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Chapter 1 

Carly wakes up in her hotel room wearing Jamie’s shirt and a pair of shorts that she must have 

thrown on last night before crashing. The room is spinning, and she needs water--water or she’s 

going to pass out. Although, she’s not sure if you can pass out after having passed out. Carly lets 

her hand fall out of bed and manages to grasp a half-full bottle of Evian. She sits up, slams the 

water, and squints even though only a slit of light slips through the tightly drawn drapes. Her side 

of the bed is closest to the balcony, and she thinks about opening the sliding door to let the ocean 

air in and last night’s funk out but decides against it. She doesn’t want to risk waking up Maddy, 

who is sleeping beside her--she just can’t deal with any questions from her right now. Shannon 

and Julia are also still asleep in the adjacent bed despite the red digital numbers of the clock 

shouting 12:07 from the nightstand. So far, spring break in Panama City Beach is living up to 

everything she has heard. 

 Carly gets up and checks her phone to see if she has any messages.  She doesn’t want to 

be that girl, but she can’t help it--she really wants Jamie to text her. She tries to wake up her 

phone, but it’s completely dead. Her head is killing her, and her tongue is swollen. She decides 

she should try to puke, knowing that she will feel better afterward. She plugs in her phone on the 

way to the bathroom then sits in front of the toilet and gags herself several times, but it doesn’t 

work. Maybe she didn’t drink as much last night as she thought she did. It would be easier for 

her to deal with what she did if she could blame it on being drunk like Julia and Shannon always 
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do when they sleep with someone they just met. Carly knows she was wasted last night, but she’s 

been worse, and she definitely knew what she was doing—there’s no doubt about that.   

Carly sits on the edge of the tub. Unlike Maddy, she’s never been judgmental of Julia and 

Shannon. Maddy’s a virgin, not because she has anything against sex but because the 

circumstances haven’t been right yet. Carly can understand that. Maddy and her basically had the 

same rules about hooking up, even though Carly lost her virginity nearly two years ago to her 

high school boyfriend. Since she’s been to college, Carly’s hooked up with several guys but, for 

some reason, didn’t feel right about sleeping with them. She thought she’d feel bad after having 

sex with someone she just met, but she doesn’t. 

Carly turns on the shower and decides to jump in quickly before going for a run.  It 

doesn’t make much sense, but she always showers before training. She can’t feel grubby when 

she works out, even though she knows she’ll be absolutely soaking with sweat when she’s done. 

By the time she gets out of the shower, she’s feeling pretty good. Her head still hurts, but she’s 

decided not to tell anyone that she had sex with Jamie last night, and her stomach feels much 

better.  She wraps one towel around her body and another around her head then brushes her teeth 

several times.  Before leaving the bathroom, she grabs her clothes from last night and holds 

Jamie’s shirt up to her nose. She hopes it will smell like him, but the odor of stale cigarettes is all 

that is left. She can’t help it. She wants to see him again, even though that's not how drunken 

spring break sex is supposed to go down. 

When Carly leaves the bathroom, she notices that Shannon is smoking out on the 

balcony. She throws on some clothes then joins Shannon. It’s mostly cloudy, but the sun is 
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starting to peek out, and it’s going to be a gorgeous day.  She explains to Shannon that she’s 

going for a run on the beach. 

 Shannon takes a long drag off of her cigarette. “God, you’re so good. I can’t even think 

about that right now.” 

 Carly shrugs--she’s not really sure what to say to that.  She has to work out. If she 

doesn’t, her coach is going to kill her. And at this point in the off-season, it’s too hard to get back 

into soccer shape if she misses too many workouts. She’s done a lot of things that she shouldn’t 

have over Spring Break, but she hasn’t missed a workout, so she could just blow it off this 

morning. She’s tempted, but she knows she’ll feel better if she goes. 

 Shannon takes one last drag then puts out her cigarette in a beer can from last night. It 

sizzles as it hits the bottom. “What do you want to do when you get back?” 

 Carly pulls a ponytail holder off her wrist and ties back her hair with it. “I’m thinking 

some beach time would be good.” 

 Shannon agrees, and Carly heads back into the hotel room to get ready for her run. 

Shannon ducks her head in from the balcony. “Hey, if housekeeping is in the hallway, will you 

grab some more towels?” 

 “Yeah sure, no problem.” 

 Carly opens the door.  The housekeeping cart is across the hall, but she can’t find anyone 

to ask for clean towels, so she helps herself to a stack and then decides to take a handful of the 

miniature Bath and Body Works shampoo. She tries to make a clean get away with her stash but 

hears the elevator door open behind her and freezes. She wants to run the three steps to safety, 

but she turns slowly towards her room and pretends to count the towels, so she can nonchalantly 
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slip the shampoo into the folds.  When she looks up, she sees Jamie standing in front of her.   

She’s struck the same way she was last night. She remembers catching his eye from across the 

club and watching him intently as he crossed the room. Carly didn’t realize until he stopped in 

front of her that she was his intended destination. Carly takes a deep breath and looks into his 

hazel eyes and still can’t decide if brown, amber, or green is the dominant color.  She tries to 

regain herself, but flashes of the curve of his hip, the bend of his clavicle, and the feel of his 

sandy brown hair in her fingers wash over her.  She takes a step forward--she wants to hug him 

but stops. She’s not sure if that’s the right thing to do. Besides, she really couldn’t without 

dropping all of the shampoo. Carly kicks the door to her hotel room; she propped it with the 

sliding door lock, so it opens. She holds the door with her foot, throws the towels and shampoo 

on the nearest counter, then swallows hard, and manages to get out, “Hey.” 

 “Hey.” He extends his hand.  “I forgot to give you back your shirt last night. I tried to 

text, but I didn’t hear back from you, and I wasn’t sure when you were leaving, so I thought I’d 

stop by.”  

 After they left the club last night, they went for a swim in the ocean. Carly didn’t take 

her clothes off at that point, so when they were done, Jamie offered her his shirt in a chivalrous, 

protection-from-the-cold moment, which totally worked on her.  He went without one and 

carried her wet shirt tucked in the back of his jeans for the rest of the night--another move that 

totally worked. At the end of the night, he walked her home, right to her hotel door. Even though 

they had already had sex at that point, she didn’t invite him in because Maddy, Shannon, and 

Julia were already sleeping. She didn’t really think about it until this moment, but it probably 

was pretty rude. 
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Carly smiles and grabs her shirt. “Thanks. My phone was dead. Otherwise I would have 

totally texted you about yours.” She has no intention of giving him back his shirt, but she can’t 

believe she didn’t think of using it as an excuse to see him again. 

Jamie stands in the doorway and stares at his shoes. Carly leans against the open door.  

When he looks up, she glances down the hall. Jamie leans forward and tucks behind her ear a 

strand of hair that has fallen loose from her pony tail. “So what are you doing today?” 

Carly’s heart jumps. “Probably just hanging out at the beach. We don’t leave until 

tomorrow. ” She nods her head in the direction of the two beds. “Half of us are still sleeping.” 

“Well, there’s a beach just down the road that not a lot of people know about. I could take 

you guys if you want.” 

Carly smiles. “Sounds good. Let me just talk to my friend first.” 

 Carly goes out on the balcony. She’s absolutely giddy but tries to hide it from Shannon. 

“Jamie’s here.” 

“Who?” 

“Jamie. Jamie-from-last-night-Jamie.” 

“No shit! Really?” Shannon peaks her head through the curtain, smiles and waves, then 

ducks her head back out. “Holy crap Carly—that’s awesome.”  

 “I know. I know.” Carly is still completely shocked that Jamie’s actually here. “He wants 

to take us to some beach down the road.” 

“Are you kidding? He wants to take all of us—what a sweetheart.”  She leans back in her 

chair and crosses her legs. “But seriously Carly, you should just go. You know Julia will get 

bored and want to leave. Besides, that way you guys can be alone.” 
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“But it’s our last night here. You don’t think they’ll mind?” She jerks her head back 

toward the hotel room, where Maddy and Julia are still sleeping. 

“Who cares? We’ll see each other tomorrow.” She stands up and gives her a hug. “Just be 

careful, okay?” 

Carly smiles. “I will be.” She’s so glad that Shannon is the one who is awake.  Carly 

hesitates but then continues. “If I tell you something, will you swear not to tell those two?” 

Shannon nods. “I swear.” When Carly doesn’t continue, Shannon asks, “Did you have sex 

with him?” 

Carly tries to keep a straight face but breaks into a smile. 

Shannon hugs her again. “Awww. Our little Carly is finally getting some. Now go on—

have a good time.” 

Carly pops back into the room. She goes over to Jamie, who is still standing in the 

doorway, and whispers, “Let me just throw on my suit.” 

She rummages through her suitcase as quietly as she can. If she hurries, she just might get 

out of here without having to explain anything to Maddy or Julia. She pulls out her black bikini 

and somehow manages to find a clean outfit.  She ducks into the bathroom, throws on her suit, a 

blue skirt, and black tank then borrows some of Maddy’s eyeliner since hers is still in her purse.  

She turns out the light to the bathroom before opening the door and quickly grabs her ID holder 

and phone. She checks to make sure that she has a room key and then rushes out into the 

hallway. Jamie follows behind her. 
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 When they get to the elevator, Carly pushes the button several times. The elevator arrives 

in a couple of seconds. When the doors close, she feels like she has safely gotten away. She steps 

in front of Jamie. Her face is only a few inches away from his. “Thanks for coming to get me.” 

 He kisses her, and she has a hard time pulling back even when the doors open on the first 

floor.  She’s always avoided public displays of affection and never allowed anything beyond 

handholding with her high school boyfriend. Apparently though, with Jamie, all of her rules have 

gone out the window.  

 On their way to the beach, they pass a McDonald’s, and Carly’s stomach growls.  She 

hasn’t eaten since when? Lunch yesterday? Jesus, this is why Coach is on her back so much. 

He’s always telling her that she doesn’t take care of herself the way a Division I athlete should. 

Coach would flip if he knew that she hadn’t eaten in nearly 24 hours. He would absolutely loose 

his shit if he knew anything about what she did yesterday.    

  They walk through the drive-thru and place their order. She tried this once with her 

friends when she was in middle school, but the manager yelled through the intercom and refused 

to serve them. Carly and Jamie get their food without a problem, and she is once again happy to 

be in the laid-back, spring break town. Carly had no idea it would be so different down here. She 

can’t believe she has to go back to Chicago tomorrow...back to school...back to Coach...back to 

all those rules of what she can and cannot do. Here, she can do what she wants when she wants. 

Here, she can just be herself. 

 They cut across the parking lot and sit on a breaker wall.  Their feet dangle over the side, 

and they have a clear view of the ocean. Carly finishes her Extra Value Meal then sneaks some of 

Jamie’s fries.  He laughs, “Honestly, you eat more than any girl I have ever met.” 
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 “What can I say? Nothing cures a hangover like McDonald’s.” 

 Jamie sarcastically gasps. “You were wasted last night? I hope I didn’t take advantage of 

you.” 

 She widens her eyes at him as she takes a long sip of her soda. She swallows and smirks. 

“What makes you think I didn’t take advantage of you?” 

 Jamie chokes on his Coke. “I guess I never thought of it like that.” 

 “Well you should. You’re pretty good looking.” 

 Jamie throws his arm around her shoulders and squeezes. “I don’t think I’ve ever met 

anyone like you before.” 

 Carly just looks at him—what is she supposed to say to that? She takes it as a 

compliment, although she’s not sure if it’s a line. Do guys still give you lines after you have sex 

with them? 

 Jamie gets up and grabs their garbage. “Ready for the beach?” 

 Carly stands and brushes off her skirt. They walk down the street rather than the beach. 

Jamie turns down what appears to be a service drive but actually is the entrance to a cul-de-sac 

that is crammed with small houses without any lawns. Jamie puts his arm around her waist. “I 

just need to make one stop before we go to the beach.”  

 Carly shrugs. She follows him as he walks onto the porch of one of the houses and rings 

the door bell. For lack of a better thing to do, she sits on the front stoop. The door opens and a 

large, Hawaiian-looking guy steps out.  

 He’s partially wearing a wet suit— the chest part is folded over his butt, leaving the 

abandoned arms to dangle down his stout legs.  “Hey bro. What’s up?” His naked barrel chest 
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jiggles a bit as he shakes hands with Jamie, using an elaborate set of gestures that they both are 

familiar with. “You been out yet today? It’s great man, great.” 

 Jamie looks down and shuffles some gravel back and forth between his feet. “Nah, last 

night was a bit rough. I don’t think I’m going out today.” 

 “Looks like last night isn’t over yet.” The man sits down next to Carly and introduces 

himself. “Hey. I’m Kulie. You got any friends here with you?” 

 Carly smiles. She’d love to see Julia tear him up—it really is her specialty to put guys 

like this in their place. But since Julia’s not here, she’ll definitely have a go at it. 

 Jamie jumps in before she can respond. “This is Carly and no, it’s not like that.” Jamie 

grabs her hand and pulls her to her feet. Carly raises her eyebrow at him.  What exactly is it like 

then?  

 Kulie squints. The sun is hitting him right in his face. “You only have an hour or so 

before the tide switches and the waves are completely ripe today.” He gets up. “I’m telling you 

man, lose the girl.” 

 Carly’s pissed, but Jamie squeezes her hand, and she reluctantly lets him handle it. 

“Come on Kulie. They’re only east coast waves.” Kulie nods his head in a yeah-your-right kind 

of way.  Jamie continues,  “Anyway, you got the load ready? I’m heading back to school on 

Sunday.”   

 “Yeah, just stop by in the morning. It’ll be all set for you. It’s good stuff man, some of the 

best we’ve ever had. Want a preview?” 

 Jamie smiles, “Absolutely!” 
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Carly swallows hard. Just exactly where in the hell is she? Kulie ducks back into the 

house, then comes back a second later and palms Jamie a small bag. Jesus. She’s standing on the 

porch of a drug house.  There were plenty of drug dealers at her mostly white, suburban high 

school, but she didn’t hang out with them much. She looks at Jamie. Has she had sex with a drug 

dealer? 

Jamie puts the bag in his pocket, and they walk off like it was the most normal thing in 

the world. Instead of asking him what she wants to ask him, she fumbles through the first lame 

question she can think of.  

“So where are you from?” 

“I’m from here.”   

Carly can’t speak for a moment. Jesus Christ, she had sex with a local. A drug-dealing 

local with a condom in his pocket.  This is what he does.  She chooses between silence and the 

only response she can think of.  “It must have sucked to grow up in a small town.” 

“Nah. I didn’t grow up here. My dad moved us here my sophomore year in high school. 

Had to take a job, you know how it works. You?” 

“I’m a city girl myself. Schaumburg likes to think it’s a quaint small town, but it’s really 

just a suburb of Chicago.” 

“I know what you mean. Before we lived here, we lived near Point Dume—it’s just 

outside of LA.” 

“So you’re a real California surfer then, not just a poseur?” 

“I was at one point. I don’t know what you’d call me now—a transplant I guess.” 
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They walk for a while without saying anything, but Carly can’t stand the awkward 

silence. “So where do you go to school?” 

“University of Virginia.” 

“Nice. Where is that again?” 

“It’s in Charlottesville. About two and half hours from DC.” 

“Cool. So do you actually go to school there or do you just deal?” 

Jamie laughs, and she’s grateful that he does. Sometimes she just says things without 

thinking. It’s never seemed to get her in trouble before, but Coach is always on her for it. She 

usually relies on her instincts to help her in situations that she isn’t prepared for. That’s how she 

plays on the field too. She didn’t know it was a bad thing until she met Coach. He wants her to 

think about every move she makes on and off the field. He says it’s the only way she’ll ever 

reach her full potential. 

Jamie pulls her close to him as they continue to walk, and despite the wave of heat that 

the sun creates when it comes out of the clouds, she doesn’t mind. “No, I don’t deal. I distribute.” 

“There’s a difference?” 

“Yep.” He smirks and turns on a surprisingly realistic southern accent. “I’m a bio-chem 

major in my first year at one of the South’s finest institutions of learning. You?” 

Carly smiles and wonders if the bio-chem major helps him with his side project. She pulls 

back this comment before it comes out of her mouth but manages to reply, “Ignatius in Chicago.” 

“Ooh. Private school girl. That must be pretty pricey.” 

Carly shrugs but then decides to come clean. “I’m there on scholarship.” Her family isn't 

poor, but they definitely wouldn't have been able to afford the tuition. Without her scholarship, 
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even if she went to a state school, she would have had to take out loans despite her dad making 

her save for college her entire life. The scholarship covers room, board, books, on-campus food, 

and a stipend, which is a decent chunk of spending money that gets replenished each semester. 

Every time she talks to her dad, he grills her to make sure she is doing everything she needs to do 

to keep her scholarship. She used the left over money from last semester to pay for this trip. And 

dad was impressed that she had been able to save so much during her very first semester at 

college that he didn't even give her any grief about it.  

Jason pulls her closer into his hip. “What for? Are you some kind of brain or something?” 

“Nope. Soccer.” She pulls away and  expertly kicks a small rock up the sidewalk then 

instantly wishes she wouldn’t have. She tries to cover her embarrassment with sarcasm. “Didn’t 

you know that athletes are more important to the universities than brains?” 

Jamie starts to cross the street but stops. “No shit. A jock, really? I’ve landed my very 

own jock!” 

She tilts her head to the side. “Who says I’m yours?” 

He looks at her with his hazel eyes shining.“You’re not?” 

“We’ll see.” She kisses him. The Drug Distributor. Right in the middle of the road. What 

the fuck.  
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