CHARTERFOR TOMORROW

by
Jeannctte Dean

“Ahoy there!” called the rotund bald man in new deck shoes and clothes of blinding white.

Sasha sat up, not bothering to cover her Pechct brown breasts. “ch?”

«Ah, yes, well, PcrhaPs you could get your caPtain for me, Dear,” he said, his discomfort obvious.

]:_rjoging herself, 585‘16 stood up, knowing the narrow scarf tied round her hiPs would fluster him
even more.

“bm the caPtain and owner of this vessel. State your business,” she said solemnlg.

He cleared his throat, “|s this the ‘Strider?”

“«She is.”

“Yes, well, | have two couPles coming, over from | ondon who want to sail to an uninhabited island.
Thcy’" be here in Miami for ten dags. The hotel manager recommended this 3acht.”

She didnt like the guy, but he wasn’t the one she’d be taking out. “Iow long would they be
aboard?”

“Cmm, excuse me Pleasc.” Thcg both looked around at a tall skinng man in cxpensivc but i”—ﬁtting
suit.

“Oh, hello Mr. Carneg,” Sasha smiled. “Havc you decided to book the charter?”

“]’m tcrriblg sorry ]’m latc, Ms Sasha, but before you make arrangements with this gcntlcmar\, could
we Plcasc discuss the triP for my friend and |7 | have the dcposit in cash.”

“We are having a business discussion,” intcrruPtccl the courier, aclclressing himself to the newcomer,
the more easily intimidated of the two.

“FF xcuse me Sir, | do aPologisc, but | was sPcaking with Ms Sasha_just last night. | had to clear it
with my friend and get the dePosit before making the commitment.” He smiled at Sasha, blushed and
looked down at the quay quicklg‘

Laughing, she decided to take the pressure off so reached for her shirt. “Both of you come
aboard. Ta‘(e your shoes off first.” Buttoning up, she watched them climb awkwarc”g aboard.
Obviouslg neither had time at sea. Shc gaugcd folks bg the way thcg handled the climb. The
wooden step was put in Placc for PcoPlc in real need.

“Sit down,” she motioned toward the cockpit. “What are you clrin‘(ing? Jve got most things.”

“OI‘:, nothing for me, thank you very much,” demurred Mr. Carncg.

“Bcer, iFgou have a cold one, Dear”

Sasha turned on him. “We should geta few things straiglﬁt. You call me ‘dear again and you can
stuff your tourists. | have my Ocean Master’s licence and the onlg 6oft sailing 9acht in Miami that

can get clients on an uninhabited Bahamian island lcga“g. 'm also one of the few caPtains who owns



her boat and was born here. T he fact that 'm female enhances my uniquc Positior\.”

Tossing her long sun-streaked hair, she Iaughed, “Now that we’ve established my credentials, let’s
talk business, Boys.”

“Oh, | know all about you,” Mr. Carncg smiled. 9, | mean, you have an excellent rcPutation,” he
mumbled, looking away.

She sat down across from him, smiling. “Okag, you were here first, tell me what 9ou’d Planncd.
You’vc checked out my brochurc, right?”

“Yes,” he sat clasping and unclasPing his hands. “My friend Bob and | have six d395 beginning
]:riclag and..”

“Now wait a minute,” Rand intcrruPtcd. “Mg Pcoplc are onlg in Miami for ten clags. Thcg are well-
traveled, soPhisticated and wi”ing to pay top dollar. Theg want to salil Wednesdag and return
5undag.”

“AWell pay the going rate, Ms Sasha. Jol give you the c!cPosit you asked in cash now.” [His voice
was almost Pleading and she wondered if he would grate on her nerves after a bit.

“l handle a lot of tourists, could have rcgu]ar business for you ithis charter works out.”

She needed business, this was off-season, but this ill-mannered Pig was rca”g irritating.

“Wl-lat is your name and who do you work for?”

Looking insulted, he handed her his card, | am John Q. Rand. | conduct groups from several large
hotels.”

51’!6 turned back to the nervous client, “Does 3our{zricr\c| sail?”

“e’s raced quite alot. Fe’s rea”g excited about going out on ‘Strider. | mean, if 3ou’” take us.”

Stancling, she went below. All she rca“g wanted was to sail out of Miami forever. Tl‘)ouglﬁ she
owned no house or car, overhead was ki”ing her. ‘Strider was Paid for but she needed a cash
cushion before she could begin wanclering the high seas. Ficking up a couple of brochures, she went
back on deck.

Handing, them to Mr. Kancl, “l’" take your Pcoplc as car|3 as tl—icg can clcPart on ch]ncsclag. Wc’ll
be back here Saturdag morning.”

Hc stoocl, “Bu’c theg want...”

«T ake it or Jeave it,” Sasha snaPPcd. « Allinfo, including rates, 9ou’” find in the brochure. All meals
are included. Bring half the money before noon tomorrow to confirm the charter. Bring their wine
and beer then as well so all is stowecl, cold and reaclg for immediate cleParturc.”

[He started to say somcthing, thought better of it. Making his cleParture without 1Ca“ing, he strode
away without a word.

“T hat means our £ T D will be earlg Saturdag afternoon, Mr. Carneg, if you’re wi”ing to wait until
then.”

“Oh, J'm sure that’s fine. | rca”g liked the way you handled him. | hopc it won’t hurt your business.”

Sasha ]aughec‘, “He’s an ass. l would have been rea”y rude but ] do need to work. Okay, bring



angthing you want to drink. Jll SUPPl3 the soft stuff and food. Give me your number in case there’s
any changc.”

“| hopc you don’t mind small bills,” he said and wrote his number on a fat envcloPc. “Bob has met you
before. Hc insisted we cmptg our Pockcts so ] could get back to you to reserve. Hc would have
killed me if | hadn’t made it in time.”

Hc offered his hand shglg, “Thank you. Ar\cl, Plcasc call me Jcremy.”

51’!6 returned his surPrisinglg firm handshake, smiling, “ANell make a sailor out of you, Jcrcmg. See
you around 2:00 Saturdag.”

Watching him walk down the quay, she shruggecl. Anothcr secret admirer. Magbe he would book
more charters. [Tatten the cruising fund, getout of this_junglc.

T he first charter went wrong from beginning to end, almost as if the negativity of her encounter with
Rand had been an omen. When ‘Strider Pu“cd into her 5liP Saturclag morning with the two
miserable couples, Rand was waiting with the hotel limousine and doctor. Sasha had Phoneci him
from sea two hours before arrival.

“ANell, ccrtainlg a Pro{:cssional charter,” was Rand’s snide remark as the limo drove away.

[F xhausted, 5asl—|a flared, “Prevention of seasickness and sunburn are covered in the brochures |
gave you. Obviouslg theg didn’t read them. Nor did you. A ‘ProFessional’ courier would have
carned his commission ]33 Prcparing his clients for their first open ocean sail.”

His face was red, “T hat is not my rcsPonsibilitg. Thcg are adults. Thcg canread.”

“Right,just take their money, deliver ‘em and Pick ‘em uP,” she sneered. “Your type sicken me.”

«| didmt dumP the old dear on a coral reef and leave her to get infected.”

«] had told her to wait until the c]inghg stoPPcd. Shcjumpcd off carlg, gin & tonic in hand, r\carly
ﬂiPPing us all. Jt was on the beach, not a reef, and she refused treatment until toclag. SI"IC’” be fine,

just needs antibiotic.”

“You better hoPc you’re rigl'lt,” was his Parting shot..

A{:ter afew hours of exhausting worl(, Sasha oPenecl herself a beer and sat down in the cockPit

“You ccrtainlg do notlook haPPH,” came a timid voice from the quay.

Startled, she saw Jercmg smiling at her. She frowned, “You're carlg"’

«f, pm sorry. U’ust came bg to see if evergtlﬁing was okay.”

Annogccl at hcrschc, she stoocl, “Comc aboard Jcrcmy, have a beer with me.”

“Rough charter?

“Ycal'v. Thc worst Part was that my rcgular crew was away on a race so ] hired Nick, a guy who
hangs out, works for anyone in need. | he useless toad didn’t Pu” his weigl'lt and then disaPPcarecl
as soon as we docked. Luckilg my rcgular"s back, is hclping me clean and restock. ‘Strider will be
rcaclg to go bg 2:00.”

They turned to commotion on the quay. T here was the unmistakable Figure of Rand with several



Policc aclvancing toward them.

“So, gou’re still here. We”, the Coast Guarcl wouldr’t have let you leave if Hou’cl triecl,” Rancl
chirpccl sanctimoniouslg.

Shocked, Sasha stood up. The officer wa"dr\g beside Rand said, “Miss Sasha K ent?”

“Yes. What’s going on?”

“] need to ask you some c]ucstior\s and check your boat. ]t will be better for you if you co—opcratc.
This is *Strider and she’s rcgistcrcd to you, correct?”

“Yes, of course, but what is going on?”

“Dont Plag innocent. We know you took my clicnt’sjewclrg,” Rand ragccl inclignantlg.

“Mr. Rand,? the officer silenced him.

“Don’t say a worc],” Jeremg counseled. “Bob’s a Iawger and he’ll be here soon.” He turned to the
officer, “Jve an attorney coming for Ms K ent.”

She put her hand on his arm, “|t’s okag, Jeremg, Jve nothing to hide. [l answer any qucstions and
you may search ‘Strider’ as |ong as ] can watch. But, l want this man off.” She gave Kand the look
afforded tl’rings that crawl out of one’s food.

n early evening the multitude ot white yachts sottened to pale gold. | ack of activity enhanced the

In carly evening the multitude of white yachts softened to pale gold. [ ack of activity enhanced th
feel of relaxed wealth.

“No one realizes how vulnerable is each of our little ‘islands’,” Sasha commented as she stePPccl
onto ‘Otrider’ with two new triends. e was hesitant to go below. “| teel as it she’s been raped, as i

Strid h friends. Sh h go below. “| feel as if she’s b ped, as if

l have.”

Jercmg and Bob looked at each othcr, unsure of what to say.

ob touched her arm, “\Wou ou ratherwe go?”
Byob touched her arm, Would you rather we g
“No, please have a drink with me. romise no drama or tears. at’'ll it be? Me, |'m having a large,
No, please have a drink with me. | p d Whatll it ber Me, Pm having a larg

neat scotch.”

She was relieved thcg’d left the Placc rclativc|3 tidg but knew she’d do a serious clcar\ing to get rid
of the intruder's aura. | he Police, the Brits, and that little bastard Nick.

“(Lan’t thank you enough, Dob. Doth or you. ve sure ruined your vacation.” e shook her head,

Cart thank y gh, Bob. Both of you. | dy She shook her head
“(_ar’t believe | truste ick. | do pray they catch him.”

Cartbelieve | trusted Nick. | do pray they catch h

“One thing theg’re good atin Miami is netting stolen goods,” Bob reassured her.

Sasl'la returned the envelope of cash to Jcrcm , “Thank oodness you were here to explain all this
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cash. Tl’xcg were rcac|9 to lock me up. No one does business in cash anymore, lcgal business
anyway.”

“HHonest, it’s lcgal,” Jercmg smiled.

Thcy sat in the cockpit with their drinks, rclaxing with talk about evcrything but the clay’s events.

“Tcll me how you know me,” Sasha turned to Bob.

“] skiPPered a 5wan for Jeremg’s father last year. You creamed us in the E_aster race to Turtle



Cag. Since then Jve been dying to get on ‘Strider,” he smiled, his eyes not leaving hers, “and to
meet 3ou.”
e telt warmth spreading throu er body, knew she wanted this man, was startled when Jerem

She fel h spreading through her body, k h d th led when Jeremy
cleared his throat.

“], umm, feel we should tell you the whole story,” he gave his habitual nervous Iaugh and stared at
Bob.

Sasha looked from one to the other, tensed. T his is not the bonne moment’ for surPrises,
Gentlemen. ]t’s been a rougl"u dag. Tl"n's better be good.”

ob moved rorward, his knee just touching hers, his enthusiasm real, ¢ it is, well we think it is.

Bob df d, his k j hing hers, h h l, «Oh I hink I
5ou’” agree. See, J've worked for Jeremg’s father since school. |'m part of his legal firm and J've
skiPPered a few boats for him. e wants to win the Whitbread ‘Round the \World Race, told me he’d
finance it if | found the boat. | think ‘Strider’ candoit.”

“Sl'ze’s not for sell.”

“No, no, he Just wants the trophg and Publicitg. You’d be Paid for her charter and rePairs
afterwards.”

«}'d have to be 5kiPPer‘”

“Perfect. 'd be your second. ‘Otrider would be tricked out to the max.”

Sasha sat back, slowing her breathing, forcing clear thoughts, trying to contain her excitement.

1S 2t g S ymng

“ANhat's the catch? Whg didnt 3oujust aPProacl'z me with the deal?”

“I'm the catch,” Jeremg sighed. “It all hir\ges on my abilitg to sail with you. Tl—:is little charter was to
see if | could handle it. T o see if you could helP me past my seasickness. [ast my fear,” he mumbled,
looking down. “Thisis my fathers effort to ‘bring me out’.”

Sasha took theirglasses and went to top them up, her automatic reaction when she needed to think.
[t was too perfect for belief. [Her first circumnavigation, fully financed. Qut of here! T he phone

P 2 Y P
made herjumP.

“Sailing 3acl'|t ‘Strider,” she said, and listened very closelg, barelg breathing.

“Yahoo!” she 3e||ed as she cradled the receiver, and charged outside. She grabbed Bob, then
Jeremg, laugl’;ing as she huggecl them.

“T hey got him!” e was trying to sell the stuff to a Puerto Rican jeweler. | still can’t take off il it’s

Y8 ymng J
all tied up; but ]’m clear. He told them I wasn’t connected. Champagnel ] haPPen to have a cold
one.”

She Poppecl the cork and filled the crgstal she kePt for sPecial occasions. “[ere’s to the sailor
you’re going to be,” she toasted Jeremg. « And to our sail around the world!” she toasted them both,
her eyes |ingering on Bob.

finish



