
Chapter One

			Remy Miller pulled the ice pack from her eye and checked the damage in the mirror attached to her truck’s sun visor. She ran a finger along the darkened skin and blew out a breath, anticipating the questions she knew were coming from her dad.

			This wasn’t the first time she’d shown up to work with a black eye, and she doubted it would be the last. Fishermen were a raucous bunch, but this time it wasn’t her fault. She knew that wouldn’t matter to her dad, though. He had high expectations for her and her brothers, and this would only reinforce his idea that she was still just a punk kid.

			She knew for a fact that he would have been the one throwing the punches when he was her age, not just getting caught in the crossfire of someone else’s altercation. Growing up, she’d heard enough stories to know the Millers were always trying to prove something. Prove they were better fishermen, tougher fighters, better drinkers, and the best lovers. They walked around the little Oregon fishing village of Elder’s Bay like they had something to prove, and they were more than happy to do it. 

			That game was getting old. The only place Remy wanted to prove herself was out on the water, pulling full pots of Dungeness crab out of the sea to fill up their tanks. Crab and the other fisheries that sustained them between crabbing seasons had been her family’s livelihood for generations, and being a good fisherman was the only thing that truly mattered in the world. It was the only thing she understood.

			The snap of the sun visor as it slammed back into place against the roof startled Remy and sent a spike of pain through her hungover brain. She was getting too old for this. There was a time when she could spend the night drinking with her crew and show up to the boat before the sun, ready to catch any crab unlucky enough to crawl into the pots they’d set. The years of hard living were already catching up to her, even though she was just twenty-seven. That wasn’t a good sign since her days as a crabber had only just begun.

			“Hey, ass wipe, nice shiner.” Remy’s cousin Bill teased her as he handed her a hot mug of coffee. He had always treated Remy like a little sister. As the oldest of their generation of Millers, he took it upon himself to tease the younger cousins relentlessly when they showed up looking like they’d been in the trenches after a night at the bar.

			“Where were you, dickhead? We could have used some backup last night.”

			“Tucked away in my comfortable bed with my beautiful wife so I would be fresh as a daisy this morning. Maybe you should try more of that and a little less time in bars and see how that suits you?”

			She flipped him off, but knew he wasn’t wrong. In theory, having a wife and kid was something she thought she would want someday, but not yet. Not before they made her captain, and she had her own boat. She wasn’t ready to settle down and probably wouldn’t be for years. Besides, Elder’s Bay was a small town, and most girls her age were either related or Claymans. Her dad would never forgive her if she married a Clayman.

			“What did you do this time, kid?” Her dad stepped onto the boat and took her chin in his meaty hand so he could turn her face to see her eye. “Don’t let your mom see that. She worries enough about her kids being on the ocean without knowing what idiots you are when on shore.” 

			Frank Miller was a barrel of a man with a white beard and a round face. On land, he was warm and loving, but the moment he stepped onto one of the boats he owned and operated, he was all business. He expected the same seriousness from his crew and, as the youngest of his three children, Remy sometimes took the brunt of his wrath.

			“It’s nothing.” Remy gingerly touched the area around her eye, wishing she could hide the evidence of her night.

			“Jay, what happened?” Remy’s older brother looked from her to their dad, obviously trying to decide which one he was more afraid of before settling on whether he should tell the truth or come up with a lie.

			“Dad, it’s nothing. Don’t pull Jay into this,” Remy said. The last thing she needed was another lecture from him about getting into a fight with the Claymans. The two fishing families had been feuding since her grandfather and his best friend, Joseph Clayman, had a falling out fifty years before. Remy wasn’t even exactly sure why the families hated each other at this point, but was told from a very young age that the wealthier, more successful family was not to be trusted.

			“Tell me now, Jay, or I’ll get someone else to take your place on the boat today.”

			“Why don’t you threaten me for not telling you? You don’t have to pick on Jay, Dad.”

			He rubbed his beard, the first sign he was losing his patience. “Because I don’t trust you to tell me the whole truth, Remy. You like to give me just enough to get me off your ass, but not enough to be honest with me.”

			He wasn’t wrong. Remy wasn’t one to spill her guts, especially regarding her private life. She knew her dad would find out one way or the other, so she nodded to Jay, letting him know it was okay to tell him what happened. He looked so relieved, Remy almost laughed. When Jay finished his tale, which included details about the night Remy didn’t even remember, her dad just shook his head as if he was at a loss with what to do with her.

			“Are you sober?” he asked.

			She nodded and ran her fingers through her hair. “I’m good. I took a breathalyzer test this morning before I even got in the car.”

			“Do you feel like dog shit?”

			That was an understatement. Between the alcohol and beating she took the night before, Remy wanted nothing more than to crawl back into her bed and sleep off the raging hangover she had. “Yep,” she said.

			“Good. You’re an idiot for going out the night before the season starts, but I can’t say I’m surprised. You know, if you’d get your head out of your ass, Remy, you’d make one hell of a crabber.”

			“I know.” Her dad was a hard-ass, but she hated to disappoint him all the same. 

			He nodded and went back to checking to make sure they had the required safety gear before leaving the dock. “I need you to run this boat today because your brother is sick.”

			“Yeah? Sure. No problem.” Both of Remy’s older brothers ran their own boats, and she’d spent her life preparing for the day he’d turn over one of their fleet to her. It was in her blood and she knew deep down that, given the chance, she could make him proud. The only problem had been that he almost never gave her the opportunity to show him she could captain her own boat.

			“It’s just for today, and I left you instructions for exactly where I want you to be.”

			“Okay,” Remy said, thinking that if she could get through the areas he wanted her to go fast enough, she could move on to ones she knew would produce more crab. Her dad was an amazing crabber, but he’d always been too cautious in Remy’s opinion. She knew it was because he’d lost a crewman at sea when he wasn’t much older than her, but Remy was careful and knew what she was doing. Her brothers were also good crabbers, but they were little robots who followed everything her dad told them to do using none of the natural instincts she knew they must have. All Millers were born with the sea in their blood. She only needed to show him she could find the crab on her own without his direction.

			“Hey, kid,” he called to her as he and Jay stepped off the boat.

			“Yeah?”

			“Be careful out there. This boat isn’t yours and I don’t want you sinking my property.”

			“Roger that. Love you, too, old man.” Remy shook her head and turned to help her crew prepare to leave. 

			“We ready to get out of here?” Remy asked her best friend, Andy. They’d been inseparable since her father had moved his medical practice to Elder’s Bay when they were in kindergarten. 

			The Mathesons divorced not long after they moved to Elder’s Bay and Remy’s parents had treated Andy like one of their own when her mom moved to Portland, leaving her dad to run his business and care for his daughter on his own. They weren’t bad people, just couldn’t be the parents Andy needed. The Millers were a large family that had plenty of love to go around.

			“Sure. Ten more minutes. Corey’s running a little late,” Andy said.

			Andy and Remy’s cousin Corey had both been with her at the bar the night before when a fight broke out between Corey’s brother and Gary Clayman. Corey’s twin brother, Casey, asked a girl to dance, not realizing she was Gary’s date since he’d spent the entire night completely ignoring her and drinking with his friends. The girl accepted to teach Gary a lesson, not understanding the hornets’ nest she was about to open between two families that were already looking for a reason to fight. The first punch from Gary took Casey by surprise, but by the time he wiped the blood from his lip and looked up to see a Clayman standing over him, Corey and several other Miller and Clayman cousins had joined the fray. 

			She vaguely remembered Corey taking at least one punch from Gary before she stupidly put herself between the two of them, hoping she could talk them down before someone was seriously injured. Her attempt to defuse the situation was immediately stopped when Gary punched her in the face. He’d gotten a good enough swing that she saw stars for a minute before being rushed outside the bar by Andy.

			“Is Corey okay?” she asked Andy as they leaned against the pots stacked on the deck and watched the parking lot for signs of their crewman.

			“He’s fine. Busted lip and hung over, but fine.”

			“Then where is he?”

			Remy checked her watch and looked toward the parking lot. They needed to get out on the water soon if they hoped to set a few strings of pots before midmorning. Some days they were only out for the day, and other trips would be two or three days. This trip was two days. Her dad had secured a higher price per pound than they would normally get, but they had to have the crab caught and offloaded in the next forty-eight hours. Every minute they sat at the dock was one less they’d have to catch the amount her dad was expecting.

			Seven minutes later, a blue Prius came barreling into the parking lot and screeched to a halt. Andy and Remy shouted for Corey to hurry. He leaned over to kiss his girlfriend then ran down the pier wearing only his jeans with his shirt, socks, and shoes nestled under his arm.

			“Hold on a fucking minute. I’m coming. Stop being assholes.”

			Andy playfully shoved Corey to the deck when he jumped onto the boat. “Let’s go, Remy. Mr. Sweet Lips over here is finally ready to catch some crab.”

			Remy nodded and pulled away from the dock. “Hold on, guys, we need to make up for lost time.” She could hear Andy and Corey exchanging playful jibes at each other as they made their way toward the spot her dad had told her he wanted her to drop her crab pots. It irritated her that he had to control every aspect of her life. She’d been crabbing with her grandpa and her dad since she was eight years old and knew these waters like the back of her hand. Remy didn’t need him telling her where to go every time. She knew the currents and depths the crabs would likely be, and once she had her own boat, she’d prove to him she was at least as good a crabber as her brothers, if not better. 

			Her grandpa had always told her she had a special connection to the sea and to always trust her gut. She didn’t doubt there would likely be crab where her dad said, but she knew deep down that the real jackpot would be two miles north at Sawyer Point. Their recent storm would have stirred up plenty of tiny crustaceans from the ocean floor that the crab would be eagerly eating up.

			Several hours later, Remy and the boys had finished pulling their third string of pots. The numbers had been decent in the beginning, but the last string had tapered off. She knew if she called her dad, he would tell her to stick with the spot they were in. He had areas he liked to go, and he didn’t want Remy deviating from his plan. In his mind, she was just an extension of him and not someone who could make intelligent decisions on her own.

			“Thanks,” Remy said when Andy handed her a plate with a sandwich on it. “Hey, what do you think about heading up to Sawyer Point for a few hours to see if we can’t fill up our tanks there?”

			Andy popped a potato chip into her mouth and shook her head. “You’re just dying to piss your dad off, aren’t you?”

			“This isn’t about my dad.” Remy set down her plate and pointed to the area on the chart where she wanted to go. “You know they like to hang out on this ridge, and after that storm a couple days ago, they’re going to be all over the place. We could fill our tank and wrap this trip up earlier than expected. First beer is on me.”

			Andy sighed and touched the digital screen displaying the nautical chart of the area. “What about these rocks? You know that’s why your dad doesn’t like you going over there.”

			“Dude, it’s fine. He’s an old ninny who will never trust me. Besides, the weather’s supposed to be fine. We’ll stay away from the rocks and be home to eat like kings tonight. No risk, no reward, right?”

			“We go where you go, so whatever you want to do is good with me.”

			Remy leaned over the ladder leading below decks where Corey was fixing his sandwich in the galley. “Core? You cool with us pissing off your uncle Frank?”

			There was silence for a beat before he yelled back, “What the fuck, I’m game.”

			“Let’s do this.” Remy hopped back into the captain’s chair and set her course for Sawyer Point. With any luck, her dad would be too busy with his own boat to realize they had deviated from his plan.

			“So, what caused that shit last night?” Andy asked. She’d come running to Remy’s defense when the fight broke out, but before that, had been flirting with Stacy Wagner and missed the initial argument.

			“Stupid Clayman shit. What else? They’re all a bunch of assholes. They just can’t help it. It’s in their DNA or something.”

			Remy’s grandpa and Joseph Clayman might have been the first to start the feud between their families, but it was alive and well in the next generation. Joseph’s son, Brian, now ran Clayman Fisheries, which included several high-end restaurants in Portland and the largest fleet of boats in Elder’s Bay. There was no love lost between Remy’s dad and Brian, which trickled down through the ranks to the rest of the family.

			“You know your dad’s buying a new boat, right?”

			Remy nodded and popped the last bite of her sandwich into her mouth. “I heard.”

			“Do you think he’s going to let you run it?”

			She brushed the crumbs from her pants and looked out the window at the waves as they rolled toward the boat and sent sea spray over the sides when they collided with the hull. “He has to. I’ve proven to him that I’m more than capable. Besides, my brothers were running their own boats by the time they were my age and I’m twice the crabber either one of them are.”

			Corey popped his head up from below decks and startled them when he spoke. “I could sure use that full crew pay. Filling in when we’re needed here and there is causing havoc on my bank account. Daddy needs a new truck.”

			“Please stop calling yourself Daddy for Christ’s sake, Corey. It’s creepy.” Andy tossed her crumpled up napkin at his head.

			“Brooke doesn’t complain when—”

			“No,” Remy said. “We’ll throw you off this boat if you finish that sentence.”

			Corey shrugged and climbed back down the ladder. She looked at Andy who was still shaking her head.

			“Ready to find some crab?”

			“You lead and we’ll follow, captain.”

			




Chapter Ten

			The rain pelted the windshield of Remy’s truck as they navigated through the congested streets of Portland. They’d spent the day shopping for clothes and Julia was excited to show off the smoke show that was her date.

			She couldn’t wait for Dylan to meet Remy, but she knew Dylan would spend the evening flirting with her. She wasn’t jealous. Julia knew Dylan would never do anything other than flirt, but she had a tendency to be forward enough to embarrass the faint of heart and Remy was already nervous about the event.

			Thankfully, they were meeting Dylan and Cameron at a bar across the street to get a pre-party drink and she could warn her to tone it down while they’re there.

			“Text Dylan and ask her to meet you out front,” Remy said as they pulled onto the street. “I don’t see any parking spots that are close and I don’t want you to have to run through the rain in that beautiful dress with those super hot, but pointy shoes.”

			Julia looked down at her black lace bustier midi dress and Louboutin’s. “Thanks, sweetie. I probably should have expected the rain and not worn something quite this nice. I think I got excited about going out to a fancy event with my hot date and overdressed.”

			“Hot, huh?”

			“You have no idea.” Julia reached over to trail a red fingernail along the inseam of Remy’s pants to the noticeably warm space between her legs.

			“God, Jules, you can’t do that to me right now. I’ll just keep driving and take you back to your apartment. Who needs this fancy party anyway?”

			Julia patted Remy’s thigh and slipped into her wool coat that she’d slung over the back of her seat. They both watched out the window for Dylan to appear, then she jumped out and ran around the truck to help Julia out so she didn’t fall on her face. They probably should have driven Julia’s car to Portland, but Remy felt more comfortable in the truck since the forecast said there would be a big storm blowing in.

			Dylan gave Remy a quick wave as she pulled Julia under her umbrella and ran for the door. The crowded bar was full of young people dressed up for a night on the town. Julia thought about the difference between this bar and Skip’s in Elder’s Bay, and it made her smile. They were about as different as they could be, but she realized that both had their own charm.

			“What’ll you have, Jules?” Cameron asked when they finally made it to the bar.

			“I’ll have a glass of red wine and Remy will have whatever amber ale is on tap.”

			The drinks arrived just as Julia saw Remy making her way toward them. The press of the people in the relatively small space left little room to move, but Julia spotted a group leaving a table in the back and guided everyone there before someone else could take it.

			Remy helped Julia remove her jacket before offering her the spot in the corner where she wouldn’t get clobbered by drunk people trying to move from one place to another.

			“Dylan and Cameron, this is my date, Remy Miller.”

			“Hey there.” Dylan gave Remy an appraising look that made Julia laugh. So predictable.

			Cameron and Remy shook hands, then Remy pulled her chair closer to Julia so she could hold Julia’s hand under the table while she held her beer in the other.

			“Do you only catch crab on weekdays, Remy?” Cameron asked. “I thought you guys were out for months at a time.”

			“You’re thinking of Alaska. They do much longer trips up there because the crab they’re catching is in much deeper water. Dungeness are closer to shore, so we’re home most nights, although we do occasionally stay out for two or three days at a time. Depends on what the weather is like, or what state the fishery is in.”

			“That’s super cool.”

			“What do you do, Cameron?” Remy asked.

			“I’m in a band,” Cameron said.

			“No fucking way.” Remy pulled her chair closer to Cameron and Julia realized that she’d lost her date for at least the next few minutes.

			She looked over at Dylan to find her watching Cameron and Remy intently.

			“You okay?” Julia asked.

			“I’m fine.” Dylan scooted her chair closer to Julia. “Remy is fucking hot.”

			“I know, right?” Julia looked at her talking to Cameron and took a minute to appreciate the fitted white button-down shirt, black slacks, and black oxford dress shoes. The small splash of color from the socks with crabs on them that peeked out below her pants leg warmed Julia’s heart. They were the one thing Remy picked out when they were shopping and she was so cute when she asked if they would work with her outfit that Julia didn’t have the heart to say no.

			“How are things going with you two?” Dylan asked.

			Julia shrugged. “Good. Complicated.”

			“What do you mean? One sec.” Dylan held up a finger at Julia to stop her answer. “Would you sexy beasts mind getting us both another glass of wine?”

			“Right now?” Cameron asked.

			“Of course.” Remy stood immediately and kissed Julia’s cheek. “We’ll be right back. Do you need anything else?”

			“No, thanks, just wine.”

			Dylan and Julia watched as Remy grabbed an obviously irritated Cameron by the shirt and pulled her toward the bar.

			“What’s that about?” Julia asked when they’d disappeared into the crowd.

			“Cameron’s great. She’s funny, and hot, and decent in bed, but Cameron’s biggest fan is Cameron. It’s the me show with her unless she wants something from me, and I have to be honest, I’m over it.”

			“Why did you bring her tonight?”

			Dylan looked toward the bar to make sure they weren’t within listening distance. “Because I’m weak. I’ve been trying to figure out all day how to break this thing off, but she acts like we’re engaged or something. We’ve barely been seeing each other a week.”

			“Jesus, Dyl. Do you think she’ll be shitty about it?”

			“I don’t think she’ll be thrilled, but hopefully she’ll put on her big girl panties and be cool about the whole thing.”

			“I’m glad Remy and I are staying the night.”

			“Me, too. Perfect timing on your part.”

			Remy and Cameron came back to the table with their wine and asked if they minded them leaving again to play darts. Apparently, they met a couple of guys at the bar and, after brief introductions, followed by shit talking about their dart skills by Cameron, the guys challenged them to a game.

			“No, that’s fine with us,” Julia said. “Don’t let those boys take your lunch money.”

			Remy pushed Julia’s hair aside to expose a bare shoulder, then placed kisses from the tip of her shoulder, up her neck, to the delicate curve of her ear. She knelt down next to Julia and spoke close enough that she wouldn’t have to yell over the noise of the crowd. The vibration of her low voice sent goose bumps across Julia’s skin.

			“You sure you don’t mind if I leave you? I promise I’ll make it up to you after I teach these guys a lesson in humility.”

			There wasn’t anything explicitly sexy about her words, but Julia’s body certainly responded as if they were.

			“I don’t mind,” Julia said. “It’s nice to talk to Dylan.”

			Remy leaned in and kissed her temple. “I’m glad. Sorry I keep touching you. This dress is doing all sorts of things to me and I’m finding it very difficult to keep my hands off of you.”

			Where did this woman come from? Remy never failed to make Julia feel like the most beautiful, treasured woman in the room. She could definitely get used to this.

			“Play your cards right, sailor, and you can help take this dress off later tonight.”

			The low groan that elicited from Remy made Julia laugh.

			“When are we going over to the gallery?”

			“Soon, I think. I’ll talk to Dylan.”

			“We’ll be back in a few.” Remy placed one last kiss on Julia’s lips before nodding to Cameron. “Let’s go, dude.”

			When they were alone again, Julia rolled her eyes as Dylan watched Cameron walk away.

			“You aren’t breaking up with her tonight, are you?”

			Dylan bit her bottom lip like someone had caught her doing something naughty.

			“No?” 

			It sounded like a question, even though Julia knew it wasn’t. She shook her head. Dylan had never been the best at resisting an attractive butch woman.

			“When do we need to head over to the gallery?”

			“About eight. It starts at seven thirty, so that’ll give it a minute for others to arrive. I don’t want to stay long. Eat some fancy hors d’oeuvres, enjoy a few cocktails, dance with the hot butch I’m about to break up with, then head home.”

			“Sounds like a good night to me. Except the breaking up part. I’m enjoying my hot butch too much.”

			“I don’t blame you one bit. She’s smoking hot, Jules. I’m doing my best to keep my cool and not climb her like a tree, but it’s a struggle.”

			Julia laughed and almost spit out the wine she was drinking. “You’re preaching to the choir, my friend. I’ve got it bad for her.”

			Dylan raised her glass. “To hot butches.”

			“Hear, hear.”

			“Back to what you said before, why are things complicated? You seem pretty into each other.”

			“I don’t think it’s us. We’ve only just started hanging out, but so far, so good. It’s more about everyone around us that makes it so very complicated,” Julia said.

			“What’s the story with your family?”

			A waitress stopped by their table at that moment and they both ordered more wine.

			“This has to be our last glass or I’m going to make a fool of myself at the gallery party,” Dylan said.

			“Same,” Julia said.

			“So, family drama?”

			“It’s not as much my family as it is hers. I mean, my family is definitely part of the problem, but I just don’t care as much as she does.”

			“If her family doesn’t love you, they must be complete idiots. There’s no way any reasonable parent wouldn’t be trying to marry their child off after spending ten minutes with you. Hell, I never plan to get married, and you’re too girly for my taste, but I’d marry you.”

			“Thanks?” Julia giggled and sipped her wine. Nobody made Julia feel more like a rock star than Dylan. She wished everyone had a friend like that in their life and it was precisely why she’d never let this friendship drift apart. No matter what direction their future took them, Dylan was her sister, and she loved her for it. “It’s not about them not liking me. I’ve met them casually, but as far as I know, they aren’t aware I’m dating their daughter. It’s not like we’ve been super careful hiding it and it’s a small town that likes to gossip, but we haven’t even officially discussed what’s happening between us with each other, let alone our family.”

			“Then what’s the problem?”

			Julia sighed and picked up a cardboard coaster from the table to fiddle with. “I won’t bore you with all the details, but for years, our families have been embroiled in a ridiculous feud. It started with our grandpas and each generation has carried on the tradition.”

			“Are you serious?”

			“Yep. It’s stupid and embarrassing.”

			“So this is like a Hatfields and McCoys situation?”

			“Mmm, maybe not quite that violent, but pretty intense.”

			“Sounds like it. So what does that have to do with you guys seeing each other?”

			Julia wished more than anything that she could say it meant nothing and this ridiculous tension between their families wasn’t enough to derail a relationship with someone she was growing fonder of every day, but that wasn’t the reality. This thing that ultimately had nothing to do with either of them was like a dark cloud over everything they were building.

			“It shouldn’t mean anything. The issue isn’t with us, though, and Remy’s a sailor who has dreamed of running a boat in her family’s fleet since she was old enough to know what she wanted to be when she grew up. Her brothers both work for her dad, and Remy expected to do the same someday. Her dad wasn’t ready to give her the chance to prove herself, and I did. Clayman Fisheries hired her, and the last thing her family needs is to find out that she’s not only sailing for the enemy, but also potentially dating their future leader. Remy is hesitant for her dad to find out about us, but it’s inevitable. Like I said, we’re not exactly sneaking around.”

			Dylan perked up at this new information. “So you’re like Romeo and Juliet?”

			“Umm, I guess, except we’re not doing that whole suicide thing at the end. That was a real bummer.”

			“Agreed. I support your decision. That seems a little too extra, anyway.”

			They both launched into giggles, and when Remy and Cameron returned and asked them what had happened, that only made them laugh harder. It was probably a great time to stop drinking wine, especially since they still had to go to the gallery and look dignified.

			“Ready to head across the street?” Cameron asked when the laughter had settled enough for her to be heard.

			“Yep.”

			The four of them spent approximately an hour at the gallery before they decided it was boring as hell and they were ready to head back to the apartment. Dylan had made an appearance, and that was the important part of the reason to go.

			By the time they made it home, Julia could tell that Dylan had reached the end of her rope with Cameron. They were bickering when they walked into the apartment and Dylan’s door slammed when they retreated there for more privacy. Julia and Remy went into their own bedroom to avoid getting caught up in any of the drama.

			“What’s going on there?” Remy asked.

			“I suspect Cameron is being broken up with.”

			“That makes sense.”

			“You aren’t going to ask me why?” Not that Julia had a burning need to gossip about Dylan and Cameron, but she found it odd that Remy hadn’t asked for any reason or details.

			“Is it because she’s a selfish ass?”

			“That bad, huh?”

			“She almost got our asses kicked at least twice at that bar. She basically seemed put out if she had to do anything or even acknowledge Dylan most of the night. Did you see her at the gallery?”

			“When Dylan was trying to talk to people and Cameron kept checking her watch and asking when we were going to leave like she was a child and it was her bedtime?”

			“Exactly,” Remy said. “She’s an ass.”

			Just then, the yelling got louder, and Dylan’s bedroom door slammed again, followed by the front door slamming. Julia held up a finger, telling Remy that she would be back, and knocked on Dylan’s bedroom door.

			“Dyl, it’s Jules, can I come in?”

			“Sure.”

			“Hey, you okay?” Julia asked when she found Dylan lying face down on her bed.

			Dylan held out an arm and Julia slipped off her shoes and crawled in next to her. Julia was small at five-foot-three, but Dylan was even smaller, with long auburn hair and bright green eyes. She was a knockout, and Julia understood why Cameron must not have taken the rejection well.

			“Do you want to talk about it?” Julia asked. She wanted to get back to her room to spend time with Remy, but first she had to double-check that Dylan didn’t need her.

			“No. That sucked. I hate breaking up with someone. I’d almost rather be the one getting her heart broken because then I don’t have to feel so guilty.”

			“If it makes you feel better, I think Remy’s on your side.”

			“That does make me feel better. Thanks.”

			“Any time.” Julia pushed a lock of hair away from Dylan’s face and wiped tears from her cheeks with her thumbs. “There are plenty of fish in the sea.”

			“I don’t know if I believe that. I think there’s plenty, but I wish I could find the one.”

			“The only fish in the sea?”

			“Exactly. The only one for me, I guess.”

			“She’s out there, sweetie. You’re just going to have to toss back a few duds before you find her.” Something in the back of Julia’s mind wondered if Remy was her only fish. It was a ridiculous thought since they hadn’t been dating very long, but at some point, if you were lucky, you found the one. Maybe that one was Remy?

			“You need to get back to your date,” Dylan said.

			“Can I get you anything? Did you want us to hang out with you and watch a funny movie or anything?”

			“Nah. I’m good. You guys enjoy your time together. I know with her schedule you don’t get all that much time to bone.”

			“Jesus, Dylan.”

			“What?”

			“I love you,” Julia said.

			“I love you, too. Remy is amazing, by the way. She’s quite the gentleman, or however you say that for butches.”

			Julia looked toward the door and thought about the millions of little things Remy had done for her that day that meant she cared and wanted to make Julia happy. She held doors, brought her drinks, held her hand, kissed her cheek every chance she had. It wasn’t that Julia thought Remy wouldn’t be like that, but her attentiveness surprised her in a very good way. “She really makes me happy.”

			“I can see why. And she’s smoking hot. Did you pick out her outfit?”

			“I did. Simple but stylish.”

			“I don’t think Cameron even noticed that I was staring at your date’s ass all night. She doesn’t notice much that doesn’t have to do with herself.”

			“I noticed,” Julia said.

			“You don’t count. You know I’m harmless.”

			“I wouldn’t say you’re harmless, but you’re not the date stealing type.”

			“Well, I call seconds if you and Remy break up.”

			“In your dreams.” Julia shoved Dylan until she rolled over.

			“I had to try. Now go before we start making out and poor Remy is left high and dry.”

			Julia kissed Dylan’s cheek, then tickled her until Dylan shoved her out of the bed.

			“Leave me with my misery,” Dylan said. “I’m going to drown my sorrows in the second season of Love is Blind.”

			“Isn’t that the crazy season where the guy goes off the rails at the end?”

			“Yes, I love it so much.”

			“Well, enjoy. We’ll see you in the morning. Want to go out to breakfast with us before we head back to Elder’s Bay?”

			“For sure. Wake me up an hour before we need to leave.”

			“Sounds good. I love you, Dyl.”

			“Love you, too.”

			Julia returned to her room to find Remy already out of her dress clothes and lounging on her bed in boxers and a white undershirt. She was disappointed she wouldn’t be able to take the sexy outfit off of her herself, but she was awfully cute looking so relaxed and at home, too.

			“Whatcha’ doin’?” Julia asked.

			Remy turned her phone so Julia could see that she was streaming the movie The Perfect Storm with Mark Wahlberg and George Clooney.

			“Of course, that’s what you’re watching.” Julia slipped out of her clothes and crawled into bed next to Remy.

			“What does that mean?”

			“You sailors are just predictable. Doesn’t watching that tragic movie freak you the hell out?”

			Remy shrugged and turned off her phone. “Not really. I mean, the risk is a part of the job and that scares me sometimes, but the alternative is not being out on the water, and that’s not an option.”

			“What if you couldn’t go out anymore? My dad almost never goes out anymore.”

			“He doesn’t go out, but he’s constantly down at the dock talking to the others and giving the Millers dirty looks.”

			Julia laughed and smacked Remy’s chest. “No, he doesn’t.”

			She didn’t argue, but Julia could tell she wasn’t joking about her dad. It didn’t exactly surprise her all that much. He really hated Frank Miller, and Julia knew her dad was likely giving him dirty looks on the regular.

			“Sorry.”

			“It’s fine,” Remy said. “Someday there will be a new sheriff in town and my plan is to program you to think the Millers are awesome and then we can all move on with our lives.”

			“That’s my plan. Not the part where you program me, but the rest of it. I can’t be manipulated so easily.”

			“Oh, really.” Remy rolled onto her side and slid her hand under Julia’s T-shirt to cup her breast. The warmth of her palm as she massaged Julia’s sensitive flesh made her moan. She felt her pussy tingle as wetness slipped onto her thighs.

			“You think this is going to make me do your bidding? It won’t work.”

			“You’re probably right.” Remy moved between Julia’s legs and pulled her panties over her hips and down her legs to be tossed onto her bedroom floor. “Let’s just do a little experiment and see if that’s true. If you don’t feel you would do anything I wanted you to do, I’ll apologize and admit your superior willpower.”

			“This doesn’t seem like a fair test.” Julia threw back her head in ecstasy as Remy’s mouth found her clit and sucked the nub into her mouth. “Not that I’m not willing to be your subject. Feel free to experiment with me anytime you’d like.”

			




Chapter Eleven

			Remy shut down the last of the navigational equipment and stepped out onto the deck to help the others secure the pots so they could leave for the day. She’d told Julia she would pick her up for their date at six p.m. sharp, and it was going to take a minor miracle to keep her promise at that point.

			A line had caught in the prop on their last string of the day, and untangling it took a couple of hours. Time they didn’t have to spare since they’d been a little late to start that morning.

			Spending her nights at Julia’s the past week had been amazing, but the lack of sleep from their extracurricular activities was catching up with them both.

			“Pick up the pace, Miller,” Andy said as she tossed a coiled line at Remy’s chest. “I’d like to get out of here before my date decides I’m not worth the wait.”

			“Me, too, asshole. I’m moving as fast as I can.” Remy knew she was dragging. She’d always been the hardest and fastest worker on the crew, so she knew she’d have to have a talk with Julia about stopping their escapades earlier so they could still get a full night’s sleep. If the exhaustion on Julia’s face that morning was any sign, she wouldn’t argue with the request.

			“Maybe you should spend more time sleeping and less time fucking that Clayman—”

			“Hey, guys.” Julia’s dad interrupted before Corey could finish his sentence. Jesus Christ. This was the last thing Remy needed. The panic was like being punched in the gut and she wasn’t exactly sure how much he’d heard or what she should say. A time machine to take her back an hour would be nice.

			“Hello, Mr. Clayman.” Remy stepped off the boat and down to the dock. She brushed her hands across her jeans to clean them as much as she could, but the cleanly manicured hand he offered her was more than she could manage.

			“Miller,” Brian Clayman said. “How are things going?” He waved his hand toward the pots that were now neatly stacked on the pier, ready to be stored for the night.

			“Good, sir. Great.” Remy folded her arms across her chest and stood ramrod straight, showing confidence she didn’t actually have in that moment.

			“I’ve been watching your numbers. They aren’t bad.”

			Remy glanced toward her crew as they pretended to secure a boat that was, in reality, already done.

			“Thank you, sir. I appreciate the opportunity and the faith you have in us.”

			Brian nodded and checked the time on his wristwatch. “That would be my daughter’s faith. Not mine.”

			“Yes, sir.” Clearly Brian Clayman wasn’t happy that Julia had hired them to run his boat. Remy couldn’t decide if that should worry her or not, so she decided to just let it go for now.

			“Would you mind walking me back to my car? I’d like to discuss something with you in private.”

			Andy and Corey both stopped what they were doing and looked at Remy.

			“Um, sure.” Remy handed the line she was holding to Andy and turned toward the end of the pier. “I’ll be right back, guys.”

			As she walked toward the parking lot with Mr. Clayman, she looked back at Andy and Corey, still on the boat. They were both wide-eyed and Corey gave her a shrug like he didn’t know what situation she was walking into. A thousand possibilities flew through her mind about what he could want to talk to her about. 

			When they reached a stone wall that separated the dock from the parking lot, he stopped to rest against it. “Sorry. I’m still regaining my strength.”

			Mr. Clayman was pale and seemed weak, but Remy wasn’t sure what to say. She doubted he was the type of man who would appreciate empty reassurances from her. Instead, she stood there with her hands in her pockets and patiently waited for his breathing to slow.

			“I apologize for pulling you away from your crew like this, Remy,” he said after a couple of minutes of rest.

			“No problem at all, Mr. Clayman. They know what they need to do.”

			He nodded and reached out a hand for her to help him stand. “They seem like a good crew. They’re obviously very loyal to you. That kind of loyalty is hard to find.”

			She nodded in agreement but wondered where that statement came from. Andy and Corey would have told her if someone had approached them with any job offers. She’d mention the comment to them later to see if they knew what he meant, but it wasn’t worth asking him. For all she knew, he could try to plant a seed of doubt in her mind about them. That wouldn’t happen. Especially from something said by Brian Clayman.

			They finally reached his car, and he leaned against it, arms folded across his chest, and silently studied Remy. The appraisal made her uneasy, but she’d be damned if she would show him any weakness. There wasn’t anything for her to lean against where she could still face him, so she stood with her feet shoulder width apart and folded her arms across her chest in a mirror of his position.

			Remy could tell he was hesitant to voice the reason he’d brought her there now that he had her alone. She was just about to tell him good night and go back to her boat when he finally spoke.

			“I understand you’ve been seeing my daughter.” It wasn’t a question. He was stating the facts and then waited to hear how Remy would respond. There were several ways she could approach this, and she wasn’t sure which would be the best course. If she denied it, then she’d just look like an ass because he obviously knew something was going on between them. She could tell him it was none of his business who she dated, but that would only piss him off more and he was her boss. Finally, she went with her gut.

			“Yes, sir, I am.”

			“Do you believe that’s the best move when you’re her employee? Not a good look, Miller.”

			The last thing Remy wanted to do was get into this discussion with Brian Clayman in a parking lot when she had her crew waiting and was going to be late with the very woman he was apparently warning her to stay away from.

			“I like and respect Julia very much. So much that I’d rather you talk to her about this and not pull me away from my crew to ask me about it behind her back. I understand you’re her father and my boss, but this is something you should discuss with her.”

			The tension between them was thick and Remy wanted to be out of this conversation as soon as possible, but she waited. She stood her ground and only allowed herself to exhibit confidence. Inside, she wanted to curl into a ball at the thought that she might throw her newly found chance to realize her dream as a captain away over a girl, but she’d never let him see that.

			“What do you think of this car?” he asked. The question was so unexpected, Remy stuttered for a moment, not sure what kind of trap she was falling into. Mr. Clayman ran a finger along the polished roof of the brand new, Mercedes-Benz AMG GT Black Series Coupe. Remy knew it was worth over three hundred grand. She’d never seen one in real life, but Corey had pointed the same car out to her in Car and Driver magazine only a couple of months before. It was otherworldly beautiful, but she knew that opinion wasn’t something she should share with Mr. Clayman. This was the trap she was expecting him to set.

			“It’s nice. Is this a midlife crisis thing for you?” Julia was probably going to kill her for riling her dad up, but she was tired of the games.

			The question obviously took him off guard because he stood to his full height, which was about three inches more than Remy’s five-foot-ten and stepped into her space. With very little distance between them, she could smell the slight stench of the cigarettes she knew he wasn’t supposed to be smoking on his breath.

			“I bought it for my wife on her sixtieth birthday. It’s worth more than you’d hope to make in two seasons out on the water. The life Julia has had is very different from yours, Miller. Do you honestly believe you can provide her with the future she deserves?”

			Seconds passed as Remy struggled to believe he had actually just said that. Sure, the very things that he said had crossed her mind, but that this asshole would say it to her face was something out of a movie. Ridiculous. Anger pushed the surprise from her mind, and she knew that the way she responded to him would mean everything. Not only for her future as a captain of his boats, but for her future with Julia, whatever that might look like.

			As Remy gathered her thoughts, a vision of Julia curled up in blankets with her hair all mussed and the early morning light giving her an ethereal glow crossed her mind. It grounded Remy enough to fight back the anger. A calmness settled over her as she cleared her throat and took a step back, moving their interaction from confrontational to conversational.

			“You’re probably right, Mr. Clayman. I’ll never be able to give someone a car like that. What I can offer is respect and love. The person Julia spends her time with isn’t up to you, or me, for that matter. She’s an intelligent, funny, remarkable woman and you should be proud to have her as your daughter. I can’t presume to know what would make Julia happy, but at the moment we’re enjoying our time together and I won’t risk that by allowing her father to pick a fight with me. Besides, I have no doubt that Julia will someday be able to buy her own three-hundred-thousand-dollar car if that’s something she wants. Her success has nothing to do with me.”

			Remy checked the time on her watch and glanced back toward the boat to see Andy and Corey pushing a cart with their supplies toward the warehouse. “If that’s all, I’d like to help my crew finish up for the night. I have a date with a beautiful woman that I’d rather not be late for. Have a good night, Mr. Clayman.”

			Without waiting for a response, Remy turned and jogged toward the dock. She fought the urge to look back. After that interaction, she knew this might be her last day as a captain for Clayman Fisheries, but she wouldn’t shirk her responsibilities just because her boss was a grade A asshole.

			The cart of crab pots was halfway up the ramp to their storage space as she fell in next to Andy to help push it the rest of the way. This was exactly what she needed. Work. Muscle burning, mindless, physical labor that took her mind off the emotions that were swirling in her head.

			“Do you want to talk about it?” Andy asked after they secured the warehouse door.

			“Not really,” she said.

			Corey wrapped his arms around her from behind and squeezed her. “Are you okay, Rem?”

			“I’m good. It was more about Julia than the job, but there’s a chance I fucked this all up for us. I’m really sorry if I did.”

			Andy shrugged and joined the cuddle, sandwiching Remy between them. “Whatever happens, happens. You’ve done nothing wrong. I know we give you shit, but that’s because we love you. Julia’s a great girl, and you actually seem happy for once in your life.”

			“Right?” Corey added. “You’re usually a lot grumpier.”

			“I’ve even seen her smile a few times. It’s nice. Creepy, but nice,” Andy said.

			“You guys are dicks. I love you, but you’re dicks.”

			Both of them backed away, and Andy wrapped an arm around her shoulder as they walked out to the parking lot.

			“We love you, too, cousin,” Corey said. “See you guys tomorrow.”

			They waved good-bye as Corey walked toward his truck.

			“Where are you guys going on your date tonight?” Andy asked.

			Remy mentally calculated how much time she had left before she was supposed to pick Julia up. An hour and a half should be plenty of time for her to get home, shower, and change into something that didn’t smell like the ocean.

			“Mini golf and dinner,” Remy said.

			“You suck at mini golf. Are you sure that’s the best move to impress this girl? You’re going to lose, and you can sometimes be a grumpy loser.”

			“That’s not true.” The truck chirped as Remy remotely unlocked the doors. They both toed off their boots and reached into the mounted toolbox in the truck bed to pull out slip-on shoes to wear home. She’d learned long ago that it was impossible to remove the smell of crab bait from the cab of a vehicle if you wore your boots inside the truck every day. Most fishermen didn’t care, but thankfully Andy indulged her and changed her shoes, too.

			“You don’t think you’re a sore loser?” Andy asked once they were both in the truck.

			“No. I don’t love to lose, but I’m not a baby about it.”

			“I’m not saying you’re a baby. You just get a little…intense.”

			Remy didn’t know what Andy was talking about. She had never freaked out over losing a game in her entire life. She wasn’t a baby. “What are you talking about, dude?”

			“Remember our freshman year when we played darts with Caleb and Jonathan and you hit the board so hard it fell off the wall?”

			“Hey, someone hadn’t nailed that board securely to the wall. That’s not my fault,” she argued.

			“Fair enough, but I doubt it would have happened if you hadn’t thrown the dart so hard. It seemed like you were trying to drive it through the board.”

			Remy remembered the night she was talking about and still hadn’t forgiven Caleb or Jonathan for being such assholes about winning. It didn’t help that she’d gotten into it with her dad earlier that night before going out and was already about three beers in by the time they’d played darts.

			“One time,” she said. “You can’t judge me for the one time I lost my cool.”

			“No judgment. They were being dicks. You’re just going to have to control that impulse to need to win when you’re on a date.”

			“Duh. This isn’t my first time going on a date, Dad.”

			Andy laughed. “You rarely take girls on dates where things get competitive. That’s all I’m saying.”

			“I’ll be fine.”

			“Need another example? Remember when you hit Kevin in the balls with your pool cue because he was trying to explain to you why you’d never make the shot because you weren’t hitting the ball at the correct angle?”

			“I—” Maybe Andy was right. She could get a little intensely competitive. “Fine. I’ll be on my best behavior.”

			The difference between the games Andy mentioned and playing with Julia was that she didn’t feel like she had to prove herself to Julia in that way. Being the youngest child and the only daughter of an overbearing father who constantly underestimated her abilities had obviously made her a bit overly competitive.

			Things with Julia didn’t make her feel that way. It was like she could allow herself to relax and enjoy their time together and didn’t feel like she was being judged. It was different. She could really get used to that kind of different.

			




Chapter Twelve

			“Come in!” Julia hoped she wasn’t inviting a murderer into her house as she searched her aunt’s closet for the right shoes to play mini golf in. She wanted to be comfortable but look stylish, and nothing she’d brought from Portland would do the trick. Even though she was much older, her aunt was better at the casual thing than Julia was, so she hoped since they were the same size, she could find something that would work for their date.

			“Julia?” Remy called from the hallway.

			“In here.”

			“I could have been a murderer, and you invited me right in.”

			Remy wrapped Julia up in a hug from behind and enveloped her in a cocoon of warmth and comfort. Their busy lives had kept them apart for a few days, and she’d missed her touch.

			“Or a vampire,” Remy said.

			“What?”

			“I could have been a vampire, and you just invited me into your home.” Remy pulled Julia’s hair away from her neck and placed several gentle kisses, followed by a delicate press of her teeth.

			“Agh! No. Seriously. Vampires seriously freak me out.” Julia giggled and rubbed where Remy had placed her teeth on her neck.

			“You know—”

			“Yes. Of course, I know. It’s irrational, but they’ve freaked me out since I was a little girl.”

			“You’re adorable.” Remy left a trail of kisses from Julia’s neck to her shoulders and around to her back.

			“You aren’t trying to cheat me out of a date, are you?”

			Remy chuckled and stepped back. “I can’t help it. All I think about when we’re apart is when I’ll get to touch you again. You can’t blame me for being smitten.”

			“Smitten?” Julia turned in her arms so they were facing each other.

			“Big time smitten.”

			“I didn’t think big tough butches admitted when they were smitten.”

			“I’m so far past trying to hide my mushy center from you. You know my secret shame, and I swear you to secrecy.”

			“I don’t know,” Julia said. “We’re all full up on secrets at this point.”

			“Well, it’s not that secret.” Remy’s entire energy changed as she plopped down on Julia’s bed.

			Julia crawled in next to Remy and draped an arm around her middle. “What’s going on?”

			“Nothing. Sorry. I’m not trying to bring the mood down.”

			“It’s okay. Did something happen today that upset you?”

			“Your dad knows about us.”

			Julia wasn’t expecting that answer. It was no surprise that her dad would find out. They hadn’t exactly been hiding their attraction to each other in the parking lot the other day.

			“Is that a problem?”

			“No. I’m not afraid of your dad.”

			Julia sat up and studied Remy’s face. That comment made it sound like her dad had confronted her. The man just can’t help himself.

			“What did he do?” Julia tried to keep her tone even and not reveal to Remy how frustrated she was with her dad.

			“Nothing. He’s fine.”

			“Remy. Please tell me.”

			Remy pulled Julia back down to lie next to her on the bed. “It’s nothing.” She brushed her thumb across Julia’s cheek and then kissed her lips. “I’m sorry I brought it up.”

			“Please talk to me, Remy. I can’t fix it unless I know what happened.”

			“There’s nothing for you to fix. I’m sorry I brought it up. Please excuse my moment of sad-sackery.”

			“I don’t think that’s a word.” Julia wanted to force Remy to talk to her but could see this wasn’t the time to do it. “When you’re ready to talk, I’m here. Always.”

			“Thanks,” Remy said.

			Julia kissed her once more before leaning down to slip her shoes on. “Are you ready for me to beat your ass at mini golf, sailor?”

			“As if.” Remy allowed Julia to pull her to her feet. “You’re about to get schooled. I figured we’d stop for Mexican food at the place near there afterward. Does that sound good to you?”

			“You never have to ask me if I want Mexican food. Just assume the answer will always be yes.”

			The nearest mini golf place was a couple of towns over, and by the time they had played a round, spent a half hour in the batting cages hitting balls
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