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Feverish Rainfall

T he late-afternoon sun inched past the
window as Quinne lay on her sofa fighting
dread. She had to travel to the art side of

the city later. She wanted to sleep for days. The too
hot shower she took earlier to ease her aches raised
her fever and chilled her. This was day four. Maybe
it would be over soon.

She lay wrapped in the chunky blue afghan the pre-
vious tenant left behind, relishing the warmth that
chased away her chill. Bright sunlight highlighted
the edges of the ficus that grew in the bottle blue
pot by the apartment’s door. The sound of distant
thunder told her this bit of sunlight wouldn’t last
long. Rain was in the forecast for the entire weekend.
The radiator by the window creaked and ticked as
it churned out meager warmth, and she fell into a
fevered sleep. She trailed wearily out of the door
three hours later after a slamming door woke her to
panic.

During the set at the cafe, Quinne closed her eyes
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and swayed in her seat. She laid the flute in her lap,
waiting as the moment passed. Nausea, as expected,
clenched her stomach. Beads of perspiration dotted
her forehead. She regretted the decision not to stay
home tonight.

The spot lights affixed over the odd little stage
blinded Quinne eyes as she opened them again.
The overtly sequined dress—ridiculous in its old-
fashioned severity—stuck to her sweat-soaked skin,
keeping her body heat trapped. The band, noticing
the absence of the sound of her flute, gave her quick
little looks. With shaking hands, she raised the hem
of her dress to her knees, pinned her hair up in a
knot and breathed slowly. Hopefully, the set would
end well allowing her to go home without another
bout of queasiness. Eyes closed, with feet planted
squarely on the floor, she played.

Farrell stared at her at the end of the set. Quinne’s
heart never failed to thud and lurch at the sight
of his tall, broad-shouldered frame. This was her
fifth gig with them, but while she got along with
everyone else in the band, Farrell was cold…dis-
tant…unfriendly. Quinne felt he didn’t approve of
her —an unknown American woman—playing with
his band. Her entrance to their group came at the
exit of their original flutist/saxophonist, Topher. As
a rule, she avoided Farrell. If only avoiding him
meant she could resist the insane attraction she felt
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when he was nearby. If only avoiding him meant she
wouldn’t wish she could push him down onto a sofa
and kiss him silly. If only she could hold him down,
peel off his soft-as-butter t-shirts, put one on and
parade around in front of him to show him what he
was missing.

Quinne kept to the edge of the group of musicians
while they thanked the coffee shop guests before
filing out to the green room. An exquisitely dressed
woman asked her if she felt “all right”. She smiled
and nodded, weak and wordless

The green room was just off the back hall that led
to the alley behind the coffeehouse. Equilibrium
tipping, Quinne dropped her flute case to the floor
and pushed her weight against the back door. Cool,
wet air whipped around her and she sighed in relief
as the door opened. The rain fell steadily, cooling
her fevered body. She kicked off her shoes and sank
to the cement step, letting the rain cool her heated
face.

“Hey…hey, Quinne!”
“Wha…?” Quinne’s voice was sluggish, faint.
“Oh, god. She’s ill. Come. Give me a hand with

her.”
Two sets of hands hoisted her to her feet, soaking

dress and all, leading her her back inside.
“Eh, Farrell? What’s this?” Les asked as he stood

in the green room counting the money the manager
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had just given him.
“Found her outside getting soaked. She’s ill, I’m

sure,” Farrell replied.
“Yeah. She looked it in the set.” Les replied as he

walked over to assist him.
Les pushed her down onto one of the sadly stained

velvet couches. He turned to Farrell, “What do we
do with her? Where does she live?”

“Ask her. I didn’t ask when she took up Topher’s
spot. I assume she lives with him.”

Farrell shook her a little to get her attention, “Hey,
hey, Quinne. Quinne! Where do you live?”

Quinne shook as her fever rose, and her soaking
dress chilled her, “26 Strand. I…you don’t have to
take me. I can go.” She struggled to get up.

“You sure as hell can’t. Look at you! You’re amess!”
Les pulled her to her feet, “I need to have you driven
over.”

“You’ll put her soaking wet into your mother’s
expensive car?”

“She won’t mind. Go get her, will you?”
“Whoa, hey, I’m not-”
“Go get her, Farrell! I have my hands full!”
“Just call Topher…”
“Farrell!”
“Right, right…going.” He threw up his hands and

disappeared through the door.
Les rooted around the room’s various chests and
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cabinets, presumably looking for a blanket or cloth-
ing to have Quinne change into.

Quinne felt embarrassed…and weak. She knew
she couldn’t walk home in this state, but she felt she
had to avoid providing the impression of a weak
woman in need of rescuing. She made one last ditch
effort to present herself as a strong woman. She
muttered a silent prayer and heaved herself up from
the low couch and rose wobbly to her feet. She kept
her eyes on the door to the back hall and attempted
to get to it.

Her stomach clenched. Her head whirled. Know-
ing shemade amistake, she tried to return to the sofa,
taking backward steps. Her feet moved of their own
volition with jerky and clumsy movements. Her
wavering vision saw Farrell’s form as it filled the
doorway, and his furrowed brow as he caught sight
of her. His eyes widened in realization. He rushed
toward her with his arms outstretched just as her
legs gave up, and the floor rushed up to meet her.

“Why did you let her fall!?”
She heard Les’s incredulous inquiry.
“I didn’t know she would until she did!”
The other members of the band, hearing the

commotion, rushed into the green room. Voices
spoke around and above her as she lay on the floor,
in the room, but not of the room. The wood floor
was smooth and hard. She welcomed its coolness.
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Hands lifted her to the sofa.
A feminine, authoritative voice interjected itself

into the conversation.
“What’s going on, Les?”
“It’s Quinne, the new flutist. I found her outside

on the stoop in the rain. She’s warm. I’m sure she’s
sick.”

Cool hands felt her face and neck, “Quinne? Can
you hear me?”

Quinne nodded, eyes closed.
The voice spoke again to the others, “Leave me

with her. I’ll put these dry clothes on her.”
Quinne’s equilibrium was shattered. She didn’t

know if she sat or lay on the sofa. She closed her
eyes against the dizziness as her soaking dress was
peeled down over her arms and torso.

“I’m sorry, love. We can’t keep you in these clothes.
I’ll make it quick,” the voice said. Quinne had hardly
the strength to think about what she might look
like to this stranger unclothed and unarmored by
garments.

“We’ll drive you home. Do you have someone
there to look after you?”

“Please…I’ll be fine,” Quinne answered weakly.
“After a few days perhaps, but not tonight or

tomorrow. Do you live with someone?”
Quinne opened her eyes now that the dizziness

had passed. She saw the exquisitely dressed woman
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who asked her if she was well after the set ended.
Embarrassed to be seen in this state by such a
glamorous entity, she clutched at the dry clothes
the woman held in her hands.

“I don’t live with anyone,” she replied, holding the
clothes to her chest in hands that shook with the
chill of fever.

“I’m Janine, Les’s mother. Your name is Quinne?”
Quinne nodded.
“Nice to meet you,” Janine said, politely, “But,

Quinne. I shouldn’t send you home in this state.
Would you please consent to let me keep an eye on
you through the night?”

Quinne avoided Janine’s eyes as she fumbled with
the clothes. She didn’t want to consent to anything.
She just wanted to sleep for days.

“Here, I’ll help you stand up and put this…shirt,
is it? I’ll help you put it on.” Janine braced herself
with a knee on the sofa. Her expensive skirt and
heels provided a stark contrast to the shabbiness
of the sofa and the inadequate cloudy light from
the single, yellow bulb hanging from the ceiling.
A cloud of delicate perfume enveloped Quinne as
Janine grasped her hand and shoulder to lift her.

She stood swaying slightly as Janine stretched the
garment to pull over her head. Quinne felt a like a
child being dressed by its mother as the over-sized
men’s shirt settled over her shoulders.
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“Wow…”
Quinne turned slowly in the newcomer’s direction,

forgetting momentarily that she wore nothing more
than underpants and a man’s shirt. Farrell stood in
the doorway, eyes heavy-lidded and intense, gazing
at the spectacle of Quinne’s ridiculous outfit with
an expression she never expected to see on his face.

“Farrell!” Janine scolded.
“I’m sorry. I thought you had finished…,” Farrell

backed through the doorway and closed the door
softly.

Quinne lost interest in standing and descended
onto the sofa, curling up into the fetal position.

“Oh, you poor thing,” Janine mumbled, “I’ll finish
up. I’ll take you home with me and you’re not
allowed to resist.” She attempted to wrangle the
large trousers onto Quinne as she lay on the sofa.

“Oh, dear. Don’t be angry, but I need to get some
help.”

Quinne’s eyes opened slightly as Janine click-
clacked to the door. She manhandled Farrell into the
room.

“But, I thought you wanted me to stay out!” he
hissed.

“Yes, but now I need your help. Just don’t look!”
Farrell gazed down at Quinne with an odd expres-

sion as she closed her eyes, no longer concerned
about modesty.
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“Now, Farrell, I’ll put the trousers on, but I need
you to hold her torso steady.”

“How am I supposed to do that?”
“Farrell, I swear, you are so contrary! Simply hold

her for a moment while I slide the trousers up. Can
you do that?” Janine nudged him into place.

Quinne opened her eyes as he righted her on the
sofa, pulling her closer to him so he could steady her
in his arms. Believing she was delirious and having
a wonderful hallucination, she gazed into his face
as he looked down. She raised a hand to his mouth,
tracing his lips, memorizing the shape of them.

Farrell, unable to think or move, closed his eyes
as he cradled Quinne. Quinne brushed a finger
over his closed eyes, his cheek and chin. The room
disappeared and the only ones there were he and the
woman in his arms.

“All right, I’m done, Farrell.”
Cold, unwelcome reality crashed into him and

he released Quinne, dropping her unceremoniously
onto the sofa. He cleared his throat, “So…we’re not
calling Topher to come get her?”

Quinne opened her eyes the next morning in an
unfamiliar bed. It was unfamiliar, deep, warm, and
heavenly. A wonderful scent filled her nostrils as
she turned her head. Struggling against the deep
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pillow that sucked her in, she looked up at the white
porcelain lamps upon both bedside tables. There
was crystal clear water in a drinking glass and carafe
on the right. The soft tones and hues of the gray and
pink wallpaper and the dusky white furniture was
calming to her senses. A ceiling fan whirled quietly
above her.

Soft light filtered through the sheers at the win-
dow across the room and she realized she passed the
entire night in someone else’s bedroom. Bits and
pieces of the previous night sparked in her memory.
Then social anxiety set in. Now what was she going
to do? Go down to breakfast with strangers?

A digital clock sat atop a fancy looking European
chest of drawers against the wall on her right. Mid
morning. She assumed the closed door beside the
chest led to the rest of the house. She lifted the fluffy
duvet and looked down. Oh, good. Pajamas. Her
cheeks heated as she wondered who undressed and
dressed her. She swung her legs out from the bed
and stood carefully, then tiptoed to the door. She
put an ear to the door to listen.

“I’ll look to see if she’s still asleep,” a voice said
from the other side.

Quinne backed up a few steps, wondering if she
could make it back to the bed in time. The door
opened quietly and she stared into Farrell’s guarded
eyes and felt faint.
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“You’re up,” His eyes took in her pajamas and
demeanor, “You okay? Did you get up too quickly?”

She nodded and turned to climb back into the
bed, her fleeting strength deserting her. Farrell
followed her in and grasped her arm, helping her
climb in. Quinne watched him as he stood above
her, an enigmatic expression on his face. Why didn’t
he like her? She wanted to pull him down onto the
bed, to ask him to sit by her while she slept.

Farrell braced himself against the bed, his hands
in the pocket of his hooded pullover. He looked
away before speaking, “Did…did something happen?
With you and Topher?”

What was he talking about? Tired again, she shook
her head into the pillow and closed her eyes, “Me
and Topher? No…nothing happened.”

“Oh.”
When she opened her eyes again a few moments

later, he was gone.

“Quinne? Quinne, honey?”
The room was dark this time. The lamp beside

the bed emitted a soft, warm glow that illuminated
Janine’s face as she peered into Quinne’s.

Oh. Oh!
“Oh, I’m sorry! I fell asleep again.” Drool crusted

the corners of her mouth and she wiped it away
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hastily with the back of her hand. She felt the
wayward strands of her hair as her hand moved past
her ear. Both handswent to her hair inmortification.
She needed a brush. And a shower.

Janine straightened up and smiled, “It’s ok. I’m
glad you slept. However, you slept the entire day
without eating. My doctor told me to give you fluids
and monitor your temperature.” She turned around
and lifted a tray from a small table by the foot of the
bed.

“I have a brothy soup and some water. You might
not be hungry, but please try a little?”

“Oh, yes. Okay. Thank you…” She struggled to sit
up, and Janine placed the tray on her knees.

“I’m going out to a meeting tonight, but Farrell
will be here if you need anything. He’s down the
hall.”

Farrell? He was still here?
Janine placed a hand on Quinne’s face, “Well, you

feel much cooler this evening! I’m glad. Do you
actually feel better?”

Quinne nodded, “I feel I’m 99% better. Maybe all
I needed was sleep. Thank you for the soup.”

Janine smiled, “I imagine you’ll be 100% better
by tomorrow afternoon. Enjoy your soup and ask
Farrell for more if you’d like.” She closed the door
as she left.

Quinne looked down at the tray holding the bowl
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of soup, crackers, napkins and the glass of water.
Tears filled her eyes as memories of home flashed
through her mind. In this moment, she wished she
had never left to fill an inner itch to be something or
someone. Did she really need to go so far? Couldn’t
she have just traveled to New York or Los Angeles?
Now, she was out of money and trying to earn it by
playing in a band in a country she was unfamiliar
with. After the thrill of traveling abated, she usually
felt alone, awkward. She didn’t tell her parents her
situation. The job she left at home looked pretty
good these days.

She finished her soup in the quiet room and sat for
a while, wondering what to do. Should she leave the
tray here for someone to retrieve? No. She should
be a good guest and clean up after herself. She sat
on the bed for another ten minutes trying to get up
the courage to leave the room and tread through the
rest of the house looking for the kitchen. Decisive,
she grabbed the tray and headed for the door.

Warm, recessed lighting illuminated the hall’s
luscious carpeting. Quinne sauntered through with
the tray, trying to remain unobtrusive. A television
suspended on the adjacent wall flashed scenes of a
concert. A fire crackled cheerily in a modern, mini-
malist fireplace below. She stood, irresolute, looking
around, unsure of the kitchen’s whereabouts.

“Hey. You’re finished?” Farrell leaned forward
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from a couch in front of a pillar. No wonder she
hadn’t caught sight of him at first. He stood and
walked toward her, tall, magnetic, and enigmatic. He
had removed his hooded pullover and the fine t-shirt
he wore now rippled over his firm torso as he moved
toward her. His dark jeans hung low over his hips,
suggesting a lack of underwear and ending in a slight
bunch at his perfectly formed bare feet. Quinne
tried to keep her breathing regular and her body
temperature even. Farrell’s intense eyes watched
her face as he took the tray from her.

“I’ll put it in the kitchen.”
“Thanks.” Quinne clasped her hands in front of

her, wanting to ask for a brush for her hair. She
looked down at the pajamas she wore and then
crossed her arms over her chest, hoping he couldn’t
see anything in that region too clearly. She wasn’t
wearing a bra.

He looked at the television for a moment and
glanced back at her, “Were you wanting to go home
now…or…?”

Disappointment flowed through her. He was
trying to get rid of her.

“I guess I should,” She looked around at the beau-
tiful home, “I don’t want to take up anymore of your
and Janine’s hospitality. Thank you for letting me
stay last night.”

“Whoa, wait, wait,” Farrell’s free hand grasped
14



hers as she turned away, “First of all, it’s not my
hospitality you have to worry about. I don’t live
here. I told Janine I would stay to help out and she
wants you to stay.”

His hand in hers was causing her breath to catch
and release erratically. She tried not to look, believ-
ing she could remember this longer if she committed
this feeling to memory.

“And you don’t have to go,” he continued, “I
thought you were uncomfortable being here since
you wanted to be home last night.”

Quinne looked at him in confusion. This was the
most he had ever said to her. This was the kindest
he had ever been.

Not wanting to abuse hospitality, she nodded, “I
suppose I should go home now.” She looked up at
Farrell, “I hate to ask, but could you call me a taxi
I don’t know where my phone is. And I should at
least text Janine and thank her.”

He released her hand and nodded before crossing
the living area to a hall that must lead to a kitchen.
An overwhelming desire to sit led her to the sofa
before the television. She felt better than she did last
night, just weak. She lay her head back on the sofa.
After a moment, he returned, flicking a switch on
the wall beside the television. The bright, recessed
lighting winked out, leaving the soft light of the table
lamps behind them. He turned down the volume of
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the television.
“I figured it was a little bright in here for you. I’m

not really watching that either.” He said, a shrug in
his voice. “You can use my phone. If you want to text
Janine, just say its you at the end, ok? Her number’s
in there.”

“Thank you.”
“Quinne.”
Her heart thudded when he called her name.
“Yes?”
“There’s…no one…to come get you?” He asked with

an odd note in his voice.
She shook her head.
His eyes held hers with intensity, “I’ll take you

home.”
She stared after him in confusion as he left the

room.
She looked around at the now dim room lit pleas-

antly by the soft lighting of the lamps. She smiled a
little. She looked down at his phone not sure how to
find Janine’s number. Feeling like an intruder, she
opened his messages to create a new one. A long list
of names and messages rolled down the screen, and
she spied the beginning of a message from Les,

QUINNE’S A GOOD FLUTIST. JUST LET HER
STAY IN THE BAND.

Heat rose up her neck and ears, but she felt chilled.
She stared unseeing at the phone’s screen as she
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tried not to think about Farrell’s attempt to have
her ousted from the band. Her hands went slack and
the phone dropped to her lap. She blinked rapidly.

Hearing Farrell’s movements nearby, she quickly
picked up the phone to open a new message window,
scrolling to Janine’s number for the “To” field. She
typed in a hastilywrittenmessage of gratitude before
signing off as “Ever grateful, Quinne”

Farrell walked in. She stood up avoiding his eyes
as she returned his phone.

“Is there a brush I could use before we go?” she
asked in monotone.

He glanced at her hair, “Yeah…yeah, of course. It
looks fine to me, but sure…” His eyes stayed on her
hair and Quinne fought the urge to cover it with her
hands.

His eyes returned to hers, “Janine probably has a
brush in the hall bathroom for you to use.”

She muttered her thanks.
His hand in hers stopped her in her tracks. She

turned to stare at him, a question in her eyes. His
eyes settled on hers with jarring concentration.

“I know something happened with you and To-
pher. What happened? You won’t call him and tell
him where you are.”

Her brow furrowed, “But…why is he the one I’m
supposed to call? Is it because he’s the reason I’m-”

He dropped her hand and stepped back. She
17



looked down at the space their intertwined hands
had once occupied.

Farrell shoved his hands in his pockets and looked
away, “If you were my girlfriend, it wouldn’t matter
if we’d been in a fight. I’d want to know you were
safe and being taken care of.” He fiddled with the
leather bands on his wrist.

Quinne’s hand went to her heart as it thudded
chaotically in her chest.

Farrell shot an accusing look at her, “Don’t you
love him?”

Her mouth dropped open, “I…I can’t. I hardly
know him!”

Farrell froze.
The flickering light from the television and the

warm, orange glow of the fire bathed his face as he
stared down at her in consternation.

“What?” He said quietly.
“I hardly know him. I answered his advertisement

for a flutist. That’s how I joined the band…I haven’t
seen him since I started playing with you guys.”

Farrell’s gaze shifted to the fire, “You hardly know
him…”

“I hardly know him,” she repeated.
“Oh, my god.” He closed his eyes.

Quinne escaped from the room. She had taken one
last look at him before she entered the hall. His eyes,
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glittering in the ambient light, locked on hers. Her
throat constricted and her mouth went dry. The
fluttering in her stomach spread to her hips as she
turned away.

If you were my girlfriend…
Heart flutter.
Don’t you love him?
He thought she and Topher were a couple. What

did that mean?
She played his words over and over in her mind as

she opened a door along the hall and discovered
a large bathroom. Fluffy rugs dotted the floor.
Scented candles and potpourri enveloped her in
warm aromas. A small lamp-shaped night light
was plugged into a wall outlet and the light was
pleasant and dim. She found a hairbrush and some
new toothbrush kits below the sink. Her thoughts
scattered. Her emotions charged. Heat pulsed
through her body as she brushed her teeth and
fiddled with her hair.

She thought about Farrell’s behavior toward her
over the weeks. The understanding of his coldness
toward her escaped her, but she did her best to deal
with it since he wasn’t overtly aggressive or rude.
Her immediate attraction to him proved to be an
almost insurmountable challenge when he proved
to find her so distasteful. With a rush, the memory
of Les’ text came down on her. At least Les had

19



defended her and wanted to let her stay. Would
Farrell still try to have her kicked out?

Not sure she could exit the bathroom and face Far-
rell with raging hormones and emotions, Quinne de-
cided to shower. As the borrowed pajamas dropped
to her feet, she remembered his fingers as they
grasped her hand. A pleasant jolt lit up her hips and
abdomen. She stepped into the stand-alone shower,
preferring the invigorating sensation of powerful
cascading water.

The jet of almost too-warm water ran over her
face, hair, and bare skin. Farrell’s intense expression
as she left him pressed in on her and she shivered.

If you were my girlfriend…
Several minutes later, she turned off the shower,

realizing she had half-wished he had come in behind
her. She draped a towel around her and after a
moment, she slapped her forehead; She had no
clothes of her own here. What was she going to do?
Wrapping a towel around her wet hair, she cleaned
up and then went to search for something in the
chest of drawers in the bedroom.

The chest of drawers was filled with bed linens.
She groaned.
The sound of the intake of breath made her turn.
Farrell stood in the open doorway with an ex-

pression of such forlorn desperation that her heart
skipped a beat. His eyes traveled over the small
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towel draped over her body and his eyes closed as
he pushed air through his mouth slowly. Something
clicked in Quinne.

He took a deep breath, “I heard you taking a
shower (another deep breath) and…I figured you
needed something to wear.” He held out a folded
garment to her.

“Janine might have some trousers you can wear
with it.”

She took the folded item from him and shook it
out; one of his shirts. She recognized it from one of
their gigs. Quinne’s legs went weak.

“I’ll be in the living room when you’re ready to go,
Quinne.”

She sat on the bed after he closed the door, her
mouth slack with surprise. Surely…surely not.

Her thumb caressed the shirt she held on her
hands. She went to the closet searching for some-
thing to wear on the bottom half of her body. She
smiled at the idea of showing up in nothing more
than his shirt. She found leggings and a cardigan
and went to join him wearing the heels from last
night’s gig. She felt ridiculous.

He sat on the sofa, when she walked in, one knee
crooked on the seat cushion, one arm draped across
the back. He lounged with no sign that he was aware
of his appeal. The television was off and the fire put
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out. He jumped up.
“Are you ready?” He asked, his voice sounding stiff

and forced.
Uncertainty and confusion drowning her, Quinne

nodded and stepped past him to walk to the door.

Farrell’s car pulled up to her apartment building at
just past midnight. She turned to thank him, but
he was switching off the ignition and opening his
door. Oh. He was going to see her to the door. She
climbed out and closed the door softly, waiting. The
smell of approaching rain wafted through the air in
a soft breeze.

He walked around the car and opened the back to
pull out a leather bag. He joined her on the walk.

“Shall we?” He said, with a mock chivalrous bow.
What was he doing? She looked down at the bag.
“What’s with the bag?” She asked.
“Janine told me to grab some things for you. Just

soup and stuff.” He said with a decidedly evasive air.
She searched his face, and he stared down at her

impassively. He nudged her softly at her lower back
and she continued walking, sparks zinging from his
touch.

She stood at her front door feeling unaccountably
nervous. Pleasantly nervous. As nervous as she had
been on dates in the past. But this…this wasn’t a
date. Why did it feel like one?
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She opened the door and stepped in. The lamp she
usually left on in the kitchen cast a warm rosy glow.
She hadn’t thought to close her curtains, and the
street light illuminated the small living room. The
apartment was over-warm due to her negligence to
turn off the radiator before she left for the coffee
shop.

She turned to face Farrell. He stood above her, not
two inches away.

“Farrell…?”
“Yes…” He answered. His eyes glittered. The

angles of his face were sharp and pronounced in
the half light. He held the leather bag in one bronze
arm and his other arm rested against the doorjamb.
His t-shirt…his t-shirt…god, his chest in his t-shirt.

She swallowed, “…nothing. Come in.” She said.
He followed her in.
She opened the window and pulled back the glass

doors that led to her little balcony on the other side.
The breeze was pleasant and purifying. Distant
thunder rumbled. Slight flashes of lightning sparked
the sky over the rest of the city. The breeze moved
over her face and she turned around to find Farrell
standing motionless before the window, the street
lamp haloing his slender, muscular form with light.
He was staring at her.

She escaped to her room.
She closed her bedroom door and leaned against
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it as the emotions, hormones and sexual tension of
the last hour raged through her body. The Farrell
she knew would have gladly left her at the to walk
to her apartment before driving off in a hurry. Or,
maybe he would have simply called a taxi and left
her to her own devices.

She lay down on her bed. Did she really know him
as well as she thought? The Farrell she thought she
knew hated her. The Farrell she met today seemed
to be concerned about her. He seemed to be willing
to go the extra mile by staying in a house he didn’t
live in to take care of her. The Farrell she got to
know today seemed to think she loved someone else.
The Farrell she knew today seemed to have feelings
for her. That couldn’t be right. He was trying to get
her kicked out of his band. But…what if…?

She would have to find out.
Several minutes later, she walked slowly down

the hall. He sat facing away from her on her extra
long, blue sofa. The room was lit only by the light
from the street lamp and the ambient light from the
kitchen. When she came abreast of him, she saw
he was stirring a steaming liquid in two mugs that
sat on her low sofa table. He lifted one mug to his
lips just as he caught sight of her. Eyes widening,
he choked and coughed on the too-hot liquid. His
eyes traveled over her hair, face, and…his shirt. He
coughed again as she inched past him to sit next to
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him. She cuddled up in the cushions, drawing her
legs up.

“Oh, is that cocoa?” She asked, false innocence
sweetening her voice.

*gack* *cough*“…yes…!” He choked out.
“Thank you.” She leaned over the edge of the sofa

to grab a mug. She raised it to her lips, staring at
him over the rim.

Farrell dug his fingers into his hair and he looked
around the dark room. His eyes roamed back to
her. His eyes traveled down as far as her hands and
then back to the window. He breathed slowly and
methodically.

“Are you all right?” She asked.
He swallowed with difficulty and placed his mug

on the sofa table. He looked at her, mock reproach
in his eyes.

“You know I’m not.” He replied.
“Why not?” She asked, praying he would tell her

what she wanted to know.
“Because…,” His gaze strayed back to her rioting

hair, and his slender, artist’s fingers slid along the
back of the sofa. Quinne’s large hazel eyes followed
the movement and her breath caught at her heart.
His fingers brushed a wayward lock of her hair. Her
stomach fluttered as she sat motionless, mesmerized.
After a moment, her eyes returned to his face,
searching. His gaze remained on the strands of hair
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beneath his fingers. He swallowed and his eyes met
hers. The radiator tapped and hissed.

His eyelids drooped and his eyes smoldered as he
gazed at her. He smiled a slow smile as he took the
plunge and devoured her with his eyes.

“Just my shirt, hm?” He said.
“Nothing else.”
The silence was long and sweet.
She felt languorous and delicious.
She stood before him and pushed him back gently.
“Quinne…”
“Shhhh…”
She climbed onto his lap, “Hold me the way you

held me last night in the green room.”
Farrell gasped softly.
Quinne smiled, “I remembered in the bedroom

just now. I remembered your face after I told you I
didn’t really know Topher like you thought I did.”

He dropped his eyes.
She continued, “I wanted to trace your lips and

cheeks and eyes. Then, I remembered I have before.
I thought I had been dreaming.”

She shifted in his lap, so she could look directly
into his face; the face she longed to gaze into for so
long.

Farrell’s hands caressed her hips beneath his shirt.
His hands were deliciously warm, and the callouses
on the tips of his fingers caused a beautiful contrast-
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ing sensation.
Farrell closed his eyes.
Quinne’s hands traced his lips, eyes, cheeks and

jaw.
He gazed at her, “I spent these past months believ-

ing you were off-limits to me.”
“Why?” she whispered.
He placed his forehead on hers andwhispered over

her lips, “I thought Topher was yours.”
The heat from his hands on her back relaxed her.
“…is that why you were so distant?”
He nodded, an expression of regret in his eyes, “I

couldn’t act on my feelings.“
He pulled her toward him.
“…I couldn’t stand being in the same band with

you…”
He closed his eyes as she caressed his chest beneath

the fabric of his shirt.
She smiled, eyes closed, “Topher is not mine.”
She heard his breath catch in his throat. She

brushed her fingertips over his throat and felt him
swallow. He opened his mouth, his lips brushing
hers, “Can I be yours?” He whispered.

“Mine…”
“Quinne…I would leave my band for you.”
She opened her eyes in shock.
His eyes were open, boring into hers.
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The sound of rain and distant thunder filled the
silence of the apartment. Rivulets of water ran down
the pane, casting their transparent patterns over the
two people on the long, blue sofa. The instruments
of love played their tune as rain pattered softly on
the deck and pooled gently onto the floor of the
apartment. The breeze blew softly in through the
opening, tousling the leaves of the ficus and cooling
the two cups of cocoa.

The end.
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