “That’s where we met.” Will grinned back indulgently. 

Quinn barely stopped herself from rolling her eyes and instead brushed her hand surreptitiously along Corrie’s forearm in a meager attempt to soothe her. Corrie’s skin nearly burned the tips of Quinn’s fi ngers.  That’s it, she thought suddenly.  She’s driving herself crazy here. 

“That’s so great,” she said, before lightly gripping Corrie’s wrist. “I hate to say this, Mars, but don’t you have a meeting to run?” 

Quinn used the nickname deliberately, hoping to catch Corrie’s attention. 

“Oh,” Corrie said, pulling back and nodding. She shrugged in what passed for an apologetic manner. “I really should be going, I guess.” 

“Sure, Cor,” said Will. “See you on the water.” 

“It was good to see you again, Corrie,” Denise chimed in. “And nice to meet you, Quinn.” 

Quinn successfully reined in her impulse to trip Denise as she and Will wandered off to find seats. She looked up into Corrie’s dilated eyes and deliberately squeezed her hand. “How are you doing?” 

“Okay. I’m okay.” 



“Try to stay calm for now,” Quinn said as she stroked the back of Corrie’s hand with one thumb. “Save it for the water.” 

Corrie nodded. Her face was suddenly very vulnerable, and if they hadn’t been in a crowded room, Quinn would have dared to lean in for a kiss. “I’m glad you’re here,” Corrie said quietly. “I think maybe you rescued me, just then.” 

“You would have been fine on your own.” 

“No,” Corrie replied vaguely. “I’m not sure you’re right about that.” But she looked down at her watch, and her eyes widened slightly. “I actually   do   need to get started.” This time, the note of apology in her voice was genuine. 

Quinn could tell. 

“Okay.” She was turning away to find a spare strip of wall to lean against, when Corrie caught her shoulder. 

“Meet me in my office, an hour before the start,” she breathed into Quinn’s ear. The gentle, prickling sensation forced goose bumps to the surface of her arms. 

“Okay.” 

When she turned around, Corrie had melted into the crowd. 

Corrie, ensconced in the swivel chair behind her desk, twisted from side to side as she gazed out the window. The boathouse’s fl ag streamed steadily in her direction. She had checked the radar only a few minutes earlier.  No storms in the vicinity. Fourteen knots, no gusting.  She rolled her shoulders and flexed her biceps experimen-tally.  A perfect day.  

At the sound of approaching footsteps, she immediately looked up, expecting Quinn. But the doorway remained mysteriously empty, until – 

“You’re not going to throw anything, are you?” Quinn’s voice sounded wary. 

Corrie grinned. “The coast is clear. Come on in.” 

“Hi.” Quinn closed the door behind her, walked right up to Corrie, and leaned against the desk instead of sitting on her lap, as had been her original intent.  Chicken.  

Fortunately, Corrie read her mind. “This is softer,” she said, patting her thighs. For some reason, she was feeling the overwhelming urge to  

be in physical contact with Quinn every chance she got. And I’m not in the mood to deny myself –not today. Not after last night. 

Quinn settled warmly into Corrie’s embrace, loving how easily they meshed together. “You feel good.” 

“So do you.” One of Corrie’s hands rubbed circles on Quinn’s stomach while the other lightly stroked her knee. “Are you feeling okay about the race?” Corrie asked. Her words were warm against Quinn’s neck. “Anything you want to go over one last time before we head out?” 

“Hmm.” Quinn traced Corrie’s bicep 

through the rash guard as she thought. “Well, as much as I hate to bring them up, you’ve seen Will and Denise sail, right? Is there anything we can focus on that will specifically help us beat them?” 

Corrie shifted so that she could look directly into Quinn’s eyes. They swirled from blue to gray and back again.  Like the ocean on a partly cloudy day.  “You know...you know it’s okay if we don’t, right?” she asked, frowning. “If we don’t beat them, I mean.” 

Quinn gazed back at her steadily. “I understand why you need to say that to me right now, but I also know that it’s not exactly true.” 

She gently stroked the back of Corrie’s head. “I want to help you win, because it’s important to you. And I care about what’s important to you, because I care about  you. Okay?” 

Corrie nodded, not daring to trust her voice. 

 I really, really don’t deserve you, she thought as she stared out the window toward the waiting ocean. Her gut twisted painfully.  Don’t think about it. Not now. Later. After.  “I guess we should get down to the boat,” she said, fi nally. 



“Yes. The boat.” Quinn leaned in for a kiss. 

“Unoffi cially, though,” she murmured against Corrie’s lips, “I’d rather stay right here.” 

Corrie laughed as they both rose to their feet. “You’re good for my ego, you know that?” 

Quinn shook her head, reached for Corrie’s hand, and pulled her toward the door. “And you’re good for mine.” 

She led Corrie out into the brilliant sunlight, blinking as her eyes adjusted. A dozen questions still pounded against the walls of her brain like the surf against a cliff –big questions, frightening questions, questions about the fu-ture, about relationships, about love. Hopeful questions. But for now, the wind and water beckoned. 

Jen and Drew were helping to orchestrate the distribution of sailing equipment from the shed as Corrie and Quinn approached. “I was beginning to wonder about you two!” Drew called, tilting his head toward their boat on its cart. “Everything’s in there –sails, rudder and tiller, vests. Some spare line as well.” 

“Thanks,” Corrie said. She squeezed his shoulder, just before Quinn stepped up to give him a quick hug. 

“Good luck, Q,” said Drew. “Kick some ass for me.” 

“You betcha.” Quinn tried to look brave. 

“What am I?” asked Jen, arms folded impos-ingly beneath her breasts. “Chopped liver?” 

“Yep,” said Drew, grinning from ear to ear. 

“Not at all,” Quinn answered graciously. 

“Thanks for the extracrispy sail.” She indicated the brand new tube of material in the bottom of their boat, and gave Jen the thumbs-up as she unfurled its foot along the boom. 

“Don’t forget to tell the staff to fire up the grills at fi ve o’clock,” Corrie said, fitting the tiller and rudder together. “If we don’t have food for the masses when the races are over, we’ll be hoisted on our own petards.” 

“How à propos,” Jen scoffed. 

“Yes’m,” said Drew, snapping a smart salute. 

At that instant, Will walked by, hand-in-hand with Denise. She balanced a sail on her right shoulder while he hefted the tiller in his free hand. The pair was clearly headed for the piers and their waiting boat. “Hey Cor,” he said jovially. “Hi, Quinn. See you out there.” Denise nodded at them. 

Corrie nodded back frostily and began running the tapes of the spinnaker with far more vigorous movements than were strictly necessary. “Sure, see you.” Her head turned to follow them and she muttered a string of obscenities under her breath. 

 I guess Corrie’s fighting spirit is back in full force, Quinn thought. She was more than a little relieved. Now was not the time for Corrie to feel vulnerable. 

“Who’s the girl?” Jen asked, once they were out of earshot. 

Corrie ground her teeth. Quinn winced at the sound. “His fi ancée.” 



Drew frowned. “What’s her deal? Why are you making that awful noise?” 

“I’m ready for the chute,” Quinn said matter-of-factly, holding out her hand. As the sail was handed over, Quinn made sure to brush Corrie’s knuckles with her fingertips in an effort to soothe her.  Don’t think about them. Think about me. Think about how you kissed me, and how I felt inside you. Forget she ever touched you. “Pay attention while I rig this now,” she said. “I don’t want to do it wrong. Not today.” 

With an effort, Corrie turned away from the retreating forms of Will and Denise. “Okay.” 

She even mustered up a half-grin. “Right. I’m watching.” 

“Is she evil?” Drew persisted, still watching Denise. 

“How about we make sure the judges’ boat doesn’t leave without us, Harris?” Jen asked sweetly. Quinn shared an appreciative smile with her before turning back to the rigging. 

Drew was so hopelessly illiterate at subtext. 



“But –” 

“Come on,” Jen said, grabbing his elbow and shepherding him toward the dock. 

For a few minutes afterward, Corrie and Quinn worked together in silence. “I think we’re good to go,” Corrie said fi nally, survey-ing the boat one last time. The spinnaker sheet clearly extended around the outside of the fore-stay, and the pole was tucked securely under one hiking strap. Quinn had tied figure-eight knots in every important piece of line. Both sidestays sported telltales made from unwound cassette tape that would flutter in the wind to help them navigate. 

“Shall we?” Corrie asked, taking a deep breath and looking out toward the water.  Wind still looks steady. Good. 

“You’re the skipper.” Quinn grabbed one side of the cart’s handle and began to maneuver their boat toward the nearest pier. 

“Yeah, but you’re calling most of the shots these days,” said Corrie. She slid her right hand over the back of Quinn’s before taking hold of the other side of the handle. 

“Careful now,” said Quinn, her voice soft. 

“You’ll give me ideas.” 

Corrie sucked in a quick breath as her body reacted to Quinn’s innuendo by breaking out in goose bumps despite the eighty-fi vedegree temperature. “Hold that thought,” she said, resolutely willing the sensation into the background. “We have some races to win.” 

Quinn flinched noticeably as a boat that had been about to broadside them ducked below their stern at the very last minute. “Way too close,” she muttered, keeping one eye on the jib and one eye on the crowd of boats off starboard. 

“Don’t worry,” said Corrie, her own gaze intent on the starting line. “We’re doing just –oh!” 

By now, Quinn knew that an exclamation like that one was a good reason to duck. 

“Tacking,” Corrie called belatedly as the boom swung above Quinn’s head. There was no time for the normal sequence of commands during the mêlée just before a race’s start. The precious gaps that suddenly developed between boats would disappear just as quickly if they didn’t act fast. 

As the boat returned to a close haul on port tack, Quinn noticed the bright flash of Megan Dougherty’s orange windbreaker off to their left. “Look, Megs and Brad,” she said as they first pulled alongside and then began to pass the familiar pair. 

“Howdy, strangers,” Corrie said jovially. 

Her quick eyes picked up on a developing gap on the other side of Brad’s boat and she raised her voice. “Hole off starboard, Brad, two o’clock!” 

“Thanks, Mars,” said Brad as they quickly tacked to take advantage of the room. 

Corrie made a minor adjustment to the tiller and returned her focus to the mass of boats between her and the starting line. “Never hurts to lend a helping hand,” she answered Quinn’s curious look. “Besides, we’re gonna whup them anyway. May as well be sportsmanly about it.” 

When Quinn laughed, Corrie winked, and at that moment, three short whistle-bursts pierced the hazy air.  Thirty seconds. 

“There!” Quinn cried suddenly, her left arm snapping out to point as the paths of two boats just in front of them diverged to create an empty space. 

Corrie looked along the line of Quinn’s trembling muscles and realized that it was the ideal trajectory. Just inside the port buoy, on an excellent course for the windward mark. 

They’d be in perfect position. She pushed the tiller hard to starboard, even as Quinn anticipated the movement and hurriedly brought the jib across. Their tack was fl awless and fast, and within seconds they were darting forward toward the starting line. 

Two whistles. Twenty seconds. The mainsail snapped taut as they surged ahead, and Corrie watched in supreme satisfaction as they passed Will and Denise in their twin US Sailing uni-forms. She couldn’t help it, she war-whooped. 

Loudly. 

“All we have to do is stay ahead of them!” 

she shouted. She spared a second to meet Quinn’s gaze. “You did this; your good eyes.” 

Quinn hiked out further and smiled. Ahead of them, the last short whistle sounded. Ten seconds. For the first time since they had climbed into their boat an hour earlier, she felt her nervousness abate, to be replaced by a surge of exhilaration.  We can do this. And then they were crossing the starting line, passing near the judge’s motorboat, and she could distantly hear Drew and Jen shouting words of encouragement that were almost immediately lost in the wind. Ahead, several boats were struggling to point as high as they could, as they made for the bright orange windward buoy. 

Behind, the majority of the pack was trying desperately to catch up to the leaders. 

Quinn glanced back at Corrie and was immediately reassured by her intense focus on the boats ahead and her steady hand on the tiller. 

 She’s so beautiful like this. Her tan, freckled face, the strong muscles in her arms that leapt into definition as she trimmed the mainsail, the swell of her breasts beneath her tight shirt –she belonged exactly where she was.  Really, incredibly beautiful.  

The epiphany was as swift as their tack had been –a change of direction, a sudden crossing of the wind.  I don’t want this to end.  Quinn felt the truth of it in the pit of her belly –in the joy and fear that rippled under her skin like static electricity. The odds were against her, of course. Could she really keep Corrie’s attention? Would she grow too needy and scare her away? A night here and there would never be enough.  Not for me. 

“Prepare to tack!” Corrie called, reading the wind on the water before it reached their boat. 

“Ready,” Quinn replied automatically.  Stop thinking.  Now was not the time for ogling or introspection.   Later.  Now was the time to focus. 

To put to the test every skill she’d learned in the past two months. Resolutely, Quinn crossed the middle of the boat and swung her weight out to port, settling in for the upwind leg. 

“Quinn,” Corrie said to Quinn’s back, as they made their way from the shoreline toward the boathouse. “Quinn,” she called more loudly, when there was no reply. 

Quinn stopped and turned back so quickly that Corrie nearly crashed into her. She pulled up short just in time and stood looking down into profoundly unhappy blue-gray eyes. “I know,” Quinn choked out. “It’s completely my fault, and if I don’t get my act together this afternoon, we’ll have  no chance  of beating them!” 

Corrie reached for her hand, but Quinn pulled away. The agony on her face felt like a sucker punch to Corrie’s gut.  Idiot, idiot, idiot, she berated herself.  She’s taking this way too hard. 

 What have you done?  

“It doesn’t matter,” she said urgently. “I never meant to make you think –” 

“We’ve been over this already.” Quinn’s eyes were far too bright. “It  does matter. You want to show them that you’re better. That you don’t need either of them. And I want to  help you, and then I go falling out of the boat...” She paused, bright eyes fl ickering across Corrie’s face. “You know I’m right.” 

“One bad race is not a big deal. It’s not. I mean it.” 

Quinn’s shoulders slumped and she turned away, swiping at her eyes. “Please don’t lie to me,” she said, beginning to trudge toward the boathouse. “That’s not fair.” 

Her heartfelt words slammed into Corrie’s gut like an uncontrolled boom.  How will I ever come clean? I’ve been lying to you for weeks.  But then she realized that Quinn was moving away, and she shoved her guilt to the side. The sand churned wildly beneath her feet as she darted to catch up. 

“But I’m  not  lying.”  Not now, anyway.  



This time, when Quinn tried to pull away, Corrie would have none of it. She squeezed Quinn’s hand gently. “Remember that we can get rid of one of our times. So let’s just pretend that last race never happened.” 

She grinned winningly. “Shazam. Poof. Gone. 

We’re tied with them, one to one.” 

For the first time since Quinn had hiked out too far on her trapeze, lost her balance, and swung out to collide with the bow of their boat, she smiled. Sort of. “We  did  beat  them  by  a good margin in the fi rst race.” 

“Yeah!” said Corrie, nodding enthusiastically. “That was an incredible sail.” 

“So, we should be okay, as long as we win twice and don’t lose another one badly –right?” 

Corrie nodded again, and finally gave in to the urge to move forward and tuck a few stray strands of Quinn’s wavy brown hair back behind her right ear. Quinn leaned into her touch. 

“It’ll all come down to how the times add up in the end,” she said quietly. Quinn’s face was soft and smooth and she leaned down to press her lips to where her fingers had been. “But that strategy sounds good to me.” 

Quinn took a deep breath. “Okay.” 

“Okay?” Corrie raised both eyebrows. 

“You’re still with me, then?” 

 Cute, thought Quinn. “It looks like I am.” 

Corrie’s evident relief made her chest hurt, but in a good way. She took another deep breath and looked toward town. “I’m going to take a walk and grab something to eat. I want to get away from this for a while.” 

“Sure.” Corrie let go of Quinn’s hand with obvious reluctance. “I understand. See you in an hour.” 

Quinn walked briskly toward Main Street, but just before she turned out of Corrie’s line of sight, she looked back. Corrie was watching her. She even gave a little wave. Quinn’s heart fl ip-fl opped again. 

 This is bad,  she thought. Apparently, falling in love was the same as any other kind of falling in its rapid acceleration.  Very, very bad. 

Who knew what would happen after all this excitement was over?  She’ll just be left with little, boring me. How will that be enough?  

But despite the familiar doubt, she was smiling. 

Corrie tugged hard on the mainsail and hiked out even further as the boat heeled up in response. Testing her line of approach, she turned the bow just a bit further into the wind, and when the sail did not begin to flap, she crowed in triumph. 

“We’re pointing better than they are,” she shouted to Quinn over the sound of the wind. 

“Just keep her steady and we should catch them at the mark!” 

“Okay,” said Quinn. Her body was ex-

tended completely over the water, her knees only slightly bent. She rigorously watched for puffs, even as the ocean spray battered her face and soaked her shirt and shorts. The wind had picked up since this morning, which meant that Quinn had literally been trapezing for hours. 

Her quads were on fi re and her biceps ached, but this was the last race. 

 Just hang on,  she told herself.  Hang on and don’t mess up.  The windward mark drew rapidly closer with every passing second, and she mentally prepared herself for the flurry of activity that would attend their rounding of the buoy. Keeping the boat balanced on the windward leg was a piece of cake compared to raising and flying the spinnaker. And as soon as they rounded the orange sphere now bobbing just fi fty feet away from them, she would have to do just that. 

The race leaders had already made the turn, but ten feet ahead, Will and Denise were clearly visible against the deep blue backdrop of the late afternoon sky. Quinn caught her breath in excitement as she realized that Corrie was right. 

They were gaining on the pair. And as long as they could nose their way even with the stern of Will’s boat, Corrie would be able to demand right of way around the buoy. 

Quinn held her breath as they edged closer, and closer, and even closer. 

“Room!” Corrie bellowed, as soon as the bow overlapped. “Get the fuck out of my way, Will!” 

When Quinn saw Corrie let out their sail by several  feet  of  line,  she  jumped  back  into  the boat, immediately reaching for the spinnaker pole. As quickly as she could, she attached the topping lift before hooking one end of the pole to the mast and the other to the edge of the sail. 

For once, the entire process didn’t take more than ten seconds. “Raise, raise, raise!” she shouted, as soon as all three points of the pole were attached. Corrie pulled hard on the spinnaker halyard, and the blue and white sail began to inflate off port. 

As the boat tilted precipitously, Quinn secured the guy, grabbed the sheet, and launched herself backward until only the balls of her feet were in contact with the gunwale. From her precarious position on the trapeze, she continu-ally trimmed the spinnaker, testing the fullness of the sail by alternately tightening and easing the line. As soon as the boat was level in the water, she felt its bow rise up powerfully out of the waves. 

“Planing,” she whispered reverently. She risked a quick glance backward to watch the water stream behind them and realized that they had somehow managed to pull ahead of Will and Denise by a little more than a boat length.  Five seconds. Jen said we need to beat them by fi ve seconds to come in ahead overall.  

“Nice!” said Corrie, grinning broadly at their sudden lead. She tucked her feet under the hiking straps and leaned out slightly to help balance the boat. “Long as we keep the chute full, we’ll hit the jibe mark ahead.” 

Quinn nodded, never taking her eyes from the spinnaker. She played it delicately as Corrie worked the tiller and watched for sudden gusts.  Keep it full, she told herself, over and over.  Just keep it full. The rest of the world receded. There was only wind and water and the impatient tug of the sail, straining hard against her aching palms.  Just hang on. Just keep it full.  

“Jibe mark in fifty,” Corrie said. “We’re still a boat length and a half ahead.” 

Quinn nodded again.  Moment of truth. Last chance to make this perfect. Denise and Will were former Olympians, and Corrie had once told Quinn that most Olympians could jibe their spinnaker pole in under five seconds. She took a deep breath and visualized what she was about to do, even as she continued to trim the chute. 

“All right, Quinn,” Corrie shouted, as she let the mainsail out completely. Crouching low to maintain her balance, she threw one leg over the tiller extension so that she could steer with her legs while fl ying the chute with her hands. 

“One last time. Hand me the sheet!” 

Quinn bent her knees and swung into the boat, reaching back as she did so to transfer the line into Corrie’s gloved palm. As soon as she was safely inside the boat, she unhooked her harness from the starboard trapeze clip and reached forward to jibe the pole. For the first time in her life, Quinn managed to release the pole and reattach it in the same motion. In a burst of speed, she reset the spinnaker lines and hooked herself into the port trapeze clip, then grabbed the sheet from Corrie and propelled herself out of the boat. 

Corrie let go of the spinnaker sheet completely and grabbed at the purchase system of the mainsail. Mesmerized, Quinn took her eyes off the newly inflated spinnaker to watch the muscles in Corrie’s arms and back leap into sharp relief as she manually yanked the boom across the thwart while shoving the tiller away from the sail with her knees. The boat lurched and spun quickly around the buoy –so quickly that it only registered as a bright flash of orange in Quinn’s peripheral vision before they had cleared it and were racing toward the leeward mark. 

“That was beautiful!” Corrie yelled into the wind as she trimmed the sail. “You are beautiful!” 

Quinn laughed triumphantly. The spinnaker tugged against her grip like a creature possessed, but the ache in her arms and legs was gone. “How far ahead?” she shouted, not daring to look back at their competition. 

Corrie risked a quick glance. “Enough!” she crowed. “Enough. Just keep her full.” 

And Quinn did, all the way until the windward mark. She pulled the spinnaker down with smooth, efficient movements as Corrie spun them around the buoy and headed back upwind toward the fi nish line. The boats ahead were meaningless. Only the one behind them counted. As soon as the sail was tucked securely into its bag, she swung out again on the trapeze. Their boat responded by darting forward, as though it knew just how important these final seconds were. 



“Still enough?” Quinn gasped. Her arms were suddenly aching again. 

“Yes,” said Corrie, her voice strong and sure. She stretched as far out of the boat as she could, and briefly met Quinn’s eyes. “Just a minute more.” 

Quinn’s legs shook, her thighs and stomach burning as she struggled to maintain her balance on the trapeze. And then, out of the corner of her eye, she could see it –the judges’ boat, only a few seconds away. She leaned back for all she was worth, forcing the hull down  hard  to ride flat against the water until the high-pitched blare of a whistle signaled their finish. Corrie released the mainsail immediately, and Quinn somehow found the strength to lunge back into the boat before collapsing against the thwart. 

Several seconds later, the whistle shrilled again. As one, they looked toward the judges’ 

boat, where Jen was waving her arms frantic-ally in their direction. “You did it!” they heard faintly. 



“Holy shit,” said Corrie. The boat was rapidly losing momentum, as it spun up into irons. 

She looked over at Quinn and grinned tiredly. 

“We beat them.” 

“Yeah,” Quinn said weakly. Her heart, she was certain, was trying to force its way out between her ribs. “We did.” 

“You were amazing. Incredible. That last jibe...” 

“You were pretty amazing yourself,” Quinn managed. 

The boat finally stopped its forward movement, hanging motionless for just an instant before the wind and the waves began to push it backward. After another minute, Corrie wiped the sweat from her forehead with one arm and sat up slowly. She turned toward Quinn, and her eyes were bright. 

“Thank you,” she said. Inexplicably, she blinked back tears. “God, Quinn, thank you so much.” 

But Quinn shook her head. “Don’t thank me for something I wanted to do.” She reached out to touch Corrie’s arm above her sailing glove. 

The skin beneath her fingertips was hot and moist with sweat. And then Corrie leaned in to briefly rest her head on Quinn’s shoulder, her eyes closing as she sighed deeply. 

 I hope this brings you peace, Quinn thought as she grazed Corrie’s temple with her lips.  You deserve it. Corrie’s vulnerability was humbling. 

It made her ache inside.  I love that you trust me. I love you.  

“Come on, Skipper,” she finally said. “Let’s head in, so we can celebrate our victory.” 



GALE FORCE  

Quinn stretched her sore legs out beneath the table as Jen handed her another drink. Tequila sunrise. Quite possibly a new favorite. “Oh, thank you,” she said, immediately pressing two fingertips to the cool glass and transferring them to her face.  Cool. Nice and cool. 

“Either you’re pretty buzzed, or you got a wicked sunburn,” Jen said, smirking. “’Cuz you’re all red, y’know.” 

“Sunburn. I forgot to put more lotion on, during the lunch break.” 

“Ah.” Jen took a sip from her glass –some kind of hard liquor on ice –and raised her eyebrows. “You must be feeling pretty good, though. About beating Corrie’s brother, I mean.” 

“Oh,” said Quinn, nodding perhaps a bit more enthusiastically than she would have, had she not already consumed one tequila sunrise. 



“Yes, defi nitely. I feel  great.”  And about out-crewing Denise. Especially about that.  

“Bet Mars does, too.” 

“I hope so,” Quinn said, suddenly serious. 

“She should. In fact...” She sat up straighter and craned her neck. “Where did she go?” 

“There.” Jen pointed, and Quinn twisted around in her seat until she could see Corrie, who was deep in conversation with Brad and Drew just a few feet away. An unfinished beer bottle hung down by her side, resting in the vee between her index and middle fi nger. She was still wearing the rash guard, and Quinn’s eyes were drawn to the gentle curves of her breasts. 

They weren’t full and heavy, like her own. In fact, she was willing to bet that Corrie could get away with not wearing a bra without feeling discomfort. But they matched her lean physique, and they had fit so perfectly into her palms, and god, she wanted to feel them again, to kiss them as she smoothed her hand down Corrie’s taut stomach and – 



Will strode into her field of vision, Denise in tow, and Quinn was immediately on high alert. 

Denise looked reluctant to be there; she was frowning a little and biting her bottom lip. As she stood behind him and slightly off to one side, he clasped Corrie’s shoulder. Quinn grimaced preemptively.  Uh oh. 

“That last race was amazing, Cor,” Will said jovially. “The way you stole our wind like that was just clutch .  You guys were sharp!” 

Quinn didn’t realize that she was holding her breath until she exhaled in surprise. Corrie’s expression as she turned to look up at Will was not fiercely triumphant, as she had expected it to be, or even angry. Her face was curiously blank, almost as though she didn’t recognize him. Her mouth opened slightly, then closed. 

“And Quinn was incredible, too,” he said, his hand still resting on her shoulder. “Especially seeing as she only started learning this season.” 



Corrie said nothing in reply, but Quinn could tell when the rage began to sweep over her, could see it in her face and in the set of her body –like watching a thunderstorm move across the water. Denise was actually fidgeting, and Quinn wondered whether she could read Corrie’s mood as well. The thought bothered her. 

“Anyway, that was a solid ass-whupping you gave us, but we’ll be out to get you back next year.” He reached out to thread one arm around Denise’s waist. “Right, honey?” 

“Sure,” said Denise. She glanced once at Corrie, then away. 

The storm hit. Corrie trembled once, violently. Her eyes were as wide and dark as they had been while Quinn had touched her the night before, but her fists were clenched at her sides and the tendons in her neck leaped out in relief as she struggled to keep her fury in check. 

She trembled again, squared her shoulders, and turned toward the double doors. They boomed shut behind her, a clap of thunder. 

Will turned toward Denise, tugging in frustration at the brim of his cap. “What the hell was that all about? What did I say? I congratulated her, for fuck’s sake!” 

“Just let her go,” Denise said, grabbing for one hand. “Come on, let’s head back to our table.” She tugged lightly, but Will remained rooted to the spot. 

“No.” He shook his head. “No, I’m going out there, and I’m going to find out what her goddamn problem is.” 

“Will –” she sounded genuinely frightened for some reason. 

Quinn paused in the act of raising her glass to her lips. What was Denise trying to hide? She tracked Will’s progress across the room before looking down into the pink and gold swirls of her drink. “They’ll either have it out once and for all,” she said to Jen, “or one of them will end up in the ocean.” 

Corrie kicked up small clouds of sand as she hurried across the beach toward the docks. 

“Fuck you both,” she muttered. “You and your bullshit, treating me like some kind of baby...” 

Will’s condescending congratulations had been the proverbial last straw. Who the hell did he think he was to give her a pat on the head? His message had been loud and clear.  Nice sailing, kid sister, but we all know what’s really important. 

 What I have and you don’t, what I won and you lost.  

She turned aside at the first pier and threw herself onto the slats, dipping one foot down to kick furiously at the glittering water. Leaning back on her elbows, Corrie looked up at the stars –so very bright in the clear, still sky. But all she could see were the dark spaces between them. 

Behind her, a loose board creaked. Her head whipped around. “Get out of here!” She spun around and surged to her feet in the same movement. 

“No.” Will stopped a few feet away. “I’m sick of this passive aggressive bullshit, Corrie. 



It’s been going on for far too long, and I should’ve called you on it a long time ago.” He crossed his arms over his broad chest. “So whatever the hell is bothering you, out with it, okay? Right here, right now. ’Cuz I’ve been wracking my brains, and I don’t have a clue.” 

“What the  fuck?” Corrie took a menacing step toward him. “Wracking your brains, huh? 

I always knew I was a fuckload smarter than you, but this just takes the cake!” 

“Oh, get off it,” Will growled. “I’m sick and tired of you going on about what a little genius you are! Ever since you got into Georgetown, you’ve been rubbing my face in it.” 

Corrie’s  fingernails bit into her palms. “Oh, and you’ve never rubbed my face in anything, have you? ’Course not. Not you. Prince Charming William.” 

Will threw his hands up in the air. “What the hell are you talking about now?” 

Corrie took another step forward. “Denise, you asshole!” she yelled back. “Or have you already forgotten how you stole her, fucked her, and fucked me over?” 

Will froze. “What?” 

“You heard me.” Her words were missiles, sparking over the gulf between them, fi nally finding their marks. 

“You...and Denise.” Will looked stunned. 

“You and Denise had a…a thing?” 

“A  thing? I was in love with her! I had it all planned out! We were going to win the gold and move to Provincetown so we could get married and –” Suddenly, the import of his questions hit home. She reached out for one of the pylons, to steady herself. “Holy shit. You didn’t –” 

“Of course I didn’t know! I just thought you guys were friends. You never said anything about it. I had no idea.” 

“How could you not –” 

“What the fuck? Do you expect me to read your mind or something?” Will scowled deeply. “Cut me a little slack here, for once in your life. I have  no idea how your oh-so-brilliant brain works, okay?” 

“And that’s my fault?” Corrie sucked in a deep breath. “You never bothered to really get to know me. All I’ve ever been to you is a fucking benchmark you always had to exceed.” 

“Oh, thanks a lot, Cor. Thanks a  lot.” Will shook his head. “Who the fuck taught you how to throw a football? Kick a soccer ball? It sure as hell wasn’t Dad. I taught you how to  sail for god’s sake!” 

“All you taught me,” Corrie snarled, “was how to royally fuck up someone’s entire life. 

And you didn’t even have to try that hard.” 

“I told you, goddammit, I didn’t have a clue that you guys had been an item. Not a fucking clue!” 

Silence descended between them, then, as Corrie realized the import of what he was saying. “She never told you.” She shook her head in disbelief. “I mean, yeah, she didn’t want to come out to her  parents, but how the hell did she manage not to tell  you?” 

“She –she told me she thought you were jealous of her because she made it to the Trials and you didn’t.” He shrugged, clearly confused. And upset. “What...what happened, Cor?” 

Corrie looked down at the dock. Suddenly, she didn’t want to yell anymore. Her righteous anger didn’t stand a chance in the face of his honest confusion. “We were together for two months.” Her lips twisted. “I had it so bad...and then, one day, she just broke it off. Said she couldn’t ‘do this’ anymore, whatever the hell that means.” She sighed heavily and glanced up at Will before rubbing the back of her neck with one hand. “Next thing I know, I see her getting all cozy with you.” 

Will looked out toward the water, running his fingers lightly over his five o’clock shadow. 

“Fuck.” 

Corrie nodded in silent agreement. “You and I,” she began hesitantly. “We’ve always been competitive. Too competitive, about everything. And maybe it’s my fault. Maybe I let the pressure of always being in your shadow get to me.” 

“My shadow?” Will grimaced. “I had to fight just to stay one step ahead. You lit a fire under my ass, you know? Always on the verge of catching up and passing me by.” 

Corrie laughed, but it wasn’t a happy sound. 

“God, what a pair we make.” 

“No shit.” Will stretched both arms above his head. “I feel like I’m in one of those soap operas Mom used to watch when we were kids.” 

“I hear you.” 

They stood still for several minutes –not moving, not saying a word, but closer than they’d been in years. Will sighed. “I think Denise and I need to have a long talk.” He glanced at her, then back out at the water. “You and I...uh, are we...?” 

“I don’t think this is going to get fixed in one day,” Corrie said quietly. “But this –it’s a start, I guess. Or something.” 

“Temporary truce?” When Corrie shrugged, he held out his hand. “Do you want me to spit in my palm, or what?” 

She turned away, but Will thought he saw the shadow of a smile curve her lips. “I’ll pass, thanks.” 

He jerked his head toward the boathouse. 

“Want to head back?” 

“Yeah, okay.” 

When they stepped through the doors of the chart room, Will headed one way and Corrie another. Quinn had to grab her chair handles to keep herself from jumping up and asking what had happened between them, but fortunately, Corrie made for her table after a brief stop at the bar. 

“You okay?” Quinn asked softly as Corrie sat down next to her. Corrie nodded. Her expression was vacant, as though she were looking at something far away.  God, she looks so tired. 



“He didn’t know,” she said. “All this time, I thought he was gloating. I even thought he might’ve done it on purpose just to get at me, and he didn’t know.” 

Quinn sat back hard in her chair. So that’s what she was hiding. Why would she do that? 

“God.” 

“Yeah.” Corrie took several swallows off her beer. She closed her eyes. “I think I’m going to go home. Party’s winding down anyway. I’ll clean all this shit up tomorrow.” 

Quinn reached out to stroke Corrie’s quads with a light, soothing motion. The muscles were tense beneath her palm. “Okay.” She bit at her lip. “Do you want, um, company?”  Please say yes. I want to help you, to comfort you.  

Corrie opened her eyes and smiled but shook her head. She covered Quinn’s hand with her own. “I sort of just need to be alone tonight. 

To think.” 

“Sure,” said Quinn, smothering her disappointment.  How can you blame her? “Sleep well, okay?” 

Corrie kissed her lightly on the lips, then stood up. “You, too. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” 

She paused to brush her knuckles down the side of Quinn’s face. “And sweet sailing out there today.” 

Quinn didn’t look away until the doors closed behind Corrie’s back. She sighed and swirled the last few swallows of her drink in the bottom of her cup.  I wanted to hold her tonight. To just hold her until she fell asleep, then maybe wake her up in the morning…  

“Hey, Q, you all right?” Drew slid into the chair that Corrie had just vacated. 

“Sure, just fi ne.” 

“You were making a weird face. All 

scrunched up, like –” When he demonstrated, Quinn laughed. 

“I sure hope I didn’t look like  that.” 

“Yeah, you kinda did.” 

Quinn relaxed into the friendly banter, but deep down, she knew she’d be unsettled until she saw Corrie again –until she held her, touched her.  Tomorrow, Quinn thought.  Tomorrow, I hope.  



COMING ABOUT  

Corrie woke to birdsong with the early morning sun in her eyes. She lay still, blinking as she remembered.  Yesterday, the regatta. Will. Relief spread through her body –aloe over sunburn. 

She hadn’t wanted to admit it last night, but their talk had been new. Different.  Good, I guess. 

She  flexed her toes and took a deep breath before rolling over in the hopes of getting more rest.  God, I never realized how tiring it is to be angry all the time. For years now.  She snuggled back into the pillow and pulled the sheet up to her shoulders.  But now I don’t have to be angry –not at him, anyway.  

Denise, however, was a different story. Corrie felt the tension begin to return, despite her efforts to relax into the springy fi rmness of the mattress.  He didn’t even have to try to steal her away, she realized.  She was so eager to forget me, she never even told him about us.  



Turning onto her side, she closed her eyes again and tried to focus on nothing –on the sheer sensation of being so snugly cocooned in warmth and softness. But her brain was awake, now, and it churned like the waves before a rising wind.  The past is in the past, she thought firmly. She had allowed Denise to break her –

had given her that opportunity –and she’d never do that again. She was safe. 

Then what are you doing with Quinn? 

Restlessly, Corrie switched positions onto her other side, drawing her knees up almost until they pressed against her belly. She could feel the trip-hopping of her pulse between her breasts and tried taking a deep breath. Her entire reason for being with Quinn was gone. 

Eradicated by Will’s revelation last night. What did that mean? 

 That it’s time to move on.  

Suddenly wide-awake, Corrie slipped out from beneath the sheet and threw her legs over the bed. “Focus,” she muttered. “Coffee.” Coffee and breakfast first –then thinking. She stood up so quickly that the edges of her vision blurred in dizziness.  Easy.  The relief was gone. 

Her stomach rolled like a boat about to be swamped by the waves.  Take it easy.  

Frog followed her downstairs, eager for his kibble. She poured the dry food into his bowl and turned on first the coffee pot, then her laptop. As both machines whirred to life, she stared out the window at the waves rippling onto her small beach.  Must be some good wind already. The thought was automatic. 

When the coffee pot chirped its readiness at her several minutes later, she was still looking out toward the water. Where she and Quinn had triumphed, yesterday.  That doesn’t change the facts. It’s time to let it go –to break it off.  She snagged a mug from the cupboard above the sink, but somehow managed to spill at least half a cup’s worth of coffee all over the counter when she tried to pour. 

“Ow!” she yelped as the hot liquid cascaded over her thumb. “Jeez, you klutz.” 

The burn on her hand echoed the growing pain in her chest.  But I don’t...I don’t want that, she realized.  I don’t  want  to break it off.  

Corrie practically choked on her bite of powdered donut as panic and dread flooded her brain.  No. No way.  This charade had gone on for far too long –so long that she had begun to believe it.  Going through the motions. That’s all it was. Play-acting. Make-believe.  

There was really only one solution. It had to be now. No easing off. Just a clean break. Quinn would get over it. She’d be hurt, but she would recover.  She’ll chalk it up to my m.o.,  Corrie realized guiltily. At least it was proving to be good for something. Sort of. 

Corrie threw the rest of her donut away. Her stomach didn’t feel so good, all of a sudden. 

When she walked into the den to open the drapes, she remembered sitting behind Quinn on the futon and giving her that massage. She remembered those mind-blowing kisses only two nights ago, just before they’d first made love.  Never again. If you break it off with her, you’ll never have that again.  Quinn trusted her, and she was about to betray that completely.  But what else can I do? I can’t give her what she wants. I can’t. It’s not in me.  

Agitated, Corrie returned to the kitchen. 

 Gotta get out of here. Gotta do something. She focused on her computer screen. The forecast called for 15-20 knot winds out of the north. 

Another perfect sailing day. This decision, at least, was an easy one. The wind wasn’t com-plicated: it demanded intelligence and strength. 

She gave it her love because it never asked for anything in return. And if it failed her, she could be certain that she wasn’t at fault. 

You’ll  find someone, Quinn. Someone who deserves you, someone who can love you like you deserve. She paused in the bathroom to pull back her hair, to put on her Hoyas hat. I’m not that person, Quinn. I’m like the tech simulator –busted up, broken, fi t only for pretend-sailing. 

Down the stairs, out the front door, Frog bounding gleefully at her heels –she ran. 

Late in the afternoon, Quinn found Corrie taking down old posters from the boathouse’s bulletin board. The strong muscles of her shoulders rippled in tandem with her calves as she stood on tiptoe and reached.  I love your body.  The thought was unbidden. 

“Hi,” she said softly, from a few feet away. 

 God, I’ve missed you.  She hadn’t been able to sleep the night before –not for more than an hour or two before waking, alone in the dark. 

Corrie spun around and dropped her sheaf of papers. She bent to gather them all up before finally looking Quinn in the eyes. “Um, hey.” 

“I, um, just wanted to...say hi, I guess. And to see how you are. After last night, I mean.” 

Corrie forced the corners of her lips to curve up. For the fi rst time, she was thankful for Quinn’s hesitancy, for her shyness. If Quinn touched her, Corrie wasn’t sure she’d be able to go through with her resolution.  But you have to. 

 Short-term happiness is not worth anymore long-term pain.  

“I’m relieved, actually,” she said. About this, at least, she could be truthful. “It feels really good to know that Will didn’t... that he wasn’t –” 

“Out to get you?” 

When Corrie nodded, Quinn smiled back. 

Her expression was definitely the genuine arti-cle. But as quickly as it had bloomed on her face, it was gone. Quinn cleared her throat. 

“I also wanted to ask you whether maybe you wanted to get some dinner tonight.” The words came out in a rush. “A pizza? Or something nicer?” 

“I can’t,” was Corrie’s immediate reply. Her eyes darted up and down the hallway as she wished desperately for someone else to come along. A distraction. “Sorry.” She shrugged. 

“It’s just, I have to fi nish up all the paperwork from the regatta, and then read these instructor applications before Tuesday night’s meeting so we can short-list.” 

“Oh, okay.” Quinn nodded and stuck her hands in her pockets. “Maybe some other time.” The awkwardness was palpable. Corrie could taste it. It tasted bitter. 

“Sure,” she said. “Yeah.” It’s better this way, she thought at Quinn’s back, as she watched her walk away.  You want someone who doesn’t exist.  

Quinn deliberately waited two days before trying again –two distracted days, two aching nights. Corrie had awakened her body and her heart, and now both were starving.  You knew this might happen, she scolded herself as she approached Corrie’s office half an hour before the weekly instructor meeting.  You knew and you walked in with open eyes.  Her knock on the door was tentative. 

“Come i –” The words stalled in Corrie’s throat as she looked up to see Quinn framed in the doorway. 

“Hi.” 

“Uh, hey.” 



“I brought you cookies.” 

 Oh, fuck, Corrie thought.  An edible toaster. 

“Oh, thanks!” she said cheerfully, leaning back in her chair as Quinn approached. 

“I know you have that meeting tonight,” 

said Quinn. Her face was flushed. “I thought you might get hungry.” 

“Definitely.” Corrie tried to nod in a convincing manner. “Yeah, thanks.” 

“So,” said Quinn, leaning one hip against the desk. “How’s it going? With the applications, I mean.” Her gaze roved across Corrie’s face eagerly, like a searchlight. 

“Slowly,” Corrie said, shrugging. “It’s going to be a busy week while we decide.” 

“Ah.” Quinn looked down at her feet, then back up at Corrie. Her eyes were bright. “Too busy to go out for a movie, then?” 

“Probably, yeah.” Corrie had to look away when Quinn’s face fell. She twirled a pencil between the index and middle finger of her right hand and felt her stomach mirror the motion. 



“Sorry.” 

“No, no.” Quinn deposited the cookies on Corrie’s desk, took a step backward, and smiled sadly. “I understand.”  You pursued me, and you caught me. You had me, and now it’s over.  From some deep corner of her gut, pride asserted itself. If Corrie wasn’t interested anymore –fine. 

Quinn wasn’t going to beg. She would retreat to a safe place to rest and lick her wounds, just like the animals did. 

Quinn didn’t return to the boathouse for the rest of the week. Corrie didn’t ask Drew about her, nor did she make any effort to talk with her.  She’ll only be hurt more. A clean break –that’s the best thing. Just let it go.  

But if this really was the best course of action, then why did she feel so damn miserable? 

It was late Friday afternoon before Drew took drastic measures. Quinn sat on the couch, apparently engrossed in a textbook on mammal microbiology while he and Jen watched old re-runs of  90210. But when she hadn’t turned the page for an hour, Drew finally closed the book for her. Quinn looked up at him and blinked, startled. 

“Okay,” he began gently. “How about you tell me what’s wrong, huh?” 

“What are you talking about?” Her tone was defensive. 

“You’ve been on that page for an hour, now.” 

She glared at him. “It’s a hard page.” 

“No, it’s not,” he said good-naturedly. “I’ve read it three times, and I understood it right away.” 

“Good for you,” she snapped, returning her attention to the book. But Drew’s gentle yet heavy hand on her shoulder was disarming. 

“Come on, Q,” he said softly. “I’m worried about you.” He glanced over at Jen. “We both are.” 

“It’s the test,” she said. “Just the test, stress-ing me out.” 

He shook his head. “Nice try. You’ve had to worry about the test all summer, but you’ve only been all spaced out for the last few days. 

Give Corrie a call or something, huh? Go out –

have a good time. Or hell, stay in and have a good –” He cut off abruptly and leaned forward. Beneath his hand, Quinn was suddenly trembling. And she had gone very pale. 

“What’s going on?” Drew asked, perhaps more sharply than he intended. Quinn looked away. “Did something happen with Corrie?” 

Helplessly, Quinn nodded. She swallowed hard, unable to speak. “Did she break up with you?” Drew’s voice was only getting louder. 

Quinn winced and shrugged. 

“Drew.” Jen touched his shoulder in an effort to calm him down, but he shook her off. 

“Fucking hell! I’m going to –” 

“It’s not a big deal,” Quinn said. Her words sounded more like a plea than a statement of fact. “We never really talked about what was going on, so...” She had to stop to swallow again and blink fi ercely. The cover of the textbook on the table swam in and out of focus. “So it’s not a break-up, really. Everything just kind of  fizzled out.” She nodded again and cleared her throat. 

Jen got up and gave her a hug, which Quinn gratefully returned. “I think I’m going to take a walk,” Quinn said, once she thought her voice would be steady again. She stood, then looked down at them both. “Please don’t say anything about this to Corrie. Please don’t. Promise me.” 

“I promise,” said Jen immediately, understanding Quinn’s reluctance. Drew took a little more convincing, but between the two of them, they managed to make him swear that he wouldn’t interfere. 

“Come to the social later on,” he said, looking down at his watch. “It’ll be fun –a good distraction. Please?” 

“Maybe.” Quinn’s voice was firm and 

brooked no arguments. “See you.” After a brief detour into her bedroom, she headed resolutely for the door. 



“Godammit!” Drew exclaimed as soon as it had shut behind her. “They were so fucking good together! How the hell did Corrie screw it up?” 

“I thought they just might make it, too,” Jen said sadly. “Hell, now I owe Brad ten bucks.” 

Drew rolled his eyes. “You made a  bet?” 

When Jen stuck her tongue out at him, he settled back against the cushions. “Do you think maybe we should go have a talk with her? Corrie, I mean? No matter what Quinn says?” 

Jen shook her head. “No. Especially since we promised not to. But damn, wouldn’t it be fun to go yell at her like there’s no tomorrow?” 

Quinn trudged along the road leading to Corrie’s house, holding a small plastic bag in her right hand. The sun was setting. Corrie wouldn’t be home. She’d be at the social, flirting with someone, seducing them, letting them touch her – 

Stop it, she told herself desperately. You knew this would happen. You always knew. 



It didn’t matter that she had hoped. Corrie did not do relationships, and she did not fall in love with people, and the fact that Quinn wanted both meant that she was being naïve and unrealistic and just plain dumb. 

She stopped at Corrie’s driveway. Unable to help herself, she looked up at the bedroom window.  She touched me, there. Made lo –no, no, had sex with me. There, in that room.  A whisper of heat stirred in Quinn’s belly, and she looked away.  It’s over. No, you never had anything to begin with. Touches in the dark. Let it go.  She blinked back tears and wrestled open the mail-box. 

In went Corrie’s backup pair of sailing gloves. 

 They remind me of you.  Of sailing with you, of your strong hands. Every time I looked at them this week, I hurt.  So she had washed them, and she had hung them out to dry, and all that time she had wished so very badly that it was as easy to purge her self of emotion –to drown and sani-tize and burn it all out –as it was to put clothing through the laundry. 

“Goodbye,” she said to the quiet house, before turning back toward town. 

But before she had taken more than a few steps, a dark blue convertible pulled up next to the curb. Quinn frowned deeply when the driver stepped out of the car, looked up, and froze.  Denise. Some small, detached part of Quinn’s brain clamored for a six-shooter.  Showdown. 

“Oh,” said Denise. “Hi.” 

“Hi.” Quinn had to force herself not to shuffle. Denise was very beautiful and very poised, and Quinn suddenly felt like she was right back in middle school, cowering in the presence of one of the popular girls. 

“You’re Corrie’s girlfriend, right? 

Quinn shrugged, even as her anger at Corrie’s behavior churned sluggishly beneath her skin at the question. “I really don’t know.” 

It was Denise’s turn to frown. “What does that mean?” 

“I think Corrie doesn’t really do the girlfriend thing.” Denise’s hair was perfect and her waist was trim, and by the looks of her car and the small diamond necklace that glinted in the v-line of her shirt, she made plenty of money. 

 How can I ever compare to you?  The waves of anger rose higher, fanned by resentment. 

Strangely, though, Denise looked surprised. 

“I thought maybe she got over that with you.” 

“No,” Quinn said unable and unwilling to suppress the bitterness in her voice. “I guess you were the last one.” 

Denise took a step back and wrapped her arms around her waist in a protective gesture. 

“Oh my god, how many people has she told?” 

Her puzzling reaction derailed Quinn. “Just me, I think.” But Denise’s long sigh of relief only fed the fl ames. “After what you did,” 

Quinn said, her voice growing louder and stronger as she spoke, “why would she want to tell anybody?” 



Denise’s shoulders straightened, her eyes glinting as they caught the dying light. “It was never as easy for me as it was for her!” 

Quinn shook her head once, sharply. “What wasn’t?” A signifi cant part of her wanted to step forward, grab Denise by the shoulders, and shake her until she started making some sense. 

“Her mother tells her to bring girlfriends to family picnics, her brother thinks it’s cool that she seduces women, her friends think she can do no wrong. It’s never been like that for me –

 never.” 

“Wait,” said Quinn. Comprehension clashed fiercely against the tide of her anger. “Is  that why you left?” 

“I am not a lesbian!” Denise said shrilly. “I want a  real   relationship. A husband that I can be proud of and children that come from us and only us.” She gesticulated wildly as she spoke, her hands slicing through the cooling air. “Corrie and I...it would never have –” 



“You are such a coward.” Quinn’s voice was quiet, but it cut off Denise’s diatribe just the same. She took a step forward, leaning into Denise’s personal space. The fear, the intimida-tion, was gone. “You were afraid of what everyone else thought, so you just gave up?” 

Quinn wanted to slap her, to sting her with her words. To get below the skin and indelibly brand her betrayal. “She loved you. It doesn’t get any more real than that.” 

Denise’s jaw worked silently for several seconds, before she finally spun on her heel –only to take a step backward as she saw Corrie lounging against the passenger’s side door of her car. Quinn sucked in a quick, surprised breath as she too recognized the familiar fi gure. 

“Did you hear that?” Denise asked. 

“I heard enough.” Corrie’s voice was infl ec-tionless. 

“Good, then I don’t have to repeat it.” Denise yanked open her door. “I’m sorry. I’m going home.” 

Corrie held up one hand. “I just need to ask you one thing.” When Denise paused, Corrie continued to speak softly, her voice completely devoid of rancor. “I want you to convince me that you’re marrying my brother for him alone.” Quinn rubbed her arms, wondering whether the evenness of Corrie’s voice was genuine, or the prelude to an outburst. “That you’d still marry him even if you’d never met me. That you’re not going to decide someday that he isn’t ‘real’ enough for you.” 

Denise’s grip on the door tightened visibly. 

“I told you, I love him.” She paused, finally daring to meet Corrie’s gaze across the car. She swallowed hard. “I...I loved you, too. I couldn’t stay with you, but I swear I’ll stay with him.” 

Corrie held her gaze for a long moment, then nodded. When she stepped away from the convertible, Denise got in and gunned the engine. Within a few seconds, she was gone. 

Corrie exhaled slowly as she watched the car disappear around a curve.  She didn’t have the courage to tell the truth.  She ran one palm across her eyes, then looked over at Quinn.  I’m not going to be like her.  

“I owe you an explanation,” she said quietly. “It’s not pretty, and it  will  hurt  you,  but you deserve my honesty. If...if you still want it.” 

Part of Quinn wanted to reach out, to take Corrie’s hand and pull her in for a long embrace. To tell her that her confession didn’t matter. That it didn’t change the facts. That her love was unconditional. But at the same time, she needed to know. And perhaps more importantly, she sensed that Corrie needed to tell her. 

“Let’s go inside.” 

Frog skittered across the floor as Quinn stepped into the house, his paws clicking loudly against the wood. But he didn’t wag his tail. Instead, he whined low in his throat and pushed his nose into the palm of Quinn’s hand. 

There was a long pause, during which Corrie swallowed audibly. “We should go sit down.” The suggestion was more of a ploy for time than anything else, but when Quinn perched on the edge of the couch, so very nervous yet also clearly determined, Corrie knew that she had to deliver what she’d promised.  I have to tell her –to tell her everything.  The guilty anticipation was a sucker punch, and it left her breathing shallowly. 

“Here’s the thing,” she said, looking down at the floor. “I...I used you. When Will accused me of not being able to keep a relationship going, I decided I’d prove him wrong, and went after you.” She smiled bitterly. “It worked even better than I could have hoped, except for the fact that my entire reason for wanting to show him up never existed in the fi rst place.” 

She gripped the armrests of her chair and leaned forward, watching the hurt ripple across Quinn’s expressive face. “So now you know. 

Now you know exactly just how messed up I am –enough to lie to you and manipulate you. 

All for nothing.” 



Quinn’s hands trembled as she clutched at her knees, the newly developed muscles in her arms leaping into sharp relief. “What gives you the right?” she finally said. Corrie could hear the snarl of tears that blocked her voice. “I never did anything to you. I wasn’t a part of this until you made me –” 

She cut herself off and surged up out of her seat. Corrie sat back in surprise. “What gives you the right?” she asked again, her voice louder and stronger. She moved forward until she was standing only a foot from Corrie’s chair, her eyes so bright they burned. 

“Dammit, Corrie, you have a  responsibility. 

You’re beautiful, you’re fun, you’re so charismatic it’s scary.” Two tears freed themselves and cascaded down her red cheeks, only to cling to the corners of her mouth. “You have power over other people –over how they feel about themselves –and you’re  selfi sh with it.” 

Her tongue flicked out to catch each tear, absorbing them back into her body. “Go ahead and ruin your own life, if you want to. Go ahead and make yourself miserable. But leave other people out of it. Please.” 

Quinn’s agonized words pressed in on Corrie, forcing her shoulders to bow. “I know what I did to you. I know it was wrong. I just...I’d take it back if I could, okay?” She gulped noisily and ducked her head. “I want you to know that I would.” 

Quinn began to pace. Corrie could feel the energy fl owing opposite its usual course –from her, and into Quinn.  Taking back what I stole from her. Reclaiming herself.  It would have been a beautiful sight, had she not felt so guilty. 

“Just tell me this much.” Quinn paused near the window. “Just tell me one thing, and then I’ll leave and you can move on to your next  victim.” Corrie winced and looked down at the hem of her shorts. One of the threads was coming loose. She’d have to cut it; if she pulled, it would unravel completely. 

“Did you really pretend all of it?” Quinn’s voice, insistent but somehow softer, forced her to look up. “Was it all just a...a game? Or was there ever...” Her voice trailed off again. 

Corrie looked down at her strong, tan hands.  When I touch you like this, you are mine. 

There had been something so special about that night. Something unique. Something powerful. 

But what she felt for Quinn went far beyond the purely physical. Memories of the past two months collided with the hollow sensation in the pit of her gut, sparking and merging. Quinn had made her feel strong, capable, secure. 

Loved. 

It was the moment of deepest truth, the ultimate confession. Corrie took a long, shuddering breath and finally let go. Her heart unfurled, a becalmed sail waiting desperately for just a puff of wind. 

“No,” she said. “It wasn’t just a game.” And then her breath hitched and her shoulders began to shake as first one, then several tears dripped hotly onto her knees, scarred and bruised from so many years of sailing. She refused to look anywhere but down, certain that within a few seconds, the front door would slam shut, and that would be the end.  The end of the only real relationship you’ve ever managed.  And that was the irony, wasn’t it? What she had begun cynically had somehow become genuine. 

Authentic.  True. 

But the door did not slam. Instead, two moist palms covered her knees, and warm breath cascaded against the skin of her forehead and for some unknown reason, Quinn was kissing her –her lips moving gently as she traced Corrie’s hairline. 

“I’m glad,” she said. Callused fingers massaged her head, gently raising it until Quinn could press her lips chastely against Corrie’s. 

“So very glad.” 

“Don’t,” Corrie whispered, her eyes closed. 

“Don’t forgive me. Not for this.” 

But Quinn kissed her again, and then again 

–over and over, her lips sliding softly against Corrie’s until Corrie couldn’t help but respond. 

Quinn pulled back then and waited for Corrie’s hazy eyes to focus on her face. 

“Don’t tell me what to do,” she said, her voice quiet but fi rm. 

A shaky smile curved Corrie’s lips, but quickly faded. “You knew that I might hurt you,” she said. “And I did.” Her voice trembled. “Why did you let me? Why did you risk it?” 

Quinn knelt down on the fl oor at Corrie’s feet. “People do that –hurt each other,” she said finally, meeting Corrie’s tortured gaze. “We can’t help it, unless we go off and live in cave or something. And even then, we’d be leaving someone behind.” She sat back on her heels and restlessly smoothed the fabric of her shorts. 

“It’s happened to you. It happens to everyone. 

The most important thing is not to do it on purpose.” 

Corrie swallowed loudly. “I...god, I’m sorry. 

I know that doesn’t mean anything, but –” She sniffled and tried to breathe in deeply. “I tried to convince myself that I was just going through the motions. But I wasn’t. I guess maybe I was afraid.” She blinked her swollen eyes. “Hell, I’m still afraid.” 

“Why?” Ever so slowly, Quinn slid one her hand between them. When she laced her fingers with Corrie’s and rested it on her knee, Corrie’s breath hitched. 

“Afraid that once you’ve thought about all this you’ll realize I’m not nearly good enough for you –not by a long shot. Like Denise did.” 

Quinn raised their joined hands so that she could press gentle kisses to the tan skin below Corrie’s knuckles. “You heard what she said. 

She didn’t leave you because you weren’t good enough. She left because  she wasn’t. She couldn’t find the courage to live her own life.” 

Corrie had closed her eyes at the first gentle touch of Quinn’s lips to her skin. When she opened them, she saw Quinn in a different light.  You really are older than me,  she realized. 



She exhaled slowly. Something loosened in her chest, like a chunk of ice trying to break free from its berg and melt away into the ocean. It left her feeling a little empty, and scared. 

“But...how can  you still want me?” she asked, almost childlike. “After what I did? After I lied? 

How?”  Why would you ever give me another chance, Quinn? Help me understand.  

Quinn looked away, considering. “I think we have to say yes to the good things that find us,” she said, finally. “Even if bad things have already happened, or might happen later. Even if saying yes hurts –better that than to never have anything at all.” She met Corrie’s eyes, then looked away again. “And that’s ridiculously simplistic.” She shook her head and released Corrie’s hand. “Should I...do you want me to go? You’re exhausted, I can tell.” 

But as she began to stand up, Corrie recap-tured that hand. She squeezed gently. “No. 

Please don’t.” She cleared her throat and tried again. “I don’t want you to.” 



“No?” Quinn’s eyes were dark and hopeful and sad. Corrie hated herself for causing that sadness, even as she understood that she was the only one who could make it disappear. 

She licked dry lips. “I want to say yes to you.” I need you, Quinn. I do. And you need me to fi nally admit it. 

Quinn’s smile was slow and radiant and new. It was perfect. She rose smoothly to her feet and pulled Corrie up beside her. “Then follow me.” 

At the top of the stairs, Quinn turned and kissed her. Her mouth trailed down from Corrie’s lips to trace her jaw line. “Do you trust me?” she asked against her skin. 

“Yes.” 

“Then close your eyes.” 

Quinn led her into the bedroom, then stepped into the circle of her arms. She walked Corrie backward until her hamstrings pressed against the edge of the bed. “Sit down,” she said gently. She cupped Corrie’s face, smooth-ing her freckled cheeks with both thumbs. So beautiful, so beloved.  I can’t resist you. I don’t even want to try.  

“Now open your eyes,” she said, “and tell me what you need.” 

Corrie’s expression was as hazy as the late afternoon air had been. 

She blinked up at Quinn, tired and wanting and so very vulnerable. “I know, I  know I don’t deserve you. But I need...” She stopped and breathed deeply. “Could you hold me? For a little while?” 

Quinn’s earnest face –such a  good  face –was serious as she settled onto the bed. “I’ll do anything for you, you know,” she said, blinking back sudden tears. “I love you. I didn’t mean to, and part of me still doesn’t want to, but I love you.” 

A slow shiver ran through Corrie’s body at the words. Quinn felt it. She knew a kind of power, then –a sweet, gentle power that buoyed her up and helped her understand what to do next. Flashing a lopsided smile, she turned to grasp Corrie’s shoulders, pushing her back onto the covers with gentle pressure. 

“Turn,” she said, maneuvering Corrie onto her side and curling around her. She tucked her hand beneath Corrie’s breasts and sighed contentedly against the nape of her neck. 

Corrie pressed back into her and pulled her arms into a tighter embrace, shivering a little and then falling quiet. “You feel so good.” 

Quinn tangled her legs with Corrie’s, entwining their feet and ankles together. 

They lay quietly for a long time, long enough for their breathing to synchronize, for their bodies to melt into each other and their warmth to mingle. Long enough for Quinn to feel the wanting awaken in her blood –sharp and sweet and urgent .  Her  fingers tightened almost imperceptibly around Corrie’s breast, and her lips brushed the back of her neck. 

“Corrie,” she murmured reverently. “I want you. To claim you.” 



Corrie moaned and her hips rolled involuntarily at Quinn’s hesitant touch. “Quinn, yes...” 

Quinn teased the tip of Corrie’s breast through her shirt. Corrie tensed in her arms and let out a soft cry. Slowly, Quinn shifted her grasp to the hem and began to work it loose –to slide the shirt slowly, tantalizingly, up and over Corrie’s head. 

After a few seconds, Quinn tugged gently at Corrie’s waist, urging her to lie on her back as she slipped her loose shorts down over her hips. As Corrie’s body was bared, Quinn caught her breath in wonder. The small areas just around Corrie’s nipples were the most beautiful shade of dark pink –like the high, wispy clouds during a hazy sunset. She watched the skin pucker under her gaze, watched the nipples harden and grow darker. 

When she met Corrie’s eyes, they were wide and pleading, but also nervous in a way she had never known them to be. 

Quinn cupped her cheek briefly before drawing converging spirals around Corrie’s breast. She traced the dusky circle around her nipple with soft fingers, and Corrie whimpered helplessly. 

“I love your body.” The words were shy and quiet, but when Corrie groaned, Quinn’s confidence grew. “I love how soft you are, here.” And then her palm moved into the dip between Corrie’s breasts before tracking down, down across the tawny plain of her stomach. 

“And how firm you are, here.” She let her touch skitter lightly across Corrie’s ribcage and felt her body tighten immediately. Corrie gasped. 

“And I love that you’re ticklish.” Corrie laughed shakily. 

Quinn reigned in her mischievous fingertips and concentrated on the slight dips between Corrie’s abdomen and thighs. Muscles rippled beneath her touch. She looked up to meet Corrie’s wide-eyed gaze. 

“I love that you’re lying still, letting me feel you.” Quinn narrowed her touch to the tips of two  fingers, sliding down so slowly until they brushed the golden brown curls between Corrie’s legs. “I love that you trust me.” 

“Yes,” Corrie surrendered, her back arching, her legs opening. “God, Quinn...need you, so much.” 

Quinn smiled brilliantly as she slipped her hand into Corrie’s warm folds, squeezing gently as she explored. She gasped as wetness coated her fingertips. And then she leaned forward to kiss Corrie, to tangle their tongues together as she massaged her, rubbing in light circles around, then over the tiny hard place nestled in the midst of such exquisite softness. 

Corrie’s body trembled, and she made tiny pleading sounds against Quinn’s mouth. Her hips lifted and Quinn switched to long, firm strokes –up and back, up and back, first with one  fi nger, then with two. Corrie tore her lips away from Quinn’s, her breaths coming short and shallow. Quinn felt the muscles in Corrie’s stomach contract and knew she was close. 



“Look at me,” she said quietly. 

Corrie’s green eyes –nearly black, now –

snapped open. Trying desperately to focus through Quinn’s tender, relentless touch, she stared into her eyes. 

“I love you,” Quinn said. 

Corrie tipped over the edge into the longest, gentlest climax she’d ever experienced, anchored through it all by Quinn’s eyes. 

Hours –it had to be hours later –she registered that Quinn was looking down at her –

calm, peaceful, content. Corrie felt the last shreds of fear melt away in the warmth of that smile. “I love you,” she whispered back. Nothing had ever been more right, more certain. 

When Quinn’s eyes filled with sudden tears, terror stuck in the back of Corrie’s throat. She pulled Quinn close, cradling her face in the crook of her shoulder, feeling the warm drops cascade into the dip of her collarbone. “Oh,” 

she said anxiously.  What is it? What’s wrong? 

 What if she’s changed her mind?  



“I’m s-sorry,” said Quinn, her mouth warm against Corrie’s skin. “I just...I never thought I’d hear you s-say that.” 

Corrie relaxed and kissed Quinn’s forehead. 

 I swear you’ll always know, she vowed silently. 

 From now on.  “I love you,” she said, stroking her back with gentle, soothing hands. “I’m sorry it took  me  so  long  to  figure it out. I’m sorry, so sorry that I hurt you. I love you, Quinn.” 

The sensation of Corrie wrapped around her fi nally banished Quinn’s tears. “I’m glad,” she whispered. “So glad.” She pulled back slightly, needing to see Corrie’s face. “I don’t say those words lightly, you know. I want...well, I mean...” 

When Quinn faltered, Corrie took up the slack. “I know the wind is finicky,” she said, holding Quinn’s gaze with her own. “But I really like the direction it’s blowing in right now. I say we run with it.” She leaned in for a kiss, the light strokes of her hands along Quinn’s sides a sensual promise. “What do you think?” 

Quinn arched into Corrie’s loving touch as desire sparked beneath her skin. “Full speed ahead, Skipper,” she whispered. They were the last coherent words she spoke for a long time. 



CLEAR AHEAD  

Will’s perpetually tousled head poked out from behind the doorway leading into the living room. “Glad you could make it, sis!” he called. 

“See ya!” 

Corrie grinned over her shoulder and waved at him, then turned back to follow Denise down the hall toward the front door. 

Quinn was still at large. She had protested that she needed to say goodbye to someone, but Corrie suspected that the excuse had been a front to ensure that she and Denise had some brief alone time. Quinn could be devious like that, she was learning. 

“Thank you for coming,” Denise said as she turned to open the door. Her voice was heartfelt. Relieved, even. 

Corrie lounged against the doorframe, essence of cool. “We appreciated the invitation. 

Congrats again.” 



“It was good to get to talk to Quinn some more,” Denise persisted. “I like her.” 

Corrie’s eyebrows arched. Denise had been overcompensating all evening, and Corrie couldn’t help but feel a small rush of satisfaction. Denise hadn’t brought up the uncomfortable conversation they’d shared a few weeks ago, but then again, maybe going out of her way to make them feel welcome was her version of “I really am sorry.”  Not as if it matters, anyway. Not really. Not anymore.  

“Good,” she said. “I like her, too.” 

“Like who?” Quinn asked as she turned the corner and walked briskly toward them. 

“You.” Corrie leaned forward to kiss her. 

She meant it to be a light peck, but Quinn leaned forward to prolong it. 

When she finally broke away, Quinn turned back to Denise and smiled calmly. “It was fun to meet your friends and family, Denise. Thank you.” 

They shook hands, and Corrie nodded at Denise. “Have a good night.” She eased her arm around Quinn’s waist as the door closed behind them. 

“So?” Quinn asked, as she unlocked the car. 

“How are you feeling?” 

“Much better after that kiss.” When Quinn fl ushed slightly, Corrie nudged her with one elbow. “So you were  trying  to make her jealous?” 

“Maybe just a little.” Quinn squinted dili-gently out the windshield as she pulled away from Denise’s family home. 

Corrie rested one hand on Quinn’s thigh and squeezed lightly. “You’re sweet. Thank you.” She closed her eyes and rolled her shoulders, mentally testing out her mood. “I feel okay, actually. Which is a miracle, considering that only a few weeks ago, I would have actively sought out opportunities to strangle her.” 

Quinn briefly covered Corrie’s hand with her own. “I’m glad. I love you and I don’t want you going to jail.” 

“Ha ha ha.” Corrie looked out the window toward the cheerfully lit streets of Newport. 

“Y’know, I pity her, I guess. Does that make any sense?” 

“Of course it does.” Quinn glanced at Corrie. “And I pity her, too. Though to be honest, I had the strangest urge all night to do a victory dance to the tune of, ‘I won, you lost, neener neener neener.’” 

Corrie laughed, long and hard. “I take it back,” she said fi nally, once she’d managed to catch her breath. “You  don’t act like the older one.” 

A comfortable silence stretched between them as Quinn eased the car onto the freeway that crossed over the Narragansett Bay. Corrie closed her eyes and enjoyed the feel of the salt-tinged summer air against her face and the light pressure of Quinn’s palm over her knuckles. 

“I think I sort of forgive her,” she said finally as the second bridge ended and they returned to the mainland. “And I think the only reason I’m capable of that is you.” She turned her head to take in Quinn’s profi le. 

“How do you mean?” Quinn asked softly. 

She squeezed Corrie’s hand with her own. 

“You forgave me. I feel like I should pay it forward.” 

Quinn nodded, her gentle smile illuminated by the red lights of the dashboard. “I’m glad. 

But as far as I’m concerned, making peace with her is the harder job by a long shot.” 

“Making peace.” Corrie smirked. “Is that a new euphemism?” 

Quinn pretended to look alarmed. “In that case, please  don’t ‘make peace’ with anybody but me!” 

Corrie reached out to touch her cheek. “You don’t ever need to worry.” She paused. “You do know that, right?” 

“I know.” Quinn looked away from the road just long enough to kiss the tips of Corrie’s fi ngers. 

“I need to stop and check on a few kittens at the humane society,” she said a few minutes later as they passed the Wakefield town sign. 

“Shall I drop you off first, or do you want to come with?” 

“I’ll tag along. I’d like to see it, actually. I’ve still never been inside.” 

They pulled up to a low brick building and Quinn unlocked the entrance. She led Corrie down several hallways before fi nally pausing in front of a set of double doors. 

“This,” she said as she pushed them open, 

“is the recovery room for kittens that have just been spayed or neutered.” She pulled Corrie inside. Corrie looked around, noting the rows of small cages, many of which were temporarily housing a slumbering feline. 

“It’s kind of bleak,” said Quinn, gravitating over to the cages in the far corner, “but they get moved out to the roomier enclosures within a few days.” Corrie followed and grinned when Quinn turned around with a tiny black ball of fur in her arms. The kitten yawned, giving her a view of its pink tongue and gums. 



“This is Rogue,” Quinn said, nuzzling the kitten’s head with her cheek. “I named her for the character in the  X-Men. See the white stripe she’s got, here?” Corrie moved closer and slid her arm around Quinn to peer down at the top of the kitten’s head. Sure enough, a streak of white fur trailed from her left ear down to just past her neck. 

“Hey, Rogue,” Corrie crooned, reaching out to trace the marking. She looked down at Quinn. “Is she your favorite?” 

Quinn’s expression grew wistful. “Oh, yes. 

I’ve never wanted to take home a kitten so badly.” She shifted Rogue until the cat was cradled against her neck. Immediately, Rogue began to purr and stretched both paws out until she was hugging Quinn. 

“See? She’s such a sweetheart.” Her face fell even as Rogue continued to purr and began to munch on her hair. “But she’ll be put up for adoption tomorrow, and I know someone will snatch her up right away.” 



Corrie’s sudden idea made her mouth go dry, but she felt the rightness of it, even through her anxiety. She cleared her throat. 

“Uh,” she said. When Quinn looked at her expectantly, she pulled away. “Well...why don’t you move in? With me. Into the house. There’s more than enough room, and that way you’ll be able to adopt Rogue, you know, and I’m sure Frog will love the company.” 

Quinn’s clear shock drove whatever else Corrie had been about to say out of her mind. 

She stuck her hands in her pockets and hunched her shoulders. “What do you think? 

At least until you find your own place that’ll let you have a cat.” She frowned. “Not that I want you to find your own place, because I don’t, but if you  did  want to then that’d be cool and –” 

Quinn took one step forward and kissed her, wrapping her free arm around Corrie’s waist. 

The kiss didn’t end until Rogue, now sand-wiched between their bodies, mewed indignantly and squirmed. Corrie laughed breathlessly. 

“Are you sure that’s okay?” Quinn asked, her voice soft. 

Corrie smiled and reached out to stroke Rogue’s silky head as she kissed Quinn again. 

This time, the kitten didn’t protest. “Frog doesn’t like it when you leave,” she said when she  finally pulled back. “And besides, I love you.” 
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