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Prologue

 

 

 


“Sadie, you can’t do this all by yourself.” Tad echoed
the refrain of her parents, her brother, and every one of their friends. The
only difference was, he held a golden ring between his trembling fingers. “I
enlisted. I’m going to have insurance and housing and a steady paycheck. I’ll
be able to take care of you both.”


Both. 


She glanced down, surveying the face so small it was
nearly lost in the sea of pink swaddling blankets and the oversized hospital
gown obscuring her own features. The two of them were a unit, a package deal,
tethered together now every bit as much as they’d been when connected by a
cord. She didn’t need him to tell her. She felt the tie tugging at her core the
same way she’d felt every kick, every shift, every hiccup.


“A baby needs a dad.” He pressed, the anguish making
his voice raw.


“She’s got a dad.” She cupped one hand gently around
his cheek, marveling at the contrast of her dark skin stark against the
paleness of his.


Black and white. That’s how he saw the world. Right
and wrong. So clear-cut. He would make a good soldier. His righteousness would
give him strength, but so would hers. She held the sleeping baby closer in the
crook of her arm, noticing for the first time that her eyes were the same shape
as his. Would they hold her color? Retain the proud bridge of her nose? The
little dimple of her chin mirrored his, but the shape of her tiny mouth clearly
came from Sadie. She inspected the strangely familiar face, then looked back up
at his, unable to tell which of them seemed more vulnerable in that moment.
“I’m glad you’re her father, but I don’t want a husband.”


A little muscle in his jaw twitched under her fingers.
“You don’t want a husband, or you don’t want me for a husband?”


She sighed softly. That was the question on which all
their futures hung. She could add it to the long list of ones she couldn’t
answer. “Tad, I don’t know how to explain, much less make anyone understand,
but I have to do this on my own.”


“You’re sixteen.” Emotion cracked in his voice.


“I’m almost seventeen.”


“You haven’t finished high school.”


“I will.”


“You don’t have a job.”


“I’ll find one,” she said matter-of-factly, partly
because this wasn’t the first time she’d had this conversation, and partly
because each time she said the words, her certainty grew.


“And who’s going to take care of her?” He nodded
toward the sleeping infant, his smooth face contorted with a worry so
discordant with her youthful features. “You can’t be everything she needs.”


She let her hand fall from his cheek as the final
break between them was cemented. “I will be.”


He rose, tears shimmering over the cobalt eyes she’d
been so drawn to so many months ago. She’d never seen eyes like his, not on
anyone who’d ever looked at her the way he had. 


“I’m trying to do the right thing, Sadie.”


“So am I,” she said resolutely. 


He stared down at them for a long, heavy moment before
bending to place the lightest of kisses across the baby’s smooth brow, but he
made no attempt to repeat the gesture with her. She
could feel the grief radiate off of him in waves with each exhale, but she
managed to feel only relief as he straightened.


“I left my enlistment details with your mom. I’ll send
my address as soon as I get to basic training in case you change your mind.” He
sighed. “Or maybe if you want to send me pictures at least.”


She nodded. “Be safe.”


A strangled sound escaped his throat. “You too.”


She didn’t want him to go, but she didn’t want him to
stay either. She didn’t feel anything at all from his absence, except maybe a
hint of finality. Perhaps she should’ve felt scared, but she couldn’t summon
any fear. Did that make her unrealistic? With all the doctors and nurses and
social workers gone, had he been the only sensible one left in the room? When
it came to her prospects as an unwed teenage mother, everyone she knew agreed
with his assessment of her fitness. 


Everyone but her.


She lifted her sleeping daughter to her chest, gently
easing back the blanket to drop a kiss atop the wispy black curls. The scent of
baby shampoo and fresh powder overtook the antiseptic tinge of the hospital
air, and peace settled through her aching body. She didn’t know why she
couldn’t share everyone else’s concern. She didn’t have answers to all their
questions, but she knew with the same certainty she had had since the moment
she’d first felt life growing inside her that she would find a way. This was
her life, her child, her destiny. 


“Destiny,” she whispered, and the baby’s eyes
fluttered open, so big and round and beautifully full of awe. 


A smile built in Sadie’s chest and spread slowly until
it stretched her cheeks. 


“Do you like that?” she cooed softly. 


The little girl blinked up at her, then furrowed her
brow as if trying to focus on something complex.


“I think you do,” Sadie continued. “I think it’s going
to stick.”


Sadie cradled the baby’s head in the palm of her hand
and stared into the wonderment reflected there. “Everything’s going to work
out. I don’t know how yet, but I know it will. You’re just going to have to
trust me on that, because I’m your mama, and you are my Destiny.”


The baby blinked, and Sadie grinned. “Just me and you,
kid. From here on out, everything I do, it’s going to be for you.”


Chapter
Four

 

 

 


They were over international waters by the time Hank
tapped Destiny on the shoulder. “I’ve got an empty seat by me. Go get some
sleep.”


“Really?” She looked up at him, her dark eyes flecked
with gold and gratitude. “But you’re bigger than me.”


He smiled lovingly down at her cramped form folded
awkwardly into the window seat. “You need it more than I do. Go on, row 23.”


She didn’t protest again. Grabbing her phone and
travel pillow, she climbed over Sadie, then scooted off down the narrow aisle. 


“That was nice of you,” Sadie said, after she’d gone.


“Yeah, it was,” he said with a grin, “but now you
gotta move over, because there’s no way I can squeeze past you into her seat.”


“Fair enough.” She unclasped her seatbelt and slid
over. She didn’t mind getting bumped from her aisle seat if it meant Des could
get some sleep. In fact, she hadn’t minded anything all day. Not the car ride
with a sullen teenager, not the extra pat-down from airport security, not even
the four-hour delay on an already late-night flight. She couldn’t explain her
newfound impervious attitude, but if pressed, she’d have to say she felt almost
smug since leaving Jay’s hotel room.


Hank dropped down next to her, his body so heavy it
shook her own seat as he settled in, pushing her closer to the cool,
double-pane window. “So, how did it go?”


She bit the inside of her cheek to keep from grinning.
They hadn’t had a chance to talk alone all day, and she’d been anticipating
this moment since she left Jay’s room. “She’ll do it.”


“What?” Hank practically yelled, and then caught
himself before continuing in a whisper. “She agreed?”


“No,” Sadie said. “She said she doesn’t play doubles,
but she didn’t mean it, or maybe she meant it at the time, but she was wrong.”


Hank stared at her blankly. 


“Don’t worry. The bottom line is she’ll play doubles
soon enough.”


“How do you know? Did she concede any of your points?”


“No, but she conceded a few of her own.”


Confusion creased his brow. “She made her own points
about why she should play doubles?”


“Yes, rather unintentionally.” Even now the memory of
Jay’s flustered expression almost made her giggle.


“But she still didn’t agree to play with Des?”


“No. When I left she remained adamant she didn’t play
doubles, but she’ll come around. She’s just got to do so on her own terms.”


His eyes narrowed. “This morning you didn’t want to
talk to a near stranger, and now you’re talking like you know her inner
workings. Why are you so sure of yourself all of a sudden?”


She considered the question seriously. What had
changed? Her hand had been shaking so badly she’d nearly spilled the coffee
even before knocking on Jay’s door. When had she gone from nervous wreck to
confident? When Jay had opened the door wearing athletic shorts and a bra? No,
the sight of Jay’s body, toned and lean, had shifted something in her, but it
hadn’t made her feel self-assured. Maybe the change had come when the two of
them had settled into an easy conversation about the ins and outs of tennis
travel? Jay’s assurance that she wasn’t alone in juggling schedules certainly
helped put her at ease, but it hadn’t triggered the kind of difference she felt
now. Perhaps the moment had come when Jay had admitted she had a soft spot for
Sadie’s smile.


Her heart gave a little hiccup, and she suspected
she’d hit her mark. How had one simple comment changed their whole dynamic?
Surely she wasn’t so susceptible to flattery. Then again, the compliment had
seemed like so much more than a simple come-on. In fact, it hadn’t felt like a
come-on at all, so much as a genuine statement of fact. It felt like the first
moment between them that had been about just the two of them. 


Her breath grew shallow as she pictured Jay in bed,
her arms folded behind her head, long legs stretched atop a knot of rumpled
sheets. If she’d been engaging on the court or on the stage, she was downright
alluring off of it. Stripped of pretense and playacting, she retained all her
best qualities but lost the showmanship that gave them distance. Sadie had more
than enjoyed her openness. She pulled strength from it. She could read Jay’s
emotions, see the subtle flush of her arousal even if it never overtook her
more caring nature or stubborn resolve. The combination had made Sadie feel
powerful, possessed, both known and knowing. 


More than twelve hours later, she still carried
herself with the same certainty she had when they’d parted. What would it be
like for her to have someone like Jay around more often, and in more ways than
one?


Her breath caught tightly in her throat, and she shook
her head.


“What?” Hank asked.


She blinked back into focus and noticed the confusion
on his face had shifted to concern. “Nothing.”


“Are you sure?” he asked, “because you look . . .
different.”


She shook her head. “No. I’m not different.” 


She might have felt that way for a while, but she
couldn’t stay in Jay’s hotel room forever. She didn’t even want to. She was
thirty thousand feet above the Atlantic Ocean on an overnight flight to Europe,
talking to a tennis coach about the future of her daughter, the professional
athlete. Surreal as those facts may have seemed, this was her life, and it was
a good one. 


Maybe someday she would have the luxury of daydreaming
about celebrity romances, but not today. She hadn’t gone to Jay’s room to ask
for a date, or even friendship. She’d been there to ask the woman to enter a
professional relationship with her teenage daughter. She couldn’t think of
anything more complicated and less sexy than that. Even Jay had admitted Sadie
played the role of tennis mom perfectly. How could she ever expect Jay to see
her as anything else when she didn’t even see herself as anything else? And she
didn’t want to. She was Destiny Larsen’s mom, and that was more than enough for
her.


Or at least it had been for the last seventeen years.


 


★   ★   ★


 


Jay slid across the red clay, or at least that’s what
she intended to do. Instead she sort of slipped and then stopped abruptly, her
racket waving fruitlessly in the general direction of the ball Peggy Hamilton
sent skipping off the sideline.


“Game. Ms. Hamilton leads 5- 2,” the chair umpire
called, as if there had been any doubt.


“Fuck fuckity fuck,” she muttered under her breath as
she tried to wrench her groin muscles back out of the unintentional split
they’d nearly sent her into. Then the panic seized her chest at the fear that
one of the cameras had caught the muttering and broadcast it to a lip-reading
official who would fine her for yet another grievous offense. Then she laughed,
remembering she was playing a 10 a.m. match, in Germany, during the first round
of a minor tournament, against another player whose rank barely broke the top fifty
and yet still managed to best her own by a solid twenty spots. All of those
facts should’ve depressed the living shit out of her, but on the bright side,
it meant no one was televising this match, much less watching the damn thing.


No one except Sadie Larsen, of course, who sat in the
second row behind the chair umpire, alone. Which was bad, very bad, for a
multitude of reasons.


Her presence had inspired a mix of emotions throughout
the match, none of which had helped her play any better. Annoyance, confusion,
a hint of pleasure, anger at herself for the hint of happiness that someone had
come to watch her play. What she wanted to feel was nothing, but that hadn’t
been an option for her ever since Sadie had breezed out of her hotel room in
Charleston. Nearly ten days had passed, and not one of them had gone by without
Jay replaying their conversation. She kept rolling their words over in her
mind, wondering how she’d managed to tie herself in a knot. They had been
talking about tennis, and then they weren’t, and then all of a sudden Jay had
all but agreed to the point Sadie had been trying to make about tennis.


Which was bad, because not only couldn’t she figure
out how that had happened, she’d also spent the last week and a half wondering
if she’d been right. “She” being herself, but also Sadie, because somehow
they’d both ended up at the same damn conclusion. 


She strode back to the baseline and assumed her ready
position, feet shoulder width apart, knees bent, racket out in front, not even
glancing at the stands. But not looking and not seeing were two very different
things, because she couldn’t stop thinking about the smug smile on Sadie’s face
as she assured Jay she’d come around.


Where had that come from? Certainly not from the timid
woman who hadn’t been able to look her in the eye when she’d first arrived. Jay
had spent a fair share of her waking hours marveling at the woman Sadie had
become as her confidence had risen, and the implications the shift had had on
her own emotions. A little playful banter with a stressed-out tennis mom was
one thing. Flirting with a confident, knowing, satisfied woman ratcheted the
danger quotient up several degrees, especially when she considered the
possibility of them spending more time together, which of course she wasn’t,
because that also would be very bad.


A ball pounded the clay right at the service line and
sprang back up just to her right. Jay lunged but didn’t get her racket up in
time to ward off an ace that wouldn’t have been one if she hadn’t been standing
flat-footed thinking about Sadie. Somewhere in her musing about the woman in
the stands, she’d forgotten the fact that she was losing, again, which should
bother her a lot more than seeing Sadie. But it didn’t, which was also very
bad.


So much bad, and not nearly enough good. The downward
trend weighed on her so heavily she barely had the strength to return the next
two serves, much less score winners with them.


“40-love,” the chair called, then to rub salt in the
wound added, “Ms. Hamilton has three match points.”


“Thanks for clearing that up,” Jay whispered, and held
her racket at the ready again. She wouldn’t win. She wasn’t naive, but she had
one more crack at the ball, and if she couldn’t afford to slam her racket or
scream any profanity, she intended to land her blows where she could. As Peggy
served, Jay turned her feet toward her forehand side and drew back her racket,
then clamping both hands on the hilt swung it forward like a baseball bat and
laced a line drive right at her opponent’s body. All Peggy could do was jump
out of the way as the ball screamed past her to hit the back wall of the court.


“Out!” a line judge called unnecessarily.


“Game, set, match. Ms. Hamilton wins 6-4, 6-2.”


Jay jogged to the net, her racket clenched tightly in
her left fist as she extended her other hand. Peggy accepted and pulled her
into a hug. 


“Sorry about the last one,” Jay muttered.


“No worries,” Peggy said calmly. “We’ve all been
there. Now who’s the woman?”


Jay stepped back and shook her head. “Trouble.”


Peggy laughed as they walked toward their respective
benches. “Then she’s right up your alley.”


“Who?” Heather switched off her mic and climbed down
from the umpire’s chair.


Peggy nodded to Sadie, and Heather turned to look
before grinning back to Jay. “Nice.”


“Come on, don’t encourage her,” Jay complained. “It’s
nothing.”


“Doesn’t seem like nothing,” Heather said. “You played
like shit, even for clay.”


“She’s totally in your head,” Peggy said gleefully, as
she swung her bag onto her shoulder. “Is she local?”


“No,” Jay said flatly. 


“A reporter?” Heather asked.


“No. God, no.”


“She’s not a player,” Heather said. “She looks
familiar though.”


“She kind of does. I think I’ve seen her around,”
Peggy said. “Is she a groupie?”


“God, no, just stop.” 


“Is she—”


“She’s Destiny Larsen’s mom,” Jay blurted. 


Both mouths fell open as they stared at her, then at
each other, and then fell into giggle fits. 


“Nice, guys.” Jay jammed her racket into her bag and
yanked the zipper up. “Real nice.”


Heather recovered first. “I’m sorry. It’s just . . .
is she really a tennis mom? You’re dating a tennis mom?”


“No!” Jay exploded, then lowered her voice again.
“We’re not dating, not even close.”


“You’re blushing,” Peggy teased. “Oh my God, Heather.
Jay Pierce’s cheeks are turning pink. I didn’t think there was anything left in
the whole world that could make her blush.”


“It’s hot in here. I just got my ass kicked, and I’m
pissed about it. Exertion and anger are all you see here.”


“Tennis Mom is totally under your skin,” Heather said.


“She’s not. Or maybe she is, but not the way you
think.” Jay sighed, then surrendered. “She wants me to play doubles with her
daughter.”


Both of them stopped laughing immediately. Jay shifted
awkwardly as they once again stared at her. She sort of preferred their teasing
to their serious concern.


“You’re going to do it, right?” Heather asked.


“No,” she practically shouted, “of course not.”


“Jay,” Heather said sharply, “the doubles game needs
you as much as you need it. And now someone with talent and promise and a bright
future is begging you to join forces. You have to play.”


“I don’t have to do anything, and I don’t play
doubles.”


“Good,” Peggy said, causing Heather to shoot her a
stern look. “What? She was unstoppable at doubles. She and Larsen together
would kill us all.”


“And you like being able to waltz to an easy payday,”
Heather filled in.


“Damn right I do,” Peggy said. “I got a split of forty
grand two weeks ago.”


Jay dropped onto the bench, feeling light-headed.
Twenty thousand dollars, and Peggy wasn’t even great at doubles. She hated to
play the net, whereas Jay had used to love it. She snatched up a towel and
mopped up some of the sweat beading along the back of her neck. Used to
was the operative phrase there, she reminded herself internally.


“Hey,” Heather said, her voice soft with worry, “I
didn’t mean to pressure you. I just thought it sounded like a great chance to
get your groove back.”


“And I didn’t mean to be insensitive,” Peggy added,
patting her shoulder, then laughed. “I’m just worried it’d be a great chance
for you to get your groove back.”


She snorted. “It’s fine. I’m fine.”


“Good,” Heather said. “You know you can call me if you
need to talk.”


“Yeah, me too,” Peggy said quickly. “And I mean that,
’cause I think you’re going to need someone to vent to soon.”


“Why’s that?”


“’Cause Tennis Mom is sitting next to the locker room
tunnel now.”


Jay craned her neck to see the exit. Sure enough,
Sadie had switched seats. Jay would have to pass almost within arm’s reach in
order to leave the arena. She sighed as she took in Sadie’s full lips and bare
shoulders under a white silk shell.


“You want me to call security?” Heather asked.


She shook her head. “Nah, just give me some time,
okay?”


“Of course,” Heather said.


Peggy gave her shoulder a little squeeze, and they
both exited the court. Jay hung her head for a moment, her chest tight, her
throat dry. She’d just lost a match, and that stung, but she worried she was
about to lose a piece of her dignity as well. She knew all the reasons she
would use to justify the decision. She needed the money. She wanted to win.
Destiny could use her help. Hank was always right. She wasn’t ready to let go
of this game. Every one of them made sense, and clearly no one would argue
against her. 


She rose, threw a towel over her shoulder and grabbed
her bag, but as she locked eyes with Sadie, she understood all the reasons to
say yes were counterbalanced by one reason to say no. 


Still, she walked toward her, chin up, eyes level,
until she got close enough to say one word. “Fine.”


Sadie’s brilliant smile told Jay she’d gotten the
message, and the way her heart gave a little thud against her ribs said her
concerns were not in any way unfounded.


 


★   ★   ★


 


Prague, Czech Republic


 


“Late flight?” Hank asked, clearly trying to hide a grin
and doing a poor job of it.


Jay stared at him over the rim of her Ray-Bans, a
leftover from a time when she hadn’t had to pay for her own accessories. “I
took the train.”


He grimaced, and her defenses rose. “I like the trains
in Europe. They’re nice, the seats are bigger than planes, and you see more.”


“They’re cheaper,” he added.


She sighed and dropped her gear at his feet. 


He clasped a beefy hand on her shoulder and squeezed.
“It’s okay, Jay. It’s going to start getting better now.”


She shook her head. “Clay courts.”


“Des is good on clay. Besides, most of the field went
to Morocco. There’s only sixteen teams in double draw here.”


“The purse is bigger there,” she said
matter-of-factly.


“You’d never see a tenth of it.”


“Thanks.” She didn’t argue, but she didn’t appreciate
him stating the obvious.


“You’ve got a shot to get to the middle rounds here,
Jay.” 


She shrugged.


“Fine,” he said, “you don’t have to be happy about
everything. You’re here. That’s half the battle won.”


“Nothing’s won,” she grumbled, “and I’m only half the
team. I would’ve thought the Larsen women would beat me to the court this
morning.”


Hank nodded grimly. “Me too.”


“Please tell me this kid isn’t a diva.”


“She’s not,” he said quickly. “Don’t get me wrong.
She’s stubborn and driven, and she’s got very high standards. Also a bit of a
temper.”


“Yeah, doesn’t sound like a diva at all,” Jay agreed
facetiously. She still had time to run, to pull the plug on this whole little
experience. She could still withdraw from the doubles field with no penalty.
While the idea helped her feel a little more in control, it was a false hope.
She needed the money. It was as simple as that. 


She heard the gate open behind her and turned to see
Sadie smiling brightly at her. Today she wore a white polo and navy shorts that
didn’t cover even a quarter of her shapely legs. Her dark curls fell down
across her shoulders, but not one of them dared obscure her perfect face. She
seemed smooth, classy, and classically beautiful. Jay’s chest tightened
pleasantly, and she had to admit, if only to herself, maybe things weren’t
quite as simple as her budget might suggest.


“What’s she doing here?” Destiny asked.


Both the question and the incredulous tone in which it
was delivered jolted Jay out of her stupor.


“I told you I wanted you to work out with an old
doubles player of mine,” Hank said casually.


Des wheeled on her mom. “Did you know about this?”


“Well, yes,” Sadie said guiltily.


“Wait a second,” Jay cut in. “You didn’t know about
this little plan?”


“No,” Destiny said flatly, then turned to her mother.
“What the fuck?”


“Language,” Sadie said sharply.


“No. I’m actually with her on this,” Jay said. “What
the actual fuck? You came to my hotel room asking me to play doubles with her
and—”


“You went to her hotel room?” Destiny jumped back in.
“God, Mom, did anyone see you?”


“No,” Sadie said.


“Wait. You’re more upset about her being seen with me
than about her lying to you?”


“Yes,” Destiny said, folding her arms across her
chest. “I don’t want her alone with you.”


Jay stepped into Destiny’s personal space, their
chests almost touching, and stared up into eyes so much colder than her
mother’s. “What’s that supposed to mean?”


“Hey,” Hank shouted, thrusting a shoulder between
them. “Knock it off. Both of you. You’re professional athletes, not a pair of
middle school girls.” 


“She’s not far off from being a middle school girl,”
Jay grumbled, but she stepped back.


“Look,” Hank said more calmly. “You two don’t have to
like each other. You don’t have to hang out together. You don’t have to talk
about anything other than tennis, but you need each other right now. There’s no
use pretending otherwise.”


Destiny shook her head. “I don’t need this. I’m not
working out with her again.”


“No,” Sadie said firmly. “You’re not. You’re playing
doubles with her starting in three days.”


“Mom,” Destiny said, eyes wide with disbelief, “I’m
not.”


“You are. Hank got you a wild card entry. It’s already
decided.”


“You can’t make me play with someone I don’t want to
play with,” Destiny said through clenched teeth. “I’m a professional tennis
player.”


“And I’m still your mother. It’s still my job to make
sure you’re on the right track, and not throwing away opportunities. It’s my job
to make sure you don’t let a temper tantrum get in the way of your future. And
it’s my job to put your rusty ass back on a plane to the United States if, for
one minute, you make me believe you’re not mature enough to handle the
conflicts inherent in the path you’ve chosen.”


“Whoa,” Jay said, not sure if she should be terrified
or turned on by the display of force.


“And you.” Sadie wheeled on her, and Jay’s
internal warning scales tipped heavily toward the side of terrified. “I did not
ask you to play with her so that you could antagonize my child. There are
plenty of other pros out there, and a lot of them are faring much better in the
standings right now. I chose you because I thought you’d be a role model, a
leader, a calming influence for a young woman who’s struggling on and off the
court.”


Sadie stepped closer, the smell of sunscreen and
tangerine filling Jay’s senses. “I came to you because of the sensitivity and
understanding you showed us in Charleston. I trusted you with the most precious
thing in my life because I thought you were a better person than a player. It
would break my heart to find out you aren’t.”


“Ouch,” Jay said, all the teasing gone out of her
voice. She would’ve given a kidney to trade disappointed Sadie for angry tennis
mom. Her chest couldn’t handle the pressure crushing it right now. She barely
knew this woman. Sadie had no right to push her around. Jay didn’t owe her or
her daughter anything. Maybe a stronger person would’ve told her so, but
whether it was a weakness, or the sneaking suspicion that Sadie’s assessment of
her behavior might be accurate, she didn’t want to ever again be the cause of
the sadness clouding those espresso eyes. “Okay.”


“Okay what?” Sadie asked.


“Okay, I’ll try,” Jay said with a nod, as she tried to
regain some hint of professionalism amid her swirling emotions. “Point taken.
I’m committed to one tournament. I’m ready to practice whenever Destiny is.”


They all turned to the girl, whose jaw remained
clenched so tightly even her ears appeared tense. Jay felt torn between wanting
her to blow her top so they could all just go home, and wishing she would pull
her shit together so they could get to work.


Finally, Destiny rolled her eyes. “Sure, whatever.”


Sadie opened her mouth, but Hank raised a hand. “I’ll
take it from here. Why don’t you go relax, or shop, or drink some hard liquor.”


Jay forced a smile. “If you choose option three, save
some for me.”


Sadie shook her head, but Jay thought she might have
seen the corners of her mouth turn up slightly as she walked away. 


Jay turned to Destiny and shrugged. “Looks like we’re
in this together. Might as well make the best of it, right?”


“I’ve never played doubles before,” Destiny said
flatly. “And I don’t want to do so now.”


Jay laughed. “Well, at least we can agree on that last
part.”


“Guys,” Hank pleaded.


She slapped him on the shoulder as she turned toward
the court. “No worries, big guy. Des and I just found some common ground. We’re
bonding. Consider our mutual displeasure the first aspect of team-building.”


 


★   ★   ★


 


“Oh, this is not going well,” Sadie said, fighting the
urge to cover her eyes.


“They aren’t losing . . . yet,” Hank said, not
managing to hide a grimace. “They had a rough start, but they’re back on
serve.”


“They just ran into each other.” Sadie whimpered as
she watched Jay limp across the clay, dragging the foot that Destiny had just
landed on after going up for a high lob.


“They’re in the second round.”


“Only because their first-round team had to forfeit.” 


“Sometimes you catch a break,” Hank said, then added,
“and sometimes your partner breaks your foot. You just hope it all comes out in
the wash.”


Sadie sat on her hands to keep from biting her nails
as Jay and Destiny dropped another game. “Did we make the right call?”


“Do you want $3,000?” Hank asked dryly.


She elbowed him in the side. “I didn’t mean
financially. I mean for Des mentally, emotionally. I wanted to push her out of
her comfort zone a little, but I didn’t want to embarrass her in front of the
whole tennis world.”


He made a big show of looking around slowly. “What’s
that? I can hardly hear you over the crowd.”


She sighed. So maybe they were two of only ten people
in the stands, which appeared to be the metal bleachers cast off when the local
high school went out of business. “You know what I mean. I wanted playing
doubles to build her confidence instead of knocking her down another notch.”


“Maybe she needs to be knocked down a few pegs,” Hank
said, as he applauded the first point they’d scored in a while. “You know I’d
never want to do anything to kill her drive, but she’s not Superwoman. She
needs to make adjustments, and she can’t control everything. The sooner she
learns that, the happier she’ll be.”


“I don’t know,” Sadie worried aloud.


“Of course you don’t. You’re just like her.”


“What?” She turned to stare at him, but his eyes
remained focused on the court.


“Watch this,” he muttered, as Jay surged so close to
the net she almost fell over it, then holding her racket straight up and down,
waited for the ball to strike before she flipped her wrist to the side. The
ball struck the court in the doubles alley and spun like a dreidel. “Atta girl,
Jay.”


“Can we go back to the part where I’m controlling?”


He grinned. “It’s not always a bad thing. You got them
both on the court. The whole mom meltdown during practice was glorious.”


“I didn’t melt down.”


“You threatened to put your daughter’s rusty ass back
on a plane.” He chuckled. “Then you almost made Jay cry. Seriously, I’ve only
ever seen her cry once.”


Sadie’s throat tightened. “Who made her cry?”


He shifted from one butt cheek to the other on the
aluminum bench and cleared his throat. “It was a long time ago, but the point
is, you’re used to getting what you want every bit as much as Des, and that’s
why they’re out there, but you can’t control the game for them.”


Another shot lobbed over Destiny’s head and dropped
right on the baseline while both Destiny and Jay stood at the net watching it.


“That was Des’s ball,” Hank said, but Jay didn’t so
much as look at her. She just fished another ball from under the hem of her
black lycra shorts and bounced it back to Des.


“Des is trying to play full court tennis. She doesn’t
trust Jay yet, so she’s still playing singles in her mind.”


“They’ve only been playing together for four days,”
Sadie said defensively. “I’m sure Jay hasn’t been flawless in the transition
either.”


“She was born to play doubles,” Hank replied almost
wistfully. “She’s a little rusty with her lateral movements, but her only real
mistake so far has been expecting Des to be where she’s supposed to be.”


Sadie’s shoulders tightened. “Well, Des made it to the
second round in the singles, and Jay didn’t. Maybe she’s fresher. Maybe I
should talk to the scheduler.”


He nudged her shoulder with his own. “Yeah, you’re not
controlling at all.”


“I’m not. I just want Destiny to have a fair shot.”
Another ball whizzed past Destiny, who was standing too close to the middle of
the court to cover the extra ground the doubles court offered.


“Tennis is as fair as anything else in life,” Hank
said. “You have to let her experience all of it. She might learn some lessons
about letting go and trusting the people around her. Hell, you might, too.”


She bristled at the comment. “I don’t think—”


“Shhh,” he scolded. “Des is about to get broken.”


“I’m watching,” Sadie said, not at all appreciative of
being shushed like a child. “I can do that and talk at the same time.”


“Well, stop and watch Jay instead of Des.”


She clamped down her instinct to argue. As Des reached
the baseline and tossed a ball in the air, Sadie turned her attention to Jay.
Her muscles flexed, from her biceps all the way to her calves. Sweat glistened
on her skin as a subtle shift of her feet stirred a cloud of red dust. She went
up on her toes, then pivoted to the forehand side, slid a half step back and
rocked forward as the ball came back to her. She laced a forehand down the
line, but before it had even landed she’d backpedaled two steps, then planting
her feet, pushed up into the air, racket arm extended to catch a high lob. She
came down with the force of a volleyball player spiking the ball so hard it
smashed into the court and then bounced completely into the stands.


Sadie applauded the play instinctually, but Jay didn’t
even give so much as a fist pump. Sadie looked back at her daughter to see her
still standing on the baseline, racket lowered, her mouth pressed into a tight
line. 


Her chest constricted. Jay was carrying Destiny, and
now they all knew it. She’d become almost superhuman, her feet moving as
constantly as a tap dancer’s, while Destiny sank further into her frustration.
What’s more, she didn’t seem to appreciate Jay’s caliber of play so much as
resent it. No high fives, no huddling together between plays, not even a smile.
Sadie sighed. Whatever was bothering her daughter clearly went beyond her
Herculean desire to win.


 


★   ★   ★


 


Jay rolled out her stiff shoulders under the warm
spray of the locker room showers. Adding doubles matches and practices to her
singles load had started to take a toll on her muscles a few days ago, but now
she worried the cost of that extra exertion showed to the people in the crowd.
And there had been a bit of a crowd at their match today, at least relatively
speaking. Doubles never drew the attention singles did, but after they’d
scraped out their last match to reach the quarterfinals, a few more people took
notice. Amid the handful of local fans, she’d also seen a few players and
coaches in the bleachers today. She’d noticed a handful of reporters, too. 


She’d managed to keep from obsessing about them during
the match because she’d had her hands full trying to cover her ground and half
of Destiny’s without making it clear she had to carry the kid, but had her
forced casualness fooled the press? Had they taken note of the chill between
the two of them? Maybe the contrast wouldn’t have been so stark if they hadn’t
been playing Peggy and Carla today. Those two felt like a sorority and a cheerleading
squad gave birth to twins and handed them tennis rackets. Between the high
fives and hand signals and calling out secret code words, Jay couldn’t tell if
they were playing tennis or running a covert, synchronized dance squad.


She blew a spray of water away from her mouth and
rolled her neck. Good thing she didn’t want to play doubles long-term, or she
might find herself wishing for a connection like that. Instead she appreciated
Destiny’s cold shoulder to a certain extent because it meant there’d be no risk
of falling into that sort of camaraderie accidently. She didn’t even mind that
her hug with Peggy at the net after the match offered more affection than she’d
gotten from her own partner all afternoon. She would’ve welcomed a bit more
communication from Des when the tide had turned against them in the third set,
but if they were striking a delicate balance between winning and professional
distance, they hadn’t done a terrible job in their first tournament. 


Quarterfinalist. 


She tried not to let the semantics warm her as she
turned off the shower and stepped out of the steam. Still, she hadn’t had that
word used to describe her in years. Sure, they’d been lucky in the first round,
but in the second, she’d played her ass off. And even today they’d forced a
third set. But then again, it was a weak field.


She laughed aloud at the war raging inside her between
hope and realism. She didn’t want to get too excited, but she hadn’t had
anything to be proud of in a long time, and at least this little accomplishment
came with a nice paycheck. Even when she and Destiny split the pot, she’d have
an extra two grand to help her get through to the French Open. There was
nothing wrong with feeling a little relief about that.


Wrapping a towel around her waist, she wandered back
to her locker, only to find Sadie leaning against it, in capri pants and a
carob-colored sweater that almost exactly matched her eyes. Her eyebrows shot
up as they fell on Jay, then trained on the floor, making Jay immediately wish
she’d fastened the towel a little higher.


“Jay,” Sadie said, her voice a little higher than
usual. “I didn’t expect you to still be, umm, well . . .”


“Naked?” Jay offered.


“I was going to go with ‘in the shower,’ but yes.
That, too.”


“I like long showers,” Jay said, then felt kind of
stupid for not having a better comeback.


“You certainly earned one this week. You worked double
time on an already frantic practice schedule. I hope you know I appreciate your
commitment.”


Jay shrugged and pulled on the first T-shirt she
grabbed, not even bothering with a bra. “It’s part of the job.”


“Hank assures me everything will get easier once you
two get used to playing with each other.”


She snorted. “Well played, Tennis Mom. I see what you
did there.”


“What?” Sadie asked innocently.


“I agreed to one tournament. To earn one check. I made
good on my word.”


“You did,” Sadie said, clasping a hand gently around
her right biceps. “Thank you.”


The touch sent Jay’s nerve endings into overdrive.
“You’re welcome.”


“I know you probably have other offers, and you only
played with Destiny as a favor to me. I also know she’s been a little slower to
come around than you have.”


Jay smiled. “Ya think?”


Sadie squeezed her arm, and her dark eyes flickered up
to meet Jay’s. “Okay, a lot slower, but she’s not good with change, and she’s
had a lot of it lately. If she had more time . . .”


Jay shook her head. “We’re all in Madrid next week.
It’s a primary tournament. She’s going to be under a lot of pressure to do well
in the singles in order to make it into the main draw at the French.”


“Exactly. There’s so much pressure in the singles.
Wouldn’t it be nice to play a little doubles, where no one expects anything
from you?” Sadie leaned close enough to whisper. “And the first-round payout is
$9,000? Even if you lose in the second round, you still win.”


Jay’s head felt like she was hanging upside down, and
while she wanted to pretend the numbers had sparked the blood rush, she
suspected Sadie’s proximity had more to do with it. 


She nodded mutely. “Yeah, I—”


“Mom?” 


The word was like a bucket of ice water right under
her towel, and they both jumped back to stare at Destiny. 


“What’s going on?” Destiny asked, as if she feared the
answer. “Hank and I have been waiting for you.”


“I’m sorry,” Sadie said. “Jay and I were just talking
about Madrid.”


Her eyes narrowed. “What about it?”


Jay cleared her throat. “We’re going to see if we can
get a wild card for the doubles.”


“No,” Destiny said flatly.


Jay shrugged. “Okay then.”


But Sadie didn’t fold so easily. “I understand you’re
not in love with the idea, but—”


Destiny clenched her jaw and shook her head. 


Jay looked awkwardly into her locker, trying not to be
caught in the middle of another family disagreement. The last time that had
happened, she’d been roped into playing big sister.


“It’s a good opportunity for you, Des. After how far
you went this time—”


“We got the money we needed to get to Madrid,” the
girl said coolly. “It’s the last major tournament before the French Open.”


“Exactly,” Sadie said, so emphatically her curls gave
a little bounce. “If you and Jay do well there, you could qualify for doubles
in the French Open.”


“Whoa,” Jay said, peeking out from behind the locker
door. “Did you just commit me to playing doubles for four more weeks?”


Sadie rolled her eyes. “It’s clay court season. You
got better plans?”


“Zing.” Jay laughed. “Your sassy side comes with a
sharp edge.” 


“No,” Destiny said again. “Stop it, both of you. You
can’t just decide things for me.”


“Don’t look at me,” Jay muttered, then ducked back
behind the locker door again. “Your tennis mom is steering the ship.”


“Hank had a say in the plan, too,” Sadie defended. “He
thinks playing doubles at a larger event will be good for you. More practice
under pressure, and more opportunity to quicken your footwork on clay. He’s the
coach. What he says, goes. I happen to agree with him, but even if I didn’t,
I’d suggest you listen to him.”


Destiny folded her arms across her chest. “What about
Nuremburg? Let’s skip Madrid and play doubles when we get to Germany.”


“Why not both?” 


“Madrid’s too important. The press will be there in
force, along with all the best players. I don’t want to be seen with her.”


Jay closed the locker door with a metallic thud. “You
mean you won’t play with me, right? Not that you won’t be seen
with me, ’cause they mean two different things.”


“And I meant both of them,” Destiny said, still
looking at her mother. “If we have to, we’ll make money a different way.”


“It’s not about the money,” Sadie said, her own voice
show-casing where her daughter’s had inherited its steely bent. 


“Then we’ll practice another time,” Des shot back.


“It’s not about the practice, not after that comment,”
Sadie said, looking over her shoulder at Jay. “I’m sorry for my daughter’s
behavior. If you don’t want to play with a rude child, I’ll forgive you,
because apparently in addition to more footwork, she also needs an attitude
adjustment.”


“Mom,” Destiny snapped, but Sadie held up a palm right
in her face.


“Jay, if you’re still willing to help us out, I’d be
honored if you’d travel with us to Madrid. Then we’ll make sure we get hotel
rooms nearby, so Destiny can have plenty of opportunity to work on her manners.
If you want, she’ll do her penance by carrying your bags.”


Jay laughed, but Destiny’s eyes darkened even further,
and the sound died in her throat. God, this kid really hated her. Initially Jay
had just pegged her for scared and overwhelmed with a strong dose of
parental-based spoiling, but now the hair on the back of her neck stood on end.
The disgust on Destiny’s face wasn’t self-centered. It was pointed right at
Jay.


Her stomach tightened as the bile started to churn.
It’d been a long time since she’d recognized that undisguised repulsion in
someone opposite her, but her body hadn’t forgotten its standard reaction.
Shame burned her cheeks as the whispers rushed back through her ears. She felt
the hot stares against her back and the twisted knots in her shoulders. She’d
been through enough to know she had to let the emotions run their course.
Bottling them up only allowed the acid to burn longer or bubble up later.
Allowing them to rush over her and fade away offered the only quick relief.
Only this time the feelings didn’t subside, so much as shift. Something hotter
than humiliation baked beneath the surface now.


Who the hell was Destiny Larsen to judge her? The kid
had barely been born when she’d met Katia. She would’ve been in elementary
school when their worlds crashed down. Any of the lies she’d heard wouldn’t
have just been secondhand. They’d have been filtered through a decade of hazy
innuendo and snarky backchannels. Jay had done the work of a lifetime to
rebuild her credibility with people who actually mattered, people she’d legitimately
disappointed or hurt no matter how involuntarily, but she owed nothing to a kid
who cut her teeth on someone else’s personal tragedy.


“Jay,” Sadie whispered. “I’m sorry.”


“What?” She blinked, her eyes focusing away from the
past and onto the woman before her.


“I’m sorry for Destiny’s bad behavior. She’s never
spoken to anyone like that in my presence, not in seventeen years. I don’t know
what I did to let her think that level of rudeness would be tolerated.”


“You didn’t,” Jay said softly. “Plenty of other people
did that work for you.”


Sadie seemed genuinely confused. “I don’t understand.”


Jay smiled slightly, believing her. Sadie had no idea
what they were talking about. They’d had a fresh start. She knew Jay only for
the woman she’d become, and she liked her enough to want her around. Would the
same hold true after she heard more? Because she undoubtedly would. Which
version of Jay would she accept then? The one she knew, or the one so many
others thought they did? For the first time in a long time, Jay wanted to stick
around long enough to find out, or maybe even try to tip the scales in her
favor. After years of hiding, of throwing up walls and keeping a healthy
distance between herself and anyone who looked at her the way Destiny did, had
Jay’s impulse to run finally run out? 


Or had Sadie somehow done something to override it?


 


★   ★   ★


 


“I don’t want to hear it,” Sadie snapped at Destiny,
as she wheeled their suitcases into a row at the hotel room door. 


“You have to listen,” Destiny pleaded. “She’s not a
good person, like, ten years ago she started a huge scandal by—”


“I don’t care if she shot someone on the court,” Sadie
said. “She’s been nothing but polite and reasonable with you. Hank swears she’s
trustworthy. She bailed you out on the court last week, and she didn’t throttle
you for speaking to her with blatant disrespect. As far as I’m concerned, she’s
been infinitely more patient than she should’ve been.”


“So, you don’t even care about the girl whose life she
ruined?”


“No.” She didn’t. She honestly didn’t want to hear
whatever horrific tale Destiny had dredged up about Jay. Maybe if she’d seen
anything suspicious in Jay over the last few weeks, or maybe if Hank’s
endorsement hadn’t been quite so ringing, or maybe if she hadn’t seen the hurt
and shame pass so heartbreakingly over Jay’s jubilant features, she would’ve
worried, but Sadie trusted her gut. She always made her own decisions, and she
wouldn’t let Jay be an exception to the rule. She didn’t know why she felt such
a strong urge to protect her, but she didn’t ignore those impulses. Then again,
her mothering instincts were equally strong, and the discordance between her
assessment of Jay’s character and the need to be there for her daughter was
tearing her apart. 


“You can’t trust people like her. She’s doesn’t have
any self-control—”


“Destiny,” Sadie shouted loud enough to be heard
several rooms over, “stop!”


Destiny’s chest heaved under a magenta tank top, but
she heeded the warning. Without another word, she hoisted her carry-on and
marched it into the hallway. 


“Not another word about Jay,” Sadie said more softly.
“You do not have to like her. You don’t have to trust her. You do have to show
her some basic level of respect. You need to extend her at least the common
courtesies you would give a stranger on the street. Is that clear?”


“Yes,” Destiny said tersely, then let the door fall
shut behind her.


Sadie sighed. It wasn’t the answer she would’ve liked,
but Destiny hadn’t argued, so she’d take it. A hug would’ve been nice though.
When Destiny was little and had done something rude or just wrong, Sadie would
sit her down and explain the consequences of her actions, a time-out, a
grounding, no dessert, but no matter what, she would always hug her and tell
her she loved her unconditionally. When had the tradition stopped? 


She was still pondering the question as they all
shuffled through airport security and Destiny jammed her headphones back in her
ears. She’d taken them out only long enough to go through the metal detector,
thus cutting off all hope of small talk, much less a meaningful conversation. 


“Hey,” a gentle voice said from just over her left
shoulder. Sadie turned to see Jay standing beside her, one hand jammed in the
pocket of her dark jeans. Her button-down shirt was cuffed at her sleeves and
open at her throat, giving a rakish appeal to business casual, and the cerulean
color made her eyes seem even more entrancing than usual. 


“Hi,” Sadie said with a smile. Not the most brilliant
greeting in the world, but it seemed to suffice, because Jay returned her
expression.


“You ready for sunny Spain?”


Sadie hadn’t thought about Spain until that moment,
not the tournament, not the weather, not the country at all. Tennis travel had
long ago lost its luster. She rarely had time to see things other than courts,
locker rooms, and hotels. Still, something about the way Jay asked the question
gave her a little thrill of anticipation. “You know? I think I’m ready for a
change of latitude if it helps with a change of attitude.”


“You and me both,” Jay said, only a slight hint of
exhaustion in her voice.


“I don’t know,” Hank said, coming up behind them. “We
didn’t do too bad in Prague.”


“We’ll do better in Madrid,” Jay said amicably.
“Right, Destiny?”


They all turned to look at Des, who merely stared
straight ahead.


“She’s got her headphones in,” Sadie explained,
tension returning to her jaw.


“Oh, in that case, we can talk about her freely,” Jay
said, then went on to mouth several soundless words until Destiny finally
rolled her eyes.


“I know you’re not really talking.”


“Ah, the ol’ headphones-in, iPod-off trick,” Jay said
with a grin. “I know it well.”


Sadie’s stomach dropped. “You’re not listening to any
music?”


“Not at the moment,” Destiny mumbled. 


“I see.” Sadie didn’t elaborate for fear her hurt and
insecurity would be evident to everyone. 


Destiny had picked up the habit of using earphones
almost constantly when she’d started traveling for tennis tournaments around
the age of thirteen. Sadie initially wrote the disconnect off as a way for Des
to unwind after busy, loud, stressful competitions, though now she wondered if
the coinciding timing with her entry into the teenage years had been connected.
Maybe she hadn’t wanted a break from the outside hustle and bustle so much as
she’d needed time off from talking to Sadie.


Hank cleared his throat. “Our gate’s right there. Why
don’t you get settled in? I’ll go find us some coffee.”


“I’ll go, too,” Destiny offered, then, as if trying to
force the words painfully from her mouth, added, “Can I, um, get something for
you? I mean, Jay.”


Jay held up a blue refillable water bottle. “I filled
up when I got through security. Thanks though.”


Destiny nodded, then turned back to Sadie as if she
wanted to say more, then shrugged and walked away.


Sadie wove her way through a group of American high
schoolers with matching backpacks, clearly on a school spring break trip, until
she found some empty seats near a floor-to-ceiling window. Dropping her purse
with a thud, she landed in the chair in similar fashion, then sighed heavily.


“Rough morning?” Jay settled a little more gingerly
beside her. 


Sadie hung her head. “You could say that.”


“My fault?” Jay asked softly.


“No.” Sadie met her alluring eyes. “We’re all under a
lot of pressure. Des is tense and defensive. I’m tense and insecure. Hank is
tense and overcompensating. None of that is your fault. Honestly, I’m not even
sure why you’re here when we’ve offered you nothing but stress and awkwardness
and bad manners.”


“You also helped me earn an extra paycheck last week,”
Jay offered.


“Is that it?” Sadie asked, her limbs heavy as the
logic of the answer settled over her. “Do you really need the money badly
enough to put up with us all?”


Jay smiled and shook her head, her sandy hair skimming
across her shoulders and curling unevenly along her starched shirt collar. “I
should say yes, and don’t get me wrong, the money helps, but it’s not the
primary reason.”


“Is it because Hank guilted you?”


She laughed. “Hank is good at many things. Emotional
appeals are not among them. You, on the other hand, are like, ninja level with
the mom guilt. Seriously, the force is strong with you, but not even the
dressing-down you gave me about being a good role model weighed as much as you
probably would have liked.”


“No?” Sadie asked, turning in her seat so that her
body angled toward Jay’s. “What tipped the scales then?”


“You seem to like me.”


Sadie waited for more of an explanation, but none
came.


“I like you? Really? You’ve played a game you don’t
want to play, put up with a surly teen, added hours of practice to your
schedule, and rearranged travel plans simply because I seem to like
you?”


“Pretty pathetic, huh?” Jay asked, her cheeks
coloring. 


“No,” Sadie said quickly. “Not pathetic. Everyone
wants to be liked. I’d just think that almost everyone would find you likable.”


Jay’s smile returned, this time with a hint of
shyness, “Well, you’d be wrong. For one, a lot of people don’t ever take the
chance, and for two, I don’t often give people the chance.”


“Why?” 


“What’s the saying? Once bitten, twice shy? Or, fool
me once something something shame on me? It’s part of growing up.” Her blue
eyes darkened slightly, causing Sadie to wonder what undercurrent of
seriousness or pain ran beneath the casualness of the comment. “But either way,
I don’t trust the press, and I don’t travel with a coach anymore, so it’s nice
to see a friendly face on the road, even if that face is attached to a tennis
mom who sometimes yells at me to be a better person.”


“Thank you . . . I think,” Sadie said, struck by the
sweetness laced with humor. Was Jay naturally prone to the combination, or had
she learned to weave the two together as a sort of survival instinct?


“You’re welcome,” Jay said, a slight frown tugging at
her lips, “for now, anyway. I’ll let you reserve full judgment until after
Madrid. The stakes are about to go up, and the pressure will, too, along with
scrutiny from the press and the officials and, well, the world at large.”


“I know Des is worried about it, but I don’t understand
all the fuss. You’ve still got a couple weeks until the French Open. Madrid is
a clay court, which she’s good on. And I don’t see any reason for the press to
behave any differently than they have until now.”


“Let’s put it this way. You know how Des and I are
practicing in progressively bigger venues and against tougher opponents as a
way of ramping up for the big show ahead? Well, the press is, too.”


“How so?”


“Basically, no one in the American public has cared
about tennis a bit since the Australian Open, and even that’s the least
compelling of the majors for a viewing public coming off the holidays and
gearing up for the Superbowl. The reporters following us had their stories
filed in the back of newspapers or tucked away on obscure websites, but in a few
weeks, they’ll be catapulted back onto the front page.”


“So what, they need to start practicing more detailed
stories?”


“Oh, how we all wish they would focus more on craft or
technical aspects of the game.” Jay shook her head. “More likely, though, they’ll
be laying the groundwork for human interest stories, trying to get the scoop on
anything that will hook casual tennis followers on their column or news reports
for the duration of the summer.”


“Well, I happen to find Destiny very interesting and
appealing, but so far the press hasn’t shown much interest in her as a person.
I can’t imagine why they’d start now.”


Jay shifted in her chair, putting her hands on the
armrests as if she were about to push herself up, then sighed and settled back
in. “Look, remember how I said I don’t let a lot of people get close?”


Sadie nodded.
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