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C*hriello kept thinking atrout w'hat Xena had saitl fo her. lt nrade lrer smile. And then blus].
?'or s*rne r€ason. Yes, we share * bond, closer th*n blood, itrs true. And I trld Lila th*t Xena
cCIuld novor lill thc rale *f sistcr for me. And that's certainly also true. If's n*t a sisJer thimg.
Sot at crll.
Then what? $he w*s still tr*ring to figure it a*t. Sh* and ths rvarrior lr*ri grCIwn ctrtser" with
every p*ssing da1.'. And rvhen the-v la-v dcwn, often side by side at the end of the dey...sometimes
$abri*lle f'elt a *ertain.,,ar ancert*in sensation, hovering somewhere deep inside, a srmall, dar"k
tremukus fl*ttering ix the pit of her stomach and it caused *n almost ernbarrassing flush *f
ernotion and ex*itement. She cadd feel it, tinglingr lo*'er, there... Sometimes she'd lie ara'*ke,

g*zing at the tall, dark woman in the Iirelight...and rvher the-v bathed together... No, it was
delinitel_v not a sisfer thing.
It tr*uhled her...a little. She wondered if Xena knerr...and what she rvould think if sE:* tIi*I.

"tlinnr for.veur thoughtsr" Xena prompted, she was sew'ing a busted seam in a saelcll* bag,

"(]h...nothing...in particalar...you'd be interested in...I dcn't think.'."
ttTry me.tt

"*h, non that's ok It deesr't matt€r."
"G*hrielle, w'hatever you have ta say matters to me."
Gahrielle *relted again. l{* one had ever t*ken her so...seriously befare. She had er*rve*
atte*tiax and rvhen Xena turned hers upon the young wornan, full-force, *xdividertr, if was

s*nshine illuminafing a grecian v*lley and Gabrielle hasked in it. "I lult..." she *early' bk:rted
it nut, then thought better of the connotations and eaught hcrslelf, s*.ving, "I like beixg rvith
y*u, Xena."
The w*rrior rervarded her rvith * warrn smile, "Itm glad. I can't remernber :rnymor* h*w
Ioxel-v I must've been rvitho*t you."
t'And I.,.like you, Xena."
"I...[ike you too, Gabrielle. GIad we got th*t out of t]re w*yo huh?"
'She's h*mcring mer' Gabrielle thought and becarne sucldenl.v shy again. She was lcriiring dcwn
at her hands when Xena was beside her, pl*ei*g one of herso warm antl surprisingly soff, on
{inbriell*'s
"I'rn sorry. h{*ybe y$il *'ere try.-i*g to tell me ssmething? I can be awfully insensitive
s*ntetim*s."
"l{r}w, you know, Xenar I really haven't found that at all.It surprised me at first. But fhen I got
to know you..."
"Yeah. I think...mayhe ycu're the only one whs has ever really gotten to krow me..,this well...I
nlsalr, *s I really am." (Iahrielle's palm rvas sweafy and she rvas having a little troutrlc rvith her
sw*Ilclw reflex. "I nev€r let an.vone get quite so close befsre you, you knorv." Xena gently
plac*d a sfrand of r*d-g*ld hair trchind Gabrielle's ear.

"Xenfi," it lvas a hoarse rvhisper. "I don't knorv if what I'm feeling is right...ttr not."
'oAnd.".rvhat arr ya* t'eeling?"

"11''ell...it's hard to destrihe."
tt'fry.tt

"I guess, yeaho well,I am a bard, &ren't I? An aspiring trard. You'd think I c*uld put it int*
wnrds. Wsrlldnnf ynu?"
"Mayhe it's...just a lack of experience, Gabrielle." The warior's tone rvas so ty$rm snd filled
with understanding. $ihe was taking pif.r on hcr young friend.
Gfihrielle swallowed k*rd, shyly met Xena's piercing hlue gaze. "Ccnld you...tear:h rce?" she

*sked hopefiulty *s she took Xenn's hando brought it to hcr eheek'
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