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CHAPTER 1

 


The early June sky blazed the kind of blue
you usually see only on magazine covers, with a few perfectly
placed, willowy clouds drifting by to provide a touch of character.
The waves on the Sound were dark and short, delivering a two foot
chop to the big cruiser, which sliced through them with a stable,
easy troll. Jason Raleigh put his feet up on the transom of his 12
meter sport yacht, Archimedes, ash-blond hair blowing in the
breeze, two fishing lines out, poles in the rod holders for the
moment, feeling at peace with the world.

It wasn’t that he loved fishing, far from
it. It was his younger brother Christopher who was captivated by
it, and with whom he enjoyed such times. It was a regular feature
of their visits North, when they synchronized their Summer
vacations to visit with their parents in southern Connecticut,
jointly maintaining a home in the picturesque town of Essex,
overlooking one of the more splendid water views of the Connecticut
River, where they'd grown up. A week earlier he'd boldly driven the
fast sport yacht along the Intercoastal Waterway from North
Carolina, where he lived and managed his own engineering firm,
piloting through the tumultuous and often dangerous Cape Hatteras,
directly North until he made Long Island Sound, a beautiful but
fierce stretch of water that ran by his scenic hometown.

“Jayce!” A distant male voice called from
the cabin below. “What do you want to drink?”

“We've some juice boxes down there, bring me
up one. Too hot for beer.”

“Got it!” Chris brought up sandwiches and
placed them on a stable tray table on the aft deck. He looked
around to absorb the charm of the warm, relatively dry day,
catching the few overhead gulls floating by, occasionally bantering
among themselves, scrounging about for food. “Think we ought to cut
the throttles back to a slower troll until we down lunch?” the
younger brother suggested.

“That occurred to me, but I was afraid we
might catch something,” Jason tossed back, his blue eyes glinting
at their duplicates in the equally handsome face that confronted
him.

“What a fishing machine!” Chris said; his
face was more deeply tanned and weathered than his older brother’s,
owing to the longer periods spent outdoors, as a Marine Biologist
in southern Florida, teaching at the University of Miami, and
working for an environmental research firm. These days were
busman’s holidays for him.

“Hey - I pilot the boat, you’re the
oceanographic expert. You let me enjoy the sea my way, and I’ll let
you enjoy it yours.”

“Right. Another dazzling proposal from the
genius engineer!” he quipped. He watched his elder stroll to the
cockpit and pull back the twin throttles, slowing the boat to a
pleasant couple of knots, the powerful turbocharged diesels barely
a perceptible rumble below. You could hear the waves gently splash
up against the bow and chines as they crept sturdily through the
light surf.

“So how's the scientist business in Miami,
these days?” Jason asked.

“Fascinating, as always. The last six months
we’ve focused on exploring more effective ways to extract elements
and minerals from the sea - along with more efficient desalination.
The dry places in the West can really use it. Be crucial in another
twenty-five years.”

“Mm-m. Eventually we could join forces to do
some work on the same team!”

“That’d be cool. You know
we farm out most of the engineering work, but so far it hasn’t
precisely been in your line. Hey, enough business, this is down
time. How’s Alycia? You know, we’ve gotta get together more often
so I can see my
godchild! Till I have some of my own, she’s all I’ve
got.”

“Yup. You come up to our
place more often, too. You don’t need an invitation, you know. ” He
reached out fingered the tautness of the fishing line, then leaned
back. “How are you guys doing with kids, anyway?”

“Oh, hell - don’t bring that up in front of
Anne! We’ve been trying the last year, after she got off the pill,
but - nothin’ yet.”

“Yeah? I thought you two were simply busy
with your lives, and had made that decision. Been checked out?”

“Sure. Annie’s squeamish about all that.
We’re on one of those conceptual rhythm systems now, you know,
where you take her temperature, have sex when it’s a little higher
than normal - whenever that is. Real romantic, I can tell you
that.”

“Sounds like it. Then again, it fits your
scientific perspective, doesn’t it?”

“Hey, my perspective’s not always
scientific! Yours just came right away, no troubles like this?”

“No. Nothing like that,” Jason said
thoughtfully, reflecting back to his deceased wife of five years.
It was a topic he'd not discuss with anyone else but his
brother.

Chris nodded his head as they both ate and
drank for the next several minutes. So far no fish had interrupted
their solitude. “What's she going to be now, eleven?” he asked.

“She’s twelve, Chris! Thirteen in a few
months - a teenager. Had her right after I got my bachelor’s
degree, remember? While you were still a Freshman at FSU.” There
was a two-year difference in their ages, thirty-four and
thirty-two; but Jason, always a brilliant student, had fast-tracked
his way through college far more speedily.

“Right. Man, time really moves. Hard to
believe.”

“That’s
the truth! She’s changing into a woman right
before my eyes - smart and
beautiful. You haven’t seen her in a few months;
she’s something! I almost get embarrassed looking at her, parading
around half-nude the way she does all the time. Amazing figure for
such a young girl, but, she’s been that way from birth -
beautiful.”

“That's for sure. Remind you much of Lynda?”
Chris referred to Alycia’s mother.

“A little, looks-wise. She’s much more
passionate about life - emotional.”

“That's
certainly different than her mother!”

“Mm-m. I love her exactly like that.”

“Yeah, me too.” Chris put his plate and beer
can down, grabbing the rod to check the line. “Mom and Anne should
be havin’ a great time together. Ma keeps buggin’ me about having
one like her.”

“Why don’t you tell her how it is?”

“Because, Annie's sensitive, and once Mom's
told, everybody on the planet will know. Annie'll freak.”

“You talk to Danny, Jayce? I know he’s been
pretty sick.” Chris referred to their longtime friend, whom they’d
boated and raced around with from childhood, Dan Paolillo, a
graphic artist who’d recently been battling a serous illness.

“Yeah. I’ve been asking him to come down to
Carolina and work with me, and he was intending to do just that,
but, his illness and treatments have kept him up in Massachusetts.
Hopefully he’ll beat this thing and we’ll get him down there. Been
meaning to expand the firm to include Graphic Design; but, without
Dan’s brilliance, I can’t do it. Nobody else I’d trust.”

“He’s going to divorce Ellen?”

“Oh yeah. She’s a cold fish, and their
marriage has been a platonic affair for a few years now. He stayed
with her because of his daughter.”

“God, I haven’t seen Lisa since she was
about two. She must be about ‘Lycia’s age now, huh.”

“Yeah,” Jason said thoughtfully, somberly
ruminating about his friend’s dire situation.

“A good wife in your life is important, Bro,
no doubt about it.”

The older brother made no response. They
both soaked up their floating silence and the cooling sea air for
several minutes.

“You need to get married again, Jay,” Chris
injected, “have more kids. Then if Annie and I can't have any, I’ll
be able to borrow some of yours.”

Jason chuckled. “One of these days soon.
Business has just been so -”

“Don’t give me this
business malarkey!” Chris interrupted. “You need to start looking
seriously! You’re daughter's a terrific little person, but you have
to get focusing on a live adult, with regular sex. Even
irregular sex!”

Jason smiled, letting the helpful humor seep
in. He finished the last of his sandwich.

“This shouldn't be a tough
thing to do, Jay! You’re smart, decent looking, you have a good
business, home, a boat. You should have a line of women at your door, for
godsakes.” Chris scrutinized his older brother. “Aren’t you worried
about how it’s going to affect Alycia?”

“Yeah,” he said distantly, “but, soon she’ll
grow out of her youth, and leave her Dad alone.”

“Kids survive, Big Brother. Your daughter
adores you, wants the best for you. Ever sat down and talked it
out, told her you're an adult man - you need adult
relationships!”

“Uh, no. That would be a great conversation!
Hi Honey, do you mind if Daddy brings a sexy bimbo home tonight so
I can screw her brains out!”

“There you go!” Chris responded
brightly.

“Yeah, you'd probably do just that,
too.”

“Of course!”

“She won't be crazy about the idea yet,” he
replied uncomfortably.

“And she’s nearly
thirteen? It's time, Bro! Promise you’ll do it soon! It’s tough enough on her
these last few years without a mother around.”

“I’ve thought about it, but - somehow, the
words just don't come out.”

Chris nodded sympathetically. “Engineer to
the bone, huh!”

The big brother shrugged.

“She's probably more savvy than you think.
Don’t underestimate her.”

“It’s not just that,
Chris. Here I am, I’ve worked my tail off - you know how much, nobody ever gave
us anything. Mom and Dad couldn’t send us to school without
scholarships and working. We worked and studied while other kids
played.”

“I recall! I was there. And I'm eternally
thankful for all your help, but so what? It built character in both
of us, right!”

Jason looked around him at the majesty of
the sea surrounding him, took in a deep breath and exhaled,
relaxing himself. “The women I run into - they look at what I have
- see what's in it for them. Emotion never enters into it. The only
good women I find are in my wildest dreams.”

“That’s a pretty jaded view of females, Big
Guy!”

“You say that because you were lucky enough
to find one of the few great ones. Annie's a fantastic woman! Let
me know if you ever want to let her go!”

“Don’t hold your breath!” he replied
quickly, with a smile. “Maybe you need a new community, Jay. You
might've used that little one up.”

“Nah. The Outer Banks is a great little
place - I hate mobs of people. Besides, folks are pretty much the
same all over.”

“Then time to make some new moves.” Chris
eyed the line before him critically, noticing its slight jiggling.
“Jayce,” he whispered, “I think we’ve got something nibbling on the
line.”

He pulled the rod out of the holder and put
it in his lap, secured in his fighting chair. The line began to
peel out slowly, and he yanked back abruptly to set the hook. The
line rushed out more quickly, as the fish ran with it.

“I’ve got a big one here.”

“Need some help?” Jason asked with a
smile.

“Yeah! Go heat up a frying pan!”

“Right.” He sat back in his chair, pulled a
floppy, white beachcomber hat over his eyes, and put his feet up
back on the transom, waiting for his brother to finish playing out
the fish.

 


* * * * * * * * * * * *

 


It was nearing seven PM as the Lisa Lee
picked up speed, heading Northeast, toward The River and home port.
The late afternoon sea had begun to chop, with the increasing
winds, now averaging four footers, making for rough going for the
twenty-four foot cruiser.

“Bart!” An attractive girl with long, auburn
hair shouted at the pilot. “Slow down! It’s too rough at this
speed.” The boat was pushing forty, it's top end.

“Calm down, Kerry Lynn, it’s cloudy and
gettin’ darker. We want to be home before nightfall.”

“We’re only a half-hour away,” Karen, the
girl’s shapely blonde-haired sister, said to her recent steady
boyfriend. “Maybe she’s right. Ouch!” She held her ample breasts
tight to herself with her left arm while clutching onto the back of
the pilot seat with the other; the boat had hit a slightly larger,
rogue wave.

“Why don’t you three sit in the back seat!
It’s the best ride in the house.” Bart pulled back the throttle,
allowing the three bikini-clad girls to make their way aft. “It’s
been a beautiful day, Girls. It gets a little lumpy when the wind
kicks up a bit.” Bart pushed the throttle forward to get on fast
plane again. The vessel responded sluggishly, so he nudged it
further forward. The nose of the boat pointed up in the air, higher
than normal. Finally it began to level off, the bow dropping
slowly. The girls talked amongst themselves, not detecting the
small change in ride.

“Bad gas,” Bart mumbled, content that the
boat was normally underway, even riding a bit smoother. He nudged
the throttles further. The vessel responded slowly, but inched its
speed upward.

“Whatever you did, Bart, it worked. The
ride’s better,” Kerry called.

“It’s the added weight back there!” he
returned.

Karen lightened her grip on the rail as the
boat rode somewhat easier, with only the occasional jolt, routinely
looking around them. She noted the small stream of water jetting
out from the rear, starboard fitting below her. “Bart!” she sang
out. “The bilge pump's on; water's coming out.”

“Automatic!” he shouted back, “Should stop
in a minute. Can’t be much there.”

In several minutes, as the boat continued
its lethargic maneuverability, Bart called back to Karen. “The
water stopped yet?”

Karen looked over side. “No! It’s the
same.”

“Damn,” the young Skipper said, slowing the
boat again. He kept the engine going, the vessel moving along at a
knot or two. “You girls get forward. I have to check under the
deck.”

They moved forward, watching the only male
aboard lift the aft bench seat, then the hatch covering the engine
compartment . Immediately he witnessed the problem: a foot of water
sloshed back and forth, just beneath the spark plug level of the V8
engine. Already the alternator was wet. He worried that if he shut
the engine down, he wouldn’t be able to restart it.

“What is it?” Kerry asked.

Suzanne Barkley, Karen's friend, anxiously
waited for a verdict.

“Took on some water. Might be a hole
somewhere. At this rate, we’ll fill up before we get to shore.”

“Oh God!” Suzanne said, the acrid taste of
fear stinging the back of her throat. “We’re going to drown! Is
there anyone that can help us?”

Bart looked around, nervous, but not
panicked. “We’ll send out a Mayday.” Late in the day, during early
June, no other boats were visible. Someone would come eventually,
but would it be in time to keep the boat from sinking? They were
more likely to die of exposure in the fifty degree water than
drowning; the boat was fairly buoyant and would take awhile to
sink. “Don’t worry,” he added, comforting them, “we'll find
someone. Might need a tow. Karen, get the life jackets for everyone
just to be safe.”

“Oh my God,” Suzanne complained. “How could
this happen? Did we hit anything?”

“Don’t think so. Can't see any hole from
here, and we should have felt it. It’s coming from somewhere. And
getting higher, even with the pump on. I knew I should've put that
high capacity pump in.”

“Great thought now, Bart!” Kerry quipped.
She and her sister were perennial boaters, having grown up along
the shoreline. At twenty-six, she was the oldest, two years older
than her sister and Suzanne, a few months older than Bart. She
felt, as always, it was her duty to be responsible; it was how she
was raised, the oldest of four. Heather, her youngest sister at
twenty-one, married last December and lived in Wyoming with her
husband, while their brother, Donald, Karen’s twin, was at UCLA
doing graduate work in Political Science.

“There’s one other problem, you know,” Kerry
whispered seriously to Bart.

“What?”

“It’s only June - just. We had a cold winter
and cool spring. The water's cold, even on a warm day. Out here
it’s even colder. You’d better hook up with someone soon or we
won't last an hour in the water.”

“I know,” he spoke softly. “We’ll get help
before then.”

“I hope you’re right, Bart. Drowning at sea
would ruin my whole day!” she tried to make light of the
situation.

“Yeah, I’ve heard that. I’m working on it,
Kerry Lynn!”

“Good. Let's have everyone put on their
warmer clothes just in case. You’d better get on that radio before
the water shorts out the battery.”

“Okay. Maybe if I put it on plane and hit
the throttles all the way, we might be able to beat it out.”

“If we have a hole, won’t we take in more
water? It doesn’t seem like it’s gone up since we’ve slowed. I
think it would be wiser to stay put. Let someone find us.”

“Yeah, maybe,” Bart sounded disgusted. “Let
me get on the radio. First damn time I've ever sent out a distress
call. And on a new boat!” He let the hatch fall down, and walked
forward. “We want you girls to put on your clothes to keep warm,
much as I love looking at you in your swim suits. Just in case the
water fills up with a little water.”

“Oh my God,” Suzanne reiterated softly.
“This can’t be happening. Why is this happening to me?”

“Suzanne,” Kerry said consolingly, “Just put
your clothing on, Honey. Everything will be all right, really.
We’re taking every precaution - the smart thing to do out here. Put
your clothes on, your life jacket over them, and stay calm. We’ll
be fine. Maybe you ought to get some hot coffee below before any
water gets down there. Karen, why don’t the two of you do
that?”

“Good idea,” the sister replied dutifully,
familiar with the role; she provided her sister with an anxious
frown. “Come on Suze, you’ll be okay.”

“Bring my things up, please, Karen,” the
eldest sister asked.

“Okay.” She tossed Kerry’s shorts and
sweatshirt up a minute later.

Bart held the radio mike, having sent out
his Maydays, and watched Kerry snuggle her excellent, exercised
figure into her tight clothes. “Hey, Big Sister, need some help
with that?” he teased her playfully, eyeing a figure which was only
a shade slimmer but more solid than his girlfriend’s bountiful
curves.

Kerry pursed her lips together and stared
him down.

“Never mind! Just trying to be helpful!”

“Sure. Help my sister. When she comes up.
I’ll be fine,” she answered briskly.

“Yeah, that’s what I hear from everyone that
meets you.”

“Excuse
me?”

“Sure - everyone says you’re extremely
self-sufficient, always in control, cool, in charge of every
situation.”

“Just a
bit of an exaggeration!
Even so, what’s wrong with that?”

“Nothing, I guess, except for the frostbite
anybody might get when they try to get friendly - or even walk
by.”

She stared at the man for a few moments,
then a smile grew on her lips, matching Bart’s. “Well, nobody’s
ever died from the chill yet. So don’t worry.”

Bart gave a quick laugh. “Now see? Much
better! You’re almost beautiful when you smile like that. As sexy
as Karen.”

“Thanks. But as much as I love my sister -
philosophically we have very different approaches to life.”

“That’s for sure. I’ve talked to some of the
guys you’ve turned down for dates. I’m not sure why the hell you do
that. Some of them are pretty decent guys! After all, who else have
you dated except those business stiffs at work?”

She stared at him with
some incredulity. “Since when is any of this your concern, Mr.
Campano?”

“I’m just sayin’, Ker. You’re a beautiful
girl, why don’t you lighten up a little, that’s all, give the world
a break. I’ll never understand how your sister can be so hot and
you so cold!”

“Well you don’t know
exactly how I am,
now do you!” she responded with some irritation, uncomfortable with
a description that was too close for comfort. “I keep my private
life private!”

“Hell, I’m just talkin’ about socializing
and conversation - forget about anything else!”

She took in a deep breath and exhaled
slowly, then smiled, knowing that no malice existed in Bart. It was
one of the main things her sister liked about him. “I’ll keep it in
mind. Now, hadn’t you better get back on the phone?”

“Sure-sure.”

“Nothing personal, Mr.
Campano, but I do get a little nervous at the prospects of dying from exposure
out here. The radio?” She gestured toward the device.

Bart laughed, betraying more than a trace of
nervousness; then began transmitting again.

 


* * * * * * * * * * * *

 


Jason reeled in the last of his fishing line
readying it to pack away. “That’ll do it for the fishing experiment
today, Chris.”

The younger brother nodded, continuing to
reel in line slowly, waiting for that last minute nibble. “Not much
biting out today. Sometimes a chop will do that. Disturbs the
fish’s environment in comparatively shallow waters - they get
spooked.”

“That’s the Marine
Scientist's technical explanation?” Jason said, smiling broadly,
“They get spooked?”

“Right! Good enough for you lay-people. The
couple eels that bit indicate that too. They’ll bite in a blow. So
will the Sea Robins - of course, they’ll bite in anything.”

“Sure, but you can’t eat them, they’re
poisonous. Right? ”

“Actually, there’s this little part just
behind the head - ”

“Great, great! Just don’t serve it at your
mother’s house!”

“Nah, we throw them back. They’re really too
weird too eat. Some of the guys think they go back to prehistoric
times.”

“Fascinating. So,
what do we have
- Doc?”

“A few fluke, couple eels. I threw the sand
shark back.”

“Good move!”

“Actually you can eat them, too, you just
have to -”

“I know! Shark stew. Forget it! What
else?”

“Uh-h, two blacks. That’s it. Kind of a
smorgasbord. Not much for a day’s fishing.”

“I’ll say. Figuring the cost of the
equipment, that puts them at about ten times the price of Beluga
caviar.” He laughed robustly.

“Right. Fortunately, that’s not the only
reason we’re out here.”

“True. At least Mom and Dad can make
anything taste good. We’ll keep ‘em on ice tonight and they’ll do
something with them tomorrow. Is everyone supposed to eat there
tonight, or what?”

“Don’t know. Did she say they were going to
wait?”

“I didn’t ask. Not that it’s a problem. The
kid sees me all the time. She needs some Q time with her
grandparents. Alycia’s been planning this for a couple months. She
won’t miss me for a night. Why? You want to stay out here and eat
something? A little choppy.”

Chris scanned the clear horizon,
professionally eyeing the capping waves around the boat. “Nothin’
much to affect us - three, four footers. Will only bother the
little guys, if any of them are still out this early. You always
get a few caught with their pants down. Let’s see, where are we?
Which heading's home?”

“Northwest. That way.” He pointed off the
port side bow.

“Right. Tide’s coming in. Pull up the hook
and let her drift. The wind'll push us toward home, and the ride
will be fine. Then we'll grab some eats. Long as we’re home by
nine, ten.”

“Don’t you ever get tired of being out here?
After all, you’re out on the ocean half the week. For me it’s a
thrill, when I have the chance to get out here.”

“Never. It’s beautiful out here. It’s -
life. You want some more sandwiches, or you want to cook something
up?” he asked Jason.

The eldest brother made his way to the
command station and pulled the windless switch which reeled in the
anchor. “I have some chicken with lemon and garlic that Dad cooked
up, and there’s a few containers of salads: potato, tuna, greens.
Sound okay?”

“Sure, fine.”

Jason walked down the circular companionway
stairs leading to the galley.

“Hey Jay? I’ve been meaning to ask you.
Lynda’s crazy sister Janine ever contact you again?” He followed
his brother.

“Why would you
bring her up?”
Jason turned to look at his brother.

Chris shrugged, “Because
she was such a nutty pain in the neck for awhile! She
harassed you enough.
Just checking to see everything's all right on the home
front.”

Jason stared at him for a few moments before
speaking. “It is. Every once in awhile she bugs me, but I think
she's finally out of our life. Except in a couple of
nightmares!”

“Yeh, I remember you told me. The ones where
she took the kid. Weird.”

“For sure.”

“I think she truly is insane, Jason,” he
stated professionally.

“Yeah.” The older brother continued
retrieving food from the refrigerator, grabbed the chicken to put
in the microwave, having turned on the generator. “Clean up the aft
deck while I get the stuff ready. Put the trays up. After all,
we’re here for the atmosphere.”

“Right.” Chris rearranged the rear deck
seating from fishing to lounging posture.

It was several minutes later when the Marine
Biologist heard the Mayday on the hushed radio. Jason was coming up
the stairs with a couple of platters and caught the end of the
broadcast.

“What’s up?” Jason asked.

“Small cruiser, about fifteen miles
East-Southeast of us. Taking on water. The guy on the mike sounds
nervous.”

“How small?” He put the plates down on a
tray.

“Twenty-four, he said.”

“Heck, that’s not too bad. Unless he’s got a
two-foot hole in the thing. We’ve been out here in worse weather
with much smaller boats! They’re probably scared though. Maybe a
little cold. Turn it up. Let’s see if anyone else close
responds.”

He turned the volume level higher. “We’re
about twenty minutes away. Less with those turbo-diesels full
out.”

“Yeah. Might have to tow them in. That’d
kill the day right there, and we wouldn’t get home until late.”

“True,” Chris responded in kind, equally
unenthused.

They listened to the radio as they munched
on their dinner. The Coast Guard responded, but was involved in an
investigation close to Montauk. It would be an hour and a half
before they could get a boat over. They ascertained that the
situation was not immediately life-threatening, that the major
danger would be from exposure as the boat sunk; they'd be okay for
several hours yet. They could be there before it got critical if no
other boats were available.

A tow boat called in from New Haven Harbor,
poking its way to home port at Cedar Island Marina in Clinton, West
of Lisa Lee’s position, but wouldn’t be there for a few hours.
Within five minutes the Raleighs knew that they were closest and
all other options were off. Agreeing in a nod, Jason revved up the
powerful turbocharged engines while Chris quickly secured the food
below. Two minutes later, both men in the command seat, they headed
swiftly eastward toward the troubled vessel, notifying the Coast
Guard.

“Lisa Lee, Lisa Lee, this is Archimedes. We
are on route to your position. We will rendezvous at your location
within twenty minutes.” Chris manned the communications while his
brother piloted the boat at a fast cruising speed, just over
forty-five knots, about two-thirds throttle in the fast cruiser.
“Shut down your engines and keep the pump on. Check your bilge for
any hole and plug it with clothing or flotation devices if you find
one. Let us know if you have any further complications.”

“Roger, Archimedes. And thank you!” came the
pilot’s reply.

Within ten minutes the larger boat was able
to catch sight of the stranded vessel off the port bow. It had
already popped up on the Archimedes’ radar screen. It was nearing
eight o’clock, but still light enough to see. Lisa Lee had her
running lights on, as requested, and was easy to pick out.

Jason slowed the yacht to under twenty knots
as they approached the smaller vessel. In a minute, Archimedes
pulled along side.

“Hey, gang,” Jason called out. “Somebody
need a lift?”

“I’ll say!” Kerry McKenna responded, smiling
warmly at the larger boat’s captain.

“Everybody okay?” Chris continued
seriously.

“Yes,” Kerry returned, still looking at
Jason. “What should we do now?”

“Water still coming in?” Chris asked.

“I'm not sure,” she replied. “It hasn't
gotten worse. Maybe Bart knows. He’s the owner.”

Bart came up behind Kerry and addressed them
for the first time. “Seems to have gotten slower since we shut the
engine off. I didn’t do it immediately because I thought the pump
might stop.”

“Engine's shut down now?” Jason asked.

“Yeah. Everything’s off except the pump,”
Bart answered. “But it’s weak.”

The two brothers stared at each other a few
moments thinking.

“Take over the helm,” the eldest finally
said. “I’m going to jump aboard and see if I can tell what’s wrong.
I have an idea.”

“Sure.”

The brothers switched positions and Jason
continued to the back of the boat, climbed down to the swim
platform, and jumped aboard the smaller vessel.

“Hi,” he said to Bart and Kerry, once aboard
Lisa Lee. “Jason Raleigh. That’s my brother Chris aboard our
boat.”

“Hi,” they both returned, nearly in unison.
“Kerry Lynn McKenna,” the attractive female said, extending a
hand.

Jason took it, noting a firm grip and a long
look from emerald green eyes that bore inquisitively into his own.
He smiled amiably and gave her hand a squeeze back, noting a quick
grin from her in response.

“This is Bart Campano, the owner,” she
continued, still holding his hand, and his gaze, for another
minute.

The blond Skipper nodded. “Good to meet
you,” he stated formally, taking his eyes off the pretty passenger.
“The others below?”

“Yes,” Kerry spoke up again, apparently in
charge of the situation. She smiled pleasantly again, directing the
conversation for her side to Jason Raleigh once again.

“Good,” the Archimedes Skipper said.
“Remember hitting anything, a rock, a submerged stick or log,
anything like that?”

“Nothing,” Bart was finally able to get a
word in. “That’s what makes it strange. I can’t find the damn hole
anywhere. But there’s obviously one there somewhere.”

“This is a new boat?”

“Yes, right.”

“This happened while you were under way,
boat got heavy, hard to put on plane, sluggish?”

“Yeah! That’s right. You know what it
is?”

“That would be wonderful if you did,” Kerry
added, then quickly appended her statement. “Actually, it would be
wonderful if you could fix it. Is - that something you can do?”

Jason smiled at her, intrigued by her
intelligence, self-control, and unaffected beauty. “I’ll see what I
can do.” He went to the transom and opened the hatch to the bilge.
All he could see was water, sloshing around the engine. He looked
around for anything broken, running his hands over the engine,
under the water where he couldn’t see. He climbed down deeper, in
water up to his knees, squatting to feel around the compartment,
along the sides and into the rear. He waded around to the left,
port, side and felt behind the engine, earnestly grasping and
pushing with his left hand.

All four passengers were now watching him on
the rear deck.

Jason stood up and looked about him,
noticing the audience. “Folks, you ought to get up front to balance
off the boat, otherwise your weight sinks us deeper back here where
we need it least and draws in more water. Skipper, you can remain
to render a hand if I need it.”

“Do you think you can fix it, Mr. Raleigh?”
Kerry asked him, watching intently, not at all interested in going
into the cabin.

“It's Jason. I’ll be able to tell in a few
minutes. I believe I can stop the main leak.”

“You mean there’s more than one?” she asked
him.

“Not sure yet. I'll know soon. You’re in no
danger of sinking now. The leak's not very big. No need to worry
unduly. We’ll get you fixed up, one way or the other.”

She nodded, feeling somewhat relaxed, still
not moving toward the cabin with her sister and Suzanne.

“I’ll be right back.” Jason climbed back on
Archimedes and went to the rear storage compartments.

“Know what it is?” Chris asked.

“Think so. Same problem we had as kids,
remember? Off Branford Point?”

“Sure! The water pickup system. On our new
boat!”

“Yeah! Happens sometimes when the crew
doesn’t check everything out before taking the maiden voyage.”

“Just like we did.” Chris laughed at the
memory.

“Precisely. Often the hose clamps on these
newer boats are inadequate. What the heck do they think they’re
saving, fifty cents, a buck?” Jason griped professionally, as he
grabbed some tools and a heavy duty hose clamp, then jumped back
aboard the smaller boat. He noticed Bart and Kerry still standing
at the rear. He said nothing further about the girl moving forward,
since the view was enticing, in her tightly fitted shorts and
clinging white sweatshirt; her excellent figure was evident.

Climbing down below again, he worked his
hands under the water at the rear of the engine, putting the new
hose clamp on, then tightening it with a screwdriver. Only
experienced hands enabled him to move as fast as he was in the
dwindling light and poor working conditions. He grit his teeth and
gave a last turn on the wet screwdriver, tightening it as much as
he deemed necessary, then feeling about to verify his work.

He stood up and stretched out the kinks from
working in cramped quarters. Night was falling. The smallest crest
of a reddish sun was barely visible above the waterline at the
horizon, laying down a dim, yellow streak up to their position.

“Can I help you with something?” Kerry
asked, beating out Bart again in conversation.

“I think we're there! We’ll have to check it
out. You’ll need to flush that salt water out of the engine and
alternator as fast as possible. I’m going to tie a couple of ropes
to you and tow you out for a bit. Now, you have a drain plug at the
base of the transom, you know where that is?” He addressed Bart
Campano.

“Yes, sure, I know where it is,” Bart
answered cautiously. “Why?”

“It’ll take your pump too long to pump it
out. You need a bigger pump. Four or five times the capacity to do
you any real good.”

“I know. I’ll get it as soon as I get
back.”

“Cheap protection,” Jason continued. “I’m
going to attach a couple of ropes to you and pull you up.”

“Can you do that?” Kerry asked. “Get your
boat up and pull up ours, too?” Her eyes were wide.

“No problem. I have plenty of power. All I
have to do is get you going a bit to create an efficient drag back
there.” He turned to Bart. “I’ll signal you as we get going. Then I
want you to pull out the plug.”

“What?”
Bart asked, incredulous. “The boat’ll flood worse
than it is!”

“No, it won’t. It will allow the water to
drain out. That’s why we call it a drain plug.”

“I thought that was only when you were
dry-docked.”

“No, it works when you’re underway also.
See, the forward motion of the boat creates a vacuum in the rear of
the boat, as the water passes by. That will pull the water out -
rather quickly, actually. You tell this pretty young lady, here -
”

“Kerry,” she said impulsively, more than a
little impressed.

“Kerry.” He nodded
politely toward her, indicating he remembered. “Bart, you tell
Kerry when the water's completely gone, then Kerry, you signal us.
Bart, be sure to put the plug securely back in before signaling
Kerry - otherwise the boat will
take on water when it stops. Got it?”

“Yes. You
sure about this, Mr.
Raleigh?” Bart responded uncertainly.

“Jason. I'm positive. It’s done all the
time.”

Kerry nodded her head approvingly.

In several minutes Chris and Jason had
rigged two sturdy lines to Lisa Lee, attaching them to the rear tow
rings on the transom of the larger vessel. They took off, slowly
pulling the smaller boat up to about fifteen knots. In less than
ten minutes Kerry gave the signal that the water was gone. Chris
slowed down the Archimedes to a halt. As the powerful yacht slowly
pulled along side the smaller vessel, Jason jumped back aboard Lisa
Lee to inspect.

Looking into the clean and clear bilge, he
announced, “I think we've done it.” He reached down in the rear of
the engine and brought out a circular piece of shiny metal. “This
is the culprit.” He handed it to the Bart.

“This? It’s a hose clamp!”

“Right. A bad one - too thin to do the job.
Once it blew off, your engine pumped water into the boat. The
pump's too small to handle it. Once you stopped, a bigger bilge
pump would've helped a lot - kept you afloat. You should be able to
start the engine now.”

Bart nodded, and immediately complied.

“I must say, Jason,” the attractive,
auburn-haired girl began, smiling pleasantly, “this was very
professionally done. I’m extremely impressed. Do you do this sort
of thing for a living? Are you a boat mechanic? Or just an
all-around great guy?” Her enthusiasm toward him was apparent.

The Archimedes Skipper laughed. “Actually,
I’m an engineer, but I’ve been around boats all my life. Both of us
have, since we were kids. We raced them back then, too. So you do
have to know what's going on - if you’re going to be out here.”

“I see. Well it’s still very
impressive.”

“Thanks. We were close. Most people out here
would be as helpful.”

“Thank you just the same.”

“You’re not home yet. You can thank me
then.”

She smiled amicably. “I think I just might!”
Her sparkling green eyes flirted demurely with him.

He answered with his own smile.

Bart came out from the cabin. “Kerry,
Suzanne's sick to her stomach. I hate to impose, but maybe she
should go with you on the bigger boat, Jason. The ride’s got to be
better.”

“Sure. Think nothing of it,” Jason
responded. “I was going to suggest that everyone but the pilot come
aboard with us.”

Karen and Suzanne came out of the cabin, the
latter looking pale and upset.

“Kerry,” her sister, Karen, began, “you go
aboard the big boat with Suzanne. I’ll stay here with Bart on the
way back. After all, he is my boyfriend.”

Bart cranked the engine over.

Jason nodded at him, then watched the bilge
for any leak. None came. He untied the tow lines from the smaller
boat and tossed them to Chris, who grabbed them up for storage.
“The two boats should go in together for safety’s sake, especially
with darkness falling. You'll want to run this to charge the
battery and get everything dry, but be sure to thoroughly flush
everything with fresh water when you get in port, Bart.”

“Get all the salt out, yeah. I’ll remember
that.”

“I'll stay with Bart, here, thanks,” Karen
said, “I don’t want him to be alone.”

“Good girl,” Jason commented. “The two of
you come aboard and we’ll get going. It’ll be pitch black pretty
soon. No moon tonight. You stay right behind me. We have radar and
GPS. We'll home right in. You people going into the River?”

“Yes.”

“Good. So are we. We'll be there inside a
half-hour.”

“Great,” Bart answered.

“We’ll head in at about twenty-five knots. A
fast cruise for you, but shouldn’t be a problem. Let us know if you
have any trouble keeping up. Stay behind me and we’ll clear out
most of the rough water for you. We'll be in before ten, with no
other problems. And then,” Jason looked up to his brother, “we can
finish supper!”

“I’m sorry we made you miss your dinner,
Jason,” Kerry said to him softly and sincerely as they climbed
aboard the Archimedes’ swim platform. “It was really a wonderful
thing you did, going out of your way like that. I wish there were
some way to make it up to you.”

“It’s okay. These things happen. It’s part
of the responsibility we share for being out here. Next time it’ll
be your turn to help somebody.”

She smiled and helped Suzanne up the rear
steps and aboard the bigger vessel. Jason followed, Chris already
in the command seat, keeping the boat at proper attitude.

“Both your clothes dry enough?” Jason asked
the two girls.

“I’m fine, Jason, thank you” Kerry Lynn
answered with thoughtful politeness, then turned to look at
Suzanne. “You dry, Suze?”

“Yes. Just my socks are a little wet. Nice
that this boat is so steady.”

The Captain nodded at them both, spending an
extra moment looking over the shapely auburn-haired girl, who
smiled charmingly back.

“You two get below. I’ll come down in a
couple of minutes and turn the temp up on the air conditioning so
you’ll be dry and warm. There’s some hot coffee on down there. Have
a cup. The ride should be pretty decent all the way back. Just the
occasional odd wave, but even that will be comparatively soft for
you. It’s a sturdy, rough water boat, very steady, especially at
the speed we’ll be going.

“Rest in the aft cabin, Suzanne, it’s most
stable there. Let us know if you need anything else. Okay?”

“Thank you very much,” Suzanne said, with
genuine emotion.

Kerry nodded in sympathy with the
remark.

Jason quickly climbed up the companionway
stairs and jumped into the seat next to his brother, immediately
checking the chart, GPS, and Radar.

“Everything okay down there?” Chris
asked.

“Fine. Some nervousness, that’s all.” Jason
turned to check the smaller boat behind, looking to be in good
shape to begin the journey back. “Let’s head home. I’ll go back
down in a minute and check on how they’re doing. Turn up the
air.”

“The chop’s starting to smooth out with
nightfall,” Chris stated as they moved toward shore, “should be a
good ride back for them.” He watched his brother silently
monitoring the instruments. “You okay?”

“Yeah. I’m fine. Why?”

“You seem a little thoughtful.” Chris pushed
the throttles forward to put the fast sport yacht up on plane. He
levelled the boat off at thirty knots to get its attitude quickly
level, then throttled back to twenty-five for the cruise home.

The older brother turned around and looked
to the smaller vessel tagging behind, for another minute or two.
“They're doing okay back there.”

“Good,” Chris said, leaning back. “Not a bad
looking’ crew there, huh, Jayce?” Chris jabbed an elbow into
Jason’s side.

The older brother turned to him with a
smile. “No, not bad at all. Why, you need a date?” he kidded
him.

“Yeah! For you! I've got my own little
beauty back home - remember?”

“Yes I do!”

“Well, you’re not going to get a better
opportunity to make points with a girl than rescuing her at sea!
Criminey!”

Jason’s blue eyes gleamed. “You may have a
point.”

“I know. Did you notice
that girl, Kerry, not only pretty, but fairly calm and collected,
considering the circumstances? There's something to her - classy.
She certainly took a good look at you. The blonde’s a little
more my type.”

“Yeah. I noticed them. You don’t need to be
a scientist to see everything.”

“You need something! Why don’t you go down
there and get to know them better. Get a date! We have nothin’ to
do for a half-hour. I'll handle things topside.”

“Maybe I
will go down to see how
everything’s going.”

“Good idea!” Chris grinned.

Jason sneered at his sibling jokingly, then
stepped out of the command seat and walked down to the cabin
door.

Coming down the stairs, he saw the
enchanting Kerry Lynn pouring two cups of coffee from the pot that
had been anchored on the stove by a bracket.

“Hi!” she said brightly, noticing the
Captain entering the galley. “Hard to believe I can do this
underway. This boat’s very stable. Need some coffee?” she asked
cheerfully.

“No. Save it for you two. Chris and I will
have ours later. I’ll check the air temp back here,” he answered,
reading the thermostat, turning the heat up five degrees. “That
should be comfortable and dry.”

“Thank you. Gee, I
keep repeating myself.”

“You can stop. We’re just being neighborly
out here.” He turned and walked over to the occupant in the rear
cabin. “Are you all right in there, Suzanne?”

“Yes, I’m much better now, thanks. How long
until we get home?”

“About twenty-five minutes. Shouldn’t be too
unpleasant.”

“No, not at all. Not in this boat. What a
great ride!”

“Want any coffee, Suze?” Kerry asked from
the galley.

“No. My stomach is just getting settled.
I'll wait until I get home before I put anything else in it.”

“Okay! Well,” she said to Jason who'd walked
back to her side in the galley, “that leaves me with an extra cup.
Have some? After all, you're trying to be neighborly.”

“Okay. I’ll have to get back up top with
Chris to monitor the instruments as we approach the River. It's a
little dicey out there at night, wandering through the buoys,
rocks, and lobster pots around the mouth. Especially in the dark,
and with low tide coming in.”

“I know what you mean. I don’t think I’ve
ever come back in when it’s been this black out. Not even a moon! I
suppose it can be scary.”

“It can. You don’t seem to be too frightened
of it though.” He looked deeply into the pretty green eyes.

“Well, I’m
here! With you, the
gallant knight who saved us. Should I be?”

“No. We’re pretty familiar with everything.
We know what we’re doing.”

“I was sure you did,” she offered, sipping
her coffee.

“Do you all come out here often?” Jason
asked, drinking from his own cup.

“Every now and then. Suzanne was my sister’s
old roommate in college - they’re still chummy - and Bart is
Karen’s current boyfriend. I tag along when I get the chance. It’s
really a treat.”

“You like it out here?”

“I love it. I don’t get out here often
enough, it’s really picturesque. And, not having a boat of our own,
we rely on others.”

The Skipper nodded. “How long were you
out?”

“I got to the marina about one-thirty. We’ve
been out here since then. It was a beautiful day, nice and warm.
But it's cold at night this early in the season.”

“Sure is.”

There were a few minutes of silence as they
rode and drank from their coffee cups.

It was Kerry who spoke finally. “I can’t
tell you how sensational this boat is, Jason. Not only is it
gorgeous, but it rides so smoothly! It’s almost hard to believe
we’re going.” Kerry put her cup in the sink, taking Jason’s and
doing likewise.

“We like it. Our home away from home.”

“A beautiful one! Want me to clean these?
There aren’t any others here; it looks like you boys are pretty
neat.”

“That’s okay. Leave them for us when we get
back to port.”

“Are you sure? It’s no trouble.”

“We’re fine. We don’t put our rescuees to
work here!” He smiled again at her, as she put the cups in the
sink.

Kerry turned back to face
him. “How nice. Oops!” The boat had suddenly lurched, hitting a larger wave, and
Kerry fell into Jason’s chest; he caught her shoulders in strong
hands, and held her against him.

“Sorry!
Couldn’t miss that one!” They heard the voice
from the top call out.

The two laughed at each other, the boat’s
Captain not letting go of her quite yet. The feel of her shapely
body against his was tantalizing.

“What was that?” came Suzanne’s meek voice
from the aft cabin.

“Just a rogue wave,” Jason answered, still
closely watching the girl he held, “a little bigger than the
others. Everything’s okay. You feel all right?”

“Yes. Fine now.”

“Okay.” He continued to hold Kerry Lynn, who
was not at all perturbed at the turn of events. “I, uh, guess I
should thank my brother for that one, huh. It was kind of nice
bumping into you!”

“I was thinking the same thing,” she stated
softly, placing her hands on his hips and smiling warmly back at
him.

“Hm! How about that.”

The two passengers stared silently into each
other’s eyes for a few minutes, their bodies close together, while
they held onto each other, after which Kerry gave a delicate
shrug.

The Skipper rubbed his hands lightly on the
entrancing girl’s shoulders, before letting go. “Well. I guess I
ought to be getting up top with Chris. If you need anything - food,
facilities, whatever - we’ve got everything, you’re welcome to
it.”

Kerry Lynn nodded, still looking into his
deep blue eyes.

“I’ll see you later, when we get into the
River, near the marina.”

“Okay,” she returned softly.

He turned from her and bounded up the steps
to the bridge.

“Whew,” the attractive young lady said,
leaning back against the sink counter, feeling warmed by the
handsome Skipper with whom she'd just been in close contact. She
walked to the aft cabin and looked in on Suzanne. “Doing all right,
Honey?”

“Yes. Are
you?”

“Mm-hmm,” she answered absently, staring
into the bulkhead wall, smiling.

“You looked like you were getting pretty
chummy with that Captain. You have a hazy look in your eyes.”

“Look? What look? Oh!
Well, he did save
us at sea. You can’t help feel a little obliged.”

The brunette sighed. “How long do you think
it’ll take to get back to the marina now?”

“Hm?” she responded absently. “Uhm, oh,
about fifteen minutes or so. Meanwhile, we get to relax here, in
this beautiful yacht. A nice end to a very nice day.”

“For you maybe.”

“Yes it was!” she said thoughtfully. “You’ll
be fine, Suze. Anything I can get you? He has a whole refrigerator
full of stuff.”

“You’d just
take it?”

“Sure! He said use anything we wanted. It’s
just food, Suzanne, not the crown jewels! Want something?”

“No. I’ll wait until I get home.”

“Fine. Then enjoy the ride.” Kerry walked
back into the kitchen and looked into the sink, spying the two
cups. She smiled, washed them out, then opened up the cabinets
until she found the one with like cups, and secured them and the
cabinet door.

She looked around and further inspected the
boat’s interior, gaging it with a practiced eye, then sat down in
the dinette area and waited until the vessel slowed.

 


Jason sat down next to his brother on the
command bridge and checked over the instruments: GPS, radar, depth
finder. Then he looked over the chart he had next to the compass
and checked their position. “Not bad! You didn’t get lost!”

“Yeah! So how’d it go with the girls?
Anything happen?”

“Like what?”

“Like, anything!”

“I was only down there for about ten
minutes! We talked a little.”

“You and the redhead?”

“Yes. Seems like a nice girl, all right.
Very collected and intelligent. Classy.”

“Not to mention great to look at,” Chris
added.

“Not to mention.”

“Seems like a different type than you’ve
been seeing.”

“Tell
me about it.”

“Your fault, Big Brother. About time you got
someone like that in your life. Know what I mean?”

“I am able to grasp the concept!”

“Then grasp this!
Ask her
out! If you can’t make
points with a thankful girl you just rescued at sea, you
truly are hopeless!”

“Thanks for the encouragement.”

“Don't mention it.
I owe you.”

 


* * * * * * * * * * * *

 


It was five till ten when Archimedes pulled
into dock at Essex. The small white and colored lights gleaming
along Essex Island Marina broadcast the way in for the several
hundred sailboats and yachts moored there. Jason hustled down below
and informed the girls.

“Wonderful! The ride's been fabulous,
Jason,” Kerry Lynn spoke for both of them. “This is such a
beautiful boat. It’s certainly going to spoil me for anything less.
I keep repeating myself, but thanks so much for coming to our aid.
I won’t ever forget this experience.”

The two smiled, boldly taking another deep
look into each other’s eyes.

Jason broke the silence, “Well then, seeing
as how you owe me one, you might have dinner with me sometime soon,
either out somewhere, or aboard. We give great meals here.”

She smiled broadly back at him, obviously
pleased that he'd asked. “That would be lovely. You’re not, uhm,
married, or anything, are you?” she asked hesitantly, shaking her
head, frowning slightly, but displaying no embarrassment.

Suzanne’s eyebrows raised at what she
believed to be Kerry’s brazenness.

“No.”

“Fine. I’m in the Old Lyme phone book. Kerry
Lynn McKenna.” She extended her hand in friendship.

“Fair enough.” Jason returned her handshake
gently, taking special notice of the firm squeeze she initiated
once again. “I’ll call you sometime soon,” he added, as they
continued holding each other’s hand.

“Hey Jayce. The other boat’s waiting. They
have a little ways up river to go yet,” Chris called.

“Well, ladies, time to go.” Jason finally
let the warm handshake break. Suzanne went first, Kerry trailing.
“Kerry?” he called softly.

She backed down the stairway a step, her
emerald green eyes wide, looking pleasantly into the youthfully
handsome face. “Yes?”

“I would like to call you sometime
soon. But I’m only in Connecticut visiting my parents with Chris
for a few weeks. Then I have to return to North Carolina, where I
live and work now.”

“Oh. That’s okay.” She
quickly analyzed the statement. “I’m usually home after six. I have
a fairly open agenda the next couple of weeks. I’m sure I’d enjoy
spending a little time with you.”

Jason nodded. “Great. I have the same
feeling. You seem like a pretty direct young woman,” he commented,
surprised at his own interest.

Kerry Lynn raised her golden eyebrows.
“Bother you?”

“No! It kind of - cuts through the haze. You
know?” His sandy blond hair was casually windblown around his head,
framing a youthful countenance.

She nodded understandingly. “You seemed
rather no-nonsense yourself.” She tilted her head charmingly.
“Perhaps we share that.” She leaned toward him, placing a hand on
his shoulder for balance, moving her head close to the side of his
face, intending to give him a kiss on the cheek. The handsome
Skipper immediately grabbed her arm for stability, and the two
looked deeply into each other’s eyes once more from this closer
vantage. It took a moment for Kerry Lynn to make an
uncharacteristic decision, then she kissed him softly on the lips,
lingering there a minute, parting her lips just enough to click
their teeth, and touch tongues for a moment; then she pulled back
and smiled warmly, feeling a sensual thrill furtively diffuse
throughout her body.

Jason returned the smile,
feeling himself mildly stimulated at the unexpected gesture from
the arresting young woman. “That
was a pleasant surprise,” he commented in a
hushed, deep voice.

“Yes, for both of us.”

“I’ll be kind of looking forward to doing it
again,” the Skipper said.

His charming shipmate nodded, then sighed as
she continued gazing into his eyes. “Once again, Jason,” she began,
softly and sincerely, “thank you so much. I'll never forget this.
All my tragedies should wind up this good. I’ll definitely look
forward to your call.”

“Are you coming, Kerry?” Suzanne called
down. “Bart and Karen are waiting to get back, not to mention me.
This has been quite a day. It can’t end too soon.”

The couple laughed as Jason followed Kerry
back up the stairs. He watched the two women climb aboard the
smaller boat, now resting easily inside the protection of the
marina, feeling fairly good about himself.

Chris leaned over next to him from the pilot
seat. “You ask her?”

Jason gritted his teeth and thrust out his
lower jaw. “I asked her.”

“She say yes?”

“She said yes.”

“Good thing you have me along to tell you
how to do all these things.”

Jason looked over to his brother with a
serious expression. “Good thing! Dock the boat, Doc!”

“Okay, Cap,” Chris grinned back at him.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER 2

 


 


The Raleighs lived with their small families
in a jointly-owned Northern vacation hideaway. It created a loving
family atmosphere which they all relished during their regular
meetings throughout the year. Anne and Alycia arose first the next
morning, followed closely by Jason, who needed little sleep, lastly
by Chris, who luxuriated in the late rest such occasions afforded
him.

A beautiful and precocious young girl,
Alycia was completely open and shameless, sleeping in little or
nothing, and on occasion paraded around the house that way. Her
aunt Anne admonished her to cover up, as her body was becoming
mature, yet her response was a charming giggle and smile, and
little compliance.

“Uncle Chris? Daddy and Aunt Annie made
breakfast, it’s time for you to eat,” Alycia informed him, as he
walked downstairs, pulling a powder blue tee shirt over her naked
and amply developing chest, her large blue eyes, mirrors of her
menfolk.

“Uh-h, thanks, Honey. I smelled the coffee,”
Chris said, kissing her on the cheek as he walked by. He tucked a
navy tee shirt into his grey shorts. “Criminey!” he uttered,
catching a curvaceous eyeful of his blossoming young niece.

“Finally, sleepy head,” Annie said as he
strolled into the kitchen, clothed in a sheer, light robe, only her
panties on beneath.

“Hey. How often can I sleep in past nine?”
He wrapped his arms around her from the back, giving her a kiss and
a squeeze.

“Your godchild's wondering when she's going
to spend time with the male contingent of the family,” she
continued.

Jason looked on, amused.

“Did you and Dad catch lots of fish
yesterday?” Alycia leaned on her elbows nearly a foot into the
table top in Chris’s direction.

“Alycia!” Jason called softly, “No elbows,
please?”

She moved them back quickly.

“We caught a few, not much for a day’s work.
‘Course, there were those four large ones we got at the end.”

“Chris,” Jason admonished.

The younger brother merely smiled.

“Are they in the freezer downstairs?” the
young girl asked.

“The one’s we kept are, sure. Your father’s
going to bring them to your grandparents tonight to cook.”

“Anything that I like?”

“No lobster or crab, Sweetheart!” her uncle
answered, referring to her favorites. He munched on a piece of
buttered rye toast that Annie had just placed in the bread
basket.

The child laughed happily.

“I understand that you aided a boat in
distress, last night, Jason,” Annie stated. “Alycia started telling
me.”

Jason looked over to his brother, who
briefly tilted his head, the one responsible for the late
information to his daughter.

“Funny you boys didn’t mention it to
me.”

“It was late, and nothing major happened.
Just didn’t get around to it, Hon,” her husband answered
impassively.

“That’s right,” the eldest brother added,
“Guy had a problem like Chris and I did when we were kids boating
in Branford Harbor. Fortunately it was easy to fix and we led them
into port. No big deal, really.”

“Hey, neat, Dad. You guys saved them.”

“I’ll bet
they thought it was a
big deal,” Annie commented. “I know I would. Who want’s to be out
there sinking in a small boat in the dark? And cold!”

“Yeah, Dad. Did they thank you?”

“Of course.”

“Were they all men?”

“What is this, twenty questions?” her father
asked.

“I’m just asking until you sit down and eat,
Dad.”

“There was a woman and her boyfriend, her
roommate, and her sister.” He took the cheese omelette off the rear
burner and slid it into Annie’s dish.

“Three women and one man,” Annie observed
quickly. “What a nice outing!”

Jason shrugged.

“After your rescue, there'd be three men and
three women,” Annie said to her husband’s face, “How
convenient.”

Jason smiled broadly at his brother.

“Nah. One of them got real sick, and another
had to take care of her. And Jayce and I were much too busy
navigating in the dark to notice them much.”

“What are you and Uncle Chris going to do
today, Dad? Can we go out on the boat?”

“I can’t go with them today, Baby,” Annie
said. “I promised your grandmother that we’d go shopping at the
mall. You’re welcome to come.”

“No thanks, Aunt Annie, I’d rather go on the
boat. I haven’t had much time on it the last month because of
finishing up with school - all my exams.” She'd flown up with Chris
and Annie, who'd stopped their plane trip in North Carolina to
rendezvous with her, leaving Jason to make the longer, water voyage
solo.

“You’re assuming that we’re going out again,
‘Lycia,” her father said, “I think one full day fishing with your
uncle is about all I can take every couple of days. We have lots of
other things on our agenda. We’ll get out there eventually.”

“I don’t want to fish, Dad. Just cruise
around a little. You promised once we got here.”

“Sure, Leesh.” Jason gave her long hair a
couple of gentle pulls. “We’ll get there. First thing on our agenda
today is to clean the fish. You can help after breakfast. Don’t let
your food get cold.”

 


* * * * * * * * * * * *

 


It was mid afternoon several days later when
the Archimedes carried the Raleigh brothers and child Eastward
toward Mystic Seaport. Alycia had found out while she was in school
that the famous “Tall Ships” would be in port again and had talked
her father into the scenic trip. The busy chop of Long Island Sound
dissolved into a calm River ringed by green trees, luxury cruisers
and pleasure yachts as they entered the clear water of Mystic
River.

Chris Raleigh was at the helm, taking the
boat in at a slow pace while Alycia and her father sat up front
together on the bow, a favorite pastime of theirs when someone else
could be lured into piloting the boat. They talked about the ocean,
Alycia spying various fish swimming below them on the slow ride,
finally Jason broaching the subject of him dating someone, a
prospect his doting daughter was unenthused about. Jason knew it
would take time, and thought that he should have looked more
earnestly for someone serious before this. His dates were with
easier women he met in groups or through friends, and with whom he
could never become interested. Frequently he complained to his
daughter about their lack of intelligence, or warmth. It was time
to find someone right - for both of them.

After their little ride and conversation,
they set off to scenic Mystic seaport for some fun - seeing sights,
eating, and shopping, something all three of them enjoyed.

 


* * * * * * * * * * * *

 


It was ten PM by the time that Jason, Chris,
and their attendant women arrived home after a day of cruising,
walking, shopping, eating, and visiting. Annie had spent the day
with her Mother-in-law, and was picked up on the way home. Alycia
and Annie fell asleep in the car, and Chris woke his wife up as
they pulled in the driveway; Jason grabbed up his daughter to carry
her up to her bedroom and tuck her in.

“The kid’s beat,” the older brother
commented as they walked through the front door.

“So am I,” Annie added. “Your mother wears
me out! I’ll keep the sheets nice and warm, Hon.” She turned to
Chris and gave him a couple of sleepy kisses on the lips and cheek.
“Wake me up when you come into bed, Sweetie.”

Chris nodded. “Night, Babe. Catch you
downstairs after you tuck the little one in, Jay.” Then he crashed
on the brown, leather livingroom couch, laying his head back and
resting his eyes.

Jason's solitude worried him the past
several years, fearing it wasn't good for him or his daughter. The
two had become extraordinary close, but he thought at this point it
was no longer completely healthy for them; they both needed a
caring woman in their lives.

He sat up and grabbed a phone directory
under the coffee table, recalling the names of the crew they'd
helped. His finger ran down the list of “McKennas” until he hit
“Kerry Lynn.” He circled her information as Jason walked back down
the stairs.

The older brother plunked down next to his
brother. “You tired, Kid?”

“A little stiff here and there, but not
sleepy tired yet. You?”

“About the same, I guess.” His eyes caught
the phone book, and a smile grew on his face. “Subtle as a bull in
a china shop, as always.”

“Man’s got to do what a man’s got to do,”
Chris said.

“Thanks.” He picked up the book and looked
at her name. “White Oak Trail?”

“So it says.”

“You really think I should call her?”

“Hell, don’t
you? There’s something
wrong if you don’t. I saw the way she looked at you. She was
attracted! And unless I miss my guess, she’s the kind of woman you
could get serious about. She has a certain poise. Not hard to look
at either, that’s for sure.”

Jason raised his eyebrows once. “I can
definitely agree with that.”

“They all were, but you had to admire that
Kerry. She held together in a situation where she didn’t know
exactly what was happening. She had to be a little scared. Your
kind of woman, I’d gamble.”

“Why do you say that? Lynda wasn’t what
you’d call an Amazon.”

“Please! I don’t want you to reincarnate
Lynda! You need someone stronger now. To take care of your kid, put
up with your schedule, and still have some tenderness left over for
passionate lovemaking.”

“And you want all this from one little lady,
huh. Sounds like you’re getting us hitched up and we haven’t even
had our first date.”

“You had it. It was unscheduled. You never
know - meeting someone like that. May be that it’s meant to be.” He
grinned at his older sibling.

Jason chuckled at his brother’s glib
characterizations.

“Time to stoke the fire. Come on! What are
you, ten years old?” Chris continued. “Grow some marbles, there,
Bro!”

“You’re going to shame me into this thing,
aren’t you, challenging my masculinity and sanity until I do?”

“Absolutely!” He stared
deeply into his brother’s eyes. “Jay, what in God’s name is slowing
you down? Hell, a girl from a situation like this has to be
grateful, with a capital
‘G’! You saved them from drowning! You don’t get to
meet women under better
circumstances than that!”

“I guess that's true.”

“You guess? Don’t be a dope! You have to
see her at least once. I actually can’t believe I have to give you
this talk! At your age!”

Jason sighed.

“Look, Jason, you need someone - and she has
to be much different than Lynda was. This Kerry looks like she can
be that - tough, yet still feminine and cultured.”

“So you keep telling me. I thought you gave
up psychology!”

“I don't need science for this! Jason, this
girl, Kerry, she sure as hell looked at you with more passion in
her eyes than Lynda ever did!”

“Yeah, alright. Just because I'm not as
oversexed as you are.”

“How the hell would
you know! You've
never had anybody you could be
that way with - except maybe Annie!”

“Yeah! I think having one Raleigh husband is
enough for her, huh!”

Chris shrugged. “Forget Lynda. You going to
call this girl now or what?”

“It’s a little late at the moment.” Jason
glanced at the grandfather clock poking close to eleven.

“Don’t be ridiculous. Nobody worthwhile goes
to bed this early.”

The older brother stared at his sibling,
then shook his head. “Go make some coffee; I’ll give her a buzz.
Should be a short call,” he mumbled finally.

“Hey, let’s not live down to our worst
expectations, huh!”

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER 3

 


 


Lisa Lee backed out of the marina, passing
Archimedes, as soon as Kerry and Suzanne stepped aboard. Bart
headed the boat North up the River to his marina. Suzanne continued
occasional complaints about the harsh end to her day, while Kerry
remained dreamy about the man who'd recently rescued them.

Karen watched her older sister, smiling.
“You liked that guy, huh!”

“There isn’t too much not to like. He was
helpful and polite, smart and strong, well-off enough to buy that
gorgeous boat - he’s very good looking, and he saved our lives
today. You can’t ask for much more in a man than that!”

“True. He seems like a nice guy, Ker. Did
you get to know him better coming in?”

“Only a little. They had to navigate. That
yacht's interior was gorgeous. Somebody very smart in that boat
company designed it all together!”

“A designer like you should know, huh.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Did you find out what he does?”

“Just that he's an engineer.”

“Is it his boat, the one you like?”

“Jason.”

“Right, his?”

Kerry’s eyes widened as she thought about
their conversations. “I’m not sure. Any mention he made of it
referred to both of them. They seem to get along unusually well.
You'd really need to have a good relationship to own a boat jointly
- which is the most likely thing.”

“I’ve heard. After all, how would you like
to own anything with Donald!”

Kerry laughed at the suggestion of such an
arrangement with their feisty younger brother, Karen’s twin, born
twenty minutes earlier.

Kerry went on to explain that they'd drunk
some coffee and conversed about ten minutes, also adding the
fortunate wave they hit which pushed them into each other, then
holding on for several more minutes. Suzanne commented that she
thought Kerry was rather shameless about it all, literally drooling
over him.

Karen winced at the characterization, giving
a slight apologetic shrug toward her sister.

“Well, I didn’t
literally drool on him,”
Kerry returned. “Besides,” her green eyes sparkled impishly, “he
just rescued us from imminent death and disaster. A girl should be
little thankful.”

“Then maybe you should’ve just made love to
him right there in the boat!” the roommate continued, still a bit
surly.

“Maybe I
would have
if you weren’t there!” Kerry said, staring down
her sister’s friend, who turned away to gaze into the
darkness.

Karen was unable to stifle a laugh at the
preposterous suggestion from her collected and conservative older
sister. Kerry furrowed her eyebrows and had a silly smile on her
face, shrugging her shoulders together tightly.

Kerry finished by telling Karen she asked if
there were anyway she could repay him, and he'd suggested a date,
out or aboard his boat, which they both agreed sounded
romantic.

“Very subtle, Sis!” Karen returned.

“Well, that’s as subtle as
I get! I didn’t think he was ever
going to get the hint! He’s so damn calm and even
- unphased by anything I did! You don't normally
see that in a man!
Somehow, I find that awfully exciting!”

“As good looking as that
guy is, you’re excited about him being calm?”

The older sister shrugged.
“I've never met anyone quite like that, Kara, but I find it
enticing that he is. God, I can’t even tell you why!”

“You’ve always been sort of restrained, Ker.
It’s probably just type going to type.”

“Yeah,” she said, still thinking about
him.

“Sounds like Suzanne was right,” Karen
added, “you really lost your normal cool disinterest. I've never
seen you that quickly interested in a man! I hope he gives you a
call.”

“Me, too.”

As they left the boat, Kerry reminded Bart
of the things Jason told them to do to the boat, then thanked him
for the wonderful day. Karen asked her sister to call and let her
know how everything worked out; she said she would, if he ever
called.

Kerry Lynn hopped into her Pontiac Grand
Prix - silver inside and out, so it never clashed with anything she
wore. Her newly purchased small house was within a half-hour drive.
She thought about the day’s events driving home, and about the
captivating stranger she'd met. The man she currently dated,
casually, was Jim Sparago, a friend and working associate, but
someone she would never become romantically involved with; it was
why she continued dating him, avoiding complications in her busy
life.

The more she thought about it, the more she
had to admit that today had provided a much needed spark of
adventure and excitement that was missing from her life. Even her
job, as Art Director for a small local television station, did not
provide the glamour that she thought it would when she first signed
on after her BFA in Interior Design. She was always busy in her
job, taking work home often to finish all her projects. She told
herself, that was the reason she dated so little, a couple of times
a month. But the man she'd just met was kindling a very different
perspective; she hoped to God he'd call.

Arriving home, she strolled briskly into the
house. “Hi, Tasha,” she called to her Persian cat, bending to
scratch its head as she went by. She tossed her tote bag on the bed
and quickly divested herself of her top clothing and bathing suit
underneath. It felt good to be out of the bindings provided by the
swim suit after so long in it. She rubbed her hands over her
breasts, full and high from a regular exercise regimen which
accentuated nature’s gifts, and along her sides where the strings
had made marks, then down over her firm hips. Glancing in the full
length mirror on the door, she approved of the five-foot-six figure
she saw, glad she stuck to her thirty minute workouts five days a
week. She was aware since college that jobs such as hers involved
little chance for physical exertion, which was why she'd
incorporated a vigorous workout program into her daily life.

Kerry sighed deeply, then stepped into a hot
shower. Later, a tired young woman dropped off to sleep on her bed,
royal blue bathrobe still on, light auburn hair darker and more
brownish in its towel-dried dampness, an opened “Sharper Image”
catalogue still in her hands. Somewhere in the middle of the night
she unconsciously slipped out of her robe and climbed naked under
the covers.

 


* * * * * * * * * * * *

 


Kerry got to work early the next morning, as
usual, meeting with Paula Maranski, one of the two artists working
for her. Paula was attractive in a plain way and always wore her
hair in a waist-length, brown, pony tail. It was her trademark
never to use makeup of any sort. The two women discussed some of
the day's work, and the fact that Paula had, surprisingly, dated Ed
Miller, the Program Director, who had asked her to work on a new
art project. A realist, and knowing he'd dated the comely Kerry
Lynn a few times in the past, she wasn't quite sure if their date
was business or pleasure for him. The Art Director thought she had,
at least, a good perspective on whatever it was. After a little
more conversation as to what Kerry needed her to do, the pretty
artist was off to her standard ten o'clock department head
meeting.

When she arrived back, she found their
youngest artist, Leah Parisi, talking with Jim Sparago, brushing up
against him as they laughed at something. Normally, Kerry might
make a quip at him being that close to a bombshell like Leah, a
beautiful Italian girl with dark eyes, olive skin, and a
spectacular figure which she always highlighted with seductive and
tight-fitted clothing. But today, she merely chuckled.

Kerry noted mentally, once more, that Leah
seemed to use all the makeup and employ all the sexual allure that
Paula didn’t. Still, she was a gifted artist whom she'd hired two
years ago, and relied on heavily.

“What brings you here, Jim?” Kerry
asked.

“Wondering if you wanted to do lunch today,
Ker.” He moved away from the younger woman and toward Kerry,
disassociating himself from any possible involvement with her.

“Uh-uh. Too much going on. I’m going to grab
one of my yogurts from the fridge and work through lunch.”

“Anything I can help with?” Leah asked
pleasantly, sauntering up to the two, her female hormones
apparently still reaching out their feelers.

Kerry stared at her, feeling the inner urge
to throw a bucket of cold water over her, she so crackled the air
with sexuality. Despite her obvious sexiness, everyone at the
station acknowledged her as a talented artist, with a great future.
The two artists spoke about Leah's workload for the week, switching
some things around after the meeting, Leah readily assenting to
finishing them in her normally prompt and professional style. The
younger artist left, giving Jim Sparago's cheek a pat on her way
out.

“Certainly is an interesting girl.” Jim said
as she exited.

“Yes she is. And a fantastic artist. A nice
person, too, under all that showy stuff. Surprisingly so. Hiring
her was one of the best things I ever did.”

“Well! Call you later, maybe do supper some
time this week, seeing as how you’re probably going to use up
lunches. We haven’t been out together for a coupe weeks. All work
and no play, you know, Kerry!”

“I know. I’m just too busy
to think about it now. We'll talk later in the week, Jim.
Meanwhile, I have lots of work, so, I'll see you later.” She smiled politely and
gently ushered him out the door.

Kerry’s work kept her busy well after seven
o’clock, when she decided that she’d put in enough of a day at the
station, needing to get home, take a shower, and eat a decent meal.
She called her sister, Karen, to chat with her for five minutes,
find out how everyone and the boat were. Both boat and people were
fine.

That accomplished, she headed home to get
rid of the art dust, which was comprised of chalk, crayon, pencil,
sprays, paper bits, and myriad other things. As she drove
comfortably, she finally gave her attention to the grumblings in
her stomach. At this hour, about nine by the time she arrived home
and got comfortable, dinner was a problem. Best to microwave
something she had in the freezer. She hated to buy fast food and
bring it home; it made her feel lonely.

For a moment she thought that perhaps she
should have accepted Jim’s invitation for dinner, but she didn’t
much feel like his company. Heating up something won out.

It had been a long day.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER 4

 


 


The balance of Kerry McKenna’s week was one
of her busiest, preparing this time of year for fall promotions as
well as special summer advertisements and events. The days since
her eventful boating outing flew by, including an unusual Saturday
workday to handle the substantial workload piling up on her
department.

Sunday was a rest day, during which she
relaxed and read. There were a few times when she allowed herself a
pleasant thought about the brave knight who’d come to their aid on
the Sound a week ago, but she pushed them out of her head, vowing
not to get her hopes up, since, at this point, a call was
unlikely.

The early part of the new week was passing
quickly with even more work as they prepared for the fall schedule,
Tuesday evening finding her finishing a fast-food dinner she'd
purchased on the way home, around ten. The Art Director was
relaxing on the couch in her robe, catching the end of her
station’s ten o’clock news when the phone rang.

“Goodness, what can Karen want at this
hour?” she said to herself. She picked up the phone. “Hello.”

“Hi, there,” came the masculine voice on the
other end. “Glad to see you’re still up. You are up!”

She didn't recognize the voice immediately.
“Hi. Who are you looking for?”

“Isn't this Kerry Lynn McKenna?”

“Yes it is.” She furrowed her eyebrows.
“Who’s calling?”

“Jiminey Cricket! I thought when you saved a
girl from drowning she’d remember you at least a week!”

“O-o-h!”
she said with almost too much emphasis. “This
is Jason?” A
smile grew on her face, and a tiny thrill rose from the pit of her
stomach and lightly flushed her cheeks. She flicked off the
television with the remote.

“That’s better! Jeez, I was starting to feel
ridiculous!”

Kerry laughed sweetly. “I’m sorry, I’ve been
so busy that it took me a while to focus on you. I thought it might
be someone from work. I don’t usually get calls this time of night,
unless my sister has boyfriend problems - or there's a station
emergency.”

“I don’t usually give them.”

Jason’s brother came back into the
livingroom after starting the coffee, two mugs in his hand. Chris
gave his brother the “OK” sign with his finger and thumb.

The senior Raleigh put his feet up on the
coffee table, his mind racing to find something clever to say,
having not been in this position for quite awhile. He put his
finger to his lips instructing his brother to keep his mouth
shut.

“Oh. What possessed you to call, then?” she
asked suggestively.

“You
did! Brother, you sure have a great phone
voice.”

“Thank you. You’re is very nice, too. I
forgot how nice. It’s been over a week since I heard it last.”

“Yeah. Well, Chris and I had a busy agenda
with our family, you know. Haven’t had much free time to phone up
until now.”

“I understand. I'd convinced myself that you
wouldn't call by now - that you'd already gone back home. Are you
still here?”

“Yes, I am. As I think I told you, I’ll be
here a few weeks.”

There was some silence in the
conversation.

“So, Jason, did you just call to talk?” she
asked, forcing the conversation ahead.

“Uh, no! I haven’t done this kind of
thing in awhile. But, that’s too long a story for a first
call.”

“Okay. A man of mystery. That fits the
entire picture, rescuing damsels in distress and all that.” The
artist was reflecting on their short time together, and how she'd
been quickly moved by his calm, strong presence.

“Yeah, well, damn little mystery, believe
me!”

Kerry laughed openly into the receiver.

“I’m really just a working stiff, without
much excitement in his life. Bet on that.”

“I’m familiar with the concept. I have a
busy work schedule myself.”

“Is that right? That’s a relief.”

“It is? Why is that?”

“I don’t think my little brother would
approve if all you did was sit around boats all day and look
beautiful.”

A smile grew on her well-formed lips again,
trying to comprehend the mind set of her caller. “There just may be
a compliment floating around in there some place.”

“There is. Encouraging that you were bright
enough to see it, poorly as I put it.”

“Then thank you. Do you - always let your
brother have a say regarding the women in your life?”

“I try not to. But he’s ubiquitous - sort of
a pain, although a pretty bright guy. He nags me to death sometimes
- trying to compensate for being the youngest!”

Kerry laughed softly again.

“And don’t make it sound like there’s a
stream of women coming in and out of here! I’m a pretty
conservative guy.”

“Well, of course! Aren’t all White
Knights?”

“Could be! But, I’m fairly new at this White
Knight stuff, so please bear with me.”

“You have my complete attention, Jason,” she
crooned softly, trying to make him feel at ease. She continued to
stroke Tasha as she talked, feeling comfortable and intrigued,
happy and excited that she received his phone call. He was sounding
as good as she’d remembered.

Chris grinned at his brother from across the
room, while Jason responded with his hands opened outward,
indicating he was already running out of things to say. The
youngest brother stirred his hand in the air, meaning that eldest
should simply continue and make something up. Anything, since
silence would mean he had no brain at all.

Kerry pushed her eyebrows together at the
silence, sensing that something was happening which she couldn’t
see. “Jason? Are you still there?”

“Yeah, yeah. Sure.”

“Is - your brother there, too?” she
commented adroitly. “Are you two staying together?”

“Yes, he is, and we do. It’s a little before
his bedtime, and I can’t kick him out of the room, he’s making the
coffee.”

“Oh,” she chuckled pleasantly. “I see. You
two must get along very well together.”

“We try. How’s the Lisa Lee? Did Bart look
it over?”

“You have a good memory. Yes, he did. I
spoke with my sister, and she said he did all those mechanical
things to it, and rinsed everything inside. And, I think, sprayed
oil on everything? Is that right?”

“Sounds right. If he flushed the engine with
fresh water, and re-lubed it, he’d want to spray a penetrating oil
on the mechanical and electrical components to displace the water,
keep moisture out, so nothing would rust. The salt air coupled to
the electrolytic forces around the engine compartment can play
havoc electrolyzing metal parts. So it’s important to maintain, to
displace any moisture there.”

Chris shook his outstretched hands in the
air, palms out, shaking his head at the same time, indicating his
brother should get off a boring, technical subject. Jason sneered
at him.

“That’s - fascinating, I guess,” Kerry
commented drably, not completely comprehending the jargon.

Jason rolled his eyes, knowing his brother
had been right. “I guess it’s probably not that fascinating for
you.”

Chris laughed noiselessly.

“When you’re an engineer, mechanical things
are interesting,” he continued, trying to gain some ground.
“Besides, it’s how we manage to stay in the damsel-in-distress
business. You need good equipment for that.”

Kerry laughed softly into the phone. “How
fortunate for us, then.”

“That goes both ways.”

The young woman felt more than a little
pleased with his level of polite interest.

“So, what is it you do so busily in your
life?”

“I’m the Art Director for a television
station, Channel Twenty-Seven.”

“No kidding! One of my best friend’s a
Graphic Artist. Been trying to get him to come down south and work
with me for years. Jeez, I can’t seem to get away from them.”

Kerry chuckled delicately.

“So, you work at a TV station, huh. And they
have their own art department?”

“Uh-huh! Most of them do. Except for the
really tiny ones that use agencies.”

“I see. You have many people working for you
there?”

“There are three of us now, full-time. But
we oversee other departments, depending on the work load. It can be
pretty demanding.”

“I’ll bet. Seems to me I’ve caught that
station from time to time. You responsible for all that glitzy
stuff we see on the air?”

“I’m not sure which stuff you’re referring
to, but some of it. Pictures, slides, sets, artwork for advertising
and promotion, both on the air and in the print media. Some things
for video.”

“Sounds interesting.”

“Everyone says that. The work's not as
fascinating as all that. It’s tedious, lots of little things to do,
and people to manage. It keeps me going.”

“Sounds impressive. A responsible job for
one so young.”

“I’m afraid it’s making me older very
quickly,” she said engagingly.

“Well, it’s doing it in a very charming way.
Inner maturity’s a good thing. And really necessary in a tough
world. You seemed to have a lot of it the night we came by to help
- which is why you got the call.”

Chris raised his eyebrows and nodded his
head with a smile, indicating his approval.

“Thank you again. Whatever you saw comes
from lots of practice. You can’t be too weak and stay in this job
for long. You’ll get eaten alive.”

“I'd imagine.”

Again there was a lull in the conversation.
The lady filled the void this time. “So, where are you staying
while you’re up here, a hotel or something?”

“No-no-no. We grew up here. Our parents are
here. Our careers took us elsewhere after college. We own a home
here in Essex.”

“That's a beautiful and quaint little town.
I shop there often. Who takes care of your boat when you go back
home?”

“No one! I piloted the boat up here from
North Carolina. I live near the ocean, in the Outer Banks. Familiar
with it?”

“A little. It's off the Carolinas?”

“Right. An island. Lots of boating there,
where I normally keep mine. I piloted it up this time.”

“Mm-hm,” she attempted to conceptualize the
area and his voyage. “You and your brother came up in it
together?”

“Not this time. He flew up from Miami. He
works in Florida as a Marine Biologist. We’ve done that trip
together a couple of times, but usually we both fly in, due to time
constraints. I took a few weeks off this occasion. Haven’t had a
decent vacation in two years.”

“You came up alone on your boat? From about
a thousand miles away?”

“That I did.”

“That certainly sounds like a very brave
thing to do, from what little experience I’ve had with ocean
trips.”

“It's not as hard as all that, with all the
electronics we have on board. Came up the Intercoastal without too
much trouble. She's a pretty seaworthy and safe vessel. ”

“I remember! That was the best boat ride
I’ve ever had in my life.”

“Glad to have obliged.”

“With all the creature comforts. It's really
beautiful.”

“Thanks. Like another ride in it?”

Chris through his hands up skyward,
indicating “Finally!”

The conversation was now taking on a
distinctive direction, Kerry thought. “That would be lovely. So,
you’re planning on being up here a couple of more weeks?”

“That’s right. I need the relaxing time.
When I get back, I’ll be jammed with projects.”

“You both must have very understanding
bosses!”

Jason developed a half smile. “I suppose we
do. Chris is pretty much his own boss; he sets up the college
programs, and can dial in a few weeks whenever he wants. As for me,
well, I have lots of time off due me because I killed myself on a
few designs.” He didn’t want to tell her yet that he owned the
firm. He already felt uncomfortable with her interest in the
boat.

“Fortunate you’re able to plan vacations
together like that.”

“We try to. Family is important to us,” he
said seriously, then more lightly, “Oddly enough, we still like
each other after all this time.”

“That’s nice. I like the sound of that. I
wish I was able to get together with all my family more often.”

“How many of you are there?”

“Four. I have another brother and sister who
live away. We feel fortunate when we’re able to coordinate some
time together.”

Their conversation slowed again into several
moments of silence.

“Have we hit the serious part of this
conversation?” Jason said finally.

“I don’t know. Is there a serious part?” she
teased a bit, testing him.

“There is for me. I’m not what you’d call a
jokester. I leave that to my brother. I suppose we should get to
the actual going out part.”

“I thought we'd established that. A boat
ride.”

Jason admired the girl. She spoke straight
out from her heart, no game playing. “Sure! I hadn’t realized we’d
actually decided anything. Let’s add a little dinner to that, or
lunch, depending on what time you decide. Since I’m pretty much
available all the time I’m here, the ball’s in your court as to
when.”

Kerry laughed softly. “Funny, since I'm
almost always busy, all the times are equally bad.”

“Uh-huh!” Jason felt slightly rebuffed, not
sure how to proceed. “You don’t have to feel obligated, Kerry. If
you’re that pressed - ”

“No-no! That’s not what I meant!” She
quickly grasped where she'd unintentionally led him. “It’s only
that any time is as good as the next, since it’s kind of hard to
pick a best one. I'd like to see you again, Jason. You seem like a
charming and sensitive man.”

“Jeez! You make me sound like your
father.”

“Oh, I don't think you have to worry about
that! Besides, I love my father.”

“Well, that should be a good thing.”

“It is.” She was surprised at the level of
comfort she felt. Her mind focused on the blue eyes that had
earlier captivated her; but there was something else about him that
struck a more sensitive note within her, something about his
apparent integrity, and restraint, but she couldn’t place a finger
on it.

“Great. How about you come aboard for some
food and a little ride after you finish work, or you could wait
until the weekend if you’d like. Any time, really. You tell me.
You’re the person with the current heavy work schedule.”

Kerry thought to herself, attempting to
weigh everything in her head.

“You thinking? I can call you back.”

Kerry smiled, somehow feeling charmed
whenever he spoke. “Tomorrow is, mm-m, Wednesday? Thursday or
Friday after work would be fine. I’ll check if I can leave a little
early one of those days. Can you call me tomorrow at work in the
afternoon? It’s after any potential meetings and standard early
hassles. I should be able to give you a firm time by then.”

“Sure. Give me the number.”

She did. “I’ll expect to hear from you. If
they tell you I’m busy, give your name and tell them I’m waiting
for your call, you’ll wait.”

“Good enough. I’ll be talking to you
then.”

“I’m happy you called, Jason. It was very
pleasant speaking with you again,” she said sweetly and with
sincerity.

“Thanks. Same here. You take care, now.”

“You too. Bye,” she finished softly, then
turned off the talk button on her phone and put it gently down on
the end table, smiling. She picked Tasha up and continued to stroke
it. Eventually, she went to her bedroom, slipped under the covers,
pulling them up tightly, and dropped off to sleep.

Chris poured their cups
full of coffee as Jason put the phone down. “So! It seemed to go
pretty well for you. Rotten as you were! I told you she liked you.
She’d have to, to
keep talking to you. You were terrible! Got a date?”

“Kind of. After work Thursday or Friday. I’m
calling her tomorrow to find which day is best, and what time.”

“What time? Doesn’t she get off the same
time every day?”

“She’s management, and busy, so her schedule
is always up for grabs. I know what that’s like.”

“Don’t we all!”

“Uh-huh. She’s going to try to get off early
one of those days.”

“Now, see? She could’ve taken the weekend
day like you offered. She has to like you more than a little if she
wants to see you that soon.”

“Maybe. She knows I’m not up here long.
Could be she’s being polite.”

“Could be more, too. You'll find out when
you get together.”

“Mm-m. We might have some things in common.
She seems kind of reserved, too. Almost shy, which doesn’t seem to
fit with her sexy appearance, but she is direct. It's altogether
very attractive. There’s something engaging there.”

“You’ll find out in a day
or two. I certainly hope
you will!”

“She obviously likes the water, too, lives
near the shore,” he continued, still thinking about the attractive
artist, and the long look she had given him inside the boat. Then
there was the sweet and promising kiss at the end.

“See? I told you - you're type of girl.
Anyway - what’s on?”

“Let's see.” He checked the guide. “Hey, a
Humphrey Bogart movie!”

“Put it on!”

Both fans, since youth, they spent the next
two hours watching Bogie, talking about lesser important things in
life, and drinking coffee: maintaining a close friendship that had
endured three decades.

 


* * * * * * * * * * * *

 


The following day, Jason puttered
comfortably around his boat, while the rest of the family ran other
agendas. At two-thirty, he decided he'd call Kerry McKenna. He
punched the station number into his walk-around phone from
memory.

“WCTS, Channel Twenty-Seven!” a female voice
stated.

“Yes. I’d like to speak to Kerry Lynn
McKenna. I’m returning a call which she’s expecting.”

“Yes, sir,” the lady said, “And you
are?”

“Jason Raleigh. She’ll know what this
regards.”

“One moment, please.”

Jason sat on the starboard gunwale and
looked out into the River. The day was calm; no perceptible waves
were up yet.

“Hello?” came the sweet and familiar voice
of the previous night’s phone call. “Jason?”

“Kerry! How are you doing? Keeping you
busy?”

“Very. I’ve been running around like a
chicken with my head cut off.”

“Brother,
there's a fairly
horrible image of you! I kind of liked that head.”

She laughed pleasantly, the first
opportunity she'd had today. Kerry noticed the immediate calm
produced in her while speaking with him, losing most of the worry
she carried throughout the workday.

“We going to be able to have that little
rendevous sometime?” he queried. “I have to admit, I’ve been
looking forward to it.”

“I’ve been hoping that, too.” She'd thought
about it several times while working, without coming to a
conclusion as to timing. She'd already taken one afternoon off with
her sister last week. “I’ve been trying to arrange a best time
while I worked,” she said dispiritedly.

Jason listened carefully for clues in the
tone of her voice. “Sounds like not too successfully. Perhaps we
should wait until the weekend after all, if you’d still like to go
through with this.”

Kerry took a deep breath, knowing she was
making this difficult, a feat she didn't wish to accomplish. Before
she answered, Jim Sparago, her occasional dating partner, and a
broadcast Director, barged through her office door. “Kerry! I need
you in the booth! Leah's giving us a hard time with that Saturday
morning children’s set. It's important!” He waited for her
immediate response, typically uncaring of whatever else she was
doing.

“You should trust her judgment. Just a
minute Jim!” she called firmly to him, then into the phone, more
softly and pleasantly, “I have a slight problem here, as always.
Would you give me a moment, please?” She put her hand over the
mouthpiece and spoke more sternly. “Jim. I’m on the phone, if you
don’t mind! I would appreciate it if you tried knocking next time;
that's why we have doors. Whatever the problem is, I’m sure it can
wait a few minutes until I’m done. Otherwise, rely on Leah’s
advice.”

The Director assessed the immediate change
in her demeanor from the person she was talking with, concluding in
an instant that it was private, rather than business. Instinctively
his hackles went up.

Jason was able to hear the conversation,
only slightly muffled.

“This is your responsibility, Kerry, and it
has to be supervised directly by you. Ed Miller wants you over
there to see this through, now!” He lied, but knew it was close
enough to the truth.

Kerry was well aware of
his pushy inclinations. “Ed Miller just told you that?”

“Not just now, but a little while ago.
We’re under a strict schedule. We’ve got to get this thing designed
and shot for the opening.”

“Uh-huh.” She squinted her eyes, momentarily
in thought, then said, “I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

“Fine!” he returned, standing against her
doorway with his arms crossed until she moved.

The Art Director's natural anger quickly
mushroomed within her; she took a deep breath, then removed her
hand from the phone, instantly changing her demeanor. “Hi there,”
she continued softly. “Are you still with me?” she sang into the
phone as sweetly as she could muster, staring at Jim Sparago, who
glared back at her.

“Sure! Lounging on the boat on a very
pleasant day. Sounds like you have a little situation. Want to try
this some other time?” Their date was beginning to sound less
likely, which inwardly depressed him more he'd have imagined.

“No-o!” She accurately took stock of her
feelings, instinctively combating anything which pushed her unduly,
as Sparago had, and made an instant decision. “Tomorrow will be
fine. I’ll make the time. I can make work up later. It never ends
anyway.”

“Oh! Well - great! As long as you’re sure,”
the engineer said, not expecting that turn of event.

“I'm sure. How about I meet you there, oh-h,
about one-thirty?”

“Here? Sure. You know how to get here, of
course.”

“Uh-huh! Should I wear anything
special?”

“Well, clothes would be good. Or not. Lady’s
choice.” He tried to lighten the situation, not make it a strain,
and was trying to reconstruct whatever charm he had in speaking
with a young lady who interested him.

She laughed in a release of tension.
“Seriously!”

“Seriously? Hey, I’m on
vacation. I don’t do seriously for another few weeks! Wear casual. I’m a casual
kind of guy. Remember, it's a boat, not a ballroom. You know what
that entails. Bring a couple changes, and bathing things, since it
should be warm tomorrow. I can match anything from what I have
here.” He began to feel a little more comfortable with his
conversation.

Kerry continued to smile, ignoring Jim
entirely, and looked through her desk, seeing the riveting blue
eyes she remembered. “Okay. I'll throw some things together. Like
me to bring anything?”

“Just bring your pretty little body, as we
say down south. That’ll be perfect.” He tried a more direct
complement, interested in her response. He knew some women became
hostile with such early familiarity, others always expected it,
while still others humbly downplayed it, recognizing the obvious,
and enjoyed a compliment from someone they liked or admired. A
small challenge, it told a great deal about the person replying to
it.

“Thanks! I never leave home without it!” she
stated cheerfully, liking the man more and more all the time.

Jason smiled to himself, receiving the
answer he wanted. What luck! She became more captivating the longer
he knew her. “Happy to hear that. You get back to your TV people
and give them what-for; I’ll see you tomorrow afternoon. Should be
a fun time. Meantime, don’t let them push you around. Rule one in
the Raleigh handbook.”

“It’s in the McKenna book, too. My father
wrote it, the hard way! I'll see you then. Ba-Bye.” She ended
softly, putting down the phone thoughtfully, and sighing to
herself, for the moment relaxed, completely forgetting about
business. And the man waiting for her.

“Are you ready
now?” Jim Sparago asked
with a dryness bordering on sardonic.

“Hm? Oh, sure,” she replied happily in
uncharacteristic style. “Hm-m-m. Work!” She stood up, bringing her
yogurt and a spoon, and regained her management demeanor. “Let’s
go!” she said cheerfully.

Sparago walked with her
through the doorway and down the corridor to the stairs leading led
up to the sets. “What was that
all about?” he asked with obvious annoyance,
feeling the call was more intimate than he'd have liked, which
galled him, since he let it be known that the comely Kerry McKenna
was his sole property, despite their casual dating
status.

Reaching the stairwell, Kerry paused,
looking at him with a sweet smile, “That’s none of your damned
business, Jim,” then patted his cheek with one hand and skipped up
the stairs, the director trailing after her.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER 5

 


Jason was up early the next morning and
downed a quick bowl of cereal before leaving the house. Afternoon
found him in his deck chair, feet up on the starboard gunwale,
relaxing, engrossed in an article about turbo-diesel engines
offered in the current season.

A soft voice broke into his
concentration.

“Jason? Is that you? Hi!” it said with a
soft pleasantness.

He peaked over the magazine, beholding the
pretty face he’d seen in the waning daylight several days earlier,
realizing that it borderlined on beautiful. Her light auburn hair
was slightly wavy, hanging about six inches below her shoulders,
and blew delicately around them in the gentle breeze. The smooth
facial skin was lightly tanned, and the sparkling green eyes burned
from within that setting in the bright afternoon sun.

“Hello!” Jason dropped the magazine to take
in the rest of her. “You look terrific by sunlight. Even
prettier.”

“Thank you!” she said, flattered at his
early appreciation. “You look pretty good yourself.”

“Nice to know,” he returned perfunctorily,
dismissing her complement as a formality. The Skipper rose from the
chair, extending a hand, as she stepped onto the swim platform and
through the transom door. He watched her movements as she stepped
aboard, noting her deliberateness, obviously stemming from a long
familiarity with boating. She was dressed all in white, tight
short-shorts, sporting long and shapely, lightly-tanned legs, a few
inches of slim and exercised waistline visible beneath a wight,
clingy, V-necked button-down top.

The Archimedes’ Captain noticed as she
boarded from below his position that some cleavage was easily
visible at the top of her blouse’s neckline, and although she would
not quite be described as buxom, she had an excellent figure which
beautifully filled her clothing. The entire vision was of a
shapely, firm body in which nothing shook very often.

As she stood next to him on the aft deck,
she smiled prettily, looking up at his six-foot-one height.

“Gee, you look taller in the daylight!” she
commented sweetly. “I guess the nighttime played tricks on both of
us. You looked surprised to see me!” Kerry added as her host closed
the transom door. She carried a lavender bag which carried changes
of clothes and the like.

“I suppose I am,” he replied. “The whole
thing's kind of funny, meeting haphazardly like that. Then, here
you are!”

“You mean, you lament not having met me in a
singles bar?” She teasingly challenged him.

“I can’t rightly answer that, because I
haven’t been to one since college. But, you seem pleasing enough so
far. I don’t imagine I’d regret meeting you anywhere. It does seem
more appropriate out here though.”

“Yes, there does seem to be something
special about boat people. Particularly the kind that rescue you at
sea!” She smiled warmly at the Captain. “After going through that
with you, there's no way I could not want to find out more about
you.”

“Aah! I see. This is a puzzle-solving event
for you. Well - everything has to start somewhere.”

“Oh, I think it's more than that, Jason
Raleigh. I told you earlier, I thought you were a very sweet and
considerate man. With the appropriate touch of boatman charm. More
than adequate reason to know you better.”

The engineer nodded. “Don’t have many of
those in your life?” He reciprocated her probing.

“I'm fairly certain I
don't have any!” She shook her head slowly. “Except for my Dad! Most of the
people I’ve dated recently are from broadcasting, and, they’re a
different kind of person: Full of themselves, self-centered, highly
competitive - almost coldly so. Hard to fit another human in there,
if you know what I mean.”

“Sounds pretty shallow, if they can’t find a
place for someone like you.”

“That’s nice of you to say, but you don’t
really know me.”

“No? I know you’re not
shallow. That shows itself immediately. Otherwise you wouldn’t've
been invited here. I’ve become an unfortunate connoisseur of the
type lately. You definitely aren't one of them. Everything you’ve said and
done since we met reinforces that.”

“Something we appear to have in common. You
have no other women in your life?”

“Not the romantic kind. Just family.” He
avoided specifics. “But now, you’re quite an attractive young lady.
You must have men flocking all around you.”

“You’re forgetting - this
industry is filled with beautiful young women. Younger than I am - and also far
more willing than I am.”

Jason laughed quietly. “How could I forget
that, working every day in an atmosphere that’s ninety-five percent
men!”

“Our working atmospheres are surely
different. That should give us adequate conversation, huh.”

He nodded. “So! Here we are.” Again he felt
uncomfortable, believing he had very little material left for
charming conversation.

“Yes. My, are we at a standstill already?”
she asked, amused.

“I think I might be. Kerry, I - haven’t
formally dated anyone for awhile. So I’m kind of, well, not great
at this. Bear with me, and I should do better as we move
along.”

Her eyebrows furrowed. “Still the mysterious
White Knight. How could you not have dated much? Come on, now. What
are you, gay or something?” She continued her good humor.

“What - gay people don't date!”

“Yes! I didn't picture you as the type - you
know, White Knight and all that. It's not some kind of weird
religious thing, huh.” She continued her smile.

Jason blew out a gentle stream of air. He
knew she was lightly yet intelligently probing him, however
politely, to discover his current status. He realized she was
up-front and deliberate, charmingly directing the conversation
exactly where she desired, obviously comfortable being in control
of most situations. She'd allow no skeletons to surprise her
here.

Kerry Lynn watched his evident discomfort,
knowing she'd struck a nerve. It was something they'd have to get
through; hopefully it wouldn’t be a relationship killer.

Jason looked into the pretty and inquisitive
green eyes. “Had anything to eat yet?”

“No!” She knew he'd intentionally switched
subjects. “You said you give great food here, so, I came with an
appetite. Usually it’s yogurt. This will be a treat.”

“We’re having yogurt for lunch,” Jason said
deadpan.

Kerry laughed, appreciating the humor. “My
favorite!”

“Give me your bag,” the Captain said, “Let’s
go below, to the dinette. It’s cozier. I think good conversation
comes easier at the dinner table.”

“I see we must come from the same kind of
families, too.”

“That right? Lots of people screaming to get
a word in edgewise?”

“That’s the one!” She followed, down the
short, semi-circular stairway into the cabin and to the dining
area, to a U-shaped silver bench seat constructed around the pale
blue-marbled, rectangular table.

“It’s beautiful. Nicer in daylight,” she
commented, looking up at the twin circular skylights providing much
of the light, along with the twelve foot long, narrow band of
windows running along each side just above eye level. “This silver
looked white in the dimmer light. It’s lovely. Great designer,
whoever did this.”

“Think so, huh!”

“I do. I majored in Interior Design, so I
notice.”

“I see. I've always liked it a lot myself.”
Jason tossed her bag onto the lounge in the aft stateroom. “Have a
seat!” He extended a hand toward the table; the lady obliged as he
went to the refrigerator. “What’s your pleasure? I bought a few
prepared sandwiches on hard rolls. I’ve got, oh-h, shrimp and
lobster salad, then - ”

“Stop! Sold!”

Jason chuckled. “Which one?”

“Oh - I thought you meant both together!
They both sound great!”

“Okay. You take the lobster, I'll have the
shrimp. I have soda, beer, and wine. And a few juices. I’d rather
you had something alcoholic, so I’m seen in the best light.”

She smiled, enjoying him regardless of
whatever mysteries he had. “Beer's fine. Isn't it too early for
wine?”

“Not if you’re French or Italian!”

“But you’re not one of those. Raleigh?”

“Both, actually! My Mom's French-Italian, my
Dad English-Irish. Sort of a smorgasbord, food-wise.” He set
plastic plates on the table, a sandwich on each, along with
napkins, utensils, and two heavy, plastic mugs into which he poured
cold beer.

Kerry continued smiling, recognizing there
was a warmth to him, and a true intent to please his company; a
family characteristic she found comforting. “You’re very domestic,”
she commented as he sat opposite her. “I can see you’re familiar
doing this kind of thing, being considerate to people.”

Jason looked into her green eyes, knowing he
was still being assessed. “Think so?”

“Mm-hm! Artist’s eyes. They notice
everything.” She wasted no time taking a bite of her sandwich,
finding it delicious.

“You're probably good at it: how you got
where you are at such a young age. You're - what? - nineteen,
twenty!”

She nearly choked on her sandwich in a small
laugh, bringing her hand up delicately to her throat. She forced a
swallow. “That’s very kind. Twenty-six!”

“You should be proud of
yourself. You’ve done very well. That takes both talent
and hard work. Something
I appreciate.”

“Well, I’m guessing you weren’t born rich,
so you must've worked hard to earn this beautiful thing, too.”

He was intrigued. “Now why would you think
that! I recently discussed that with Chris, complaining that too
many women believe that’s exactly what I am, and don’t care about
anything else. You’re making a liar out of me?”

She shrugged. “It depends on the kind of
people you’re with. Good people see good things, shallow people see
shallow things. Bad people see bad things. Like that.” She spoke
waving one hand in the air.

“So that’s how it works.”

She nodded rapidly. “Could be you haven’t
wanted to get involved with anyone serious, too. I’ve done that
myself. I get consumed with everything else, especially work, then
date men I know I can’t get involved with, because I feel I don’t
have the time. Or the inclination, really,” she added thoughtfully.
“Not that there’s much of the other kind. Anyway, it makes things
easier.”

“That’s a very intuitive piece of reasoning.
I’m not sure where I fit into all that.”

“You don't! You barged into my life,
rescuing it! There wasn't much choice there. Here you were, a White
Knight, right before my eyes, take it or leave it.” She grabbed a
small sip of beer to wash down the sandwich bits. “I took it.”

“But, you didn’t have to date me. And, uh,
it seemed fairly plain that you wanted to.” He continued probing
her his own way, attempting to provide both information and
entertainment. He realized she had a keen mind.

Kerry stopped chewing,
staring into his amused countenance, then started again at an
increased pace, swallowing quickly. “So much for being subtle! But,
didn’t you?”

Jason exhaled a small
laugh. “Sure! I called! There doesn’t seem to be much subtle
about you, young
lady.”

She smiled and tilted her head briefly,
chewing another tiny bite, realizing they’d be talking
intermittently, so big chomps were inappropriate.

“Tell me something, Kerry. Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why agree to be here this
quickly? Gratitude and politeness? I became interested in you
because you seemed interested in me. I could see it in your eyes
the night we first met. That doesn’t usually happen, not like that.
It wasn’t simple physical attraction. You couldn’t even see me that
well! It was something else. It made you more appealing, enough to
take a deeper look, and find some class, intelligence, and
substance there, with hints of much more. I responded to that.
Otherwise, I’d probably just have done my rescuing job, and
returned home to the family for supper. From my perspective, you’re certainly
pleasant to look at, but, I’ve seen many pretty women that haven’t
impressed me. Looking at me as you did, in such an engaging
personality, I’d have asked you out even if you were less
pretty.”

“Hm! That’s pretty direct.
No one's ever asked why
I went out with him, let alone in the first ten
minutes!”

Jason opened his hands toward her. “Nice to
be unique. But within these ten minutes, and from what I’ve already
seen and heard, I can tell you don’t do anything randomly; you’re
fairly deliberate. So-o, I'd like to know what's going on in
there.”

“Want to know what you’re doing right, huh?”
She smiled at him.

“To oversimplify. Like I said, I haven’t
dated someone seriously for awhile. I’m trying to get a handle on
it, find some comfort with the process.”

Kerry Lynn withheld taking another bite,
placing the sandwich down and thoughtfully taking another small sip
of beer. Refocusing on the blue eyes which searched her
expressions, “You think this is a serious date? We’ve been
together,” she looked at her watch, “eleven minutes!”

Jason returned her scrutinizing gaze,
utilizing a brilliant analytical mind to replay what had already
occurred between them.

They were both patient in the minute of
silence that ensued, taking small sips of brew, waiting for Jason's
thoughtful reply.

“Yes. It is,” he said finally, still
pensive. “I hadn’t evaluated why yet.” He spoke after thinking
another moment. “Maybe it’s the engaging way you looked at me when
you first stepped aboard the Archimedes last week, after giving my
hand a firm squeeze when we met.” He was thinking between
sentences. “Could be the sincerity in your voice when you said you
wished there was some way you could repay us, and addressed only
me. Or, later on, the way you washed out our coffee cups and put
them away when I told you it wasn’t necessary. Then again, maybe it
was the bump that pushed us into each other, which you didn’t back
away from in the least, and seemed to enjoy - for several minutes -
actually, both of us. Or, perhaps, that very sweet little
hello-goodbye kiss when we parted.”

The engineer leaned a little closer toward
her. “Might be the receptive way you took my phone call late, and
happily remembered me. Then waited patiently while you knew I
struggled through it, and seemed glad to talk to me anyway. Or the
way you courteously made time for this get-together in the midst of
your busy schedule. Twice, including the call, then showed up
promptly, eagerly ready to go.” He smiled at her. “Or that you
would've been happy to eat yogurt here for lunch!”

The young woman stared at him
expressionlessly, completely motionless and entranced.

The Skipper leaned back, a thin smile
remaining on his lips. “Then again, maybe it’s just gratitude.”

Kerry inhaled deeply after he finished,
green eyes wide; she stared away from the charming man before her,
out the port-side window, before recapturing his gaze. “Wow. You
just peeled me like a grape, and got right down to the soft, juicy
stuff! I'd never have thought to group everything that way, but
when you put it all together like that, I guess it says something.
You have an incredible memory! You’re extremely bright, Jason. So
you should know very well it’s not simply gratitude.”

He nodded. “Everything
you’ve done seemed rather intentional. So, what is it? I’m not that
overpowering a figure, certainly not from what you know of me. And you don’t think
I’m rich, so-o-o -?” He held an open hand out in the
air.

She uttered a small laugh. “I’m not sure I
can answer that yet, but it’s something! Boy,” she sat back
herself, “I don’t know that anyone’s been able to pick me apart
like that so easily and see right through to the heart of me!”

“Is that the part that’s operating here?” he
asked, trying to keep a step ahead.

She smiled broadly, continuing to be
pleasantly surprised. “Maybe! Now cut that out! You’re making me
terribly self-conscious. I don’t know if I really want to be that
obvious.”

“You’re kidding. Doesn’t seem like you’ve
tried covering your intentions up since we met!”

She sighed. “No, I haven’t. But most people
aren’t able to put things together like you are. Ask me all that
later in the day and I might have a better answer. Right now I
guess I’m hoping that you're exactly what I thought you were: a
true White Knight that’s come into my life. Sometimes, fate drives
things,” she finished pensively.

“Fate?” the Skipper repeated, smiling, not a
believer.

“Mm-hm! My Gram and Grandpa met like that -
on a bus before the war. The first time they ever met, Grampa set
next to her, told her she was beautiful, and that he was going to
marry her - wait for him. Then he got off the bus, went to war,
came back a few years later, and looked her up. They got married
afterward, and it lasted over fifty years; they died within a month
of each other, a couple of years ago.”

“That’s true?” Jason asked, amused.

“Yes! She loved him so much that whole time.
I always remembered; I used to ask her to tell me the details again
and again when I was little, at bedtime.” She was thinking it
through, tears welling up in her eyes, her face looking all the
more beautiful framed in emotion; Jason plainly saw it was an
historical part of her existence.

She returned from her
thoughts and looked back into the large blue eyes across from her.
“I had two dreams in my life. One was to become a famous artist;
and maybe I obtained a little of that. The other was about this
very special man I’d find and fall in love with some day. I always
had this vision of a very dramatic kind of confrontation, something
that would put me right smack in front of the perfect man for me.
And I just knew, if I ever saw him, I’d do everything in my power to make sure
I never let him go. Like Gram and Grampa did. Then one day, there's
this very much White-Knight looking gentleman, floating right there
in front of me - saving my life!”

Jason stared at her, impressed with her
open, heartfelt declaration.

“And here I am,” she finished softly,
staring deeply into Jason’s eyes.

He nodded. “So. Since you seem right for me,
too - perfect, according to my brother! - we should skip the rest
of the date and go straight to the engagement!”

She laughed softly. “That would be a pretty
interesting thing to do, now, wouldn’t it?”

“Yeah. There are crazier things. And far be
it from me to contravene the ghost of your grandparents. Or not
fulfill an enchanting young lady’s dream.”

She nodded, scrutinizing his face, then,
boldly, “I was actually hoping you’d do exactly that.”

The opportunity obviously there, Jason moved
to sit next to her, putting his right arm around her shoulders; he
then pulled her toward him and kissed her lips gently, waiting to
see how he was received. She placed her hand against his cheek and
returned his kiss in the same spirit, pleasantly, with a hint of
future passion. Her lips were slightly parted while they worked
their mouths delicately and sensually together. It lasted a couple
of minutes, then they pulled apart, looking into each other’s eyes,
Kerry Lynn resting her head comfortably against his shoulder.

“This is going to be one interesting date,”
Jason said.

“Uh-huh,” she responded, continuing to
caress his cheek, then put her hand behind his head and pulled his
lips to hers again, repeating their previous kiss, parting her own
a little further until their teeth clicked softly, and the tips of
their tongues caressed each other.

The Archimedes Skipper put his other arm
around her waist, feeling the softness of her naked skin there,
rubbing his fingers gently up and down on it. Lowering his other
arm behind her back, he pulled her toward him, first gently, then
with greater strength, lightly crushing the soft fullness of her
chest against his solid pectorals. She let the kiss play out, never
pushing him away or slowing them down, maintaining that pleasant
level of passion.

He pulled back and tousled her thick, wavy
hair, then moved back over to where he sat previously, picking up
his sandwich again. “Kind of nice, a warm kiss and hug in between
munching your food, isn’t it?”

“Mm-m, very nice,” she smiled with
satisfaction, her eyes still a little dreamy as she watched him
take another bite of his sandwich, unconscious for a few moments
that she was staring. Her natural instincts finally alerted her,
and she picked up her own sandwich, beginning to nibble on it
again.

“You think we’ve just added any pressure to
this situation?” Jason asked.

“I don’t feel pressure,” she replied
immediately, her emotions solely prompting her speech, “I feel
fine.” She smiled brightly.

“Must be me, then, huh.”

“You? Here we are again. How's that
possible, as attractive, smart, and successful as you are. Are you
recently divorced or something? It’s impossible that a man like you
would be left alone by women for long.”

“Yeah, something!” Jason walked to the
counter, grabbing several more napkins. They had enough, it was
rather a nervous busyness.

Kerry pressed her eyebrows together,
analyzing. He was certainly charming and intelligent, quickly
becoming the White Knight she'd hoped he was. Other divorced men
she'd dated said they were a little out of practice: her earlier
thought. This was different - deeper, more emotional.

The auburn-haired girl sat up straight,
thoughtful a moment, putting down the small remainder of her
sandwich. “Jason?” she spoke as he sat down, “You were married,
weren’t you?”

“Yes,” he replied with some dejection,
knowing it would eventually come up, fearing it would blow Kerry’s
fantasies about him.

She thought briefly about how to pose the
question, then, “What happened to her?”

“She's - gone. Over five years, now.”

She nodded, her face becoming serious. “I’m
sorry. You haven’t dated since?”

A small laugh erupted from within his chest.
“Nothing of consequence. Meetings, double dates, parties, social
events, friends of friends. That sort of thing. I suppose I did
precisely what you wisely described earlier - dating people I’d
never be serious with, because I didn’t want to be. It’s so much
easier to date these ditsy women and tell myself I couldn’t find
anybody right. Chris never bought that for a second.”

She reached across the table, grabbed his
hand and squeezed it, attempting to calculate exactly where this
left them. She let the silence reign several moments, massaging his
hand. “I guess your period of mourning's finally over, huh!” she
said softly, a warm, thin smile emerging.

Jason’s expression turned
incredulous, then he chuckled in spite of himself, breaking the
tension he'd created. “You know, that is about the most
forward, blunt thing I can imagine anyone saying! You’re something else,
Kerry McKenna.”

She sat back in her seat forcing a
thoughtful look. “Well, you did invite me here. And we both agree
I’m no floozie. You apparently aren’t either, so - ” She let the
sentence hang, as she gazed charmingly into his eyes.

“So here we are, a serious date, you and
me.”

The pretty face nodded slowly. “See?
Fate.”

“Mm-m. Seems like the name of fate is Kerry
Lynn McKenna!”

She smiled at him, providing a tiny shrug
with a single shoulder, then picked up the beer mug, drinking more
deeply from it, wiping the small sudsy moustache from her upper lip
with the napkin. She walked over to Jason’s side of the table, and
sat next to him. “You need another hug. To depressurize!” she said,
snaking her left arm around the small of his sturdy back, as the
other rubbed the front of his chest, then encircled him.

Jason put his arms around her while they
hugged tightly a few minutes, each resting their chin on the
other’s shoulder. He felt her breasts again pushing into his chest,
beginning to warm his emotions. He could hear from the slight
increase in her breathing that it affected her similarly.

“This feels pretty good,” the engineer said
as they pulled slightly apart. “Might take a little more than a
hug, though.” He chuckled quietly, his partner picking up the
intentionally light mood.

“Well, we’ve only been together about
fifteen minutes. We’ll start with the hugging thing.” She smiled to
herself, pleased that she'd managed to break through his worries
and keep his disposition upbeat. There was something vulnerable
about the man that powerfully attracted her, vulnerable and
reservedly shy, in a sea of calm, secure strength. The combination
enticed her enormously.

“Okay. That means at this rate we should be
- what? - having children by next month, right!”

She laughed softly into the crook of his
neck, rubbing his back. She gave him a peck there.

The blond boatman pulled her back, holding
her upper arms in a strong grip; he looked into her eyes. This
close he could see her softly sculpted facial features and
moderately high cheek bones, sporting a batch of light freckles
irregularly scattered about.

Kerry held his gaze as he looked over her
face, her hands instinctively reaching to touch his sides, gently
caressing him there. She looked over his tanned, handsome features,
dark blond, perfectly shaped eyebrows, tips slightly bleached from
the sun, full lips which she thought would look as attractive on a
female model, and then those piercing blue eyes that touched her
heart. It was good enough to be anyone’s White Knight.

“You have freckles,” Jason finally stated in
almost a whisper. “Can’t notice them unless you’re close.”

She nodded in agreement, her expression
moving to amusement.

“Very cute. A regular American beauty. You
love baseball, Mom, and apple pie, too?”

Her smile widened again. “Sure! They’re all
pretty nice.”

“Great! I guess I know everything important
about you, now, huh!” He pulled her boldly toward him, his eyes on
her for small revelations in expression, surprised to find her
hands moving up to the sides of his neck, grasping hold of his
trapezius muscles there. He touched her lips with his own again,
finding them again invitingly soft and parted, feeling Kerry Lynn
clasp her hands behind his neck and press him to her, their mouths
beginning to gain a greater and rougher contact.

She felt Jason’s solid build as her form
compressed against his strength, his muscular arms holding her
firmly, but mainlining a gentleness that was not possessive or
overbearing. His opened hands caressed her back, and later, one
stroked her head and moved tenderly down, fondling the length of
her hair.

Moved by his gentleness and touch,
perceiving him to be concerned for her feelings, she opened her
lips further and allowed their teeth to touch, probing his tongue
with her own, feeling his reciprocating gestures, both of them
moving their mouths against each other, allowing their passions
build. Once again she allowed the kiss to continue without
abatement, feeling warm and pleasant, this time mildly aroused, yet
not worried it would degenerate into something crass. She'd made a
judgment about the man, and acted accordingly.

The ashen-haired boatman released his grip
allowing them to separate, then combed her face with his eyes,
searching for a response, admiring the view. Finding nothing but a
pleasant, contented expression, he gently pulled her head to him
again, and kissed her softly on the lips several times, before
letting the interlude end in another mutual hug.

Kerry leaned sideways against the seat, as
she sat close to him, watching the contours of his face; she
reached a hand up to caress his cheek. “You haven't lost any of
your touch,” she said in a voice which came out unintentionally
sultry and low. “It’s getting better all the time.”

“I think it has a lot to do with - who
you’re with.” He cleared his own throat lightly.

“Definitely,” she responded, continuing to
stroke his face, enjoying the feel of its sandiness against her
palms.

“You're - not bothered about me at all?”

“You mean, about what happened to your
wife?”

“Well, yes.”

“Why? Did you
strangle her
or something?” she asked wittily.

He gave a quick smile, then returned
serious. “Actually, we never found out exactly what happened. I was
out with Chris the night it occurred, at the other end of the
state, and when we came back she wasn’t aboard. We called the
police and they found her in the middle of the night, drowned by
the shoreline near the marina. Alycia was asleep aboard and had no
idea what happened - she was so young. And frankly, no one wanted
to upset her with any details.” He was staring through her as he
recounted the story.

“Who?”

“Oh. Right. That’s the end of the tale on
me. I have a daughter.”

Kerry’s expression became more serious. She
thought about his situation. “Too bad. Losing her mother like
that.” She gazed back into Jason’s eyes. “That would be the rest of
the story on you. Makes complete sense, now.”

“Disappointed yet?”

“Not yet! Is there more?”

“No! That’s it. Well, that’s sort of
it.”

Having expected that in fact to be the end,
Kerry’s expression turned puzzled. “How can there be more?”

“There isn’t, really. I probably shouldn't
get into any of that.”

“Now’s the time. After all, we’re supposed
to be having kids next month, I should know who you are, huh?” She
smiled warmly.

Jason laughed. “Right. There's not much to
do with us, but my wife had this nutty sister, Janine, that
bothered the hell out of us. She asked at one time that she and I,
uh, get together! Which I thought was tacky - hardly my type. She'd
call occasionally, and once in great while come over, saying crazy
things after Lynda died, like she wanted Alycia, that she was hers,
I didn’t deserve to have her, stuff like that. Very weird. Leesh
never coddled up to her. None of us much understood what she was
all about. Haven’t heard from her in about six months.
Thankfully.”

“How’d your daughter feel about her? We’re
pretty close to our aunts.”

“She hardly knew her, never talks about her.
Chris and I think she never cared much for her either. We’re sure
she doesn’t miss her, but she’s too polite to say so.”

“How old is she, your daughter.”

“Almost thirteen. Going on thirty! Scared
yet?”

“Of course not. There's
lots of girls in my family! They don’t scare me.
You, on the other hand,
certainly could.”

Jason chuckled. “Sure, I’m a real
monster.”

“No, you're not. You really are a White
Knight. You’ve just explained how you got that way.”

“Then you’d better marry me eventually,
because I don’t want to have to do this again!” he offered with
some amusement. “This White Knight stuff is trying business!” He
grasped her hand, and she immediately gripped his in response.

“Gee, a proposal in twenty minutes,” she
remarked softly, “That’s a record. We’ll have to see how it works
out! We should at least finish the one date, huh!” she added with
some humor. “Then we’ll talk!”

“Oh, hey. I didn’t mean to put any more
pressure on this.”

“I know! Stop worrying about how I’m going
to take everything you say. I have a brain. I’m able to grasp your
intent.”

“Yeah. You just might. I didn’t think that
possible at your tender age.”

“Surprise!” She leaned over and gave him a
peck on the cheek. “Don’t fret, I’ve become a lot less tender over
the last several years.”

“I suppose your job will do that to you: age
you. Very pleasant how it’s all worked out, though.”

“Now, see? Everybody doesn’t think that.
Just the night that you rescued us, Bart was telling me what an ice
cube he and his friends thought I was. The people at the station
think something similar; but then, I didn’t have the time or
inclination to get close to anyone. I suppose I enjoy that role. It
lets me be the aloof and brilliant artist.”

“Looks like you’ve made a major change in
your own position, too.”

“Maybe I have at that. Funny how it’s
working out, huh?”

“Funny,” Jason said, bringing her close to
him again, hugging her tighter and finding her lips warm and
parted, her tongue sweet and accommodating. He pulled her even more
tightly to him this time, feeling the quicker onset of passion,
previously dormant for years. He perceived the reciprocal response
in his partner, their tongues now twisting more actively against
each other, breaths coming faster, hands caressing more
energetically, lips moving harder and wetter together. It lasted
several minutes, neither of them attempting to break it while
latent excitement built inside each of them.

Initially feeling warmth at this latest
kiss, Kerry Lynn gradually, unconsciously, and to her evolving
surprise, came to realize that it had grown into a small fire; her
entire body was beginning to tingle with all the signs of sexual
ardor, something new and unusual in her life. For all of her
adulthood, she'd thought herself to be in complete control of her
emotions and responses with a man, had believed she was far colder
about sexual engagement than other women. That belief, and her
control, were dissipating rapidly.

She knew she liked Jason Raleigh a great
deal, was extremely attracted to him. Already, her nervous system
quickly found a difference, since it responded with an electric
stimulus that woke up all the erotic areas of her physiology,
previously inactive. That realization, coupled to her newfound
brewing passion, forced her to stiffen, placing her hands on
Jason’s chest, worried about the unique and uncomfortable position
that was developing.

Feeling her body’s subtle effort to curtail
their interaction, Jason knew they'd extracted all the innocence
from their kissing they would ever have. He let his grip loosen,
allowing the beauty to rest her head against his shoulder, both of
them taking in greater breaths.

“Wow,” she commented,
breathing heavily into his chest, startled by what was quickly and
unusually developing within her. She felt the inside of her body
gently shake. “How did that
happen!” she whispered to herself, as much as to
her shipmate. “We might be talking about that marriage proposal a
lot sooner than I thought!” she blurted out emotionally, giving it
no rational thought.

The engineer laughed quietly. “It’s probably
just fate - doing its thing, like you said,” he commented lightly.
“Although - this shouldn’t be like either one of us, should it?
We’ve been here, maybe, a half-hour? Is it me, or does it seem a
whole lot longer?”

She nodded gently into his chest, continuing
to assess her surprisingly strong emotion in so short a time, dream
or no dream. “Mm-hm. Seems like I’ve known you a long time. It’s,
uhm, comfortable. And - uncomfortable. Both at the same time.“
After a couple of minutes of hugging, “What was it like when you
met your wife?”

He uttered a gravelly laugh. “Nothing like
this.”

She pulled back and looked at him.
“Really?”

“Yes. I knew her since
Junior High. It was accepted we’d get married. I never thought
about it much. I was busy working and studying, putting myself
through school; I had no time for real passion in my life. Work was
my passion: getting some new designs going, which ultimately were
very successful for me. I kind of settled there, working in the
early days to make the rent, pay off some loans. Alycia came,
pretty soon afterward. Never had the time to fall head over heels
for someone; it just wasn't me. Whatever this is, and regardless of wherever
it goes, it’s more different than anything I’ve ever experienced. I
like it, but it’s kind of - ”

“Frightening?” she finished.

“No. But it is moving. And stimulating. And
unsettling.”

“Yes. All those. I feel the same way. But,
maybe I do have an idea where I’d like this to go.”

“You really are a right up front kind of
lady, aren’t you!”

“Yes. Unfortunate for many
people. Are you scared?”

“No. I was afraid I'd
scare you. Glad
you're able to absorb this in stride. Not sure how you do it at
your age.”

“Will you
stop about my age! You
make it sound like I’m fifteen, for goodness sakes!”

“Not far off!” He laughed
gently into her face and then gave her a peck on the nose.
“Seriously, I’ve met women twice your age who are not as composed
as you are. Many of them lack confidence, and direction.
You seem to be pretty
directed. That's a very pleasant thing for me.

“My budinsky brother was
right! You're someone I don't constantly have to pamper, or see
that you’re all right, or provide for your every comfort. Or have
to be on all the
time to worry about what your next move is going to be, and if I’ll
have to anticipate doing something for you to ensure your happiness
and contentment.”

“Your wife, she was like that?” Kerry sought
out his eyes, soaking up everything.

He snorted a laugh. “Yeah.” He turned his
head to the side to look through the window at the sky, and a Sea
Gull lighting on the top of a tall piling. “Chris warned me I
shouldn’t look for anyone like her, because she wasn’t strong
enough. Out of respect for her memory, I didn't think about her in
those terms, but -” He turned back to Kerry. “That’s what she was
like.”

Kerry let him go on at his own pace,
discovering more by watching and listening to him than she could
with probative questions.

“She was nothing like you; didn’t have your
strength, your directness, your inner satisfaction with yourself
and how you fit into the world. You’re comfortable with people,
even with being in charge of people. I saw that on the boat that
night, and heard it on the phone at work! You apparently accept
your responsibilities graciously, work hard without much trouble,
and, you have a great capacity to believe you can control your own
destiny.”

“You can see all that? Already? Seems I
can’t have any secrets.”

“Doesn’t seem like you want to have
any.”

“Maybe. But not everyone has your ability to
see things, Jason. You’re very bright and intuitive. Although, it's
quite nice, actually.” She diverted her stare from his eyes and lay
her head against his chest. “You know, other men, lesser men,
they’re threatened by strong women. I always thought the male ego
was the most fragile thing in the universe.”

The handsome features chuckled. “All egos
are pretty fragile. Nobody likes being hurt, or diminished. Not
even a little firecracker like you.”

“Oh, nobody likes to be
hurt, that’s true - and God
forbid it’s
me - but the men I’m
talking about, they're looking for a conquest. If you turn them
away, even gently, their egos get bruised, and they’re very surly
about it.”

“Possibly, but, I think
our roles have a lot to do with that. The way things work: women
are pursued, men pursue. You find somebody you’re attracted to, and
a lot of your ego and emotion gets invested in it.
You try doing all the
pursuing, risking getting yourself shot down every time.
You’ll get a little
surly yourself.”

“Think so, huh. Seems to
me I haven’t been too terribly shy now! As you pointed out
yourself. If you shot me down, I wouldn’t feel very good about it right
now!”

“Perhaps, but this is different, right
here.”

“Why?” She asked, a quizzical look on her
face dissolving into a thin smile.

He stared at her silently
a moment. “Because we already knew we liked each other. And we
both knew we
knew. Neither of us has been subtle about it. Beyond that, what are
the odds of a man turning away a pretty young woman’s interest,
huh? One in ten-twenty million?”

She giggled. “Admitted - but, lots of men
think they need to overpower you in order to be masculine. They’re
afraid to be sensitive, let a woman be herself, because they’re not
strong enough. I hate that!” She raised up her pretty, golden brown
eyebrows briefly at her own tiny outburst, noting Jason was
unaffected, then went on.

“I saw it right away, the
minute I met you, that you were different. Strong, intelligent,
compassionate - controlled! To do all those things the night we met
- the way you did! You had genuine concern; you cared that everyone was alright. You
weren’t just going through the motions. And you didn’t put any
corny lines on a boatful of needy girls to spike your ego. And you
certainly had a right to! You were just there, like a rock - capable and
soothing, selflessly giving of your time.”

She took in a breath and let it out slowly.
“That just kind of - melted me! I realized this was somebody I
needed to know much better. The life you’ve had made you the way
you are. You’re a competent person, comfortable with others relying
on you a great deal, and I absolutely love that! So you can see why
you don't scare me, like you thought.”

“Beauty and wisdom. Helluva
combination!”

“Thanks again. I’m glad you think so, but
most men don’t. They'd rather I was just a body, with nothing
between my ears at all. They think that women’s ability to speak
and think is one of God’s cruel jests in the universe.”

“Well! That
is true, though,” he
said seriously, trying not to laugh.

“What?
Just when I'm telling you what a terrific guy you
are!” She started tickling him under his arms.

“Hey! You can’t do that to the Captain!” He
began laughing, jumping around as she tickled him more vigorously.
“Okay!” He began tickling her back, on her sides and in her belly,
under her arms.

Kerry was giggling and yelping herself, and
they both continued until they fell off the seat onto the floor,
silly and out of breath, lying side by side.

“Enough!” a breathless young woman said, “I
can’t breathe!”

Jason caught his own breath, but hadn't
finished his silly streak. “Tough!” he said and began tickling her
again.

“JASON!” she shouted, laughing between
trying to catch breaths; she tried tickling him back, but, as
strong as she was, she couldn't cope with his greater strength,
finally pulling into a ball to stop him.

Her male counterpart halted, himself
breathing hard, when he realized she was vanquished and breathless.
“I win! You have to go home now.”

Struggling to suck air into her lungs, Kerry
continued laughing and giggling, still painfully sensitive
everywhere he’d touched her.

The Skipper propped himself up on an elbow,
watching her. “Need air?” he asked.

“Yes! I need air!” She was still laughing,
unknowing and uncaring of his intentions, discovering them swiftly
when his lips met hers and he breathed into her. She continued the
kiss, even as she gulped for air through the occasional opening in
their lips, finding her body and nervous system electrified and
sensuous after the tickling experience, her lungs groping for more
oxygen.

They wrapped their limbs around each other,
caressing each other’s backs and sides; Kerry felt her passion
quickly rise as they hugged tightly together, and let Jason breathe
into her mouth, taking no further air from the outside. The
increased carbon dioxide stimulated her further, but also didn’t
allow her enough oxygen. Although the experience was erotically
pleasurable, she couldn’t maintain it and not pass out, so she
eventually had to suck some air through their pressed lips. Jason
pulled away and allowed her to breathe freely as he kissed her
cheeks and neck. The impassioned artist put her hand behind his
head and pulled it into her, streaming kisses down his face.

Finally settled, the Captain leaned his head
on her shoulder. Still catching her breath, Kerry pushed down on
his shoulders, sliding upward against him, until his head lay on
her chest; she was still mildly heaving to obtain more air. She
caressed and pulled it into her tightly, feeling it rub pleasantly
against her now sensitive breasts as he nestled it there. He put
his arms around the small of her back and they held each other
tightly for several minutes, soaking up each other’s presence and
comfort, understanding something serious was happening.

Jason pushed himself up on his hands and
looked down at her, seeing her smile. He bent down and pressed his
lips against her breast, then bit her gently through the material,
hearing her barely perceptible, breathy moan, then looked into her
eyes again.

“Ow,” she said softly,
displaying a mock anger, feeling the sensual stimulus nonetheless.
Sensitive as she generally was there, she was surprised it didn’t
hurt more, and that she found it as exhilarating as she did.
Everything she had previously thought about sex, and her coolness
toward it, was rapidly metamorphosing into something new.
“That was very
forward of you, Jason
Raleigh,” she scolded.

“Hey, don’t you talk to me about
forward!”

She pursed her lips together a moment. “What
made you think I’d let you get away with that?”

“Gee, I don’t know! Dumb luck? What the
hell, it’s the way I met you!”

She laughed at him, covering herself with
crossed arms.

“You hated it, eh.”

“I didn’t say that,” she answered
demurely.

“So, if I wanted to do it again, you
wouldn’t let me.”

Still smiling, “I don’t think that would be
a good idea.”

“And why is that?”

She made an attempt at a
shrug. “Too fast. Then you'd believe I am a floozie.”

“I'd never believe that of you. But hey, we
passed my speed about two minutes after you stepped aboard, so I’m
flying by the seat of my pants!”

“Oh.” She managed a look which was part
silly, part seductive.

Jason felt the same silly-sensual mood.
“What if I said ‘Please’?”

“Please? You mean, like, it’s important to
you?” she asked amusedly. “Like you have to do it or you’ll
die?”

He pushed his eyebrows together, wondering
exactly what kind of game they were playing. “No, not like that.
But let’s say - hypothetically - that I wanted to feel close and a
part of someone I thought was the most charming, sensitive, and
impressive woman I’d ever met in my life. What about that?”

Her expression changed to serious while she
scanned his face, delicately lifting a left eyebrow. “Looks like
you’re still peeling that grape,” she uttered. They looked silently
into each other’s eyes several moments, during which the
auburn-haired artist emptied her head of anything resembling an
intellectual thought, then closed her eyes momentarily, monitoring
her feelings, opened her arms and pulled Jason's head firmly
against her chest again.

Her blond-haired mate smothered his face
there, feeling her erect nipples through the thin, white material,
and chewed softly against the tips of her breasts, first one, then
the other. Kerry inhaled deeply through her teeth and pulled his
head into her harder, feeling the new-sprung electrifying of her
nervous system, experiencing its radiation throughout every
sensuous area of her body.

After a few minutes Jason stopped, feeling
there were getting too intimate for this early in their
relationship. It was not a game they were playing any longer, not
with a woman like this. He raised himself up on his hands and
looked into the beautiful face, flushed and satisfied, brashly
revealing her state of arousal. Her pink lips were parted slightly
as she continued to take in deeper breaths to still her heart.
Soft, lightly tanned hands gently grasped hold of each side of the
handsome face, the eyes of each seeking the other once more, both
pondering the same questions.

He sat up next to her, his right hip
touching against her, still silent, their eyes continuing to be
locked on each other. He caressed the exposed part of her stomach
with his right hand, moving it up to run it lightly over her
breasts, stroking and squeezing each one tenderly, then to her bare
upper chest and neck, gently caressing her there. She grabbed his
hand when it reached her neck, brought it to her lips, kissed it
twice, their eyes unmoving from each other’s. She brought it down
to her stomach and pushed it under her top, naked beneath, until it
caressed her soft breast.

His own excitement quickly building, Jason
knew something meaningful was transpiring, despite it’s speed. He
caressed her breasts, rubbing rough palms over projecting nipples,
rolling them between his fingers, finally grasping an entire
breast, one at a time, and squeezing it tightly. He noted her
change of expressions, her occasionally closing eyes, her own
sensual satisfaction, as he massaged her increasingly sensitive
areas. He pulled his hand out and lay down next to her again, then
kissed her fully on opened lips, finding her tongue immediately
tantalizing and her mouth working more excitedly against his, her
hips and legs reflexively moving slowly against him. He hugged her
body tightly, arms firmly around her back.

In a few moments, he pulled back, looking
into her face. “What the hell are we doing?” he blurted.

“Uhm - oh, boy. Why are
you asking me
that?” She took in a deep breath and cleared the fogginess in her
head. “I think, kind of, mildly making love?” she said
dreamily.

“Sure -
mildly! Some ice
cube you are.”

“Mm-m-m,” she cooed,
“Well, with you! I can’t think about how fast this has been! Like
you said earlier, it depends on who you’re with. And no one I’ve
ever been with is anything like you.”

He nodded. “That’s nice to hear. Not that I
have anything against making love - especially with you - but, how
far do you want to take this right now?”

“How far do you want to go, Jason?” she
threw back, not yet letting her brain work through her
emotions.

“Come on! You can’t ask a guy in this
situation that question. I’m human, you know!”

“Mm-m-m, I’ve noticed.” She smiled
pleasantly, displaying her satisfaction and comfort with their
state of affairs, pulling his aroused body tightly into hers with
gentle hands around his back, feeling more excited because she
could feel he was.

“Hmm-m!” the engineer
uttered, feeling his emotions smolder. “Uh-h, well, since we're way
past anyplace I thought we'd go, I may not be the right person to
ask.”

“Who else?” She continued to rub his back,
keeping them tightly together.

He noticed she was studying his responses.
He tilted his head to the side and squinted his eyes. “You’re
playing with me, somehow. What’s going on inside there?” His index
finger tapped her forehead.

“I’m not playing. Are you?” she said
breathily, still warm and sensitive.

“No! But you look too
damned comfortable to be in this position. Hell, this is a first
date! You’re too pretty, and I think too conservative to be doing
this! How can you
be?”

“Well, how can
you? It’s not just me,
you know. You're analyzing everything going on inside of me. What's
up with you?” She
dredged up the spunk to confront the man that was otherwise causing
her to wilt.

He frowned a moment. “Because you’re like no
one I’ve ever met. Thoughtful, smart, fascinating - nineteen kinds
of charming! - and it seems very passionate under all that control
you like to show. I know there’s more to you, and I want to know
that much better. Before heading straight into mindless sex!”

“Hm-m-m, very cerebral reasons. I should be
gratified, but now, I’m not really sure! I’m afraid mine are not so
well considered. Not yet, anyway. There's a bunch of good things
about you, Jason, things which attract me enormously, and which is
how I let myself into this position in the first place. But, for
the rest - it’s simply how you make me feel. That’s never happened
to me with anyone before.”

“Really? We haven’t
done anything
yet!”

“We’ve done enough! For
me! And this fast? I've never
done anything like this before.”

“What? You’re not going to tell me you’re a
virgin or something. At your age?”

“No,” she said softly and thoughtfully, “I’m
afraid I’m not going to be able to tell you that.” She looked back
into his eyes. “But I’m close enough! Especially from your
viewpoint.”

“No kidding?”

“No! No kidding at all!”

“Oh. Wow. Well, even more reason to know
what the heck's going on in that pretty artist’s head.”

She shrugged daintily.
“Jason, you’re forcing me to think responsibly, and I’m afraid I
don’t much feel like doing it now. And that’s your fault! You got me here, so stop
complaining!”

“Hey, it's not just
me! And I’m
not complaining. I’m
simply - I don’t know what the hell I’m doing either.”

“You’re being too analytical. Rest those
big, beautiful brains. I know this has been fast, but, this feels
very right. I feel good with you. Maybe too good! Goodness, I’m
losing all my perspective.

“I'm the one who should be
analyzing how you feel! If I could be sure I wasn’t some casual sexual
excursion for you - ” She braved adding the last part, having
allowed herself to become so sexually aroused that reason and logic
were suspended, replaced by a new set of bubbling
emotions.

“How could you possibly be
anyone’s casual sexual anything.”

“Oh, Jason, don’t say
that. I have been. Even if it was long ago, when I was young and naive! I
don’t know if you can understand - the games girls have to play, to
discover if the men we’re with are right, and if they are, to try
not to let them think we’re wild and wicked women.”

“Don’t play any games with
me! I’ve dated people like that. I hate people who play games. It’s why
I’m still single.”

“Okay, okay,” she returned quietly,
caressing his face with her finger tips. “So you think I should
just trust you completely? Already? Right now?”

“Trust me how?”

She shrugged again.
“Every way.”

“Sounds like you’re asking if we should make
love, Kerry.”

“Mm-m-m, it does, doesn’t it. I guess right
now that’s a pretty stupid question, huh.” Her fingers continued
their soft caresses.

“Yeah. Big time!”

She laughed quietly and lay back, giving
their heated bodies space. She pinched his cheek, then continued to
roam her hands over his chest and shoulders, gently massaging
them.

“I’m not sure it's a good thing to be doing
this quickly,” the Captain continued, “As much as I’ve found out
about you, there’s still a lot I don’t know. If we go that next
step, this quickly, I’m not sure what you’d think about me later
on. Or yourself either, for that matter. If you’re normally as
reserved as you've indicated - which is kind of hard to
believe.”

“I know. I don’t want to
give you the wrong impression, yet here I am, giving
both of us that
impression! I’m not sure how that happened!”

The engineer laughed, shaking his head. “How
reserved could you possibly be, you sexy little thing, huh?”

“Well, how reserved
are you! Supposedly you haven’t been doing anything with women for
five years! Then here you are with me, talking about making love
half an hour into our first date! And if you hadn’t stopped
to talk about it,
you’d probably be doing a lot more than that! Oh, my God, I can’t
even believe I said that.”

The engineer chuckled again, at what was
apparently a very complex woman. “Yeah, we seem to be too of a kind
that way. Conservative people, now in an un-conservative position!
How’d that happen?”

“Fate?”

“Yeah. I guess I feel similarly - not
wanting you to believe I do this kind of thing all the time. I
don't.”

“That’s important? What I would think about
you?”

“Of course! What do you
think all this is about? Me trying to get laid?”

Kerry gave him a small laugh. “Well, you are
male!”

“Yeah, well, not
that male!
Some of us discriminate about who we sleep with,
thank you. I'd hoped you'd be a lot more than that. A
lot more! Women who want
only sex I've turned down regularly. I can't live that way. What I
need is a woman with substance, which I thought you’d
be.”

“I am, Jason. But, you being like you
are, it’s an extraordinarily appealing thing to me - more than I'd
ever think. So, I’ve relaxed completely, because I trust you.
You're the kind of man that deserves that. Aren’t you?”

“Yes! But you’d
expect me to say
that.”

“No. I'd expect you to be
honest. I don’t know why, but I’ve known lots of men; you’re not
like them. I like you an awful lot, Jason.” She caressed the side
of his face and neck, grasping his hand with her other one, kissing
it. “I want you to be that White Knight I’ve always dreamed about.
Everything about you says you are: everything I see, everything I
feel. What am I supposed to do?”

“Damned if I know. But, if
we're both who we say we are - and I’m assuming we are -
all the more reason not to be impetuous. We have plenty of
time.”

She nodded. “Whatever you say, Captain.” She
closed her eyes and rested her head against him.

“Kerry, I've hardly
asked anyone else
aboard my boat - and never for anything serious. You're the
first.”

“So, this is
your boat? Alone. I
wasn't sure.”

“Yeah.”

She nodded. “You did that on purpose. I
understand.” She patted his chest. “You should be very proud of
yourself. I guess you are doing pretty well, and are financially
very smart.”

“Going to ask me how much I make, now?” He
continued to probe.

“No! I haven't thought about that until now.
I’m not like that. I do alright, I don’t need anyone to finance my
life. And that isn't why I'm attracted to you! Other than being
bright enough to do all this. For all I know, you're financed to
the hilt and penniless. And, although I hope that’s not the case,
because it would make you dumber than I think you are, I couldn’t
care less.

“Men with money have never
attracted me - I see them all the time. Even dated a few casually.
They’re okay to share dinner with once in a great while, but no
one's ever gotten more than a kiss on the cheek good night.
Nobody in my recent
history has ever gotten to where you’re at right now; and never this quickly. Which was my
point before.”

After thinking another
moment, “How can I let someone who I find completely captivating,
and who I think could be important to me, how can I let him know -
” She stared into the blue eyes, “let you know, that no one else has ever
gotten this close and this deep, ever? Let alone this fast.” She
stared into his eyes.

“I think you just did.”

She provided a small mirthless laugh, then
grabbed his hand and held it on her chest. “This is completely
crazy behavior for me - but, it feels right!”

“You can always stop - whatever makes you
comfortable.”

“That’s my problem!
I am comfortable.”

“Ah! Let me see: being comfortable here
makes you uncomfortable?”

“I know. I told you! See what I mean?”

“That's an interesting predicament. I can’t
help you there.”

“No! You’re the reason I
have it.”

“Want me to go somewhere while you resolve
it?” he smiled at her.

“No, I just - want you to like me for what I
am, Jason. Not - something else.” She sighed. “Actions speak louder
than words, and when you look back on this, tomorrow or next week,
how fast I let this physical stuff happen is going to tell you
something much different than what I am. I don’t know how I’m going
to compensate for that.”

“That is the point I was making - why we
should cool down. Could be some kind of freak chemistry between
us.”

The comely artist looked
up. “It's not that. It's not your sexy male charm that primarily
affected me - although, I'm thrilled you have it! There are loads of handsome
men in my industry that I pay no attention. It's those lovely
qualities that make you up which matter so much to me, and made me
feel good about you in the first place. I noticed them last week
when you rescued me. As enjoyable as this physical
stuff is with you, you're obviously much more, and that affects me
deep inside, not just my hormones.” She narrowed her view of him a
moment. “Do you understand that?”

He nodded. “I do. And I'd like to believe
that's exactly what this is.”

“But you're not sure yet.”

Jason shrugged. “It has been awfully
fast.”

Kerry pursed her lips together and
sighed.

“Believe me, Kerry, if
that is truly who you are - I'd never want to let you
go.”

Kerry smiled, then reached behind his neck
and pulled his head back to her chest, kissing him atop the head.
Jason reached around her back, half laying on her, holding her.

“So, since we’re getting
close here,” he said after a pleasant silence, “what's that
‘in recent
history’ about?”

“What?” she responded.

“You said before that no one in your ‘recent
history’ got to where I’m at. It follows you’ve had some in your
past. Want to tell me about any of that?”

“Oh my, not really.
You would pick up
on that.” She sighed. “When I was a teenager, I wanted to have this
great romance - tried to make
two of us fall in love, because it seemed like
such a great idea. But, there was never any love there; it was
something else. I realized I'd made a mistake after not too long.
Naturally it worked out horribly.”

“That’s it?”

“Mm-hm. It was quite enough. For me.”

“Then - this is the same person you said
used you for his own ‘casual sexual excursion.’ Right?”

“Jason, you have to stop
doing that! I’m going to be afraid to say anything!” She continued to stroke his hair, concerned about how much
the engineer would query her.

Jason lifted his head and
looked into the pretty green eyes. “Not much chance of that.
Doesn't seem like you do
that.”

“Silly me!”

He put his head back down.

“Okay, yes. I wasn’t treated well then.
Neither one of us was doing the right thing, and it was terrible. I
don’t want to discuss it further. Not now. It's an old story, and
not important to us.”

The blond head raised up again. “You already
think there’s an ‘us’?”

She thought a moment. “If you do,” she
whispered.

“Uh-huh! What happened to that blunt little
lady that was here a few minutes ago? The one I'd started to
like!”

Kerry closed her eyes momentarily, then
stared back into the blue gaze across from her. “I guess you don’t
like any kind of game at all, do you?”

“I guess not!” he returned instantly.

“Okay,” she took another
breath. “I hope very much there's an ‘us’ here, Jason. That you and
I can become something meaningful. You know what I’ve already told
you. At the rate we’re going, it won’t take much for me to - fall
for you completely, and become very seriously involved.” She smiled
girlishly at him. “Give
me another hour! That
direct enough for you?”

He nodded, watching her face. Then, another
impish look came over him. “You need a whole hour?”

The pretty artist laughed. “I’m estimating!
Math's not my strong suit.”

“I can help you with that!”

“I’m sure. You know, as blunt as I’ve been,
you’ve taken it all in and asked for more. You want me hanging
myself right out there, don’t you, Jason Raleigh - heart in hand,
where you can clip me off at the knees and I can fall to my
doom!”

He considered that. “Humph! Very artistic
image! But, anything less doesn’t seem like much. Not anymore. Not
from you.”

“That doesn’t seem very fair.”

“I’m not interested in fair. Nothing’s fair!
I’m interested in honest, direct, loyal, committed - those things I
haven’t found in all those jerks I met the last few years.”

“I can be those,” a sultry voice stated, “if
you’re the same.”

They both smiled at each other, hugging a
few more minutes.

“Interesting meld, you and me,” Kerry
reported. “A couple of tough guys getting together. Seems like
we're more of a business arrangement than something romantic.”

“Oh, really?” He grabbed her top and pulled
it open, popping the buttons and baring her breasts.

“Jason!
Jason?” Kerry exclaimed, with more surprise than
disturbance, as he grabbed her breasts, one in each hand, and
squeezed them tightly, then massaged them and rubbed her nipples
with his thumbs. “Ja-Jason, oh God, wh-what are you doing!” she
lamented softly, holding his hands with her own, a sensual shock
streaming though her.

“We’ll see,” he returned, smothering his
face in the warm, soft skin of her breasts, licking and kissing
them, gently biting at them everywhere.

“Jason, Honey,” she moaned in a low voice,
hugging her arms around his head, pulling it into her more tightly.
“Oh my God!” she uttered in a low and breathy voice, as her
emotions speedily swelled past any level she'd known.

He moved his head up to her lips where they
crushed them to each other in a fervent kiss which locked mouths
and tongues passionately together. Finally, after several minutes,
the sandy-haired lover pulled up and looked down into the
emotion-filled face of the sensual woman below him, her eyes
half-opened, her arms around his neck.

She exhaled a sharp sigh. “Mm-m-m,” she
uttered. “God! That's the most incredible thing I've ever felt with
a man! So, we won’t have to worry about the romantic part.”

“You actually had a doubt!”

“I surely don't
now! My emotions are not
used to working at this level. Not these emotions! She sat up, looking
down at her breasts and opened top, taking in a deep breath and
letting it out in a huff to calm down. “I'll need another top from
my bag. This one's missing a few buttons.” She turned and looked
down at Jason still laying there, letting her top slide off down
her shoulders. She bent a little forward toward him and let some of
her hair cascade around her shoulders and breasts, knowing her
aureole and nipples were still enlarged and erect, aware of the
provocative picture she presented the handsome Captain. “Anything
you want to say, before I dress up?”

“Yes.” He sat up. “The fish should be biting
well today. Since I have only lures aboard, we should probably go
after blacks and maybe some eels. Flats and Flukes like worms.”

Kerry opened her mouth slightly, her
expression confused,.

He smiled and put his arms around her from
behind, crossing them over her chest, again caressing her breasts
in them.

“Goodness, Jason! It's
beginning to seem like I'll let you do anything to me! How bizarre is that,
Kerry Lynn!” she spoke to herself, then snuggled back into
him.

The Skipper let her go and stood, extending
a hand to his ravishing mate. “Get up! Let’s finish our lunch and
ride the hell out of here, get some wind on our faces. Let’s at
least get to know each other an afternoon before we consummate this
thing, huh.”

“You’re the Captain,” she said rising,
suddenly embarrassed with her state of nakedness. She went to her
bag and pulled out a tee shirt, quickly pulling it on, noting, as
she looked down, that it didn’t leave much to the imagination over
her naked and aroused breasts and nipples. She gazed into Jason’s
eyes and shrugged daintily, knowing he’d been watching.

“Very pretty!” he commented, admiring her
shapely figure, easily seen through the flimsy covering. He reached
out and gave each nipple a pinch.

“Ss-s-s, ow, mm-m,” Kerry’s responded,
swallowing hard, not used to the instant electrifying of her senses
at a mere touch. “Glad you like it, but take it easy on me; I’m
extremely sensitive now,” she returned softly, “strange as that
is.” She sat down at the dining area, covering her chest up with
her hands, suddenly embarrassed with the speed things had occurred.
But after glancing at the captain, and absorbing a quick wink from
the captivating blue eyes, she smiled, melting all her
embarrassment. “So, do you think we’re compatible people?” she
asked.

“Sure! We should relax, and get to know each
other better. Passion's easy; liking is difficult,” he told an
agreeing artist.

They kissed once again and held each other
for a few minutes, enjoying their closeness, then disposed of the
remnants of their lunch.

“Let's go up to the command seat,” the
Skipper stated, quickly walking up the semicircular stairway,
pulling her behind him. “We’ve got a fun day ahead of us.”

“More fun than this?” she joked as she
bounded up the stairs.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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Jason tied a small rubber dinghy to the
stern of the boat, and cast off the lines that secured them to the
dock, then began piloting the vessel into the Connecticut
River.

“What a terrific view from here! The boat
looks enormous!” Kerry commented. She took in a deep breath,
feeling great about the adventure, and better about the brave
captain sitting next to her.

They drove Northward up the River, making
their way to picturesque Hamburg Cove, a small sheltered bay
surrounded by a pretty wooded area of budding green trees. Early in
the season, and the middle of the week, no other vessels were
present. They suited up and jumped into the cool water, far better
for a swim than the colder Sound. Kerry had put on a light-green
two piece suit, slightly more substantial than the skimpier bikini
she also carried, endeavoring not to provide them with any greater
sexual tension than they'd already managed.

They swam and played together for about
fifteen minutes, then walked ashore, holding hands, ambling through
the trees and bushes behind the beach. Quickly chilled in the dry,
eighty-degree breeze, they jumped back into the fresh water and
swam back to the boat.

Once on deck they hugged and rubbed their
hands over each other’s bodies to warm, first with towels, then
without. Jason assembled the large “playpen” pads which unfolded to
make one, large, eight-foot square padded lounge. They hugged and
caressed each other in the sunlight, goosebumps still stingingly
erect all over their bodies, but, in the ensuing kissing and
caressing, warmed themselves up quite effectively. In very little
time they again sought to cool their quickly building desires,
which came more swiftly each time they touched.

Kerry Lynn sat up on the expansive lounge
pad, her top unbuttoned in back, hanging loosely around her neck,
intermittently blowing about her breasts in the occasional breeze.
She reached up to caress Jason’s face. “You were right. We are
having more fun. Anything else planned?”

“Let’s cruise. Some place special you'd like
to see?”

“Those tiny islands off Branford Point - the
Thimbles?” She flashed her teeth, her face radiant in the warm
sunshine.

The Captain nodded. “Sure!” He kissed her
once more, then turned to the cockpit.

“I'll lay back here while you're navigating.
I wouldn't want you to bump into anything!”

Jason grinned at her, then turned his
attention to piloting the boat.

By the time they reached the River mouth,
three-quarters of an hour later, the Skipper knew his mate had
gotten enough sun. “Kerry! Put on a top and come up front!”

She stopped below and put on a tee shirt,
after first rubbing lotion into her skin. Then bobbed up to the
cockpit and sat next to the handsome Skipper, bumping her curvy
hips against his. “Miss me, Big Guy?” she said cheerily.

“I think I just might have! I actually
stopped feeling aroused for about a half-hour.”

“Oh. We’ll have to fix that!” She pulled his
head to her and they kissed, first lightly, then with more active
mouths and tongues.

After several seconds, the Skipper pulled
away to navigate the choppy waters, Kerry Lynn hugging her arms
gently around his solid trunk as they did.

Jason eased the throttles ahead, moving the
powerful sport yacht over the choppy surface at two-thirds speed, a
fast-paced forty-five knots. Inside twenty minutes they pulled
around the breakwater reef and in toward tiny Duck Island, a mile
or so off the coast of Westbrook, anchoring a couple of hundred
feet away. They untied the tiny rubber boat, rowed ashore, then
pulled it up on the secluded beach. Kerry had taken her pullover
sneaks off and begun walking in the shallows.

“It’s colder here. Swimable, but not as warm
as that little cove we were at.”

“Tide’s coming in, bringing the colder ocean
water with it,” the Captain enlightened.

Arms around each other, they completely
explored the little island, the only people there, through the
short trees and pines, wild flowers and bushes, to the stone
remnants of an old lighthouse barely visible from shore, around to
the rocks and all the way out to the end of the northernmost jetty,
which sported a small lighthouse at its termination, and then
back.

As they walked, Kerry told an interested
Jason about her life, her days at grammar and high school, while
reserved as usual, he returned scant information on himself. She
told him that she’d been interested in art since earliest
childhood. Her parents had let her take special courses given at
the various local art schools since second grade. Always the
youngest in her classes, and the most motivated of her siblings,
she’d graduated in the top ten at high school when seventeen, then
took the test to get into Rhode Island School of Design; she was
second in her graduation class. She worked summers to pay off her
own school loans, and had payed everything back last year because
of her excellent salary at the station.

Before graduation she'd circulated résumés
around, keeping her eyes opened for a major interior design firm,
but good opportunities were slim. The TV station looked seriously
at her - hiring her the following February, at twenty-two - quickly
being promoted when they saw her work and overall expertise.

“What about the other men in your life?”
Jason asked as they finally sat down, leaning against a Maple
tree.

“Other men,” she reiterated, “you mean
dating. It was all very innocent. I didn’t have anything that you’d
call serious and long term.” She sighed, “The only thing that came
close was that one situation I told you about earlier. I don’t know
if I should go into that.”

“Sure you do! Go ahead.”

She explained that she had developed an
interest in one of her professors, a transitional teacher who'd
come from England, filling in for two years. They'd become very
friendly the second semester while she took a class with him,
because she was doing so well and he thought she had great talent.
When she was in the midst of some project work with him after
classes, a stronger relationship developed, leading to some kisses
and hugs amongst their work, and soon their relationship evolved
into a three month affair.

“Hm, three months, huh,” the engineer
commented. “So you were in love with him,” her escort asked, more
concerned than he wanted to be.

She sighed again. “I wish
it were that simple. In one sense, I wish I had been, but, no, I never was. I
wanted this great romance! I thought I could make it happen. But it never did. I
learned you can't manufacture love just thinking it's a neat thing
to do! Something else needs to happen. I thought it was what a
serious art student like me should
do. It would be the coolest thing - a romance with my professor. But, it was immature, and I
could never get it to work!”

The engineer chuckled. “So
- you tried for
three months?”

She nodded. “Essentially.
I thought he cared a lot about me, making extra time to be with me,
praising me all the time. So I was infatuated with him for awhile,
but much more with the idea of having him. An art student and her
teacher, going off into the sunset. How poetic is that! But, it
never worked.”

She shook her head gently as she thought
about it. “Before I fully understood it wasn’t working, we got
together a bunch of times over that three months, after classes,
getting closer. We got romantically involved in our classroom after
everyone left, or one of the abandoned classrooms, and then later,”
she sighed again, “out in his car, in the parking lot.”

“Hm! Doesn’t sound like you were happy about
it,” Jason commented.

“I wasn’t! Actually
ever, but, especially at
the end. Before that, I hoped great things would happen between us.
He was older, twenty-eight, charming and good looking. He sounded
brilliant, with his British accent - always complementing me, both
as an artist, and a woman. I was immensely flattered - a handsome
artist in the prime of his life seriously interested in me! I
thought I’d arrived as a woman. It seemed perfect.”

“Things usually aren’t that simple.”

Kerry looked into his eyes. “No. It was
hardly that. I thought I could have everything I wanted. It was a
mistake; he wasn’t the right person, and it cost me a lot,
personally. I learned from that. I’m older now. Things are much
different.”

“Sure. You’re a regular Methuselah.”

“No.” She smiled
momentarily. “I mean I’m much more experienced, wiser. I’ve been on
a lot of dates
since then, with lots of guys.”

“But you didn’t get involved again?”

“Uh-uh. As I told you, it cost me too much.
I was pretty upset. Embarrassed that I’d been taken advantage of so
easily. I thought I was too smart for that. It was a humiliating
experience. I wasn’t in a hurry to get serious again. Until now,
surprising as this has been.” Her mood seemed to becoming more
somber by the moment.

“Just like that?”

“Well, yes! Isn’t it the same for you? One
girl you were married to, and then nothing for years. Then, one
little rescue, and here we both are!”

“More or less. But I was consumed with work,
and bringing up a child.”

“I was consumed with work, too. I dated and
looked, but, as the saying goes, I kissed a lot of frogs before I
met a prince! Actually, I didn't even kiss that many of them.”

“Hey, I’m no prince. More like a hardworking
frog!”

She laughed softly. “Well, you look princely
enough from where I sit,” she replied, snuggling against her
companion.

“Mm, the girl with a dream.”

“That shouldn’t bother
you.” She turned and kissed the arm she was holding. “I have a lot
of good reasons for a close relationship now. I’m no school girl
any longer. I’m the one who should be worried.” She sat upright, soberly
searching inside herself, grabbing at something there.

“You
worried?” he wondered.

“Mm-hm.” She let go of his arm and stared
into the ground, “You’re really a terrific catch for any woman. It
was only a matter of time before you came out of your shell. I was
just lucky enough to see you for what you are before someone else
did.” She turned to look at him. “You have a lot of wonderful
qualities, Jason. You work hard. You play hard! You’re strong and
compassionate - smart and successful - obviously handsome.” She
took a deep breath and now thought sullenly to herself, looking
back down at the ground. “Girls will always be crawling all over
you, forever. Even after I’m an old hag.”

“Old
hag? I can’t imagine you
ever being that, Kerry,” he added. “You'll be the most beautiful
hundred-year-old on the block!”

She chuckled. “Thanks, but I'll be some
version of that, everyone is eventually. Its worse for women,
because we lose our softness and delicateness. Someday, weeks or
months down the road, you'll tire of me,” she spoke in a soft
voice, “after all this novelty wears off. It doesn’t matter how
pretty you think I am now; after awhile - it gets old. Beauty is
transitory, and I can’t keep mine forever. No woman can. In not too
long, what you see in me now will fade, and you won’t think I’m
that special.” She finished moodily, seeming to have rapidly grown
into a dark phase.

“It’s the normal course of
events,” she went on. “Men chase women at any cost, and after
they have them
awhile, they're on to the next one. There doesn’t seem to be much
they can do about it. We’re left holding the bag - of leftover
memories and unfulfilled dreams, and a lot of pain and misery. They
don’t care, they just move on.” She was searching inside herself
for something, rapidly becoming truly glum.

“Where the hell did
that come from? You
know, I’m not exactly the type!”

“I’d love to think that, but, ultimately,
everybody's the type,” she brooded, having quickly changed her
composure. “Things change. People go on to the next person. We all
get over our previous attractions. I got over my professor, you got
over your poor wife. Everyone gets over everyone, eventually.
Nothing lasts forever.” She now sounded doleful and dispirited, one
powerful mood switching entirely to another in the space of a few
moments.

“That sounds awfully jaded - doesn’t make a
lot of sense. What’s up with you?”

She shrugged, quiet awhile, drawing shapes
in the sand. Then, “I’ve seen my sister and our friends be in love
dozens of times, their boyfriends, too. Then it’s over, everybody
cries a little, and then they’re all with different people, and
everybody’s in love again, sleeping with someone new. That bothers
me. I can’t do that. I can’t be casual about love.”

“Except for your professor person,” he
probed again.

“That wasn’t casual!” she defended, a touch
of anger in her voice. “It wasn’t real love, and I had a lot of my
ego working in trying to get him, but it was as much as I knew back
then! Just because I was doing it wrong didn’t make it casual!”

“Then why didn’t you keep it up?” he
challenged.

“For one thing - he married his fiancé’!”
Her eyes grew even more somber.

“You didn’t know?”

“Of course not!”

“Oh-h-h. Ouch. Nice guy.” Jason wondered
what was happening with her emotions, obviously a strong force
within her, and what had triggered this change of character. He’d
always heard about artistic temperament, but thought that a gross
exaggeration made by jealous people with no talent. The talented
design engineers he worked with didn’t suffer from that
characteristic; of course, those were engineers, essentially
nose-to-the-grindstone numbers people, creative or not. Perhaps
with a purely creative artist, this was the real thing.

“Yes. He got over me
pretty easily, too. If he was ever interested in anything more than
sex! He even asked me again after he got married.” The pretty woman sighed.
“He gives me this story that it was arranged, so he had to do it.
He said he really didn’t love her, that he loved me. I realized by
then that it was as big a bunch of baloney as everything else he
told me! But even taking him at his word, it wasn’t right, and I
couldn’t believe he ever loved me if he was marrying someone else.
Not that what we were doing was any great thing, believe me! But,
obviously he must have been having sex with her - a fiancé’ ! And while he was
always pursuing me, complimenting me and saying he loved me! How could
anyone do that!”
She said the last in a raised voice, pounding a fist into the
ground.

“Lying’s easy for some, Kerry. Some people
are users, plain and simple. Still seems to bother you.”

“It does. Not because I
loved him, but because I so misjudged him. Misjudged everything!
Myself, too. I was so wrong, so many ways! And because I remember
the shock it was to my confidence, and that regardless of how
attractive I was, I was easily cast aside. I was eighteen, and
probably better looking than I am now. I was so cocky about myself. It was a rude
awakening. I wasn’t as precious as I thought. I got used only for
my body. Like any tramp! I was so stunned, I didn’t get over it for
a long time. Maybe I never will - people being so dishonest and
despicable about something so personal - I hate that!” she finished with forceful anger, punching the sand
again.

“It's okay,” Jason said soothingly, rubbing
his hand up and down her arm.

“Once we had our final
blowup, the jerk got over me real
quick, and immediately took up with one of my
classmates. After he was married! I felt so stupid! At least the
school fired him when they found out. Supposedly some jealous girl
saw him and somebody making out later and reported him. He was
probably doing her, too. The bastard!”

Jason sympathized with her to a degree, but
felt that she was making too much of a youthful infatuation. “Okay,
so you got a wake-up call from your youthful pride. You've learned
since then.”

She was quiet a moment while she thought and
brooded some more. “It represents the way men really are! No matter
what women feel, a man will take everything you have for a little
while, use you until he’s tired, then, you’re history.”

“You think that’s going to happen again?
Now?”

She shrugged, still sulky, some tears
forming in her eyes that she tried to wipe away; she was being
totally inconsistent with the person she'd been only minutes
ago.

The contrast in
personality was so great, Jason thought he might characterize it as
entertaining. He’d seen Alycia do similar things growing up, always
believing it was a function of youth and budding emotions. Yet here
it was revisited in a mature woman. He'd have to tread lightly, as
experience taught him. “So, why bother with all of
this?” He waved his
hands back and forth between them. “Doesn't make sense. You think
about that?”

She nodded. “Because. I
keep hoping. That I really will find that White Knight. But, I have
to be realistic. White Knights are dreams; a little girl’s dream at
that. There isn’t any knighthood at all in the way men really feel
about women: we’re play things: say or do anything to make us care,
then play with your female slave
for awhile. Later, drop them cold, on to the next
conquest! You're over.”

“Amazing. You have this positive, forceful
personality that tries to control everything and accomplish what
you want, yet inside you have a pessimistic outlook about romance?
That must drive you nuts.”

“I manage,” she said meekly.

“No, you don’t! Which is
why you probably haven’t had a meaningful relationship with a man
in your entire life! Humph! No wonder you’re left with this
all-or-nothing approach here. You don’t have anything else
in there! Just love ‘em
or hate ‘em!”

She closed her eyes and shrugged. “It’s part
of who I am.” She gazed back into his eyes hesitantly.

“That’s gobbledegook,
Kerry. That's not who you are! Plainly. It’s only what you’re doing. At the
moment. Good people do bad things occasionally. That's what's
happening.”

“I’m enough that way. It’s how I manage to
cope with the world, and everyone pulling at me.”

“Who's pulling at you?”

“You
are! Because I hoped so much that you're
different from the others. I thought that once. I was horribly
wrong, and I paid the price for it!”

“So? You were wrong, and
young. It happens to everyone. Then you grew up. It’s normal to be
somewhat self-protective, but you know everyone’s not the same. There
are thousands of men who would thank God every day for the
opportunity to have you by their side. Good men. And not just
because you’re attractive.”

She laughed cruelly.
“That’s what I thought back then. Before my ego got creamed. What
men really want is sex. And when their sexual interest is
over, you’re over. That's why most relationships end in
disaster.”

Jason shook his head. “What about your
parents?”

“They’re great. One of the lucky few. They
had a hard life coming here, and it bonded them together. That
hardly ever happens anymore.”

“Uh-huh. And your wonderful grandparents?
That's luck, too?”

Characteristically, she shrugged in
childlike fashion. “A different time - and one in a billion!”

“You’re being silly. My parents have been in
love with each other for nearly forty years. It’s more common than
you’re giving it credit for. How can you believe this, while you’ve
been acting like you’ve been? Caring and sensuous - and forward. So
positive and full of life?”

She was quiet again, still
unhappily reviewing her memories. “I - I wanted you to be
different. I’m fighting against the tide, trying to
make you different!” She
put her hand up to her head, and turned around, her back to the
tree, facing away from her companion, dealing with some bitter
tears. “I’m hoping that if I can make you happy enough being with
me, then - you’ll be that dream person I've always wanted.” She
shook her head disconsolately.

“Jeez, now you sound like
my daughter! When she’s
being immature! You can’t do that, Kerry:
Make people into
anything! You should have learned that while you were still in
college!”

“I wanted you to be
special. But I can’t make you stay. There’s nothing I can do!” She huffed out a
gush of air. “No matter what
I do! The more I do, the less you’ll care about
me. It’s the way men are.” She rubbed her arms up and down, trying
to alleviate herself of the chill she felt.

The engineer wasn’t sure
precisely how he was going to handle this; after all, their date
had been going spectacularly well until now. But, he felt if he
kept talking with her, she’d work it out; that was probably what
she wanted subconsciously anyway. Clearly this was a person with
very strong emotions. And moods. “People do care about each other, Kerry, and
for lots of reasons other than your body, no matter how great it
is.”

“Not in
my experience!
Besides, you sure
as hell liked it well enough!” she shot back, still not looking in
his direction.

“Well, gee whiz, I’m guilty. That’s the way
the animal kingdom works, to keep itself from becoming extinct. If
you fault everyone for being attracted to everyone else, you'll
have to write off the entire human race. That’s just ridiculous! I
noticed you weren’t exactly running away from me either. From the
first minute we met.”

She had to laugh at that. He was certainly
right.

“So I like the way you
look. Big deal. That won’t keep you on my boat, or in my life. I told you
originally, that’s not what attracted me to you; it wasn’t even the
main thing.” He paused. “I'd thought there was more. Apparently I'm
wrong - it happens.” He waited another few minutes for his words to
penetrate her emotions, while his own mind worked.

She squirmed uncomfortably against the tree,
trying to assimilate what was now occurring between them.

Jason continued, “So, you
must be telling me that’s what you feel about me. Handsome smile, great boat, a
few bucks - I'll give him a shot for awhile!”

“No!” She answered defensively, still
looking away, picking up stones and dropping them back onto the
ground. “I told you, you have a lot of good qualities. Those other
things are a plus, that’s all.”

“A man can't feel that way about you?” She
was making little sense; it was all emotion.

She forced a laugh through her nose. “Men
never get past the sex. Women are more sensitive. Not all of them,
and, and not all the time, but more. Men want sex. Period. In time,
after you get it, you tire of it, and you don’t even want that
anymore.”

“Brother. I thought I had a pessimistic view
of the opposite sex. Yours beats the heck out of mine.”

“Wonderful. I win. What’s the booby prize?”
she replied dejectedly.

“How about loneliness and self-inflicted
misery?”

“I’ve already had that, thanks.”

She was being self-indulgent, he knew,
reliving the hurt of nearly a decade ago. Most men would quickly
realize this was too thick a shell to penetrate, with a woman this
intelligent and accomplished, despite her beauty - a profitless
wresting match with the proverbial eight hundred pound gorilla -
they’d back off any real effort. What she took with her was the
pain of every bad relationship she'd ever seen - including her own
- and hadn't been in a hurry to make another one. A youthful
indignation, it had lasted far too long.

Jason realized she was obviously someone
subject to occasional moodiness, something with which he was
familiar - and even cherished - in his daughter. Once again, he’d
have to deal with it. “You’ve gotten all this from your professor.
You’re letting one jerk wreck your life.”

“Mostly. But I haven’t seen much difference
anywhere else.” She threw a stone into the trees.

“Hm! Well then, to use
your own criterion, you're apparently guilty of the same behavior -
an infatuated girl looking for some fast romance and cheap thrill.
Because obviously you are doomed to lose, despite anything you do.
Yet here you are, doing
it - soaking up all the physical sensations you
can - not unlike the men you’re criticizing! I’ve got to tell you,
I’m not thrilled about being put into that characterization with
you! You can keep that all to yourself. Permanently.”

She didn’t say anything. She hated thinking
of herself like that: crass, easy, setting herself up to get shot
down. She liked even less that someone she cared about was accusing
her of it! Somewhere deep within her, she realized she felt more
hurt than was appropriate, had gone further into her melancholy
than she should have; but that was even more confusing.

After a few minutes of quiet, she struggled
to speak reasonably again. “I’m - it’s, it’s not like that, Jason.
I’m not - that way. Not exactly. I - I didn’t mean for anything -
not this, to happen. With you. I was - I’m talking about things
that bothered me. What I feel. You should know - who I am.” Clearly
she was now wrestling with an internal conflict. “The way
everything looks to me. Sometimes - ” She took in a deep breath and
sighed, “things can’t be - they aren’t always what they look like.
People aren’t how they seem. I - I think - I don’t know. Maybe
they’re worse. Because of sex.”

“That
made a lot of sense!” Jason commented
satirically.

She shook her head. “Damn! I certainly
stopped this relationship in its tracks, didn’t I? I didn't want to
do that.” She stared into the ground, trying to focus, becoming
confused as to why she'd done this. “Damn, I really blew it!”

Jason sat thoughtfully several minutes,
first looking at her, then out through the trees and toward the
water, letting the quiet reign between them as his excellent brain
worked. Finally, “Well, that’s too bad,” he said, standing, “but
it’s an imperfect world! Not everything works flawlessly. Growing
up is learning that. Come on, I’ll take you home.”

She turned and looked up at him. “What?”

“Home. Let’s go! The outing's over. Like us.
We’re simply agreeing.” He moved his hand back and forth between
them again. “That this relationship is blown. Relationships are
about two people being on the same page. We’re not. I’m sorry it
couldn’t work when things held so much promise. But, that happens.
You try your best. You have to learn how to be comfortable with
failures in life. It’s how you learn and move on.”

“Oh,” she said, somehow surprised, suddenly
finding herself more deeply sullen and unhappy than she had been,
not quite knowing why.

“You ready?” he prodded. “Or do you want to
sit here and cry for a few more minutes before we go?” He addressed
the fact that she hadn’t moved yet.

She shook her head. “No, I’m - I’m ready. I
can go,” she said softly, then pushed herself up and stood next to
man she had recently been so passionate about. She looked up into
the engineer’s eyes a moment. “Jason. I’m - I’m really - sorry -
”

“Right!
Okay! Let's go, huh!” He cut her off in
mid-sentence, then turned to walk back. “We've wasted enough time
here. I should get home to my family,” he stated, as he turned and
walked toward the dinghy lying on the beach, “Shame. I really
thought you’d be different, that something meaningful was happening
between us.”

“So did I,” she stated unhappily, traipsing
after him.

“Yeah, sure!” he said, tramping along the
sand toward the water.

“I did, Jason!” she called after him,
finding it difficult to keep up with his quick pace over the sandy
terrain. “How can you doubt that!” she called, becoming even more
upset at the further turn of events. “After - after everything
we’ve done together!”

He stopped and quickly
turned toward her, and she almost ran into him. “What everything!
And which person is talking now? The vibrant one I met early this
afternoon, or the other one with the five ton chip on her shoulder?
And how many other miserable little people I don’t know are there
inside waiting to get out?”

“What are you talking
about? There aren’t any people
in me! I’m just telling you - ”

“I heard! You’re telling me how all the
men in the world are sexed crazed morons! And none of us poor, lowly male
creatures has the class or intelligence to see what wonderful
little angels all you women are! And all because one dopey guy
decided to have sex with you for awhile, no doubt after you
tried everything you could think of to push
him into doing exactly that! And now, sweet and
innocent little thing that you are, you’re worried that it’s
men who are the culprits
and make the world a terrible place. And you’re so-o terribly upset about it, that
you have to become miserable and cry in the middle of what had been
an extremely promising date. That about it?” He stared daggers into
her.

Kerry backed up at the
intensity her companion was showing. It hurt her to see him like
this, addressing her that way. It was a shock from the kindness and sensitivity
that she’d been used to. She swallowed hard at his portrayal of her
past behavior as tawdry and calculating, far more accurate than she
wanted to believe herself. In a short time, he understood very well
how she operated, then and now. She wasn’t sure she liked it at
all; in any case, it had come back to haunt her.

Tears welled up in her eyes again, but not
having anything to do with her past, men in general, or anything
else other than that the dream she'd thought was coming true was
disintegrating right before her eyes. And she’d caused it. She'd
cast the White Knight aside to ponder the dead memory of an eight
year-old lifeless lackey. How stupid was that?

“I’m, I’m sorry, Jason!” she said again,
tears creeping down her cheeks, more upset than she could account
for. She was unable to halt them, and just barely able to hold back
a full cry. “I didn’t - didn’t mean - I - I didn’t want to hurt
you.”

“You didn’t
hurt me,” he said
coolly, “You disappointed
me. I’ve gotten used to disappointment in my
life. I’ve had bigger ones than this. We haven’t even been together
a whole day! You haven’t known me long enough to hurt me. Things don’t always go the way you want. So you
end them, and try again. I have a beautiful, loving daughter back
at the house, and a terrific family. I always have that to go back
to, so it’s not a big loss - really.”

She nodded, now truly pained, her gentle
tears escalating into crying. “I - I see!” She put her hands up to
her face to cover it as she cried into them for several moments,
overwhelmed with emotions she didn’t yet understand herself.

Jason waited patiently as she underwent her
internal machinations. When she'd calmed some, the two stared at
each other silently a minute, as Kerry tried to reign in her tears,
stabilize herself, while she wiped her face with her hands. She
didn’t know what was supposed to come next. The emotional artist
had been caught in a trap of her own making, and had nowhere to
turn; she had no experience extricating herself from such a
problem.

“I -” she held back her tears as best she
could, continuing to wipe them from her cheeks. “I hoped -
something - something meaningful would, would come of us, Jason.”
She was forcing herself to think, to do anything other than emote.
“I - I truly did. Please be-believe me.”

“Really. And who’s
talking now! Somebody I met, or some other gloomy little person in there
that I don’t know?”

“Stop saying that!” she spouted, anger instantly building in her, knowing that
she was not many personalities, just one with many powerful
emotions. Why did he keep doing that! “There’s only
one of me here! I was
just being - a little upset -”

“I get it! Upset! God knows you had enough
reason to be. Gee, the day had been nearly perfect, we seemed to
like each other a lot, and then, there you go, into a depressive
funk. Makes a lot of sense. Better to just be done with it,
huh!”

“I was trying to tell you something
personal!” she exclaimed, fighting through her emotions now, anger
battling with grief, trying to find some way to be logical, even
angrier that it was so difficult to accomplish.

“I get it! You met a clod.
When you were eighteen, you thought he was juicy so you tried to
reel him in, because having a professor for a beau would be just
peachy. Unfortunately, he wanted someone else, maybe several
someone elses. So me, and all the other men in the universe, are
worthless sex maniacs. I got
it!”

“I made, made a mistake!” she answered, her
tears flowing again, not sure herself if she was more hurt or
angry.

“Right - eight years ago. How relevant. But,
don't forget, you’re making another one now. Because, after all, I
can’t be any better than he was. No man can.”

“Well, what do you want me
to say, Jason?”
she nearly yelled at him, trying not to cry any more, still
terribly upset that she had let something so beautiful come to
this.

“I don’t want you to say
anything. I just want you to get in the boat and go home.
Why would you want to do
anything else?”

“Be-Because! You’re, you’re special to me!”
she replied, pleadingly.

“No, I’m not! You were
unsuccessfully trying to make
me that way - remember? I just heard it. And,
being realistic, you realize that you can’t do that. So, here I am, poor little
old sex-crazed me, just another guy that only wants to grope your
sexy body, not very special at all. You ought to get your story
straight. It would help when you actually tried to make a point.
Certainly, there's no way I'm special enough. Depending on which
one of you in there I was having a relationship with.”

“There’s
only one
of me
here!” she stated again
irritatedly, unable to come up with anything reasonable to say
about her roller-coaster performance.

Jason shook his head, turned, and walked
ahead to the small rubber boat, pushing it forward into the water.
He looked back. “You coming? Or do you want to stay on the island
for a couple of days and whimper? I can come back!”

“I’m coming!” she said, reigning in her
tears.

They sat down in the small boat as the
Skipper picked up the oars to row. He stared at Kerry, her eyes
downcast, her mood gloomy and pained. She wrapped her arms around
herself to protect her from the chill, which wasn't from the warm
air. She raised her view, to look into the blue eyes that had so
captivated and warmed her not too long ago. “I’m so, so sorry,
Jason! Please - forgive me?” she tried one more time.

He merely raised an eyebrow a moment, his
countenance still holding a frown.

“I - I wanted to tell you,” Kerry spoke
softly, still upset, “to tell you everything - about me. Because, I
care about you. Sometimes, it’s upsetting. And, also - the one, one
time I tried to be - romantic with someone.”

“Sure. Very informative. You already had.
This wasn't about that. This was something else.”

She nodded. “Okay. I guess I know that. I -
just got carried away. Emotionally. That happens to me. Sometimes.”
She combed Jason’s face with her eyes, noting his disdain; but
still, she had to try something: the girl that made things happen.
“I don’t know why, now. I - I know it doesn’t really make sense,
here. Is there any way you can forgive me - for ruining this
wonderful day? I never - never wanted to.”

“Sure. I forgive you,” he answered glibly,
putting the oars in the water and beginning to row.

Kerry sat quietly, not knowing what to do,
but found that doing nothing aggravated her even more than
uncertainty. “Jason?” she said finally, as the small boat neared
the Archimedes.

“Step aboard, Kerry. Please.”

“I hate to
see you
like this. Please, don’t let it end this way.
There was so - so much promise here.”

“I didn’t end
anything. You did. You said so. I got the point. I’m agreeing with you.
I’ve simply had enough of whatever
it is. Just get on the boat,” the captain said
icily.

“Jason,” she began again,
too hurt and upset now to worry about her dignity. She hadn't
wanted to do this, she wanted a chance at the dream she'd carried
inside for so long, and this was the man to realize it with. He was
unlike anyone she'd ever met. Her tears were flowing down her face,
and she didn't bother wiping them away anymore. She knew he
understood she was upset, and there wasn’t any way to hide
it. “Damn you, you know I don’t want us to end
like this! Can’t we just please talk about this, and resolve it
somehow? Try to be friends again?”

“We’re done talking about it. I’ve had my
fill. The girl I was dating a little while ago should have told the
rest of you unhappy people in there back on the island, before it
got this far.”

“I only
have one
personality! Damn
it, will
you stop
saying that!”
Her anger was now boiling inside her grief,
providing one of the larger doses of the passions of Kerry Lynn
McKenna. “Why are you being so difficult about this? It’s not
a big thing! I’m trying to make it
better!” Her breaths
were coming in fast and furious through her nose.

“I’m
being difficult? Look, Kerry - or whoever
this is I’m talking to -
I’m not a hard ass. I’ve just had my limit, that’s all. I tried to
be a nice guy. Some things work and some things don’t. This didn’t
work. Just like your professor thing. We both agree. You learn to
take the good with the bad. It’s part of growing up. So - grow
up.”

“I am grown!” she returned forcefully,
unsure herself which of her own emotions was in play
now.

“Kerry,” Jason said
calmly, “if you don’t get into the boat, I’m going to push you back
to the island in the dinghy and leave you. Please - get on - the boat!” He said the last
firmly.

Finally she nodded unhappily and did so
quietly, climbing up through the transom door and onto the aft deck
of the larger boat.

The Captain tied up the smaller boat on the
back swim platform, and then climbed aboard himself.

“Jason?” Kerry called to him as he climbed
through the transom door, her character unable to leave the wrecked
situation alone. She was the responsible person, the one who
created things, took charge, made things happen, yet somehow she'd
let this come crashing down on top of her. Onto both of them.

“What now, Kerry?” he said disdainfully.

“I don’t know why you’re
staying mad! I
didn’t say anything bad about you
- not, not personally!”

“Really! That’s how
you see it?
Whoever you are?
Send out the girl who said she was being realistic, that decent
guys are just a dream, that any man who wants a woman just wants
her for her body, that he can’t get past that, and that he’ll just
use her and then throw her away. I’m any man! And I’m tired of
these glib and gloomy characterizations. Sorry, whoever
this is, but that
doesn’t fly. Go back in there and tell the rest of the discontented
people in there what the story is. I was there, on the island - I
don’t need this anymore.”

She had stopped her tears
for the moment, but after Jason answered her, they filled her eyes
again. “I’m the same girl,” she answered, now feeling painfully
upset. “Will you please stop
saying that!
I’m sorry! I didn’t mean anything, anything
about you. I was
just upset and trying to tell you something personal! Jason! Why
don’t you understand! You know I think you’re a terrific
guy!”

“Look, Kerry. We’re done
talking. You can try to reconstruct recent history all you want.
You have a seat on the bench and work it all out amongst yourselves
in your head, then go home and jot it down in your diary. Maybe
you’ll have it straight for the next guy. All of you women can rest
here and pull yourselves together, I’m going downstairs for a few
minutes and get a drink before we take off.”

Kerry McKenna was now swimming in her own
anger and grief, having nothing left to say, and realizing it, let
uncontrollable tears run down her face. Jason went down into the
cabin to grab a juice drink; he called up, “You want something to
drink before we take off?”

“Fine!” she called back, through the cabin
door. She sat down on the aft seat, looking about, absorbing the
beauty of the day and scenery, more tears flowing as the irony of
that settled in. She cried into her hands for several minutes,
powerful emotions at last overwhelming her in her inability to
resurrect the beautiful thing she had just destroyed. She wondered
how she could have been stupid enough to annihilate something she
had wanted so badly only a short time earlier.

Confusing thoughts ran through her head: How
could this relationship, which had begun so delightfully, and held
so much passion and promise, come so quickly to an end, and by
something so comparatively insignificant? Certainly losing her
White Knight wasn't worth dredging up the ghost of her old
professor, not much of a story compared to what had happened here.
She'd opened up completely to Jason, didn’t leave anything to his
imagination, and would have given him even more than that, had he
asked - or simply let her.

No, Jason Raleigh was not like other men. In
fact, she had to agree with her White Knight’s assessment, even all
men were not as bad as she'd characterized them. It was rather her
high-powered emotions of this day, boiling over more vigorously
than they ever had in her life, causing upheavals everywhere. She
let him see how potent her passions were; surely he'd know it was
her nature, and was smart enough to understand that there'd be a
good and a bad side to that.

Not that it was his fault; it was hers, for
foolishly bringing up something ancient that was foolish to have
done in the first place. She’d gotten carried away on an emotional
binge, like she'd done when she was a child. Funny, her thoughts
continued, Jason already had a child, one who probably acted much
like her when she got moody, and now he was dealing with another
one.

Her eyebrows furrowed together as a usually
proficient brain began to take precedence over vibrant feelings.
“His daughter must act like me when she gets emotional. He's
brilliant - he'd know how to handle her.” She wiped the remaining
tears from her eyes and face, and grit her teeth together, staring
into the cabin door. Then she stood up and walked through it and
down the stairs to find Jason sitting comfortably in the dinette,
sipping his drink.

“Yours is on the table,” he said soberly.
“We’ll take off in a few minutes.”

She grabbed the drink and sat opposite the
Captain, opened it, took a couple of sips, and put it back down.
Then she sauntered over to Jason’s side and sat down next to him,
staring.

He eyed her critically, waiting for whatever
she was going to do next.

Kerry looked into the deep blue eyes,
immediately softened, and felt some residual tears form in her
eyes. “You son of a bitch,” she said softly. Then, almost
pleafully, “How could you do that to me?”

Jason raised his eyebrows up. “What’s that?”
His eyes held her gaze.

“Don’t give me that innocent, blue-eyed
baby-faced look! The dark emotions are gone. My brain is working
again!”

A tiny smile crept over her companion’s
face. “Took you long enough.”

She nodded, knowingly, and
sighed with some relief. “You’re too damn good at this. Is this how you deal with your daughter?”

“Not exactly, but - close
enough! After all, you can't beat your kids anymore. I knew you’d
figure it all out eventually. Too smart not to. Am I talking to
my happy date, now?” He continued to smile at
her. “The one who stepped aboard earlier this
afternoon?”

“Would you please
stop saying that?
Why do you keep doing it?”

“Seemed to get a reaction.”

She nodded. “Of course. It
certainly did. But, why did you have to do this?”

“I didn’t do much of
anything. I figured with your penchant for trying to control
everything, you'd never leave this thing alone, once you realized
you'd taken yourself in a negative direction. I simply played off
that, letting you get into a deep enough funk that you'd
have to realize it was
preposterous. You took care of the rest!”

“I certainly did! God! I can’t ever do that
again! I’m sorry for acting like a child.”

“Well, I wouldn’t beat
myself up too much about it. The whole thing was kind of amusing. I
actually enjoyed watching you boil over from one end of the
emotional spectrum to the other. And in only a couple of minutes!
I’ve never actually seen
that before. Not even in my daughter.”

“You like it?” she said drably, green eyes staring through slits.

“Yeah! It’s fascinating.
What the hell - you’re the only one that gets hurt. Briefly. Obviously you've
survived these emotional episodes your entire life without damage.
Had to be how you work. All that artistic stuff! It's like having another little girl. The first one was
pleasant enough.”

She shook her head, then
hugged him tightly. “Then I should accept your marriage proposal
right now, because no one, including my father,
ever liked me being like
this!”

“Yeah? Doesn’t seem
all that difficult.”

“Apparently not for
you. Boy, I hate being
played like a cheap violin. I thought no one could ever
do that to me again, now
that I’m grown up! At least my judgment in men has improved
immensely! This is the price I pay for showing you everything I’m
made of.”

Jason smiled back at her. “I really
appreciate it, Kerry Lynn.”

“I’m sure. So you can use it against
me.”

He shrugged. “You said you wanted somebody
strong in your life. You should be glad I could find a way to pull
you out of that misguided depression you were in. Hopefully it’s
done with.”

She nodded again. “It sure is. When I
thought I'd lose you, everything else dissolved into
insignificance. That was an unpleasant way to learn a valuable
lesson.”

“That’s who you are! Not so unpleasant,
though; but at the rate you were going, it could’ve taken all day.
We don’t have that kind of time, I’m not up here that long. This
way - minutes!”

She smiled at him, and hugged his chest more
tightly, while he ran his fingers through her long auburn hair.
“I’m happy I didn’t blow an opportunity for us.”

“Did you really think it would be that
easy?”

“No! That’s what confused me and forced me
to think! I was sure we had something going here.”

“That what you think?”

“Yes! It’s what I’ve hoped would happen.
Since I first got your call to make this date. I wanted to be so
cool about this, so I could control everything, like I usually do.
That plan flew out the window sometime during lunch! All I’ve
managed is to demonstrate how strongly I feel about you.”

“Well, you
had, until the island
funk.”

“I promise I'll never do it again, not like
that, so pessimistic. It's probably gone now anyway: one of my
leftover childish outbursts,” she sighed. “I hate being stupid!
Again!”

“We all bog down from time to time. You
might get a little more wrapped up because you rely so heavily on
those big emotions you apparently have. Can’t imagine how you
function so well with them.”

“Me either, but it's an integral part of who
I am, and how I work. I guess I’ve been doing whatever it is so
long, I find a way.” She cuddled closer to him. “Just, every now
and then, when I’m with you, because my feelings will be so strong,
I might have a little meltdown. Every once in awhile.” She spoke
softly. “That shouldn’t push a strong guy like you away. Will
it?”

“I think I can handle it. So far, everything
that you are makes it worth the trip!”

“Thank God!” She kissed his chest, then
moved up to his lips, and once more their passion built into a
half-hour necking and heavy petting session, the ferocity of which
left them partially undressed, overheated, and pausing momentarily
to seriously reconsider what they were doing. Once again, Jason
thought the best course was to back away and cool down, to gain
some temporary sanity. At least for now.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER 7

 


 


The Skipper sat up from his prone position
on the dinette bench seat inside his luxurious sport yacht, where
he’d lain atop the beautiful and sensuous artist. “Let’s get
going,” he said.

“Going? Couldn’t we just - stay here?” she
said dreamily.

“You know what’ll happen if we stay, you
sensitive little thing, don’t you?”

Kerry sighed, looking into the blue eyes,
then shrugged contentedly.

The engineer gave a chuckle, then shook the
sensual cobwebs out of his head and stood. “Come on, Beautiful,
time to relax cruising. Always works.”

“Jason, Honey, it’s
already worked. You're not going to get
me more relaxed than this!” She stood, leaning
against him, then kissed his neck, hugging him and rubbing his back
amorously. Then, more softly and sweetly, “Sweetheart, are - are
you sure, you don’t want to - ” She let the sentence
hang.

“With you, I’m not sure of anything! I think
we need to cruise on some open water - let our brains catch up to
our bodies!”

They climbed up to the helm, as the Skipper
looked at his watch, then cranked the engines over. He glanced over
to his comely mate, smiled, and put his hand on the inside of her
thigh, giving it a strong squeeze.

“Honey!” the passionate
artist responded pleafully, “Are you sure you don’t want to stay here for
awhile!”

The handsome Skipper smiled at her, and gave
her a sensual kiss, continuing to caress her warm, soft thigh
tenderly. As the kiss ended, they remained close, looking into each
other’s eyes a minute.

“No. I’m not!” he answered. Then he grabbed
the steering wheel with one hand, and with the other pushed the
throttles forward, heading Westward to the Mouth, which led into
the Sound again.

“It’s a few minutes after six,” the Captain
said underway, “What are your plans? It’ll be after seven by the
time you get home.”

“I want to stay with you! Why, do you have
another date?”

He chuckled. “For you, I’ll break it.”

“Oh goody.” She hugged his arm a little
tighter.

“You hungry?”

“Yes! Turbulent emotions take a lot out of
me, I could use some food.”

“Then you should be about four hundred
pounds, huh!” he kidded her.

“Yuk, yuk. I don’t really do it that often.
And never like this! Have any more sandwiches?”

“Sure. I got a half dozen varieties to make
certain I’d have something you liked.”

“You’re so accommodating. Why don’t I go
down and get a couple and we can cruise slowly toward the sunset
while we eat.”

For the next two hours, the Archimedes
cruised westward at a leisurely fifteen knots as the sun ahead
painted a rippling path of reddish gold along the water, from it to
the vessel’s bow. It’s two occupants ate their supper and pointed
to the houses and beaches along the waterfront to their right,
picking out their favorites, noting the better beaches. They
cruised in between the many tiny Islands along the coastline - up
and down Clinton Harbor and past Cedar Island and the large,
well-known, resort Marina there, then onward to pass Meg’s Point on
the tip of the half-mile breakwater at Hammonasset Beach, trawling
by Tuxis, Gull, and Faulkner’s Islands, then the multiple Thimbles,
and others - weaving in and out of them as they wended west. In
between, they talked about their lives, about families and
children, about careers and people they’d met, about the things
that were important to them in life, finding they quite liked and
accepted the other’s view of the world.

As darkness crept upon them at eight, the
Skipper switched on the running lights. “We’re at New Haven
Harbor,” he said to his beautiful mate as they passed the twin
breakwaters just beyond Lighthouse Point. “Time to head back. It'll
be nine before we dock, at a fast cruise.” He gazed over to the
small, blue and grey lighthouse on the Point as they came
about.

“Yes, I’ll have to start thinking about work
tomorrow. Make up whatever didn’t get done today. Uh-h! All of a
sudden that’s a dismal thought.”

Jason turned the boat around and brought the
twin throttles forward, gently lifting the nose up for a moment as
the twin stainless steel props powerfully bit into the sea and put
them on plane, taking off at a forty knot clip, thundering eastward
across Long Island Sound, five miles off shore. It was ten of nine
as they reached the mouth of the Connecticut River and turned
northward toward Essex, and his home port. Within twenty minutes
they'd tied Archimedes up to the dock and hosed her down.

Kerry was winding the white hose back up on
the finger pier as her companion came up to her and watched her
final efforts.

He couldn’t resist giving her shapely fanny
a solid slap as she stooped over, finishing up. “You’re a good
hand, Kerry Lynn.”

“Thanks, lots of practice.” Her face
provided a wry smile. “You like doing that?”

“Sure! When you have such a cute little
tush.”

“Hm! It actually felt kind of nice! I don’t
know what you're turning me into.” She gave his lips a kiss.

The Skipper smiled.

“It’s been quite a day, hasn’t it?” the
sensual artist said.

“Sure has. Adventurous on several
fronts.”

“Yes.” She felt uncomfortable, not knowing
exactly how to leave. “Anything you need help with?” She climbed
back through the transom door.

He shook his head. “I can handle it.” He
trailed her into the cabin.

Kerry grabbed up her bag and pulled out the
small pair of shorts she’d arrived in, quickly pulling them on,
also changing into a drier blouse. Finished, she stood again facing
the man she’d spent nine hours with, which seemed more like nine
weeks.

“Thank you for a lovely day, Jason. I'm sure
it will become one of the most memorable of my life.” She looked
around the boat, swathed in the rosy glow of it’s interior lights,
then recaptured his gaze. “Uhm, do you - want to get together
again? Before you leave?” She wasn’t sure how to put it, but didn’t
want to neglect it.

“Sure. I’m not sure exactly when - I’ll call
you. I'll check with my family. We’ve had lots of things planned,
loosely, of course.”

“Oh,” she smiled perfunctorily, somewhat
dejected, feeling brushed off.

“Hey, don’t go thinking the worst on me. You
weren’t going to do that anymore.”

She laughed softly. “No. It’s just been such
a different kind of day for me. Altogether, it was so upbeat,
ending it now feels like - goodbye! Forever.” She leaned her head
into his chest.

“I think you should be a little more
trusting.”

She put her arms around him and spoke from
her heart. “I know, but, here we’ve barged into each other’s lives,
soon you'll be travelling a thousand miles away. There doesn’t look
like many prospects to be together. It really does feel like -
farewell. You’ll be away, I’ll miss you, and, I can’t affect you
anymore.”

“You’re selling yourself far too short.”

“I never thought I'd be this moved by
someone in so short a time.”

His arms encircled her as he leaned back
against a counter. “Somehow, that doesn’t seem particularly amazing
for you.”

She gave him another little laugh. “Why
doesn't that sound like a good thing!”

“Well, overall, I think it’s kind of
nice.”

She stared into his eyes, enjoying the sound
of his baritone voice, of being held by him. “I’m glad. I know it
doesn’t seem like it from my behavior today, but wearing my heart
on my sleeve is not something I’m comfortable with. Certainly not
like this!”“You've done alright. Don't worry, I’m a fairly
honorable guy. And, you looked pretty happy in general. Except for
that little island thing.”

“Mm-m. I'm not usually satisfied with such
an emotional performance. I wanted to make a strong impression,
but, this was - unbelievable!”

He chuckled. “You did that! Why would you
worry about it?”

“I knew you had some feelings about being
widowed earlier, so I wanted to blot the memory completely out of
your mind, so it wouldn't bother you.”

Jason nodded. “Of course. How subtle of
you.”

“I know. But it’s wasn't selfish! I wanted
you feeling good about the day, not uncomfortable at all. So, you
got the high octane version of Kerry Lynn McKenna. A lot more
octane than I thought I had!”

He smiled, his hands rubbing her back, as
she did the same. “I wouldn’t have traded it for anything. Now I
have to go back and find a way to integrate us into my family.”

“Really, Jason?” she asked hopefully.

“Sure! You think I'd never want to see you
again?”

She shrugged exaggeratedly.

“Kerry. You’re Catholic, right? Have a
little faith. You have to get back to the rest of your life. If
this is truly special, we’ll work everything out eventually.”

“I want to believe that. Especially if you
say so.”

“No one can control everything. You have to
trust that things can work out. And you do have to trust the people
you care about, otherwise what good are they?”

She nodded against his chest.

“You'll soon be meeting a twelve-year-old,
so put that creative thinking cap on and plan how you'll win her
over.”

“Are you sure that's something you
want?”

“Sure. Let’s start planing now. This can be
heavy baggage to lay on someone even as capable as you.”

“If you’re the right man for me, it won't be
heavy at all.”

“Terrific. Better shuffle off then. You have
to get up early. I’ll be in touch to see what we'll do next.
Certainly nothing’s ever going to top today, though!”

She kissed him gently on the lips. “Great.
Then everything I did succeeded!”

“Might not be wise to heat things up again -
if you ever want to get home tonight,” Jason commented, feeling
stimulated again. “Of course, it’s still lady’s choice,” he threw
out glibly.

The artist looked into his eyes, which
sparkled with amusement. “Are you asking me something?”

“Me? I’m not asking anything! I’m just
saying, if you want to get home early enough to have a good night’s
sleep before work, you’d better leave now.” He smiled perfunctorily
at her.

She narrowed her view of him. “I never
really know about you. You were very good on that island! Hmm?”

Jason shrugged innocently.

“Well,” she sighed, “time to be responsible
again. It'll be a tough transition after today. I may have injured
my style permanently. How can I ever be a tough manager when I've
been so gooey and mushy!”

“You’re a tough little guy. You’ll do
fine.”

“I surely wasn't very tough today.” She
rubbed his cheek once more. “I’ll be waiting to hear from you.
G’night, Jason.” She held his hand a moment, kissed it, then turned
and walked up the stairs.

“Night, Kerry.” He smiled after her and
watched her curvy figure climb up and out of the cabin. “Yah!” he
exclaimed. “I need a shower! I’ll call the family after.”

Kerry jogged up the docks to the parking
lot, jumping into her car and turning on the ignition; she waited
for the engine to warm and the interior to cool, mentally replaying
the emotion-charged day. Compared to Jason, other men were like so
many wooden soldiers to whom she could never respond, who could
never stimulate her sexual desires. She needed his gentle strength
and calm stability - and now craved the awakened feelings that lit
up her entire system.

She thought about work, meeting men she'd
known and dated there. Suddenly they were empty figures, shadows of
men playing at being masculine. She’d always believed there was
more to romance than the little she’d known in her life, but never
found it. Until now. She stared down the lighted docks to the warm
interior lights glowing through the port side windows of
Archimedes, feeling a fiery, inner pang of longing that again
brought tears to her eyes in this day of tumultuous passions, and
would not abandon her by being separated from the man who lived
there.

Not usually wild or spontaneous, she'd
broken that long tradition today. She turned off the car, opened
the door, got out and slammed it shut, then began running down the
wooden dock toward the boat. She pushed through Archimedes’ transom
door and quickly slid open the door to the cabin, not seeing it’s
owner around. Standing and listening, out of breath, she heard the
shower which was forward of her in the yacht, then ran to the door,
quickly pulling it open.

“Jason!” she called, as she took in her
breath at seeing the muscular nude body of the man she cared
about.

“What the - !” he exclaimed, thoroughly
surprised. “Kerry! What’s wrong? Everything all right?” he answered
with surprised concern.

She stared only a moment,
and then jumped in the shower with him and threw her arms around
his neck. “No! Not if your away from me. I love you, Jason. You
are my White Knight! I
know it’s too short, but I don’t care - I’ll never love you any
more by waiting! I can’t go home. I want to stay with you. Please
let me! Sweetheart, say you want me, too!” She kissed his lips, and
then covered his face and neck with them, hugging tight to his
body, drenched in the warm spray.

“Jeez! You just never run out of surprises,
do you?” the Captain said as his pretty auburn-haired mate rained
kisses over him.

“For both of us!” she said, still out of
breath. “Don’t tell me to leave, Jason. I can't be without you
tonight!” Her eyes sought his earnestly, love written into them.
The deep blue eyes were able to see it even in the mist of the
shower. “I’m completely in love with you! I can’t stop myself!
Please want to be with me, too!” She kept kissing him as she pled
with him.

The Skipper kissed and hugged her tightly to
his wet body, dropping the soap he held in his hand. She reached
between them and began ripping her clothing off, throwing it
outside the door, pulling that closed tight while they continued to
kiss and run their hands over excited, wet bodies. Jason grasped
her breasts, squeezing and caressing them, then rubbed his hands
down her sides and around her back, gripping her buttocks tightly
in his hands and pulling her into him, hard against his body. Their
lips were locked as their tongues made love to each other.

The withheld passion of an entire day
exploded within them, as they kissed and bit each other’s bodies,
clutching and caressing each other everywhere. Kerry’s hand found
its way to his hardness between them, grabbed it tightly, and
lovingly massaged him.

“Aah, Kerry, Sweetheart!” the blond engineer
responded instantly, his own ardor overtaking him as the sensuous
artist kept stroking him.

She continued her actions for several
minutes as they kissed passionately, each tasting the wet heat of
the others tongue and mouth; then she reached behind him and
grabbed his solid cheeks and squeezed them, pulling him even more
forcefully into her. They sank down toward the floor, Jason’s back
leaning against the shower wall. He slipped down to his knees,
Kerry sitting on his muscular quadriceps while they continued their
fervent embraces and caresses, her legs already straddling his.
Jason held her tightly, pressing her wet, slippery body down his
until he felt himself hard against her moist opening, then gently
pushed her further until they both felt his length gradually enter
into her.

“Oh God, Jason, Honey!” She sucked in a deep
breath as she felt him enter her. “Easy, Baby! Please. Ss-s-s-s!
Mm-m-m-m. Oh God!”

“You okay, Sweetheart?” he asked in his
quiet and husky voice, going slower.

“Oh, Baby, yes! I’m not used to this. But it
feels so damn good! Jason, Honey, I love you! U-u-u-h-h-h, God!”
She bit his shoulder hard as she felt her lover slowly come into
her entirely, all the while he sensitively waited for her to accept
him completely. Then, as she began to grind her hips rapturously
against him, “Oh, Baby, oh my God, I love you so much!”

They both continued moving vigorously
against each other until both came to an abrupt and powerful climax
of feeling in the watery, shower-drenched environment. After
several minutes, Jason pushed her gently to get up, but she clung
tightly, continuing to moan softly against his neck, still
experiencing the thrill of him being part of her. Kerry's eyes were
flooded with euphoric tears, unnoticed by either in the warm,
spray-filled atmosphere. He was still hard inside her, and she
didn’t want the moment to end, savoring small orgasmic shudders
which fluttered through her system as she continued to move gently
against him. Her lover waited several more minutes, enjoying her
animated and subtly writhing passion.

“Kerry, Honey, I’ll get cramped like this.
Stand up.”

“Okay, if I can. Oo-oo-h, God, I’m sore. You
filled me all up! It was fabulous! I might as well be a virgin, you
know, for what little experience I had so long ago. I never
realized how much of one until now!”

Jason smiled at her and kissed her on the
forehead. “We’ll just have to solve that little problem for you,
won’t we?”

The artist nodded, happily. “Mm-hmm. Yeah -
often!” she said seductively, still feeling the molten effects of
him being inside her. She rose slowly, feeling him come out,
missing the sensation of him instantly. Although wobbly herself,
she relied on her own natural strength and reached down to help
pull Jason up. Immediately they began hugging and stroking each
other again.

“Kerry, Honey,” the engineer said while
sustaining their kissing.

“What, Baby?” she returned in likewise
fashion.

“I have a great idea. Why don’t you stay
with me tonight?”

She pulled back from their kissing and
looked at him, a smile growing on her lips. “What a wonderful
idea!” Then she crushed her lips back on his and wrapped her legs
around him as he stood, trusting his strength to hold her. Their
passions quickly reawakened to their previous abundant level.

The Skipper carried her to the forward
stateroom and tossed her onto the king-sized bed there, wet and
all, then climbed atop her waiting form, hugging and kissing her
again, trailing kisses down her sultry, squirming body from her
neck to her ankles and back again, attending every erotic section,
kissing, nibbling, and licking her everywhere between.

Having become thus inflamed and unable to
contain herself, Kerry rolled him over on his back and followed his
lead, kissing, biting, and sucking on his hard and lean body,
behaving with an abandon she’d previously thought confined to the
most forward and profligate women, becoming further aroused as much
by her own ministrations as his excited responses. She covered his
wet body with her own, sliding it against his, Jason finally
pulling her up to him again, prepared to enter her once more.

“Jason! Honey!” she called to him
breathlessly, slowing their action momentarily. “Do you think,
think we need to do anything about birth control, Baby?”

“Why,” he answered, just as breathless and
feeling as excited and passionate, “don’t want my kids?”

She stared at him a moment, smiled, then
said, “Yeah,” and kissed him passionately, grinding her hips
against her blond lover.

The handsome engineer easily entered her
still moist body, then turned over on her, holding her hands
tightly in his own, her arms stretched out and extended from her
body.

“U-u-h-h-h-h! Oh-h-h, Jason, Honey!
Nn-n-n-n-n! Baby, I love you more than anything! Mm-m-m-m, you make
me so excited when you’re inside me! Oh-h-h-h-h God!” Kerry cried,
moaning loudly with the second penetration, in this position deeper
than the first, producing an exquisite pain and sensitivity that
drove her passion uncontrollably, as she continued to cry out and
moan against her lover, bringing about an abrupt orgasm, seemingly
a continuation of the last, and through which she writhed fiercely
and could not think of anything other than the man she was now
totally a part of.

Jason felt the motions of the beautiful
girl’s voluptuous body squirming in pleasure and ecstacy against
him, feeling a warmth himself which radiated from deep within his
body, outward to his limbs, forcing his fiercer action against her.
He climaxed slightly after she began, unable to withhold himself
even the second time, finding that his own audible exclamation
excited the auburn-haired beauty further, made her wrap her legs
tightly about him as her crescendo persisted energetically
throughout her body.

They continued to move against each other,
rolling around the bed, in the next hour, caressing, kissing, and
loving one another, both draining and stimulating themselves,
until, out of breath, weary, shaking from their inflamed
lovemaking, they fell back on the mattress, entirely spent, still
holding hands, gasping for breaths. Kerry told him she loved him
dozens of times in the midst of their fervid activity, uncaring
that she hadn’t heard it once - or perhaps even given him a chance
to say it.

“My God!” she exclaimed, lying back, her
head spinning and light, her body shaking and breathless. “Jason.
We can’t do this anymore, Baby! And stay conscious! Can we?”

“That’s the truth! Better relax for a
while,” he said, himself still breathless.

“How do you feel, besides tired,
Sweetheart?” Jason asked the beautiful artist.

“Fantastic! I’m so much in love with you, I
almost can’t take it!” She leaned her head against him, still
overcome with the effects of her recent passion. “I’m so happy.
God, I’m sensitive all over. Still!”

“You sure you're okay, Kerry?” he asked
sensitively, concerned for her condition.

“Oh, Honey - I feel wonderful! It was a
little painful, but it’s such an erotic kind of pain. I had no idea
that was even possible!”

“Honestly?”

“Mm-m. I
never had an experience
anything like this! I’ve been completely untouched by anyone for
eight years. And then it was terrible! I couldn’t even
imagine feeling like I
am right now! God, if I wasn’t feeling so spectacular, I'd be
shocked out of my mind!”

“Hm! No kidding.”

“No!
I’m not
kidding! I wish you wouldn’t say it like that. Like you’re
so surprised.”

He gave a shrug with his
head, smiling. “But, I am.
I thought you'd know a lot about all this, as
sensitive as you are, and as good as you do it - and as hot as you
get!”

“Well, I don’t! It surprised me, too. Honey,
when you do it with me, then I’ll know!”

The engineer chuckled again, shaking his
head, continuing his soft caresses.

“I love you touching me, being next to me,
almost as much as being inside me. You’ve kept me excited like that
all damn day!”

“Is that right?” he responded, massaging her
a little harder.

“Oh, Baby, I can’t believe
I’m still so turned on!
You haven’t let me relax yet!”

He caressed her thighs, and then moved his
hand between her legs.

“Ss-s-s-s! Oh, no,” she uttered
excitedly.

“What? You don’t like it?” he asked, slowing
his motions.

“I love it! I just can’t
believe I’m doing it! Mm-m-m-m. Again!

“Want me to stop?” he whispered.

“No. God, Sweetie, you’re making me
crazy!”

Jason laughed softly. “Oh - well, that's not
bad.”

“No! Oh, God, not again!
Mm-m-m.” She began writhing once more, beneath his touch. “Baby -
pretty soon - I’m going to, going to - pass out! Mm-m-m-m! I just
can't - stop!”

“Well, maybe we should rest for awhile, so
we don’t kill ourselves.” He put his arms around her and hugged her
again tightly.

“Jason, Honey, I’m so in love with you,
please tell me you believe me!”

“I’m starting to!” he returned in a soft,
deep voice.

“I’m happy being here with you,” she said,
kissing his neck, “but, I wasn’t sure - I’d be enough for you.”

“Kerry, you can’t be serious! You’re enough
for anybody. Maybe you're right, it IS fate.”

She smiled, nodding her head, curling her
limbs around him, their legs intertwining. “I thought I was just
being moody and overly emotional again. You're the one with all the
experience. And you’re supposed to be the even-tempered one, which
I love dearly about you.”

“I am! You’re not supposed to be even and
calm when you’re doing this!”

“Oh, good. We’re doing it right then!” She
smiled into his face, thrilled and ecstatic. “Am I doing okay so
far, Baby, hmm?”

“Okay? Brother. You’re terrific! Brother?
Jeez, I’ve got to call Chris at home!” He popped up and grabbed the
phone.

Kerry Lynn lay on her back, sprawled out and
expended, trying to calm the heart she heard beating within her,
and the spastic tremors in her limbs. Jason bent his head down,
kissing her high on the inside of her left thigh, briefly sucking
on the silky skin there, which was sweet and still pleasingly damp,
ending it with a firm bite. She pulled her legs tighter together as
he left them.

“Jason! You can’t do that
to me yet, Baby! I was trying to get calm! It doesn’t take much for
you to start me up again. I thought I was done!”

“That right?” he said, not quite completely
recovered either. He bent down again and touched his lips to her
other thigh, which, despite her earlier protest, she moved farther
apart to allow him room to do the same thing as before. He trailed
kisses along the satiny inside of her thigh, ending with a series
of little bites and kisses down to her knee and back, between her
legs, and then down the other thigh again, ending a single,
lingering bite on her uppermost inside thigh.

“Ss-s-s, nn-n-n-n, oh,
God, Jason! Honey!” she uttered, her heart racing again.

“Ye-es?” he drawled innocently.

“I can’t believe I’m
still doing this!
You’re making me all hot and shaky inside again.”

He dropped the phone and met her face,
kissing her lips gently, hugging her tightly to him. He began
rubbing her back, buttocks, and the back of her thighs once more,
squeezing her hard to him.

“Sweetheart! I can’t do
this anymore!” she protested softly, as her body instantly began to
respond again. “Can I?” she asked in a whisper, almost pleafully.
“I’ve reached my emotional limit! I never thought I
had one.”

Jason continued to caress her body, and she
hugged him back as tightly as she could, her strength ebbing. She
was still breathless and weak. He kissed her lips gently once more,
noting her pupils were dilated, and her eyes not completely open.
She was beat, but only a little more so than himself. They had both
literally mauled each other, draining all their energy. The Skipper
bent down and kissed her just below the belly button, then rested
his head there on the satiny skin which stretched over her firm
abdominals, feeling her hands immediately caress his head.

They lay there comfortably another few
minutes, then Jason sat up, giving her a last kiss where his head
rested. He punched his home numbers into the phone, leaning back
against the bulkhead wall.

“Chris!”

“Jayce?” came the reply. “Where the hell
have you been? You didn’t answer the phone earlier, so I figured
you were still out.”

“It’s, uh, been an eventful day, Doc. Gimme
a break. ‘Lycia asleep?”

“Yeah, just. Wondered where you were. I told
her you got tied up with some business and she’d see you later.
How’d that date go with the sexy redhead?”

He hesitated to answer, knowing his brother.
“It’s, uh, still going.” He looked at Kerry, who smiled back at
him.

“No kidding? How about that! I was
right, huh. You two got together and bam! That’s fantastic.”

“Yeah, yeah, you were right. Big deal. Once,
in thirty years. Lucky guess.”

The younger brother laughed heartily. “So,
you’re on the boat, she’s there with you now?”

“Uh-huh.”

“How’s she look out of her clothes? You have
that tone in your voice like you know very well.”

“Spectacular.” He caressed her stomach,
abdomen, and breasts gently as he spoke, while she maintained the
dreamy look in her eyes that he found so adorable and
bewitching.

“You’re looking at her naked right now, you
lucky bastard, aren’t you?”

“Yep. Sure am.”

Kerry listened, knowing the conversation was
about her, inwardly thrilled. She reached her arms around his waist
loosely and rested her head on his thigh, kissing him there,
feeling more content than she could ever remember.

“Well, that’s great. I’m happy for you Jay.
It’s been too long. You think she's the right one?”

“It’s beginning to look that way. Been some
day.”

“Must've been! You guys got some decent
loving in?”

“Sure did. Lots of loving.”

Kerry smiled against his leg and hugged more
tightly to him.

“Now we have to find a way to put this to
Alycia.”

“I don’t think she’ll be that much of a
problem, Jay. After she gets over her initial fears about someone
else horning in on her action, she’ll learn to like her as long as
you do. So-o, what are you going to do, Bro?”

“Stay here tonight. Tell her I’m still tied
up. Actually not much of a lie! Talk about tenacious, there’s no
way to get away from this chick! Ow!” He exclaimed, when she bit
his thigh hard, then kissed it several times.

“Yeh, you got it tough. You gotta tell me
all about this. It’s your only girl story in fourteen years! Should
be a humdinger.”

“You wouldn’t believe it.”

“Who cares! I just want to hear it! How many
brothers have I got?”

“Yeah, okay. I’ll call you in the morning
and let you know what the plans are.”

“Right. You take care of business there.
It’s an important move for you. We’ll handle Alycia, don’t you
worry. Take your time, Jayce, do it right. Especially if she truly
can be the right one.”

“What’ll you tell Annie? You’re not going to
drive her crazy, are you?”

“Oh-h, I’ll figure something out! Keeps me
in practice. Be prepared to own up to anything when you get
back.”

He laughed, knowing his brother’s penchant
for pranks and weird stories. He wasn’t sure Annie believed
anything he told her anymore, but she loved him that way. “Okay.
I’ll talk to you in the morning. Probably late.”

“Take care. Give her one of whatever you’re
doing for me!”

“Sure. Later, Chris.” He put the phone down
on the shelf to the side of him. “Okay, so here we are.”

“He asked you if I was the right girl for
you, didn’t he?” she asked, looking up into his eyes happily.

“Now, what makes you think that?”

“Oh Jason, I’m head over heels for you and
hanging on every crumb of word and action you have. How can you be
dumb enough to ask me that?”

“Ah-h! Well, if you already know, then what
are you asking me for?”

“Confirmation! What did you tell him? Tell
me - ple-e-e-eze, Baby!” she implored, then showered his chest,
neck, and face with kisses, seeming to have regained some
energy.

“Time to get some sleep, now. Night,
Beautiful.” He lay back and closed his eyes.

“Jason! Come on, Sweetie, tell me.”

“Get some sleep. You’re exhausted.”

“Okay, okay.” She turned, and they lay next
to each other, back to back. Kerry was disturbed that she was not
holding him any longer, but was so tired, her eyes closed, and she
began to doze off.

Jason could hear her breathing start to
become regular, as she began falling asleep. He turned around and
put his arms around her, bringing her body close and tight.
“Kerry?” he whispered.

“Mm-hmm?” she uttered softly back, half
awake.

“I did tell him I thought you were the right
girl for me.” His voice was still a whisper. He kissed the back of
her neck.

She smiled broadly and grabbed his hands,
putting them over her breasts with her own, covering them tightly;
she backed snugly into him, loving the feel of him against her. “I
love you, Jason,” she spoke softly, then brought one of his hands
up, kissed it, and put it back over her breast, squeezing it
tightly.

“I love the way you care about me,” Jason
said softly. “Your passion extends to everything, feeling
everything so deeply. I realize how badly I need that in my life.
So does Alycia.”

“I’m glad, Baby. Whatever makes you happy is
perfect with me.”

“I know. That’s another
part of it. With a capital accent on ‘whatever’!”

She blushed a little,
unseen in the dim light. “Oh, Honey, it’s how I feel with you. A
conservative girl like me, doing all this! My God, I'm not even sure how
you got me to do all those things!”

“I got you to do things!”

She nodded several times rapidly.

“All I did was
suggest it! Next thing I
know, you’re doing it!”

Kerry turned and put her
head into the crook of his neck, only a tiny bit embarrassed. “Oh,
Baby, that was it? Gee, I can hardly remember.”

“I’ll bet!” he teased.

“But, it’s not
like me! Please tell me
that I at least put up some
kind of resistance! Even a teeny, tiny fight?
Someplace?” Her voice wound down in intensity, to nearly a
whisper.

“Fight? No. No fights!
I've been doing everything I can to slow you down and keep you
conscious! Both of us.”

She sighed, “I guess it wasn’t a dream then,
huh!”

“No-o, it definitely
wasn’t. Don't worry, you were fantastic.” He briskly caressed the
back of her head, then gave it a kiss. “It’s the best thing
I’ve ever felt in my
life. With the most sensuous and seductive woman there is
anywhere.”

She gave a long sigh.
“That's surely a way I never thought of myself! I guess that’s a
good thing, as long as you like
me that way. I was always sure all these things
we’re doing would never
turn me on.”

“Are you kidding?
Everything turns you
on!”

“Well, it's all new. But, I do know I want
to try everything with you, Sweetie.” Her voice was soft, and
melodically loving as she rubbed herself against him.

“Well, we don't have the energy to do any
more right now. Remind me later, when we’re normal again!”

“Okay. You promise you'll try everything
with me, Baby, hmm-m?” she asked sweetly.

“I think I already
did! I’ll have to find
my copy of the Kama Sutra! Must be something in there we haven’t
done. But for now, one of us has to be responsible for keeping us
alive! And it sure doesn’t look like it’s going to be
you.”

She giggled softly. “I’m happy I can be an
adventure for you.”

“Kerry dear, you’ve been that since the
moment I met you. I’m sure you’ll never disappoint me.” Her lover
chuckled, tousling her hair.

“Jason? I've decided that I’ll stay home
from work tomorrow, so I can be with you. If you don’t think I’m
barging too much into your life.”

“You? Barge? Gosh, it would never occur to
me!”

“Well, you want us to know each other well,
right? Not just sex.” She looked at his expression turn puzzled.
“Or, I can go! Oh gee, I’m becoming a pest already!”

He reached over and gave her curvy derriere
a solid slap, a thing he realized she liked much more than not. So
did he. “Stop worrying! It’s great having you around. I’m beginning
to wonder what the hell I did without you!”

“Mm-m-m.” She snuggled up closer, and issued
forth a breathy sigh. “That felt nice. I always wondered how people
could ever find that spanking thing pleasurable! You know, if you
did that a few more times, Baby -” she uttered seductively, looking
suggestively into her lover’s eyes.

“Really?”

“Uh-huh.” She buried her face in his chest.
“Oh Jason, you’ve made me depraved!”

“Yeah, it’s
my fault!”

“Honey, this is such
a big change for me! It's like - I'm your
own private whore or something!”

“Well, I certainly like you that way.”

“I'm glad! Were the women - before me - were
they more prudish than me?”

“Kerry,
everybody’s more prudish
than you! You’re any guy’s wet dream.”

“No! I’m not. Don’t ever say that!” She put
her fingers over his lips. “Only yours. I’ve never been like that.
This is my first time ever making love like this. The way I am now
- it’s just for you. Please believe me, Honey.” She began kissing
and nibbling at his ear and neck, then pulled apart and kissed his
chest and stomach, moving her lips downward to his abdomen, and
beneath, then to his thighs and calves and back, thrilled to watch
him be stimulated by her, and increasing her own passions as she
did so. She concentrated on getting him as intensely aroused as
possible, constantly learning more about which things excited her
lover the most, and in which manner to do them; she succeeded
quickly and passionately with her lips, and hands, and mouth.

“Oh man, Kerry, Sweetheart!” Jason uttered
gutturally as his passion peaked.

The two lovers continued renewing their
passions into the night and early hours of the morning. Sleeping
for an hour or so, then returning to their lovemaking, exploring
every part and orifice of each other, uninhibitedly stimulating
each sensitive area, creating some new ones, until by morning, they
both knew each other’s body well, and had anchored its presence as
an important part of their lives.

It was six A.M. when Kerry
spoke to Jason in a dreamy and sleep-filled voice, coming out of
one of her mini sleep sessions. “Oh-h-h, Honey! I couldn’t go to
work today if I wanted to. I can’t walk, my body is sore
everyplace - especially
the openings!” She pointed a finger into his chest. “I have little
bruises and hickies all over! And it is your fault.” She smiled
contentedly at him, her eyes only half opened.

The blond-haired boatman laughed. “Yeah,
guilty again. Well, tough luck. What are you going to tell
them?”

“Work? That I’m sick. Lovesick, but I won’t
tell them that part. Gimme da phone, Pooky!” she spoke
playfully.

“Pooky?” He handed it to her.

She shrugged girlishly. “It was a teddy bear
I had when I was little. I loved him very much!”

Jason nodded, showing his amusement.
“Somebody’s there now?”

She pushed the numbers into it. “Mm-hm. It’s
TV. Somebody’s always there! When’s the last time you saw a test
pattern? When you were three!”

The engineer chuckled.

Kerry called in and got someone she knew.
She told him she was ill, that something had made her achy and sore
all over - not much of a lie, she thought. She'd be in Monday. She
turned off the phone and handed it back. “Chief engineer,” she
explained. “He works about twelve hours a day. Very nice guy. Has
this gorgeous wife who models clothes for someone or other. And
three great kids, twin boys. A little nerdy, though - loves math!
You know the type!”

Jason laughed and gave her a kiss on her
shoulder.

“They can get along without me for awhile. I
don’t even take all my vacation time. They owe me. I have a feeling
I’ll be taking it all now, though. When do you think I can meet
your daughter?”

“Soon! I’ll talk to her. Hey, I could call
Chris and tell him to drop her off!”

“No!
Please tell me you’re kidding! She’d
hate me if she saw us
like this!”

The Captain laughed. “No, we'll wait a
little while until I soften her up. I didn’t think I’d have to do
it this fast. But, meanwhile, you hang around the boat today, rest,
and, look beautiful. Go lie outside and make all the dock boys and
male boaters drool. Go home if you have to, but - ”

She put her hands over his lips again. “I’ll
stay, Honey. I want to be with something close to you. It'll be
like I'm with you, when you’re gone. I can curl up on the bed,
still feel and smell you, and maybe even have a wet dream about
you.” She spoke seductively, curling her limbs around Jason’s body,
caressing his chest and stomach. “If I have any wet left! It’s as
close as I can be to you without you being here.”

He smiled at her openness. Her kind of
honesty, loyalty, and integrity put her at the top of his list.
“You relax here, take a shower, cook or eat whatever you want. And
- miss me. We’ll reconnoiter til I'm back.”

She hugged him more tightly and rubbed her
arms and legs against his body. “Mm-m. You’re not going yet, are
you, Honey?”

“No. A little later. That way, if you’ll let
me, I can get a few hours sleep.”

“Won’t you be tired?” She stroked his chest
and face with her hand.

“No. A few hours a night and I’m fine.”

“Really?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Oh-h. Then, you’re going to watch me do a
lot of sleeping. Or do something else while I am!” Her face fretted
a little.

“You keep loving me, and I’ll enjoy watching
you, thinking about how lucky I am that you do.”

She wrapped her limbs him around again,
later whispering, “I love you, Jason, Honey,” and other loving
things, knowing he delighted in hearing it, wanting him never to
forget it. Or her. Kerry Lynn believed they both had a lot of back
loving to make up for, and she was going be sure it happened as
quickly as possible.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER 8

 


 


It was nearing ten-thirty when Jason awoke,
after an unusually long sleep session. He watched Kerry breath for
several minutes, her arm and leg resting over his prone form. His
heart filled as he gently caressed her, knowing he'd never
experienced anything similar with Lynda. The force of Kerry's love
and giving personality made everything perfect; and she needed to
try everything.

The full lips smiled, as he thought about
the ghost of her grandparents, and the dream she'd harbored so
long. It surely appeared that some force of nature had brought them
together, for it didn’t seem like any two people could be more
matched to each other, or more magnetically attracted.

He sat up, sneaking the remainder of the
covers up over her warmly, running his hand over the outline of her
shapely form as she rested. The engineer dressed quickly in a teal
shirt and shorts, then grabbed a pad and pencil, deciding to
scribble a note. He tried to think what would be proper to say,
but, such words didn't come easily; he decided to be brief rather
than clever.

Finally, he formulated: “Going home for
awhile. There’s food and coffee in the fridge. Use all the
facilities as you wish. See you soon. Jason.” He put down the
pencil and read it over again. It seemed far too cold, considering.
He gazed over to the bed again at its lovely occupant, then picked
up the pen again and added, under his name: “ - You’re even
enchanting while you’re sleeping. It’s difficult to leave you
alone, even like that. This is something I can get very used to!
Miss you already.” Satisfied he’d captured as much of the moment as
he was able, he walked up to the bed and gave her one more kiss on
the cheek, then turned and headed out the cabin door.

 


* * * * * * * * * * * *

 


The family was sitting around the diningroom
table as Jason entered the front screen door. “Hey gang.”

“Daddy!” Alycia came running to him with her
arms opened. Her Dad grabbed her up off the floor and lifted her,
hugging her tight and kissing her on the face.

“How you been, Sport? Miss your Dad?”

“Uh-huh. Did you finish all your business,
Daddy?”

“Uhm, not quite all of it, Honey.” He walked
her over to the dining table.

“Hi, Jason,” Annie said melodically, causing
him to wonder precisely what his brother had told her.

“How you doing, Anne. I can see you haven’t
finished yet. Got some extra eggs? Where’s Chris?”

“The sleepyhead hasn’t come down yet. He’s
finishing his shower. We were a little busy this morning, while
Alycia was still asleep!”

“Good for you.”

“Well, it’s a vacation for us, too. You guys
have messed up enough of ours!”

“How’d we mess up your
vacation?”

“Being
here! And being miserable! I hope you meet a good
girl soon, Honey, so we can stop feeling so bad about you being
alone all the time.”

“I haven’t been alone! I’ve got Alycia!”

“It’s not the same. You need somebody!” She
sauntered over to him and put her arms around him. “Of course, in
the meantime, you can always fool around a little with your loving
sister-in-law!”

“Didn’t you and my brother just, uh-h -
”

“I don’t mean right
now! Silly!” She kissed
him gently on the lips.

“Thanks. And don’t think I don’t appreciate
it. But if you want to keep my brother away from all those
beautiful babes roaming around him down there in southern Florida,
you’d better concentrate on him! He needs your tender loving a lot
more than he says. Always remember that. Besides, I might just have
solved my little problem once and for all.”

“Really? That would be wonderful, Sweetie.”
She kissed him on the lips again, and pinched his cheek, then went
back to making more breakfast. “So-o, how is it you didn’t eat
yet?”

Jason tilted his head and gave her a
sideways glance. “What exactly did that lunatic tell you?”

“Well, I really don’t think it’s proper to
say. Given the youthful conditions here!”

“Uh-huh!” he returned, waiting for more.

“It seems rather x-rated? We’ll discuss it
later, Mister. And I’m telling you, I’m jealous!”

“Oh, Jeez!
You’re jealous!” He
shook his head, casting a look over to his daughter, who merely
smiled at him, paying no heed to the crazy antics that often went
on between her father and her godparents. “So, how was your day
with everybody yesterday, Leesh?”

“Great. We went all over. I got a new
bathing suit; and some pretty bras! She says I need them now. And
we went to this real neat restaurant on top of everything in the
city, way high up! We saw the harbor and the big boats coming in
from there, and you could also see the mountains in the background.
You know, that big one, the Sleeping Giant? And then we saw the
dinosaurs at the museum? It was great!”

“Glad you had a good time, Baby.”

“What are we going to do today, Dad?”

Annie returned with some quickly put
together scrambled eggs which she put down in front of Jason with
two pieces of bacon. She raised her light brown eyebrows up at him
a couple of times as she did so.

“What?”
he asked of her.

“Nothing!” she replied

He turned his attention back to his child.
“Let’s just play it by ear today, Sweetheart.”

“We could always take a boat ride someplace.
I’m always up for that.”

“We’ll see, Honey.”

“You’re not doing any more work are you,
Dad? You're supposed to be on vacation.”

“We’ll see. Did you eat any breakfast yet?”
he asked, switching the subject.

“Yup, an egg. I could eat more, though, if
that’s what you mean.”

“Make her another egg, please, Anne,” Jason
requested. “How about bacon?”

Alycia raised up one hand and waved it back
and forth in front of her. “I had one piece, I can’t eat too much
of that. Salty. One's okay.”

“Fine. Drink your orange juice, it’s good
for you.”

“I know, Dad!” She obeyed her father's
directive.

“Hey, Bro!” the familiar male voice came
from the stairway. “How’s things? You look fairly well rested!
How’d you manage that?” he grinned broadly at his elder.

“Well, beyond utter collapse - I don’t need
as much as you do!”

“Didn’t sound like you were even going to
get that!” He continue to smile.

Jason grabbed him by the arm and pulled him
into the livingroom. “What the hell did you tell my sister-in-law?
She said whatever I did was ‘X’ rated? What the hell does that
mean?”

“Oh. I told her you went to a meeting of
engineers, and a couple of the female attendees got real interested
in you and pulled you into the ladies room and more or less raped
you!”

“What?”

“Yeah, and then you went over to one of
their houses, and they both banged your brains out all night.”

The older brother looked upon the younger
incredulously, then shook his head. “If you were going to go that
far, why didn’t you just tell her the truth, for pete sakes? It’s
just as preposterous!”

Chris shook his head. “I never tell her the
truth. It’s a policy.”

“Where the hell did Mom and Dad get
you!”

“Same place they got you! Don’t be such a
stiff. Besides, you know Annie expects it. She’d be bored to death
with me if all I did was tell her the truth. And worried.”

“So who
is going to tell
her?”

“I never tell her the truth!” He slapped is
brother on the back and headed into the diningroom to eat his eggs
and bacon. “Take her upstairs to the bedroom and explain it to
her!” He laughed as he left.

“I’m not sure she’d want
to go with me
now!” he called after his brother. “The guy’s certifiable,” Jason
mumbled as he walked back to the family gathering.

After breakfast and some family television
Jason told Annie the facts about his previous day; she merely cast
a silly frown at her husband, who shrugged, saying it sounded close
enough. She told Jason that she was happy he was getting serious
with a woman in his life because he, and Alycia especially, did
need it, that she and Chris talked about it on occasion, and she'd
do anything she could to aid his agenda.

About noon, Alycia sauntered back to the
adults talking at the diningroom table. “Are we going out on the
boat today, Dad?” she asked.

Annie looked over to her brother-in-law,
briefly raising up her eyebrows.

“Maybe later, Honey. You know, despite the
fact that it’s vacation time, it doesn’t mean your mind gets put on
hold. It might be nice if you read one of those books you have on
your summer reading list. You’re having fun most of the time, so
you should include that, too, to keep your brains sharp.”

“Oh, Dad. A book?”

“Yes. You know, those small rectangular
things with all the little pieces of paper inside, and lots of
words on them?”

“I get it.”

“Good. Now you go do that for half an hour,
and I’ll talk with the folks here about what we do next.”

She exhaled in a forced sigh. “All right,”
then traipsed upstairs to her room to comply.

“So where is this girl now, Jason,” Annie
asked, “still aboard Archimedes?”

“Yeah, she sure is,” he said, fondly
reflecting on her. “It was actually hard leaving.”

“I can’t believe you have
it this bad for someone this fast. Gee, I’m even
more jealous
now!”

“Yeah, sure. Well, you haven’t met her
yet.”

“Jason. She’s a girl! I’ve seen lots of
them. Is she that much sexier than me?” She pouted as she asked
him.

“Well, no! But you’re not in love with me,
you’re in love with the prankster over there! It makes a woman an
especially beautiful person, when she’s acting through the eyes of
love. I’m sure it’s the same kind of thing you do for Chris. Even
though you and I love each other as very close friends, it’s not
exactly the same.”

“Ooh, very nicely handled, Mr. Raleigh. And
my husband says you have no tact!”

“He
says that I
have no tact!”

She nodded her head, smiling at him.

“Hm! Well,
regardless, this woman's an original! You’ll meet her soon. It’s certainly
never boring around her, I can tell you that. It's, like, there's
always a show going on! I should give her a call to check if she’s
up yet.” He got up and went to the livingroom to give the boat a
call.

“No wonder you didn’t tell me this,” Annie
said, leaning against her husband, “This is stranger than the story
you gave me!”

“Yessir. Seems like he’s
got it bad for her. Which is good for us! And according to him, and
what I heard on the phone this morning, she’s even more over the
edge than he is. She didn’t go into work today just to be on a
guy’s boat that she dated once!
She’s still on
their first date.”

“It happens that way, sometimes, Dearest,”
she commented, indicating their own short courtship. She leaned her
head against his shoulder and caressed his side.

“Well, sure, but it was six months before we
got married.”

“But how long before we slept together?”

“Longer than one date!”

“A little, but it wasn’t a lot different.
One week and I was all moony-eyed, and ready to marry you, not just
sleep with you! When it hits, it hits!”

He nodded, smiling at his bride.

The two began kissing and caressing while
Jason and Alycia were gone, getting quickly passionate again,
making love without intercourse, until the oldest brother
returned.

* * * * * * * * * * * *

 


Jason picked up the cordless phone in the
livingroom and went to a lounge chair in the far corner to avoid
being heard. He punched in the boat phone’s number and waited for
ten rings before it was picked up.

“Hello?” a soft, breathy voice said
tentatively on the other end.

“Hello yourself! Boy, you sound great. I’ll
have to call you more often. You’re finally up, huh?”

“Hi, Jason,” her voice returned sweetly.
“Thankfully, it’s you. I was concerned that if it were someone
else, I wouldn’t know exactly what to say. I have no experience at
this!”

“Don’t worry. Only the family has the boat
number. Were you outside?”

“No! I just climbed out of the shower.”

“Now that conjures up a pretty nice
image.”

“Oh. I surely hope so at this point! I
jogged a little when I first got up. I saw your note, Baby.” The
tone of her voice was purposefully dreamy, reflecting her inner
glow, “It was sweet. I miss you too, Sweetheart, and I feel all
tingly inside when I think about you here. I get all excited just
realizing where I am and what I’m doing!”

The engineer smiled. “As long as you’re
thinking about me.”

“I'll never be able
to stop thinking
about you! After this? Goodness. Uhm, how’s your family?”

“Fine. I haven’t told Alycia yet, if that’s
what you’re getting at.”

“Maybe I was. I know it must be hard for
you, Honey, but, perhaps you should just try the truth. Girls can
be quite perceptive at twelve. Especially if she’s yours!”

“I know.” He sighed audibly. “That’s what
worries me.”

“It shouldn’t. If she loves you, she’ll
understand. Of course, I’m not exactly sure what it is you’re going
to tell her.”

“How do you mean?”

“Well - you’ll be heading back South pretty
soon. I’ll be here. I don’t know what the future holds for you and
I, myself.”

“I suppose you have to ask yourself first
where you’ll want to be!”

“With you! What do you
think, after doing this?
Jason, look
at me! Here I am, living on your boat! But in the
long run, I’m not certain how we’re going to accomplish everything.
How you want
to.”

He nodded to himself. “We’ll figure
something out, if it’s really something we want.”

“Well, I
want to. Jason, I could
have been in work, doing something productive.”

“Yeah,” he smiled. “But this is sort of
productive. You think after one day together you’re really ready to
begin working on details?” He felt braver on the phone.

“That’s a loaded question. Funny you didn’t
ask it all night when we were so much more intimate.”

“We were busy.”

“I can’t argue with that. I’ve got little
marks all over my body to remind me! Even little black and blue
marks on my thighs and shoulders, and one on my boob! I look like
I’ve been ravaged by a tiger. Feel like it, too.”

“So - we don’t want to do this anymore?”

“Well, I definitely wouldn't say that! I’m
just making an observation on a unusual state of affairs.”

“Uh-huh. Seems to me I have a few of those
in certain locations myself, my coy little lady.”

“Oh. I guess there were two tigers, then.
But Sweetheart, we have to cut down on this, or I’ll never be able
to be seen in public in a bathing suit! Everyone can’t be doing
this! I see girls all the time. My sister included! And they’re
having affairs with their men, and they’re wearing string bikinis
and small two pieces, and they don’t have any of these things!”

“And your point is?”

“Uhm - we’re strange?”

“Nah. Everyone else is doing it wrong! No
real passion. Then again, we can revert to my previously stated
solution.”

There was a quiet moment. “I’ll buy some
makeup to blend it in.”

“That’s my girl.”

“I am, you know,” she said
in a soft and serious voice. “It’s such a big change for me this
quickly! I’ve never been
that before. But I am. Are you going to be able
to get used to it? It’s a big change for you, too.”

“Sure. Like the note says,
I can get real used to this.”

Kerry smiled into the phone. They both
paused several moments until she picked up the conversation. “So,
what do you want to do today? Are you coming back, or do you want
me to leave? Tell me, Honey, I’m amenable.”

“I haven’t figured out any timetable here.
But, what I’d like - ” He took a deep breath and exhaled, having
just resolved the notion within himself. “What I’d really like -
and, it’s just come to me, so it’s up to you - is for you to be
there whenever I come back. Maybe even, the whole weekend!” He
wasn’t sure that was something she was prepared for, or himself
either. “If you can.”

There were a few moments of silence, while
both people let that thought sink in.

Jason continued. “I just realized that I
have this great feeling knowing you’re there, laying around on my
boat with that gorgeous body, intimately close to something
important of mine, and knowing I can pick up a phone and get you in
an instant, or come by, and you’ll be right there, at my
place.”

Kerry Lynn closed her eyes, swallowing
through the sudden tightness in her throat; she knew his statement
sounded as close to an “I love you” as you could get without saying
the actual words. It would be tough for him to manufacture the
exact phrase this soon, she felt, not having her emotional output:
part of the difference in their character. Happy tears welled up in
her eyes. “I’ll be here, Sweetheart,” she spoke quietly, “Whenever
you want me.”

“Terrific! I’ll see you a little later,
then, okay? Will you miss me?”

“Horribly! It’s pretty bad already, Honey,”
she said adoringly. “Worse with you on the phone. So near yet so
far.”

“Same here. Can’t wait to see you again. You
- stay warm for me, huh!”

“That won't be a problem, Sweetheart. I’m -
pretty warm already! More so since you called.”

“Aah. I see. Well, great! I’ll see you a
little later, okay.”

“Mm-hmm. Jason?”

“Yes?”

She paused a moment before finishing. Then
she whispered, “I love you, Baby.” She’d thought not to say it,
because she didn’t know how the engineer would receive it, whether
he'd think it a ploy to elicit the same response back. But, as
always, she went with her heartfelt feelings, and let the chips
fall as they may.

Jason sighed and nodded to himself, already
feeling a pang of loss for the new woman in his life. “I’ll be
there as soon as I can. You keep the forward stateroom warm for us,
okay?”

“I’ll do that, Sweetheart. You do what you
have to. I’ll be waiting here, in as few clothes as possible,
rubbing myself all over your sheets and blankets, keeping nice and
warm for you.” She managed it as suggestively as she could.

Jason smiled, knowing her manipulative bent.
“Can’t wait. Bye, Sweetheart.”

“G’Bye, Honey.” She took a deep breath as
she hung up, feeling her heart pound inside of her again. She had
gotten herself as worked up in her seductive attempt as she had
intended to get him. “Ohmigod, how can I be doing this!” she
muttered, finding herself tingling and mildly excited as she
finished towelling off her body.

Kerry felt like she was going to explode
with happiness inside - which, coupled to all the other things she
was feeling - was redundant. She tried to relax for awhile in the
forward cabin, thinking about Jason and keeping it warm, as she'd
promised. But she found quickly that keeping it warm led to getting
it hot; the passionate artist believed she'd better go outside
where she could relax and cool down in the brisk breezes of the
morning air.

Before she did that, she thought it would
help to share her ecstasy with her closest sister, so she pushed in
Karen’s phone number at work and gave an overview to her thoroughly
shocked younger sibling. At first she couldn't believe it and
thought it was a joke, but was eventually able to hear the serious
sound of love ring true in her sister's voice - an unusual event,
to be sure.

Finally, Karen asked, “Ker, are you sure
this isn’t one of your mood things gone kind of haywire? You know,
like you get sometimes.”

“No! This is no mood, Kara
- this is real. I’m praying to God he is.”

“Me too. Okay, I have to
get back to work. Call me if you need anything. I wish you lots of
luck, Kerry. It’s about time you found a serious guy. And find out
if that brother is happily
married!”

“I’ll do that.” She chuckled.

“Okay, then. Ba-bye.”

Kerry put the phone down and looked around
for some food. There were still a couple of sandwiches in the
fridge that Jason had brought aboard yesterday. Tempted to take
one, she decided to leave them in case her sweetheart came back;
they'd have them together. She settled for a bowl of Cheerios from
one of the single-serving size boxes in a cupboard.

After her breakfast, she put on her bikini
and went out to bake in the afternoon sun for awhile, lying on the
forward deck; twice men tried to pick her up in passing boats
within thirty minutes, plus one of the older dock boys, so she went
back in and looked in Jason’s closet, tossing her top in her bag
and putting on one of his smaller Tee shirts she found: a sky blue
medium in a group of larges. Possibly his daughter wore it, since
it was too small for him. She had a couple of other outfits in the
bag, including a dress, some under-things, and another pair of
shorts and a shirt, but she felt this was appropriate for right
now.

The artist pulled out a romance novel she’d
started, knowing full well that compared to what just happened to
her, it would be boring. She thought momentarily about, Tasha, but
always kept her feeder loaded up with food and water in case she
worked late and went out for a bite; there'd be a few days worth;
no need to worry. Then she walked back out onto the rear lounge and
lay down to read her novel, having to turn down only one more offer
for a date that afternoon.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER 9

 


 


There was a fifteen knot breeze kicking up
by mid-afternoon, as Jason walked down the dock to his boat’s
finger pier, at the very end. He slowed as he caught sight of Kerry
Lynn, laying on the aft lounge seat comfortably, reading a pocket
book, looking more beautiful than when he'd left her. No memory
rivaled in-the-flesh beauty. He smiled as he realized she was
wearing one of his tee shirts. As he neared her, she glanced up at
him and smiled broadly, closing the book. She sat up and, as Jason
stepped onto the swim platform, jumped down and into his arms,
hugging him tightly around the waist.

The green eyes cast their gaze upward and
into the bright blue of their male counterpart. “Hi, stranger. Want
to mess around awhile with a lonely little boat girl?”

Jason smiled at her, feeling refreshed in
her bright and easy presence, and hugged her up, kissing her mouth
lightly, but finding it quickly grew passionate.

“Wow,” Kerry Lynn said as their lips
separated. “Just when my calmness returned and I thought it might
all be a dream, I get hot all over again, just like that.”

“How about that. Miss me much?”

“My God, can’t you tell? Come on inside,
I’ll explain it to you.”

“Sounds inviting.”

“I hope so! This is a pretty marina,”
she said as they made there way to the cabin, “but you have some
nosey people. A few of them just gawked at me.”

“They’re wondering where I got this
beautiful creature that’s lying on my boat! Usually it’s just my
brother.”

“Women?”

He shrugged. “Envious.”

They both climbed up and through the cabin
door, closing it tightly behind them, hugging and kissing, nearly
hurling themselves on the bed in the aft stateroom. They came
together as powerfully as they had the previous night, intervening
time having done nothing to satiate their mutual feelings, quickly
pulling off their clothes and vibrantly consummating their
relationship.

“Is this - something we can keep up,
Sweetheart?” Kerry said between breaths.

“Got me!”

“I was thinking - ”

“What’s that?”

“We mentioned this before,
but, if we really don’t
want to have to do something about us right away,
I’d really better do something about birth control. Quick! Don’t
you think?”

“Yeah. It’s not like I’m real used to this,
you know. All the women I met let me know they were on the pill or
something. Not that it ever got to that. Somehow, they'd manage to
bring it up in conversation - just in case!”

She nodded, pulling back and looking into
the blue eyes she loved so much. “I’m not one of those. It’s not
very responsible of us, is it? Of course, I simply assumed we were
both, uhm, healthy.”

Jason nodded. “You would think! No sex for
years does that to you!”

Kerry laughed quietly. “We should be okay
for a few days, Honey. I just finished my period. If rhythm
actually works.”

“Mm-m. We should probably do something.” He
looked at her with a strange expression, definable as a cross
between amusement, thought, and scrutiny of the woman in his arms.
“You like kids?”

“I already told you - I love kids!
Especially if they'll be yours! Hopefully I'll be married when I
have them. Call me traditional.”

“What if you were already pregnant? It’s
possible, you know.”

She closed her eyes and bumped her forehead
into his. “I know. And, that’s why I mentioned birth control. It
would bother me, Jason. A little. Because, since it would be yours,
I'd love it, and want to have it. But, by the same token, I
wouldn’t want to force things to happen between us.”

“You
- wouldn’t want to force things? That’s a joke,
right?”

She laughed softly. “You know what I mean.”
She rubbed his arm gently with her opened hand.

“No. I don’t. That’s why I asked you
this.”

“Well, I don’t know what you want me to say
about that, Honey.”

“The blunt truth. Always! That’s all I ever
want from you. It’s why you’re still here. Not because you’re
cute!”

Her eyes troubled his a little, and then she
resumed thinking to herself. She buried her head in his chest. Her
eyes recaptured his, tears rimming them. “Okay. If I were pregnant
right now, I’d want it, and I’d love it like my own life, because
it’s ours - born like it's supposed to be, out of love. I’d have
it, even if you didn’t stay with me. And I’d care for it with all
my heart for the rest of my life.” She huffed out a puff of air.
“So, have I thoroughly frightened you now?”

He hugged her head to his
chest. “Why would that frighten me? Your ability to be like this is
why I’m with you.
Opening yourself up and baring your soul completely to me, being as
caring as you are - Kerry, they’re your overwhelmingly important
features! Without that, your external beauty wouldn’t mean anything
to me, and would never keep you in my life. How many ways do I have
to tell you this?”

“Oh,” she said, thinking it through,
comprehending the implications of what they’d said. “Boy. I thought
I was nuts about you before.” She hugged him back very tightly in
her arms and whispered. “I keep falling more deeply in love with
you by the minute.”

Jason kissed her lips gently, lingering
there several moments. “Have an idea what you want to do?”

“Uh-huh. The pill takes too long to work, a
couple of months from when I start. At the rate we’re going, we
could have triplets by then! Plus, I don’t want to be on chemicals
if I don’t have to, so, an IUD seems the best, for now, which is
fast, if not quite as foolproof. I’ll get it done Monday; Marie
will fit me in. My Gynecologist. Hopefully, it’s soon enough!”

“Are you sure it doesn’t bother you? Would
you rather I just used - ”

“NO!” she interjected. “I don’t want
anything between me and you. Ever! There’s nothing wrong with it,
but I’m close to you like this. I don’t want that to change.”

“Okay. We're set then.” Jason sat up and
stretched. “Let’s take a ride, Sweetheart.”

“Aye-aye, Captain,” she returned. “Should I
put anything on?”

“Probably a good idea,” he replied, giving
her tummy some gentle pats. “Someday we’ll have to try making love
while we're cruising.”

“Making love? Cruising? Great. A suicide
pact.”

“No-no. We’ll go slow, you goof-ball!”

“Oh. Well - that could be interesting.”

“Yeah. Hey, you eat anything yet?”

“Mm-hm. Cereal. This morning. You had some
packages in the cabinet. You need more milk.”

“Now that there’ll be one more of us around
drinking it, we’ll keep more on hand. Let’s head out, go over to
Long Island, anchor somewhere and have lunch. Won’t take long to
get anyplace.”

“Fine by me.”

“Then, loose up the aft lines there,
matey!”

“Roger!”

The lines cast off, Archimedes made its way
out of the marina. The slight breeze kicked up further as the boat
headed southward down the River, into the Sound, slapping three to
four foot waves against the solid chines of the sturdy sport
yacht.

“Oh, Honey,” Kerry lamented, spying the
whitecaps ahead.

“What?”

“You're going out
into that?”

“Into what? This little chop?”

“Yes! It'll get worse further out.”

“Nah. They’re about four feet. Weather
forecast said no more than twenty knot winds. No problem for us. We
might hit some six footers out in the middle, but we’ll just hop
‘em.”

“Hop them? This ark hops?”

Jason looked at her grinning. “We’ve been
spending too much time making love here. I’m an engineer. This
thing's customized so that it hops, skips, dances, screams, and
generally hauls ass! Watch,” he said as he pushed the throttles all
the way forward, causing the boat’s instant response: lifting the
bow over the horizon as it thunderously got on plane, then nosed
down to speed off.

“Oh no-o-o!” Kerry yelled, as the twin
turbocharged engines whaled, holding tightly onto the Skipper.

“Never gone fast before?” Jason yelled to
her.

“I don’t know! How fast is fast! Bart’s boat
does about forty miles an hour! We did that a couple of times!”
Kerry’s louder tone matched the Skipper’s.

“Kid’s stuff! We cruise faster than that!
Top speed on this baby's over sixty-five knots!”

“What’s that in people speed?”

“About seventy-five miles per hour!”

“Oh God! I thought this was a yacht!”

“It is! A fast one! Engineers love powerful
motors! You wait till we hit a couple of the larger waves! I’ll get
this baby to come up out of the water and dance on the propellers!
It’s thrilling! Almost as good as sex!”

Kerry gave him a dreary look.

“I said almost!” He gave her a broad smile,
then held on tightly to the steering wheel as the 12 meter hull
blasted through the waves and nimbly headed southward toward the
northern tip of Long Island, casting ten to fifteen foot high
billows of spray as the hull smashed through the wave heads.

Within thirty minutes Jason was pulling the
throttles back, a few miles off Orient Point, one of the smaller
extended island sections of the greater Long Island. He slowed the
boat to a rock-steady minimum cruising speed of twenty knots.

“I can’t believe we’re here already,” Kerry
said to Jason as they slowed further, taking the vessel off plane
and bringing it to a crawl while it sank into the water. “This
thing flies! It’s very deceptive. And still a great ride. I can’t
believe you can make this enormous bunch of parts go that
fast.”

“Powerful engines. They’re an engineer’s wet
dream.”

“I thought I was this engineer’s wet
dream.”

“You are. The boat’s my second wet dream.
Now.” He hugged her and kissed her forehead.

They cruised around the Point, navigating
through some of the smaller protruding rocks and islands
surrounding it, then moving at a little quicker pace beyond it and
into the protected Gardiners Bay, passing close to Gardiners
Island, finally moving westward toward Shelter Island, protected on
virtually all sides by land and breakwaters. The sea was calm and
blue here, and the islands green and picturesque; on a Friday, in
early June, only a handful of boats were in the Bay. Jason touched
the windless switch and dropped anchor, meanwhile pulling the
engines down low, letting them idle to cool for a few minutes
before he turned them off completely.

After a brief lunch of the remaining
sandwiches, they lay on the aft playpen with their arms around each
other’s back, occasionally smooching, but otherwise quietly soaking
up each other’s company in the cloudy-bright daylight. Jason lay on
his stomach with blue trunks on, while Kerry was on her back,
topless, a green bikini bottom below. Jason gave her a tight hug,
rubbing his hands across her back, buttocks, and upper thighs,
pressing her shapely chest against his.

The sensuous artist kissed him gently on the
neck and shoulder as her partner massaged her. “Honey, you don’t
think we’re doing this too much, do you? Too much sex? This fast.
Doesn’t it cloud our minds from thinking about more important
things?”

“What more important things?”

“I’m not sure. My mind’s clouded,
remember!”

He pulled her head back softly by her hair
and looked into her eyes. “Want to stop and go home?”

“NO! I love being intimate with you! I’m
just worrying about doing something so contrary to my nature,
that’s all.”

“'Contrary'! I might argue
that acting differently
than this was against your nature.”

“Mm-m. I thought that, too. Maybe it’s that
I’m so happy, I’m scared the bubble will pop.”

He nodded. “Very likely. Lots of new
behavior. At least since you were in college. You were sort of like
this then, too. Gung ho, full of passions, going after what you
wanted.”

“Passions? What passions?”
She looked at him questioningly. “I didn’t have passions like this until I
met you! I told
you this is totally different. Back then, I made a cold-hearted
calculation to do something I thought would give me a great life
and career, but was ultimately stupid and childish. Now, as an
adult, I’m acting out of love, and can hardly think. The two
phenomena are night and day!”

“Hm! Hard to imagine,” he
said thoughtfully, “you
being any different from this! You’re so much what you are!”

Kerry laughed girlishly,
squeezing his arm with her hand. “Believe me, I’m
way more shocked than
you. This is so different from anything that happened to me as a
teenager.”

“You think so? I know you’re older, and more
mature. But, you had that affair then. You were still you. How
different could it possibly be?” He added the last sullenly.

She propped her head up on
an elbow, her eyebrows furrowed, noting his underplayed disdain.
“Sweetheart! Very! How could you ask
that? I told you, I’m in love now! Things
were completely different then. Not only was I not in love, but most of the
time I was scared to death!”

“Scared? Hm! Because you were essentially
innocent, probably a virgin.”

“Yes! Of course I was innocent! Sometimes I
was more scared than others, but always a little. Especially the
way I was doing it! There I was with this charming professor with a
British accent, someone the famous artist would look good
eventually being married to - it would look even better on her
Curriculum Vitae. Falling in love wasn't as important as being
famous, and having the proper image. God, I was such a
self-absorbed jerk!”

“That does sound like you, though!”

“I suppose. But I was wrong about the whole
thing, and paid for it dearly. I got very conservative after that,
and made sure I knew exactly what was going on.”

“So you knew everything
going on here? Charging after your White Knight like you did?”

Kerry exhaled audibly. She
looked out over the water and drank in the sunny day and calm
beauty, closing her eyes and lightly shaking her head. She turned
to face her lover. “Jason, first, the White Knight is a dream.
You’re real! I know the difference. You’re completely unique!
You’re much better than the dream. I saw that almost instantly,
when you came to our rescue. By the time we got through lunch,
yesterday, I thought I knew exactly who you were. And if I was
right, I would do anything
to be with you!”

Jason gazed quietly at her, absorbing her
open-hearted admissions.

“Needing a man because I
love him is a whole new experience. And the only thing that would make me act
like I am now. Every other man knows me as an ice cube - even my
old professor did.”

“What?” he responded immediately.

“Oh God - I know. I’ll
have to explain.” She sighed. “Difficult as that is.” Then, she added a bit more
contritely, “Well, maybe I was just a little warmer ice cube.” She
sighed again, rubbing her forefinger across the tip of her nose to
scratch an itch. “But here, with you, there’s no play, no
calculations, and certainly nothing cold! Just me, all of me, right down to the
bone. And I’ve been boiling over ever since I met you!”

“I appreciate that, Kerry.” He thought a
moment about what his loving woman had told him, then, “And - I'm
trying to understand. But, there you were, this hot teenaged chick,
and you’re telling me you went headlong after this man, thinking he
was handsome and smart -”

The artist closed her eyes, feeling an
onslaught coming, from a man whose analytical powers she already
knew were superb.

“That you were attracted
to him, infatuated with him, even thought you might get him to
marry you some day, eventually had sex with him, continued this affair
with him for three months, and yet you’re saying that all the while
you were cold about the whole thing?” He raised his eyebrows. “That -
actually sounds unbelievable.” He looked into her eyes for any
response.

His auburn-haired lover remained silent,
knowing he had more to say.

“I’m sure that you poked - prodded -
stimulated - charmed - and otherwise provoked this man every way
you could, literally throwing yourself at him. I’ve seen you do it,
don’t forget.” His stare penetrated the young woman’s eyes.

A few hurtful tears had
crept down Kerry’s cheeks. “That’s the way I am with
you, Jason -
throwing myself at you!
I haven’t ever done anything like this before! I’m completely in love with
you. It’s very different than just trying to get someone interested
in you,” she responded quietly, brushing some tears away with her
fingers.

“Alright - accepting that
- you’re saying that you did nothing to entice this guy, this man
with a fiancé’?”

“I didn’t know! And he never said. Or I
wouldn’t have done anything.”

Jason raised his eyebrows.

“I wouldn't, Jason! I’m not like that! I
have principles, just like you do. I'm doing what I am with you
because I'm in love with you - however fast it happened! And so
I've given you everything I have. You wanted me that way, don't
forget!”

“Okay, I'll buy that, too. But you said you
went after him; I know that doesn’t mean you wrote letters!”

“No. But it wasn't
anything like us! Like I've been with you!
The things I did to let him know I was interested
were childish: batting my eyes, laughing at his little jokes,
holding on to his hand, dressing sexy when I was hanging around
him, crossing my legs a lot with short skirts on,
looking provocative!
Like that.”

“Hm! So - how did the thing happen
then?”

“God, I wish I didn't have to through this
again! I wanted to be done with it!”

“You can be done!”

“No. You have to know
everything - and know how different we are. That
this is!”

“Okay.”

She retrieved her
memories, sighing before going on. “We got together in empty
classrooms for our little romance, like I told you before, and
then, later, his car out in the lot. It started with just talking
and him flattering me, and we'd hug sometimes, saying how much we
enjoyed each other as creative people. And - it just developed
after that. I thought the whole thing was going to be so
cool, and so
perfect! I could taste
the success!” She looked down at her hands as she wrung them
together, pausing for a moment. “I was such a dope!”

“And then you fell into this three-month
affair. Which you're saying you didn't like!”

She looked back up, contritely. “Something
like that. You have to understand, I didn't start going with him to
have sex.”

“Well, that’s relatively common. You didn’t
come out here to have sex either, did you!”

“No. I didn’t!” She said firmly, hurt that
he'd mentioned that.

“There you go,” Jason added glibly.

“It’s - not - the - same!” she stated evenly in a
raised voice.

“Okay, okay! I'd
certainly like to
believe that, Kerry.”

“Well, I'm
telling you! You
should!”

“So, that's it? You two got together, to
appreciate each other, and then, bang, you're in this sexy
relationship - in the classrooms, in the car.”

She nodded. “To
oversimplify, but, kind of like that. It seemed so simple and
reasonable - when you're eighteen! I discounted that you actually
had to be in love first - before the whole thing
works! I figured, there we were, two talented artists appreciating
each other - how could we not
have a great romance! It seemed so
logical!”

“I can see how you thought that.” He gave a
small laugh at the end. “Doesn’t work that way, though.”

“No! It surely doesn't!
What's logical about this?”

“Well - there must be something,” he
answered thoughtfully. “I’ll have to figure out exactly what that
is later.” Then, “So, you thought you'd become friends, and it
would evolve into more, eventually an engagement, and onward from
there.”

She nodded again. “But it
didn't go that way. When we were out in his car, he started
passionately kissing me right away. I was a little shocked, but I
didn't think it was terrible. I wasn't excited or anything, but I
thought it was okay, I guess. But then he put his hand on my chest,
and starting massaging it, and that startled me. I wasn't expecting
that - I don't know why. I suppose I should've. I moved it away,
telling him I was too sensitive, please don’t do it, it hurt - it
was mostly an excuse. They certainly never felt like
this - like with
you! I had no idea how
they were supposed to feel! They never have! I thought I was lots colder than
most women, probably - frigid.”

Jason nearly coughed out a
laugh, choking on his own spit, but he suppressed it. “Sorry.” He
cleared his throat. “That’s the most incredible thing you’ve
ever said!”

She nodded, smiling back.
“See? You know me
as a very different person! That’s my point! But not then. Nothing
he did really excited me, just like anyone else I’d ever been out
with. So, after I told him that, he said he understood, and he
kissed me again - ”

“He kissed you? Didn’t you kiss him
back?”

She raised her eyebrows,
thinking how to answer. “Not really. Understand, I
never kissed him like I
kissed you! I
didn’t do that
then.”

“Never? How could you not?
You’re having an affair
with this guy!”

“I just - didn’t! It’s not
what I did!”

“What the heck kind of an affair is that,
when you don’t kiss?”

“Well, I said we kissed, but, what I did was
very passive. I didn’t open my mouth or anything like that, nothing
very emotional.”

“Why would the guy even
want to go out with you! Well, you must have done other stuff - otherwise, what’s the
point!”

“Jason, do
you want to tell this,
or do you want me to!”

“No, no. Sorry. Hard to fathom what the hell
is going on there!”

“You don’t have to tell me
about it! I was there, and I never
really got it.”

“Uhm - okay. I don’t
understand yet. You’re telling me you never kissed seriously with this
guy: made out?”

“No!”

“Incredible. Well,
when did you? You
sure seemed to know enough about it when you and I were doing
it.”

The artist sighed, staring
out into the water. “This is going to be way harder to do than I thought!
You’re not only going to want me to stab my own self in the chest,
you’re going to want to twist the blade, aren’t you!”

“Interesting images you keep coming up with!
All that damn Shakespeare you read! I’m not actually like that,
Kerry. I’m just doing my best - ”

“Yes,
I know! To understand!” she finished for
him.

“Well, I’m naturally curious, since you do
everything so well with me.”

“Jason, I don’t know why
you’re saying that!” she responded exasperatedly. “I haven’t
done anything before
like I’m doing with you!”

“Really? Nothing?”

“No!
Would you stop saying it like that! Like you’re so
damn surprised! That’s what I’m trying to explain to you. You’re
making it very difficult!”

“I don’t mean to be. It’s just, you’re
fantastic at everything we do, I just wondered where you got all
your experience.”

“From you!”

“What do you mean?”

“What part didn’t you
understand? The from, or the you?”

The analytical engineer narrowed his view of
her.

“You don’t get it!” She
sighed. “I fell in love with you, Jason. And all the things I’m
doing with you I never did before! Never!
If I’m any good at - whatever we’re doing! - it’s
because of how I love you, and I want to please you and be happy
with you. I have all these newfound feelings all over the place! You
make everything easy, because you’re wonderful at it yourself,
which I'd expect.”

“Wow,” he responded
quietly. “Then, trying to understand this stupid affair is
even more difficult.”

“Well, it’s not going to get any easier!
See, before you, I thought kissing like that was - disgusting!
Then, it all changed, abruptly! I was in love with you!”

“Yes, but - that first night, you gave me
that kiss -”

“I know! And I told you,
it surprised me as much as it did you! You just -
melted me!
I don't know!”

“Uh-huh,” he said somewhat skeptically.

Kerry sighed. “Jason,
before you, I
just barely tolerated hugging!
But it couldn't be too tight, and not for too
long - and no hands roaming around anywhere. And no groping, no
biting, no hickies - no taking clothes off, no hands under my dress
or blouse, nothing like that.”

“Hm! That’s a whole lot of rules.”

“Yes! I always
controlled everything. Which meant not much happened! Everything changed, when I
met you. I fell
in love! It’s just - different!”

“Mm-m. So, how’d this guy ever get to first
- or maybe second - base!”

She sighed again. “The first time, we went
out to his car, after class, he really didn't. He started kissing
and hugging me, and his hands started roaming, and I got scared. So
I told him I had to leave. And that ended that.”

Jason watched her intently, as concerned
about how she felt as the revelation itself. “Not much of an affair
yet.”

She shrugged. “It's what we had. Later, I
thought I was being a child, and had to force myself to grow up,
and get everything I thought I needed. So, we got together after
classes for the next few weeks, when no one was around, and we
messed around a little with each other, trying to build our
romance. Sometimes, when there were students still doing projects
in our class, and he said he wanted to talk to me, I knew what he
really wanted, for us to be alone, and so, we ducked into an empty
classroom to - be together. I can see it was wrong now, but I
didn't right away then, and should've listened to my
conscience.”

“It was your heart,” Jason interjected.

“What?”

“Your heart. If you loved the man, felt it
in your heart - ”

“Then I’d have been with him like I am with
you!”

“Sure.”

“I know. And I couldn’t
be. But I didn’t understand that then. I thought I could
make it work; it’d just
be difficult -
like most things.” She sighed again nervously. “So, when we went
out to his car again, his green Lincoln with the tan leather
upholstery, we talked some more, and he told me the same flattering
stuff, plus he missed being with me, that I was beautiful and sexy,
that I was a great artist and so we should be together, things like
that. It sounded very nice to me, the way he put it, and in that
British accent. So, we hugged and kissed some more.”

“You never had any idea what this guy was
after, with all the flattery and everything? Jeez!”

Tearfully, she shook her head. “I originally
thought we’d kiss and hug a little, but, eventually I realized he
wanted more. I started thinking it might be wrong, because I wasn’t
feeling anything romantic for him. I was such a dope, Jason.”

He gave her a small smile, then briefly
tousled her hair.

“So, this time, he wasn't
going to fool around, he believed he’d read the signals correctly,
or he just didn’t care - I don’t know. God knows I had given
him enough of
them. He started holding me tighter again, and then said, ‘Kerry,
we should make love. It will be good for us.’ I’ll never forget
it.”

“Yeah, that's romantic!”

“Well, what the hell did I
know! It didn't dawn on me exactly what that meant right then, but
when his hands roamed all over me, and down my skirt, I figured it
out.” She swallowed hard. “So, while I was sitting there, not
moving, he - he pushed my skirt up, which was already pretty short,
so it didn’t have far to go!” She sniffed and forced some more
tears away. “He - he started rubbing me there, you know, along my
thighs, and - between,” she sobbed again, “and, and then, I was
just shocked! I
didn’t even know how he got to doing that! So, when I unfroze
myself, I - I grabbed his hand, I grabbed it! And I told him,
please stop doing that, I didn’t want him to.
What, what was he doing!
And, and he said, making love to me, like he knew
I wanted! He, he said that he knew I wanted him to do that for, for
a long time. Because of the sexy way I’d been acting around
him.

“I told him, we, we should
get to know each
other, a lot more, be-before we did any of this. He said, said we already knew each other a year,
and so, it was plenty of time. I was just, just stalling, being
childish. He, he said I should calm down, and let him make love to
me, and, and then, I’d feel fine. And after that, I wouldn’t,
wouldn’t ever feel afraid again, be-because I’d love it! And, we’d
be, be happy together.

“But, but I told
him, no, I
couldn’t do that
right then. Couldn’t we just, just hug some more? But, he just laughed,
and, and he thought I was just being hard to get, playing with him
somehow, and he kept rubbing my back, and then my chest again, but
I pulled his hand away, and, and then, he put it back between my
legs, and rubbed my thighs, and, and, between, always telling me I
was beautiful, and that he knew, knew I wanted him, and I’d feel
fabulous once we were mak-making love, and he was inside
me.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/6883
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg
S
SRomentic-fuspense“feries ™





