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Quinn is successful in business but never in
romance. Always scared of rejection or abandonment, she keeps her
love life simple and detached.

 


But during a summer work assignment, she
meets the beautiful, fiery and charismatic Sarah in line for a
roller coaster, and within a few days her life is turned upside
down.

 


Quinn has to face her fears of rejection when
she can’t deny the chemistry they share, but will she see it
through or run before she can be hurt?
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 Dedication

This story is for all the lovers, friends, families
enjoying the sunshine, warm evenings, cool drinks and everything in
between…

 


Try to show some love and affection every day. Even
if just a little, you’ve no idea the impact just a smile or hug
from you could have.
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 Roller Coaster

I’m surrounded by morons. I’m sure many
other bosses think that about their staff. No doubt if they
dared to say it aloud, a couple of hours and many deep breaths
later they’d feel guilty, realise how stressed they are and
apologise to them: the morons.

I however, regardless of how stressed I am,
do not think I’m surrounded by morons, I know I am.
I’ve been pinching the bridge of my nose and counting to ten and
back again for what feels like an hour, though is probably only a
few minutes, while they just jabber on like some band of
incompetent chimps, screeching at each other, trying to pass the
blame for their group ineptitude. Today is the first day of a
five-day ‘Skills Revival Course’ and I volunteered to meet with the
employees of this tiny branch of the company and re-teach them what
they’re already supposed to know. I have no idea how I’m going to
survive the next four days.

On the plus side, we’re only a short walk to
the beach and it’s a very warm week in June. That’s partly why I
volunteered to run the training myself. The other reason is…I
needed a break from the usual office environment—from everything
really—the office, my co-workers, my beautifully large but rather
empty apartment and the endless nights of going there alone.

I have a hard time maintaining a
relationship, although the beginning is always OK. Getting to know
one another, lots of kisses, talking and sex. But then they make
demands on my time, yell at me if I’m late for a dinner or a party.
When I am fortunate enough to meet a woman I want to spend more
than one night with, I tell them who I am and how much of my life
is occupied with work, and of course they understand—at the
time. And then?

Not worth all the waiting.

Not worth the lack of commitment or
communication.

Not worth it.

I’m very proud of my success, and I have yet
to find anyone I would compromise it for. At twenty-five, I was one
of the youngest solicitors in my firm, and now I run the place,
including training (and apparently re-training) staff in our
offices around the country. People tell me when the right person
comes along I will re-think things, cut back on work and see what
life is really about; I’m almost thirty-six years old; I’m
still waiting for that person.

And I’m going to have to wait a while
longer, because right now I’m busy…being surrounded by morons.

I unpinch my nose and venture a glance at
the small team in front of me: two young men smartly turned out and
a young pregnant woman. They are trying to impress me with a mock
media campaign for a case study I gave them to read. So far,
impressed I am not.

I let my eyes wander to the sunny streets
outside, jealous as I observe the people strolling in the heat,
wearing sunglasses and sipping on cool drinks. Further in the
distance I can see a theme park, a big roller coaster visible high
above the other attractions. I love roller coasters. When I’m
riding one I feel alive and completely out of control, which for a
short period of time is rather exhilarating.

I make a mental note to take a trip over to
the park and turn back to find my trainees have stopped speaking
and are watching me expectantly. Judging by their reactions, I’ve
failed to hide my indifference; they look like scorned children
standing in front of their parents.

“Did you even read the material I gave you?
The case study was a young white male accused of assaulting his
girlfriend. You were supposed to convince me he was innocent, not
make me hate him.”

“But…he seems guilty?” one of the
good-looking men tells me doubtfully. Troy is his name, I
believe.

I turn my eyes on him and I know the
intimidation is working, as he seems to shrink a little. Everyone
in the room does.

“But it’s your job to make me believe he’s
innocent yes? That’s what I asked you to do.” They all
shuffle uncomfortably and look away.

My eyes wander to the window once again, and
to the roller coaster in the distance. I’m imagining the wind in my
hair as I grip the restraints around me. I want to ride it. Right
now. I look up to the clock and see it’s only three p.m. but I’m
the boss, I remind myself.

“OK, guys, we’re not getting anywhere today.
Let’s all go home and re-group tomorrow.” I have to hide a grin as
the whole room expels one relieved sigh. I grab my bag and
sunglasses from the table and make a quick exit before we all try
to pile out at once.

As soon as the hot June sun hits my face I
forget the last six hours have happened. I remove my jacket to
expose my arms; the hairs stand up as my skin warms and tingles.
There is a slight breeze to take the edge off the heat, and I can
smell sea salt, and doughnuts being cooked nearby, mingling with
the faint aromas of beer and coffee as people sip from bottles or
cups as they stroll.

Keeping the roller coaster in my line of
sight, I slow my pace and slip my sunglasses on, feeling a little
out of place with my high heels hitting the pavement, my tight suit
trousers and blouse. I unfasten the bottom buttons so I can tie my
blouse around my waist, and I feel the breeze caress a couple of
inches of my exposed stomach. I smile. I’m five ten, so with heels
I’m towering over most of the people, and I know I’m physically
attractive, to both men and women. I work hard on my appearance, I
work out a lot, I don’t eat crap, and I look after my dark skin and
waist-length black hair. In a courtroom situation it’s important to
project the image of control and presence.
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