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      The British Virgin Islands

      It was the seagulls that awoke her. Long shadows dipped across the top window of her sailboat as the birds flocked overhead, squawking to bring in the new day. It was the first day of the British Virgin Islands Regatta, and in the early light of that morning, Whitney Silverton felt wide open to the possibility of winning. None of the other sailors across the Caribbean could hold a candle to her. And they knew it. 

      Whitney stretched her long legs so that her toes dug into the far end of the berth, the area below the deck of her sailboat that contained a mattress, a small shelf for her personal things, and not much else. What else could she possibly need? She had the world’s oceans at her feet. 

      Across the harbor outside of Parham Town, the other sailors who’d slept aboard their sailboats began to greet one another. Whitney lifted her head from the berth and peered across the glittering turquoise of the water. Two docks away, a sailor she vaguely recognized hovered over the side of his boat, brushing his teeth. As he shook his arm from side to side, his white beard shook along with him. Other sailors across the harbor began to boil hot water for instant coffee, scratching their appendages and waving hello. 

      Whitney, one of the only women who slept alone across the harbor, leaped to the deck and instinctively checked the ropes that tethered her to the dock. It was something her father had taught her: always double-check. Better safe than sorry. 

      He’d also taught her a fair number of sailing superstitions: never re-name your boat, don’t trust flat-footed people on board, and, naturally, that women were bad luck at sea. Her father had always laughed at that one. “Let the sea be angry,” he’d said. “You belong out here. With me.” 

      “Morning, Whit!” A sailor named Gregory waved an arm from two boats over. He was a Scottish-born sailor who’d spent a great deal of his days at sea and a great deal of his nights deep inside a bottle of rum. Whitney suspected he’d left someone behind in Scotland. Loneliness lurked in his eyes. 

      “Hi, Greg!” Whitney called back. “How’d the night treat you?”

      “Afraid I’m none too fresh for the race today,” Gregory told her as he palmed his neck. 

      “You’ll find a way to pull yourself together,” Whitney teased. “You always do.” 

      “We’re not all Whitney Silverton,” Gregory reminded her, rubbing his beer belly as he gazed out across the water. “My God, look at this morning. It’s spectacular, isn’t it?” 

      Whitney had awoken to thousands of similar mornings across the Caribbean. Often, she had to pinch herself to acknowledge the glorious nature of every single brand-new day. Her father had said, “It’s a curse that we live in paradise. We can’t possibly remember what we have.” 

      Whitney boiled a pot of water and poured nuggets of instant coffee into a mug that read: HAPPY FATHER’S DAY, which she’d bought for her dad thirty-five years ago with money she’d earned aboard another man’s ship. Her dad had accidentally left the mug back in the Caribbean after he’d moved. She’d kept it to honor the excitement she’d had when she’d first bought it for him. Finally, she’d thought then, she could give her best friend in the world a gift to show just how much he meant to her. 

      Whitney perched at the edge of her sailboat, her steaming mug beside her as she scrolled through her smartphone. Like many others in the sailing community, she’d avoided getting a smartphone until the last possible moment— but now found herself occasionally checking weather patterns, sailing community updates, and what her Godforsaken ex-boyfriend had posted lately. No, it wasn’t healthy to check up on Garrett. But “healthy” wasn’t exactly Whitney Silverton’s middle name. 

      She had to believe that everyone had their vices. Hers involved assessing whether Garrett and his new girlfriend had called it quits or not. 

      It wasn’t that she wanted to get back with him. No. It was just that her heart still ached with the memory of what they’d once been— the most renowned couple in the sailing community, recognized from coast to coast and harbor to harbor. For ten years, they’d been blissfully in love and had often taken off for the wild seas, making love in the berth and then arising for the most gorgeous of days. Time felt different out at sea. You only knew the water, the sun, and the wind. You fell into nature completely. 

      Unfortunately, Garrett hadn’t updated any of his social media profiles in six weeks. The last photo, which had been burned into Whitney’s mind, featured him aboard the sailboat they’d picked out together. He held a fish above his head and smiled that arrogant smile of his. If only he wasn’t so handsome. If only he hadn’t broken her heart. 

      The Regatta began at noon. It was only seven-thirty, and Whitney felt the hours stretch out before her, making her anxious. She had to do something to take the edge off. She moved into the berth and staggered into a pair of running shorts, then scooped herself into a sports bra. In three minutes, she found herself back on land, pounding into a run as her earphones blasted an upbeat song. It was cheesy, but “Eye of the Tiger” almost always put her in the mood to win. 

      She ran east along East End Bay, curving along the coastline until she reached the bridge that led to Beef Island. How she’d adored the name “Beef Island” as a kid. She’d howled to her dad, “Come on! Let’s sail to Beef Island!” and then fallen to the ground, giggling until a stitch ran up her side. 

      Before the bridge, Whitney staggered to a halt and gasped for breath. She stretched out her muscular legs, which now featured a whole lot more cellulite than she was fully comfortable with. At forty-three years old, Whitney found herself facing the second half of her life. Would she do it all alone? 

      It was difficult not to remind herself that Garrett’s new girlfriend seemed not to have a hint of cellulite. She wasn’t a sailor, had an actual apartment with a big refrigerator (according to photos Whitney had seen online), and seemed to brush and style her hair every single day. If that’s what Garrett wanted, Whitney had to be okay with that. Somehow. 

      Whitney took this opportunity to drop her dark red hair from its familiar ponytail and fluff it out. She then dabbed the sweat from her forehead and cheeks, took a deep breath, and finally willed herself to call her dad on video chat. Despite the circumstances, she still adored seeing his face. 

      Tyson Silverton answered the call, appearing before her in his ratty British Virgin Island’s Regatta t-shirt from the year 1987. 

      “There she is! My sweet girl!” 

      Whitney’s heart lifted. “Hi, Dad! Guess where I am?” 

      Her father pretended to try to search the small area behind her head. “You’re going to have to give me a hint.” 

      “I’m right by Beef Island!” Whitney said, flashing the phone toward the bridge. 

      “Wow! There it is. Hard to believe I haven’t seen the British Virgin Islands in over ten years,” Tyson replied, shaking his head. 

      “They’re right here, waiting for you,” Whitney said, flashing him an infectious smile. 

      “Maybe I can make it there before the race,” Tyson said. “Someone needs to get down there and show you what real sailing is.”

      Whitney cackled. “You taught me everything I know.” 

      “That’s why you’re bound to win today,” he told her. “I have a feeling. And you know how powerful my feelings are.”

      “Right. I see someone has a selective memory,” Whitney teased. “I seem to remember someone having a ‘feeling’ that the weather wouldn’t turn, which led us to get caught in a tropical storm.” 

      “You know the sea was angry that day,” Tyson joked. “A woman out at sea! Unthinkable.” 

      Whitney stuck out her tongue playfully, and Tyson mirrored her right back. 

      “Grow up, Dad,” Whitney quipped. 

      “If only I could,” Tyson replied wistfully. 

      Whitney’s smile widened. For a beautiful moment, she allowed herself to believe in miracles. But only a split-second later, Tyson’s face crumpled as he burst into another round of coughing. The coughing was so powerful; it made his shoulders shake and tears spill from his eyes. 

      A lung cancer diagnosis had come three years ago. 

      The doctor said he didn’t have much time left. Then again, the doctor had said that for the last three years. Tyson’s longevity was due to his stubbornness, Whitney knew. Nothing and nobody brought down Tyson Silverton— not the wild waves out at sea, punch-happy sailors, or lung cancer itself. 

      “Ah, sorry,” Tyson managed as the last coughs petered out. “Haven’t drank enough water this morning.”

      He always made an excuse like that. Anything that allowed them both to believe that his coughing was just run-of-the-mill, something that happened to everyone. 

      “You have to stay hydrated,” Whitney told her father dutifully. 

      “Will do. Liz keeps me in check, anyway,” Tyson said, adjusting the collar of his t-shirt. 

      Liz was Tyson’s first and only wife, a woman he’d married during Whitney’s late twenties. Like Garrett’s new girlfriend, Liz was a non-sailor, a woman who understood the appeal of staying in one place for a little while. When Whitney had visited their home in Miami, Florida, she’d been amazed at how well-stocked the pantry was. “Dad, you have four types of chips,” she’d told him. To this, Tyson had just shrugged. “We do bulk grocery shopping on Sundays.” 

      Whitney and Tyson had shopped when they’d needed to, lived off of crap when they’d wanted to, and generally never bothered to plan ahead longer than a couple of days. That era was over with, at least for Tyson. 

      “Hey, honey. I have to run,” Tyson said. His eyes watered as though he sensed another coughing fit coming along. “Promise me you’ll win today.” 

      “Talk about pressure,” Whitney shot back, smiling. 

      “You can handle pressure,” Tyson explained. “That’s always been a talent of yours. All the other sailors across the Caribbean couldn’t believe how capable you were at such a young age. I just shrugged and said, ‘It’s all her.’”

      Whitney’s heart ballooned. “I love you, Dad.” 

      “I love you, too. But I’ll love you more if you win that Regatta today.” 

      “Dad!” Whitney howled. 

      “I’m just trying to be honest,” Tyson said mischievously. 

      After Whitney and Tyson hung up, Whitney crumpled to a heap on the boardwalk and allowed herself to cry for a full two minutes. It wasn’t a soft, subtle cry; rather, it was the kind of cry that made her body quake and her shoulders tip toward her ears. The animalistic noises that came from her throat didn’t sound like her at all. 

      After about two minutes had passed, she forced herself to her feet, directed herself back toward the harbor, and began to lift her knees into a run.

      Her father had demanded a win from her that day. And she wasn’t the sort of daughter to let him down.
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      The British Virgin Islands’ most populated town, Road Town, was still nothing more than a little village. As the residents awoke that Saturday morning at the start of September, Cole Steel walked out of the Road Town Bakery, a large paper bag of baked goods held under his arm. He’d been in the Caribbean for nearly two months at that point, spending multiple days out on the water, building muscle, darkening his tan, and growing accustomed to the slow and peaceful way of life all the way down south. It wasn’t Martha’s Vineyard— nothing was. But he still imagined he could get used to it, despite the ache in his gut that told him just how homesick he was. 

      The apartment was just a rental, a reprieve from his long nights sleeping in the berth of any given sailboat. As he opened the door, the other temporary residents of the rental apartment greeted him excitedly from the kitchen. 

      “Cole!” 

      Elsa Remington Steel popped from the kitchen with a glass of orange juice lifted. She hadn’t yet done her makeup, but she was tanned and beautiful in the soft light of the morning. “I just can’t get over seeing your face!” she said as she took the bag of baked goods and tapped his cheek. 

      “Mom, come on.” Cole rolled his eyes, teasing her. 

      In the kitchen, Cole’s sister Mallory sat in a pair of overalls and a swimsuit top, sipping juice. Beside her, her toddler, Zachery, whacked his plastic spoon across a highchair and greeted his Uncle Cole with a squawk. 

      “There he is. My main man!” Cole said, greeting Zachery. 

      Alexie, Cole’s youngest sister, popped out from the side bedroom, rubbing her fists over her eyes. Over the summer, she’d dyed her hair a horrific shade of pink, but it had slowly grown out so that only the edges looked dried-out and rose-colored. 

      “Did you get croissants?” Alexie demanded. 

      Elsa ruffled the paper bag, inspecting the bakery items. “He pulled through for us. I see regular croissants, chocolate croissants, a few eclairs, and some classic rolls.”

      “Thank goodness. I’m starving.” Alexie dropped into another chair around the kitchen table. Often, Cole couldn’t help but think that Alexie had turned into the true “brat” of the family. Her move to New York City to attend art school had only exacerbated the problem. The rest of the family ignored her. 

      Mallory’s eyes glittered knowingly. “Are you nervous?” 

      Cole grimaced. “No? I don’t know. Maybe?” 

      Elsa handed him a steaming mug of coffee. “You’re going to be great out there.” 

      “I don’t know. The Caribbean has a different league of sailors altogether,” Cole explained, grabbing a croissant and heading to the table. 

      “Yes, and you’re one of them, now,” Elsa reminded him, her hand on her hip. “Although in my heart, you’ll always be a Martha’s Vineyard islander, through and through.”

      “Mine, too,” Mallory added with a wink. 

      Cole sipped his coffee contemplatively, trying to ignore the anxiety that wiggled through his stomach. In only a few hours, he would face the other competitors in the British Virgin Islands Regatta, rushing out across the waves of a far different ocean than he was used to. He’d come to the Caribbean to race competitively, work alongside lifelong sailors, and make money in the sailing industry. This was all a part of his elaborate plan. 

      The reality just wasn’t as easy as dreaming about it. 

      Another door within the rental apartment creaked open. A few seconds later, Bruce Holland appeared in the doorway, his smile strained. This was his first “vacation” with the Steel family, and it was clear to all of them, including Bruce, that Aiden Steel should have been there instead. 

      Cole’s father had died several years ago at that point. Despite Cole’s most shameful wishes, Elsa had met Bruce Holland the previous year, fallen in love, and recently gotten engaged. It wasn’t that Cole didn’t like Bruce; in fact, Bruce was an upstanding man with a great career, a kind family, and a similar sorrowful past. That said, Bruce would never take Aiden’s place. It was plain and simple. 

      “Morning!” Bruce hollered a little too loudly. 

      “Good morning, honey.” Elsa stepped over to kiss Bruce on the cheek. Cole looked away. “How was your run?”

      Bruce shook his head. “The humidity almost killed me. I don’t know how you deal with it, Cole.” 

      Cole waved a hand. He could have told Bruce that he’d soaked through several t-shirts during his first few days in the Caribbean, but he decided against it. 

      “You get used to it,” he said instead. 

      “I should hope so,” Bruce affirmed. “The shower hardly cooled me down at all.”

      Elsa and Mallory cooked scrambled eggs and sausages while another pot of coffee bubbled and spat. Cole was anxious about the approaching race and paced from the kitchen to the balcony and back again. Alexie filed her nails as Bruce played a word game on his phone. In the meantime, Zachery had begun to fade, his eyelids drooping toward his cheeks. 

      “Look at him,” Mallory cooed. “He’s starting to regret that he got his mama up at five in the morning.” She lifted him from his highchair and prepared to put him back to sleep. Very soon, the entire family would head out to get a good spot for the Regatta celebration, with the hopes to see Cole glide across the finish line first. 

      Elsa scooped several dollops of scrambled eggs onto a large plate. She then lined the plate with greasy sausages and placed it in front of an empty chair. “Cole! Breakfast!” 

      Cole was ravenous. His life out to sea didn’t often allow him such decadent breakfasts. As he ate, he remembered the previous week, when he’d helped another sailor charter a cruise for tourists through the British and United States Virgin Islands. They hadn’t prepared enough food for all the guests, and Cole had been forced to sustain himself on protein bars and peanuts. 

      Together, the Steel family and Bruce Holland ate as the winds rushed from the bay through the open windows. Alexie ate sparingly, nibbling at the edge of a sausage. Cole imagined the city had taught her that, too. 

      Mallory chatted easily about her newfound “legal” life on Martha’s Vineyard, where she’d continued to intern for Bruce and Susan Sheridan at the Sheridan Law Office in Oak Bluffs. On top of that, she’d begun online courses with the hope of someday attending law school. Cole was genuinely impressed with his sister for taking that leap so late in life— after a failed engagement and a child. He liked to think of it as proof that you could change your mind about your life whenever you wanted. The rules were up to you. 

      “She has a killer instinct,” Bruce said, mostly eyeing Cole. “And a truly spectacular memory. When you tell her something, she sucks it in like a sponge.” 

      After Cole scraped his plate clean, he changed his clothes and hugged his mother goodbye. Elsa squeezed him extra hard and whispered, “Your father is watching you today. I hope you know that.” 

      Cole often felt his father’s presence out on the water. He could hear his voice, reminding him of tasks to perform and the different ways to shift the sails. Often, he returned from solo sails bleary-eyed, as it felt as though Cole and Aiden had been out at sea together— rushing out across the waters and leaving the sorrows of life behind. 

      Bruce raised a hand to high-five Cole. Cole smacked his hand, feeling foolish. 

      “Go get ‘em,” Bruce said, palming the back of his neck. 

      “Thanks,” Cole returned, his voice low. 

      Would the two of them have any kind of friendship in the future? Cole couldn’t say. 

      “Good luck, big brother!” Alexie called. 

      “Go show them what you’re all about!” Mallory added. 

      Cole headed to the port, where he’d tethered the sailboat that he planned to use for the race. Around him, Road Town flourished, with islanders already in the beginning stages of celebrating the Regatta ahead. Caribbean residents knew the ins and outs of parties; they saw no issues in quitting work by three and enjoying the rest of the day. Their smiles widened as Cole passed, and several people greeted him, calling out, “Good luck to you, sir!” Cole knew that he now “looked the part” of a sailor. The broad shoulders, the tan, and the swagger gave it away. He waved a hand back, thanking them. He would need all the help he could get.

      Down at the harbor, the sailors participating in the Regatta paced every which way across the docks. Their conversations roared above the boats and stretched out across the water, becoming a thick cloud of sound. A few of the Caribbean sailors clapped Cole on the back as he headed for his boat, wishing him well. 

      “He’s got that fresh-faced enthusiasm,” an older sailor with a white beard croaked as Cole passed. “I remember having that. I thought nobody could defeat me.” 

      Often, Cole grew anxious about the fact that these sailors seemed cut from a different cloth than he was. Despite his sailing roots, he’d grown up in a loving home on Martha’s Vineyard. He’d attended all of high school, had adored both his mother and father, had participated in local Martha’s Vineyard community events, and had taught his little sisters what he could about how to survive. 

      The sailors in the Caribbean, however, were salt-of-the-earth. Often, they’d lost a father or a mother or hadn’t known either of them at all. Some had been raised on the open seas and therefore had no sense of stability. To them, the idea of staying in one place for a little while was akin to being in prison. 

      Cole, who’d hardly stayed in one harbor for longer than a night or two since July, ached to have a more permanent address. He questioned that instinct, knowing that it wasn’t what you were meant to have in the sailing world. Still, it remained, like a seed growing in his stomach. 

      Several boats over from his own, the renowned female sailor, Whitney Silverton, made last-minute adjustments on her gorgeous vessel. Her red hair whipped wildly in the wind, and her tanned and muscular arms worked diligently. Whitney was much like the other sailors you met across the Caribbean in that she’d hardly ever learned the concept of home, had probably sailed most places across the earth, and had never been married or had children. That said, she was also a darn good sailor, often deemed the best-of-the-best. Many sailors were frightened of her, perhaps because of what she represented: that men didn’t always have the power. 

      In fact, based on what Cole knew of his mother, his Aunt Carmella, his Step-Grandmother Nancy, and his Step-Aunt Janine, he felt that women often held most of the power— yet knew how to wield it in ways men didn’t. He could only respect that. 

      “Hey, mate.” An English sailor caught Cole’s attention on the boat between his and Whitney’s. “Good luck out there, yeah?”

      “Good luck to you,” Cole returned, shaking out of his reverie. “We’re going to need it.”

      “Especially racing alongside her,” the English sailor said as he tipped his head back toward Whitney. “I get all shaky when I see her prepping up. I know she knows something about the water that I don’t.” 

      Cole laughed, although his guts twisted with fear. “I have a hunch that she’ll never tell us what she knows.”

      “Right you are, my lad,” the English sailor replied, shaking his head. “Right you are.”
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      Whitney yanked the rope from the dock, wrapping its scratchy, wet material around and around her elbow as the boat creaked out from land. Her heart thumped in her chest as she eased past other racers, all headed for the starting line and prepared to head out to open seas. A few boats over, her father’s friend, a sailor named Randy, lifted a hand in greeting. Whitney just nodded in return. Now wasn’t the time for pleasantries. Now was the time to win. 

      A woman in a red bikini and a sash that read: MISS ROAD TOWN stood out on a pier with a big red flag lifted. Her smile was frozen, like concrete across her cheeks. As a girl, Whitney had marveled at women like her— women who upheld their beauty over all things. As far as Whitney could tell, especially after sailing around the world, beauty was something that disappeared quickly. What were you left with when it disappeared? She wasn’t sure. She supposed she’d learn sooner rather than later. 

      The air was taut with tension. Every sailor tilted forward, watching that bright red flag as it fluttered in the Caribbean breeze. If Whitney shifted her perception just so, she could imagine her father a few boats over, prepared to race. Back in her twenties, they’d only raced one another a handful of times and had preferred, instead, to race as a team. Each time they’d raced, Tyson had beaten her without issue. She’d learned so much from her father and had gotten far better since then. 

      A man with a megaphone stood alongside the woman in the bikini on the pier. He wore a big blue baseball hat that read “BVI REGATTA 2022.” Whitney’s heart surged with love for her father, who’d worn his 1987 British Virgin Islands Regatta t-shirt in honor of her race. 

      “Sailors, on your mark. Get set. GO!” 

      As the “go” rang out, the woman in the bikini flashed the flag down like a sword. Everyone burst forward, gliding across the turquoise waters to gain an early first lead. Just as ever, Whitney’s initial pre-race jitters were replaced with excitement. She now felt cool and calculated, as though time slowed itself to a halt and allowed her to anticipate other sailors’ decisions, gliding in and out of their wake as she made her way to the front. 

      It didn’t take long before she found herself a full ten feet in front of the second-place position. Her sail ballooned out in front of her, pushing her forward, and the water beneath her was like glass. Everything seemed easy, simple. She found space to breathe again. 

      Unfortunately, this space allowed other thoughts to grow. These thoughts had everything to do with the harsh reality of her life and little to do with the race at hand. 

      Her father. The strong and powerful Tyson Silverton. As a girl, Whitney had thought of him as a superhero or a magician; the sailboat beneath them had been a sort of magic carpet, gliding them across the Earth. Wherever they’d wanted to go, the boat had taken them there. 

      Whitney’s education had been the water, the wind, and the sun— nothing more. Only twice that Whitney could remember, someone had asked about Whitney’s “actual” education. Some of the sailors’ children remained at home with the wives or girlfriends, attending school from Monday to Friday. Because Whitney’s mother had left Whitney when she was no more than five months old, Whitney had nowhere to stay and nowhere to go. Tyson Silverton had no plans to stay on land, just for little Whitney to learn a little “two plus two.” He would teach her everything. 

      And eventually, he had gotten around to filing the paperwork that declared her officially “homeschooled.” Eventually was better than never. 

      Someone hollered across the water, snapping Whitney from her reverie. She turned to find another sailboat surging toward her. She’d lost track of herself, falling into the depths of her memories. She couldn’t let her own nostalgia ruin her chance at the race. 

      Whitney forced herself to focus on the sails, the tautness of the rope, the whipping winds, and the coastline to her side, which allowed her to keep track of the racecourse. “Come on, Whitney,” she muttered to herself. 

      With her brain and body back in gear, the boat faded back toward the others. Whitney dared herself to glance back and take in the sight of over fifty sailboats headed toward her. It was funny to imagine them as a pirate troupe chasing after her. This, too, she had learned from her father— never trust anyone at sea. 

      Everyone was out to get you. Everyone wanted to take you for all you had. 

      Very soon, however, she grew lost in her thoughts that had everything to do with her father and her life regrets and nothing at all to do with the race. 

      She discovered herself growing especially resentful of that time in her twenties when she’d cultivated a group of sailing friends and roamed the waters alone. When she’d finally met back up with her father on the British Virgin Islands, he’d introduced her to his brand-new (and very first in decades) girlfriend, Liz. 

      Whitney never should have abandoned him like that. He’d fallen in love; he’d built a life back in Miami, where Liz had grown up. Despite their gorgeous past, Tyson Silverton had moved on to the next era. 

      It happened again. Whitney’s thoughts clouded her mind, and very soon, a number of other sailboats licked her boots. She made the mistake of glancing back a little too far and nearly lost her balance on deck but then tugged herself back up with the same rope she used for the sails. The sails tilted slightly and plotted her off-course for a brief moment. 

      “Novice,” she told herself angrily. “What makes you think these people can’t beat you? Because if you let them, they will.” 

      One of the sailboats that eased closer and closer had a younger man at the ropes, his eyes wide open and optimistic as he surged forward. Based on a cursory glance, he seemed like a damn good sailor, the kind that had been born with the instincts that others had to learn. If Whitney had to guess, he looked to be in his mid-to-late twenties, and he was less rugged than the others. Probably, he hadn’t had the ragtag lifestyle of many sailors— although, if he was in the Caribbean, it wouldn’t be long till he looked just as rough. 

      Living the way they did could take a toll on you. Whitney was able to sustain herself with a healthy diet, some running, less alcohol (certainly far less than in her twenties), and decent nights of sleep, which meant that she didn’t wear the trauma of sea life as much as some others. Still, sometimes the loneliness ate her up. 

      The race wore on. Whitney continued to shove away thoughts of her pain, gliding forward just a hair ahead of the younger sailor and several of the others, many of whom she’d raced several times throughout her career. Sometimes, those guys managed to beat her, which always put gloating smiles on their faces. She hated those smiles. She would do anything not to see them that day. 

      By the time the sailors spotted the finish line, the crowd along the harbor had grown five times as dense. Revelers waited expectantly to cheer on the sailors during the last stretch, their pints of beers lifted and their noses shiny red from the sun. 

      Whitney used the crowd to dig deep within herself for the courage to finish first. She knew that amongst non-sailors, she was something of a favorite. She couldn’t let down her fans, least of all the little girls who looked up to her and dreamed of a future where they could do that, too. 

      The last stretch wasn’t easy. The wind tore through Whitney’s red hair and scratched her cheeks and lips with salt. Her stomach groaned with hunger, and her muscles were taut and bordering on exhaustion. 

      The same woman in a red bikini stood out on the pier with the flag lifted. Another man crouched down, prepared to take several photographs for sailing publications across the world. Whitney forced her eyes forward, telling herself to remember this moment. 

      As she crossed over the finish line split seconds before the others in the race, her heart lifted toward the sky, and she felt weightless, invincible. This was why she did it. This moment, with the crowd wailing and crying her name, was better than anything else. 

      She’d won, just as she’d told her father she would. 

      Whitney pounded her fist through the air as the crowd screamed louder. On either side of her, the second, third, and fourth place finishers glided back toward the docks, coming close enough to high-five and congratulate one another. One of the men met Whitney’s gaze and nodded, his eyes shadowed with embarrassment.

      Yet again, they were ashamed that they’d been beaten by a woman. 

      Only the younger sailor raised a hand from two boats over and shouted, “Congratulations!” His smile was genuine, open, and contagious. 

      Whitney wanted to scream back, Who the heck are you? But instead, she remained demure and waved back, saying, “Thank you. Good race.” 

      Back at the docks, Whitney tied up her boat tightly and collapsed at the edge of the stern. She drank the entirety of her water bottle, then undressed down to her swimsuit and dove into the water’s blue depths. Down below the surface, her thoughts slowed, and her ears pounded. 
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redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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