BEING AGOOD WOMANSNOT EASY

Bg Jeannctte Dean

“No, it’s not easy,” she whispered as she looked at his tirm brown body. e shallow crevice of his spine wit
N 4" she whispered as she looked at his firm brown body, The shall £ his spine with
smooth hills of flesh to each side gliclcc! into a Pchcct ass.
Lcaning over, she kissed the top of his head ever so gcntlg. The coarse black hair was aPPcalinglg rougl't.
Her )Cingers remembered Pu”ing and mauling it clcmandinglﬂ.
tlanta sighed, stood and started collecting her clothes, strewn violently around the plush suite. Otill in her
Atlanta sighed, stood and started collecting her cloth lently around the plush suite. Sl in h
on ack gloves, garter belt and stockings, she looked approvingly at her retlection in the sliding glass that
long black gloves, garter belt and stockings, she looked approvingly at her refl he sliding glass th
closed out the Ncw Yoric night. Shc had man oocl, rofitable years ahead of her.
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Glancing at her watch she swore softly and upped the tempo of her departure. E_xtra time to find the two
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Pcar] buttons. He'd torn off her skirt in such a l:)assion thcy’d gone ﬂging. Lcaving them was out of the
qucstion, though l'tcrﬂoor-lcngth evening cape would hide the flaw.
Priest was waiting for her when she stepped out of the taxi at the airport. With a kiss on each cheek he
g PP P
escorted her inside to the international arrivals lounge. T aking the bag he had brought for her, she excused
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herself to changc and count the money.
Kcturning, she sliPPccl into the chair next to him and beamed, “Bug me a drink.”
“Chameleon,” he toasted her. “Thou h J've seen it many times, 'm always amazed at the spunky youn
g Y Y punky young
business woman who emerges from the door through which a sensuous Prochsional had chartcd.”

“Wi" the real Atlanta Plcasc stand uP,” she mocked. She alwags crjogcc] the first scotch after ajob. Thcy’c‘



been Par‘tncrs for so long, knew each other well. Fricst never Pushcd. chust set things up, took care of
business.

“]’m the mechanic, you're the artist,” he often said.

“Sorry I’m late.” 5l1c stretched and made eye contact for the first time. Hc’s my anchor, she thought.

He smiled, “WWe've over an hour until the Flight. Was he a Problcm?”

She frowned and her brow wrinkled. Je felt odd. She considered her face a mask and knew its smooth surface
showed nothing. E_xccPt to Priest.

“| know that it's not alwags clean and simplc,” Priest’s stcaclg gaze willed her to talk. She called their
discussion of each case upon its complction her t}'lcrapg. Sometimes he needed details to satis{zg his clients.
But usua”g it wasjust Atlanta ncccling to unload, cleanse.

“IHe was so in touch,” she gave a throatg Iaugh. Fushing her straight auburn hair behind her ears, she leaned
forward in a sharing way. | mean, he Pushccl all the buttons. Woulcl you believe he satisfied me?1” [Her smile
widened slowlg,

“How do you feel about that?”

“Wc”, ] don’t know, rca“g. AFirst.”

“Dicl you have trouble saging gooclbgc?”

She leaned back, recognizing concern in his narrow blue eyes. The sculptccl features were slightlg taut
though the voice was as smooth and relaxed as ever.

“Omc course not. |t wasjust a bonus.? She finished her scotch. “| et’s getto c]cParturc and check in. | want to

hear about the next case before | have another drink. I’Il slccP like a baby on the ﬂight to Lonclon.”



As always, Priest didn’t go near her during this part of the exercise, but waited in the bar. She joined him
after ﬂight confirmation. Thcg allowed P]cntg of airport time, the onlg Placc thcy ever made contact.

“Your Piggg in the Cagman |slands is getting chubbg,” he handed her the rcccil:)t from his last clcposit. She
received first class tickets and cash to cover expenses but her commission on each case was banked.

Atlanta examined it in the dim light, smiled and tore it into tiny pieces. “Not enough for sailing away into the
sunset yet. Besides, ] like my work.”

“ Just be careful. Satisfaction is not a luxury you can afford.”

Her green eyes flashed. “J'm a professional, Friest.”

[His smile was surface. “You're human. | recommend you take a break after this case. | can delay the next one.
You're the best. T heyll wait.”

“We agreed |'d tell you when | needed time away.”

They drank in silence for a while. “This will be the third case for the same client. [He likes your work. [t may
take time to establish yourself, but it's perfect for you. Youwll be dealing with a yachtsman.”

Atlanta smiled, “Now you're talking. My only complaint about our thriving business is that | never get time to
go sailing.”

[riest nodded. “Maybe you should charter a boat in some exotic place.”

She gave him a cold, “Magbc,”

He lifted a hand, “Okag, it's up to you. Here's a Photo and info on Jackson Burroughs. He’s 38, a 5ac|1t
racer of good reputation and very popular. Client’s wife is smitten with him, wants to finance his bid for the

Americas CUP’ You can stop that. [e’s on his own boat right now in the Cowes Marina on the |sle of Wight.



You can take the train down from |_ondon.”

“How long do | have?”

“T wo weeks max, less is better of course. [He'll pay double if you get Burroughs out of [ ngland.”

“Car’t handle competition, can he? What's his problem? Old, fat and ugly, or is he living on his wife’s money?”

Priest shook his head, “You know we dor’t discuss clients. T hat’s the agreement.”

She shrugged, “P'm gone. Ring you in a week at your | ondon number.

|eaving the ferry, Atlanta took in her surroundings. Aesthetically appealing, gentle hills rose up from the
inlet that continued perhaps five miles into the island. She watched strong currents playing at the mouth, had
read that they became quite treacherous out in the Solent that divided them from the mainland.

The pamphlet she'd grabbed informed her she’d just missed Cowes Race Week. Fity, but now she
understood why Jackson was there. e would probably have raced and partied so would be recuperating,
working on his boat. Perfect, if he didn’t have anyone with him.

She walked down the cobblestone main street of the small town, bought some appropriate boat clothes, and
changed in the hotel where she secured a room for the week. All the while she was going over the details she’d
studied before disposing of the paperwork in a sanitary disposal at the airport. Jackson had spent a year in
Thailand so she was Plcascd when she sPottcd a | hairestaurant close to the hotel.

When she walked down to the marina she saw his boat almost immediately among the traditional wood and
production fiberglass craft. T ango’ was modern, a 44ft light displacement aluminum sloop with unpainted

toPsiclcs.



“Oh, l’” bet gou’rc Fast,” Atlanta rnurrnurcc], Fccling the goosc—-bumps rise on her flesh. Hcr dream was to
retire to the sea, to kecP moving, A few more years, she Promisccl hcrsclmc, and walked in the gate to his quay as
a hairg young man was coming out.

Jackson sat in the cock it, deeply engrossed in his project. An unruly shock of sun-bleached hair set off the
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uniform tan of his fit boc!g.

She had her hands on her I‘ﬁPS, was 5tuc]3ing the stern from beneath hervisor. “|s she a Bruce Farr??

He glanced up- “His dcsign but ] built her.

“Yeah, | thought he on]g built in exotics, to icccP the WCight down.”

“But | want to cruise, | want low maintenance, and | want to do my own rcPairs, so it’s aluminum.”

“Fractical and a Pchormcr.”

“You have a boat here?”

Atlanta ave him a smile, looked away as if embarrassed. © h, no, | sneaked in when someone was leaving. |

8 Y 325
just wanted to geta closerlook.”

His smile was open and warm. “Comc aboard. ]’“ even let you see below decks.”

“Sorry to disturb you, but Jrm looking for a boat. J've a dream of sailing away into the sunset, ho efully before

Y Y g g away pertiy
too ]ong. A friend recommended I check out Brucc‘:arr clcsigns, Do you love her?”
“With all my heart,” he smiled and watched appreciatively as she removed her shoes and stepped nimbl
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aboard. She went first to the foredeck to survey the rigging.
He put aside the bi]gc pump he was rcbuilding. “Woulcl you like a drink?”

“d like water IF] may.” She followed him below. When wor]cing she onlg drank alcohol if there was a reason.



e was a sponge as he conducted the tour, missing nothing about the boat or the man. e was in control,
Sh ponge as he conducted th & nothing about the boat or the man. Sh !
new him so well, would have him out of the country in a week.
knew h I, would have him out of the country k

“ 1 hanks a lot. e’s a beauty,” Atlanta smiled when they were back on deck. “J'll let you get back to work.”

Thanks alot. She’s a beauty” At led when they were back on deck. il let you get back to work

e picked up the bilge pump without enthusiasm. “[Not my ravorite job. | Jo you have plans ror dinner?”

He picked up the bilge pump without enth Not my favorite job. Do you have plans for d
“Actua"g, Thai food’s my Passion and | sPottcc] a restaurant in town so | think [ll giveita try.”

Jackson laughcc], “] eat there every night. ]t’s a date then.”

e didn’t sleep with him that night, tempted though she was. e kept hearing [ riest’s, ‘Oatistaction’s not
She didwt sleep with him that night, tempted though she was. She kept hearing Priest's, ‘Satisf
somcthing you can afford:. F]ag him, she told herself.
i:or two clags she hclpcd him work on the boat, always as‘dng qucstions. She watched his Fcclings for her
grow as she enthused over his first love. She cﬁ:ortlcsslﬂ led the talk into racing and the Americas CUP.

“I” ntering that race takes serious sponsors and |'ve been searching. [t's what ['ve always wanted. Dut,” he
E ntering th k o dlve b hing, It's what J've ahvays wanted. Bout,? h

shook his head, seemed embarrassed, “I'm having doubts.”

“About tinding a sponsor or about your own capabilities?” e encouraged his intimacy.
About finding a sp bout 4 pabilities?” Sh ged h y

“Neither. Dut it wou emand complete commitment. |’'m not sure it’s there anymore. think about is
Neither. B ld demand compl ! here anymore. All | think ab

‘Tango’ and going cruising.” He was unconsciouslg 5trol<ing the deck.

Atlanta laughcc], “So it’s this hussg’s fault

Jackson took her hanc], “Lct me show you what this hussy cando.”

A)Cter a few hours tacking around she found herself thinl(ing how difficult this goodbyc was going to be. |'m

honcstlg imPrcssccl with this man and his boat, she laughccl rucmcu"g while winching in thc_jib. Friest was right. ]’“

take a break after this case is closed.



Amctcr their T hai dinner that night she stagcd with him on ‘Tango’. She had known the sex would be gooc],

but the intensity shook her. Long after he slcPt contcntcc”g wraPPcc] around hcr, she stared through the open
hatch at the clear 5143. A few clouds Plagcc] amongst the stars, covering then clisP|a3ing their brilliance.

[ thical qucstions she left to the clients since she was but the instrument. But the client in this case had taken
form and she didn't like him. That seemed to have left the door zfjar and she could feel the enemy threaten her
Promccssional skill. Emotion was the enemy and she had kcpt it at bag without too much effort throughout her
career.

With the morning came long, slow love making, so tender and sensitive that her reserve was Forgottc:n, his
whispered endearments taking precedence. erwards her heart was just settling into its normal rnythm when
hispered end king preced Aft ds her h j ling into i | rhythm wh
he said, “Go sailing with me Atlanta.”
g

“What are you saying? You don’t know me.? Shc felt her brow wrinkle. Tlﬁis is what you want, she told
herself. Gct him out of the count , 53 oodbye.

Yy, say g Y
“] know you're s iritccl, ] know gou love the sea and ‘Tan o' and life. l feel that we want the same thing,
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‘T ango’ is ready. |'ve had her read for months.”
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“But | can’t navigate. ]’d not be a good crew.”
& g
“|¢'s pushing buttons. ['ve got two satellite navigation units and J'll teach you with the sextant later. |'ve
P g g g Y
Planncc‘ several Possib]c routes Forgctting around the world, but first we'll getto the South Atlantic.”
She laughecl, “You're mad!”
“Yes, and that's whg you like me. Now get dressed, woman! \We'll go bug out the market and get you some

foul weathcrgcar and you can call whomever you must. E_TD, 0800 tomorrow moming.”



And, that’s how it went. Jackson’s excitement and confidence were infectious, making the wild idea seem
norma], inevitable. Shc made one ca“, to the | ondon numbcr, Icaving the message that she was getting him out
of the country.

Atlanta slcpt well after their loving that night. Bg noon thcg were into international waters in the middle of the
E_nglish Channcl, Jackson slcPt while she was on watch and ‘Tango’ steered herself WSW as the outgoing
tide sPcc] them toward the Atlantic. She would wake him as soon as she disposcc] of the tools of her trade.

She oPcncc] her bag and took out the ‘diabetic kit’ with the falsified doctor’s statement that had insured she
could carry it with her at all times. She sighcc], How many men had she seduced and irjcctcc], Putting them to
slccp as one would an animal that had outlived its usefulness? ]t had been a lucrative career.

StcPPing to the stern, Atlanta cmPticd the needle and vials into the clﬁuming water. She had been goocl,
theg’c‘ felt no Pain. With sex and alcohol induced 5lccp, none of them had felt the injcction.

Smi]ing, she turned to look forward. Now she could afford the ]uxury of satisfaction. No more gooc]—-bgcs.

finish



	By Jeannette Dean

