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Call out the instigators, because there’s something in the air;

We’ve got to get together sooner or later, because the revolutions here.

And you know it’s right, And you know that it’s right

We have got to get it together




We have got to get it together now...
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Chapter 1


Attack of the Lobster Aliens

'There ain’t no justice.' Amy was working the last trap of sixty on the final day of lobster harvest, so given all that, her thoughts made a perfect if quirky sense. Aloud she muttered, "It simply isn't fair!" Which may have been true as well. A three pound relic from the Jurassic shouldn't be able to inflict such pain. Denial didn't help. Tossing angry looks at her partner didn't garner any sympathy either; he seemed a lot more amused than concerned. All of which made her predicament seem even more inequitable. Why me? wouldn't even hurt a fly!

In hindsight the day might have been too perfect before it went sideways. When she and Zach Westerman unhooked from the mooring three hours earlier the weather was clear and warm, around 74 degrees F. As good as it gets in early autumn.

Their green and white Downeaster swung 'round the tip of Fort Getty and moved south toward their work area. Sixty steel traps were ripe for plucking. Even if the day was more suited to grillin and chillin.

From the moment they headed out she found herself daydreaming. Not a good idea given that banding lobsters required all her attention. Injuries were common and not just from their nasty claws. None of that kept her from leaning against the port gunwale between traps, relishing the tang of salt air and the sweet cry of northern terns. Tiny waves slapped the hull too, soothing her mind and teasing it at one and the same time. Steering it even further from the job at hand.

Visual enticements were everywhere. Beavertail Lighthouse peered over her left shoulder as she worked. A checkerboard of clouds was pasted against a light blue sky, pulling her gaze upwards toward those beautiful terns.
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All the distractions worked like a multi-player tag team and they succeeded. Amy focused on the sounds and the sights instead of the work at hand. At least the power winch did all the heavy lifting, so she didn’t break a sweat when she did remember to do her job.

She and her partner certainly didn’t need the money and more than a few asked why she did it. The answer was simple: the work was fun, and workaholics have to stay busy whether they’re well off or not. Even if her mind was anywhere but at work.

The man at the helm had noted all this, smiling and saying nothing. He limited his disapproval to a roll of the eyes when she missed one of the floats. After all, it was the final trip of the season and they were tired. A few hiccups were inevitable. A year ago, they survived the storm from hell on a different vessel. And that counted for something. Neither of them owed the other explanations.

Zach Westerman was daydreaming the morning away as well, even if he’d never admit it. Thoughts of a special evening probably captured his imagination. If things went as he planned, it would lead to an even better night.

Everything went fine, right up until the boat traversed the final string of red floats, distractions notwithstanding. When only one trap remained, Amy’s spirits soared as did the gusty afternoon wind. Zach seemed to be aware their day was about over as well.

He spun the wheel with more energy than a septuagenarian ought to have and mangled an old Arlo Guthrie tune. The song had something to do with a restaurant open on When they had stopped at that last float, Amy hauled the seaweed covered trap aboard without difficulty. She could see the lobster within was huge, and she could tell it was very much aware of her. It waved a greeting with six inch claws, in effect warning her that this member of the family Nephropsidae was not to be trifled with. She took it at its word; it was the largest she’d hauled up all season. As Amy leaned over to unfasten the cover, its oversized mitts moved toward her face, like a boxer feinting and jabbing in slow motion.
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IF SHE MANAGED TO SECURE the claws with the banding tool, everything would be copasetic. That seemed to be a very big if at the moment. Amy gave it her best and managed to slip a heavy duty rubber band over the port side claw. As luck would have it, and hers appeared to have run out, its starboard appendage clamped down on her left thumb, eliciting a howl which pierced Zach’s ears so sharply he winced.

“Are you OK?!” he yelled. As he hurried toward her, he ever so casually reached down to snag a cull lobster which escaped its container. Even through her pain Amy saw what happened. How did a crippled crustacean pry open the lid of a plastic box?

She grimaced again and answered. “Maybe. I can’t tell. All I know is this bastard won’t let go and my thumb hurts like hell!”

Zach placed the cull back inside a smaller basket designated for the one-armed bandits and peered over her shoulder. “That does look painful. He doesn’t seem to like you, Amy. I can’t imagine why. All you did was pull him out of a nice underwater home and prep him for a pot of boiling water.

“That is so funny. Why don’t you stick your finger in his claw and then I’ll have a good laugh.”

“I’d be more sympathetic if I hadn’t warned you about their bad manners. Anyway, let me grab that bad boy.” He moved around to her left side and struggled to pry apart the claw, preferably without hurting her in the process. Naturally the claw would not budge.
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“This doesn’t look good Amy. I may have to amputate.” Amy threw him a look leaving very little to the imagination. He smiled, said “Sorry” and gripped the non-offending claw, forcing the lobster’s two open fingers closed, expecting the opposite appendages to open. Nothing happened. Zach rubbed his chin as if deep in thought. “Hmm. That always worked before. This is serious Amy. Let me think for a minute...”

Amy winced as the jumbo lobster tightened its grip even further. She tried to pull the lobster away from her thumb with her free hand and very quickly gave up on that tactic. The pain was indescribable. “I haven’t got a minute ‘Captain.’ My thumb feels like it’s broken. Kill it, maybe that will get its attention.”

“I’d rather not waste a choice lobster if I can help it. The biggest we got all year.”

Amy gave him another, even nastier look but said nothing in reply.

“Only kidding Amy. Let me try something else.” He retrieved a 5-gallon plastic bucket, filled it two-thirds full of salt water and held it up under the lobster's tail. With his free hand he pulled Amy’s wrist downward until the lobster was submerged and said, “I’m hoping this sucker lets go of your thumb and tries to swim down through the bottom of the bucket. Like it just escaped, you know?”

Naturally the lobster didn’t budge, and Amy uttered another string of expletives. Zach rubbed his chin thoughtfully and said, “I have one more trick up my sleeve. Cross your fingers. Oops, I forgot. You can’t.” He motioned for her to crouch down alongside him and very gently pushed her hand onto the deck. The lobster released her thumb and scuttled away to hide in the aftstarboard corner, still waving those nasty claws to and fro. It
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made for a very credible re-creation of a creature from a 1950’s horror movie.

“Voila!” Zach exclaimed, obviously pleased with himself. Amy examined her bright red thumb and flexed it slowly.

“I don’t think it’s broken. Nasty buggers, aren’t they?”

“Put yourself in his carapace Amy. The poor guy knew some human would eat his bright red carcass before sunset!” He retrieved a first aid kit and removed a tube of burn ointment. “Not sure if this will work.” Zach shrugged and said, “I can’t think of anything else to do.”

“If it doesn’t, have you got malpractice coverage?” “Nope. Anyway, I’m pretty sure this falls under the Good

Samaritan laws. I tried my best to help a friend in desperate need.”

Amy smiled as he massaged the ointment into her thumb. “Better already,” she said.

Five minutes later they were back at work. Amy took over at the helm and watched as her partner cleaned out the trap; they often had to switch stations anyways, one piloting the boat and the other hauling & cleaning the traps. It relieved the boredom (if harvesting lobsters could ever be called boring.) And it was vital that either of them was able to pilot the boat back to port if their partner was seriously hurt.

Zach cleaned the trap, pushed it over the gunwale and actuated the winch. He watched as it slid under the waves in its descent to the bottom. He stretched and yawned, then turned to Amy. “That’s a wrap. Let’s head for the barn.”

Amy nudged the shift lever forward with her uninjured hand and pointed No Culls Please on a slow course back to the haul-out mooring. Retrieving two frosty cans from the cooler, Zach handed a Diet Coke to Amy and popped open his own lime seltzer.

“Cheers Amy.”
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“And to you. Apart from a mangled thumb this is as good as it gets.”

Zach placed their lobsters into three containers: one for jumbos over two pounds, another for ordinary keepers, and a third for the one armed culls. Undersized lobsters and any losing a claw during the banding process had to be released. Violations meant heavy fines, and the D.E.M. police confiscated the catch. Purportedly for donation to the poor.

The return trip was uneventful and their conversation waxed nostalgic. As ‘No Culls’ slipped through tiny rollers northwest of Beaverhead, they reminisced about the Big Storm. Zach, Amy and the rest of the crew from his tuna boat, K2, endured an endless night of full gale winds, lightning strikes and mountainous waves. Amy gave a hilarious account of the crew’s misguided hunt for Captain Kidd’s treasure in the mosquito and skunk infested

swamps of Austin Hollow.

They griped about the lackluster Red Sox and how winning four World Series in this new millennium suddenly seemed so long ago. Zach smirked and said, “At least the Crankees haven’t won since ‘09.”

After a prolonged silence, he turned to his partner. “I hope you enjoyed this season, Amy. I sure did. But I have some not so good news. My lobster permit may be canceled by the state.”

She looked back at him with anger written all over her face. “How could they do that!? We worked our butts off this summer.”

“Yeah, but our hauls weren’t outstanding. It appears the Ocean State wants to give someone else a chance. Presumably someone younger, with enough energy and stamina to meet their minimum catch guideline.”


“Damn it! That is patently unfair.”


“That’s your favorite word isn’t it? I couldn’t agree more and I will appeal. Either way you better plan on a different line of work next summer.”

[image: ]




Silence reigned for the final two hundred yards. The cloud deck had firmed up overhead and a once benign southwesterly wind grew chilly. Black cumulonimbus clouds raced towards them and fat raindrops hammered the deck.

Amy pulled the boat up to a nondescript float set off by itself and Zach snagged it. He threaded the line around the winch and hauled up a holding trap, much larger than the baited traps. He pried open the cover, placed half of their catch within and lowered it overboard. Zach would come back in two days to retrieve the reserved lobsters and deliver them to a different customer.

They finally tied up to the haul-out mooring, tired in a good way. Zach moved the insulated lobster containers out of harm’s way and rough-cleaned the deck, sparing Amy any further discomfort. Then he waded ashore with the containers.

There was a much more important item on his agenda now, and he didn’t plan to keep Sondra waiting. Certainly not on this special night. Zach bid Amy goodbye and walked over to his Denali. He stopped before entering and turned toward her. “I nearly forgot. The ATM was out of service so I can’t give you cash. I’ll write you a check for your share. See you tomorrow at the Osprey Nest.”

Amy flashed a smile as she entered her Quattro. Zach smiled back, thinking that even the car she drove was a big step up from the run down sedan she drove after her divorce. And her living quarters didn’t consist of a spare bedroom in a decrepit shack she shared with Billy and Jonesy, who also crewed on K2. She and Jeff were a family now, with an adopted daughter. A wild and crazy ferret made for an unlikely foursome.

Before he drove off Zach sat and thought about their season harvesting lobsters. His bond with Amy was stronger than ever. It was more fun than I’ve had in decades. If I lose the license it’s a shame. Lobstering isn’t a career anyways. It’s a summer gig and that’s about it. Damn it to hell though! This state has its head inextricably inserted up its butt.
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FRANCIS ‘TINY’ CHAUNIER, a forty-something guy with a remarkable resemblance to Leslie West and no other distinguishing characteristics, was restless. He and a similarly aged though much smaller Max Bauer, were well into their third beer at Ballard’s. The popular bar-on-the-beach was their favorite watering hole in early autumn. The last of the seasonal visitors didn’t intrude as the pair sat on veranda deck chairs fifty feet from all the amateurs. That detachment allowed them to talk about matters they wanted no one to overhear.

Tiny swore under his breath and tried to relax. He held the container of beer up close to his face. His real interest wasn’t the bottle or its label; it was his pride and joy. A custom made gold ring rested on his index finger, with a gold insignia portraying a raised middle finger set against the ruby stone. Tiny thought the ring to be a very clever way of demonstrating his feelings for most of humanity. Moreover, gazing at its attractive gemstone often helped to soothe his jangled nerves. It wasn’t working today so he cursed again.

Much like two lobster harvesters who just plied the waters off Beavertail the two men were ostensibly trying to focus on work. Or at least Tiny was. Max was more interested in soaking up some early Autumn rays and plenty of suds. And leering at the more attractive of the bathers.

The main difference between their business and that of the licensed seafood harvesters was that theirs involved planning the demolition of some highly visible landmark. Or anything really, just so long as it made global news. What that target turned out to be and how they would accomplish its destruction were nowhere near as clear as the weather.

The choice of target wasn’t of paramount importance in any event. What mattered most was their absolute certainty that the upcoming election would usher in a man who thought as they did.
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A man who’d see their illegal activities as fine and dandy, as long as they furthered his goals: pushing fossil fuels, making billionaires even wealthier, and tearing the Constitution to shreds.

They had good reason to feel empowered. Their man had already vowed to pardon everyone convicted of a long list of crimes committed during the January 6th riots. And like him, Tiny and Max saw the assault on the US Capitol as patriotism in action. As opposed to most of the country (those blessed with functional brains) who considered Jan. 6th to be on the short list of those which will always live in infamy, Tiny and his comrades saw it as a federal holiday.

Tiny leaned over the armrest and loomed over Max. “Dude, the election is less than five weeks away. We gotta pick a target and start making plans.”

Max sighed and gazed out at beautiful Old Harbor. A fast ferry from Point Judith was pulling into the dock and merged with the beach and marina in a postcard worthy backdrop. The view would have been even nicer if his oversized friend would just lay back on the deck chair. Max finally responded with an abrupt, “Lighten up man! I’ve already picked our target. We’ll talk about it when we sit down with Jerry and Gretchen, OK?”

Tiny knew Max was the brains of their little band of wannabe terrorists and let the harsh words slide. In his own mind he was pretty smart too but had to give Max his due. That didn’t stop him from fantasizing about beating the living shit out of Max. Just for the fun of it.

Max walked into the bar area a minute later, purchased two beers and brought them out to the veranda. He slowed as he approached Tiny, who was pounding the chair’s backrest in a hopeless attempt to make it more comfortable.

Max shook his head and said, sotto voce, “Where did we ever find this clown? He’ll get us all arrested sooner or later.” As he sat down on the chair and handed his oversized comrade a beer,



[image: ]

Max realized getting rid of him wouldn’t be easy. How do you say goodbye to a gorilla with a hair-trigger temper?
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ZACH SPED NORTH ON Route 4 to East Greenwich and sold the catch to one of the high-end supermarket chains. He walked away with a check for $600 made out to No Culls Inc. and frowned. That’s typical! A third less than last year. Thank God we’re rich. As he climbed inside his pickup his mobile chirped. Caller ID read The Mad Russian. He stabbed the receive tab and yelled,

“Privet

Yuri! Where the hell are you?”

“I’m standing on a dusty street in downtown Kaunakakai. I’m sure you’ve never heard of it. It’s on Molokai Island. Marina and I love it here ‘cause it’s not overrun by visitors. And there’s a great mini-Olympics event on the island in January.”


“It sounds awesome. But why did you leave Maui?” “Marina didn’t like the commercial end of it. We wanted


privacy and found plenty of it here. Then, after the fire in Lahaina, it got depressing.”

“I hate to cut you short, Yuri. I’m meeting Sondra for dinner and after a day catching lobsters I need to shower twice. What time is it in Molokai?”

“It’s 9:30 am Paradise Time, comrade. Give me a shout when you have a chance, OK? And make sure the sun has set on Narragansett Bay. We don’t appreciate waking up at 3 am.”
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​Chapter 2
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A Face in The Crowd


Zach drove home slowly, relishing the evening ahead. Sondra would give him the lowdown on business at her pub, The Osprey Nest, and Zach would fill her in on his own memorable day. Lobstering off Beavertail Point with Amy and her painful encounter, and a surprise call from Yuri Antonov, First Mate on the tuna trawler K2. If the evening went as planned the night looked to be even more unforgettable.

He crossed the new Jamestown Bridge and headed south. The scenery hadn’t changed much since his earliest memories at age 7. There were more McMansions, but no soulless developer could ever erase the island’s indelible beauty. As he passed the historic windmill and the Great Creek (or Zeke’s Creek, as nearly everyone called it) and slowed through the even more historic village, the magic was renewed.

Zach swung around Mackerel Cove and glanced south between its two promontories. The cove was still as special as it had been when he first glimpsed it. The main difference was that out of state cars filled the parking area now.

As he sped up again along the home stretch of Beavertail Road he pulled into The Village. An old dirt road led to the gravel driveway where he stopped and stared, as always, at the classic beach ranch. If his father hadn’t known ‘some guy’ who, for some insane reason, wanted to sell the house, his family never would’ve found paradise on an idyllic island in Narragansett Bay.

He showered, shaved and changed into out-on-the-town attire. In forty minutes he would meet Sondra at the Coast Guard House for dinner. The place where it all started. Tonight was the twelfth
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anniversary of their meeting and Tom Petty’s ‘A Face in The Crowd’ played in his mind.

Twelve years ago, he was laid back and not expecting much of anything. He had no agenda apart from dining at the iconic restaurant. Zach smiled as the memory unfolded: the thought of dining on one of two entrées he knew how to prepare (in more or less edible form) was too depressing; he was about to order a carryout pizza when he shifted gears and headed out for healthier fare. Something he didn’t have to cook or pick up at a noisy pizzeria.

He hadn’t dined at The Coast Guard House in over a year so the odds he would end up meeting someone special were low. His higher power clearly had special plans for him. Standing in line by the entrance he glanced back to see how many customers had an even longer wait. His eyes met hers instead, and his world changed forever.

There would be no wait for a table this time. He’d made reservations for two knowing they would be welcomed as the regular customers they were. So he needn’t worry about standing in line again. He was anxious for a very different reason. He had no idea how their evening would play out and putting that out of mind was impossible.

Zach sat at the dining room table, staring over the bay at Newport and mentally willing his hair to dry. He tried to purge his thoughts; meditation wouldn’t come easily so he settled for a serenity prayer. He glanced at his IPhone, hurried out the front door and climbed inside the Denali.
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SONDRA HAD ATTAINED spirituality much easier. She’d indulged in a quarter hour of meditation, not the easiest thing to accomplish in a crowded pub. Peace of mind came naturally to her and the noisy kitchen had faded into the background. She was totally relaxed when she finished dressing.
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She put on a trace of makeup, closed her eyes and thought, “Why tinker with perfection?” Sondra turned heads, male and female, even at 65. Everyone including Zach was very much aware of it. Her raven hair flowed down her back, stopping two inches above her derriere and shining like obsidian in the sun. She was slender, though no one would ever think of her as ‘skinny.’ And unlike the man she’d meet in a half hour, she loved designer clothes; she didn’t mind one bit that he surprised her with something new every other week.

Sondra threw one last look over her shoulder, grinned at her reflection in the mirror and blushed. And just as quickly realized she could afford to indulge in a bit of self-admiration. It was Zach who had to monitor his egomania. Sobriety depended on it.

She left five minutes earlier than planned, arriving relaxed, happy and brimming with gratitude. Gratitude for having someone like Zach to live with and Narragansett Bay to live nearby. Costa Rica was a fading memory and the Coast Guard House beckoned.

The waterfront restaurant was every inch a landmark and had been such since the late 1800’s when it served as a Coast Guard lifesaving station. Volunteers equipped with nothing more than excellent swimming skills risked their lives in huge rowboats every year. The building was converted by imaginative types to the iconic location that virtually every visitor to the shore area loved. Or at least they loved to talk about it, whether they had eaten there or not. Short notice reservations in season were impossible. Whether for spectacular ocean views, delicious seafood or unique architecture, it held something special for everyone.

Sondra spied him waiting by the entrance as she drove into the lot and approached the valet kiosk. She exited and handed the keys to the attendant. Then she turned towards Zach and flashed her trademark smile. When he arched his eyebrows and leered, she did the same. The seventeen-year-old attendant picked up on their little performance and threw them a thumbs-up.

Sondra gave the attendant a quick smile as well and walked over to Zach. “I doubt he’s aware I could be his grandma.”
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“You’re probably right. Nevertheless, he displays very good taste for a teenager.”


“Why thank you sir. Let’s get seated, I’m famished.”


“Me too. We won’t wait long either. I slipped the maître de fifty to have our orders taken in under ten minutes.”

“That’s not fair. I have to check out the specials. I need more time!” Sondra pretended to pout but she could see he wouldn’t bite.

“Why bother? You order Rhode Island Chowder and Lobster Newburg every time. Their specials are wasted on you.”


Sondra feigned hurt feelings and said, “Meanie!”


“I just call ‘em as I see ‘em. Don’t shoot the umpire. One more thing: it’s such a beautiful day I made reservations for the upper deck. I’m guessing you don’t mind...”

Sondra gently squeezed his forearm. “I love the view, the beach, the surfers, the waves! Don’t even think about getting a seat inside.”


“Do you ever miss Puntarenas?”, he asked.


“Not often. There are fewer happy memories than bad ones. And you weren’t there! So, let’s not talk about it! What are you going to order?”

“I’m partial to grilled yellowfin steaks. ‘Course, they’re no match for my own version. And if they don’t have fresh tuna, the fish and chips are awesome too.”

Sondra rolled her eyes. “And you say I’m predictable. You don’t need a menu either.”

They laughed loud enough for the attendant to notice and join in their fun again. The wait for the maître de was brief. He walked up to them with a huge smile and said, “Good evening! My name is Roland. Forgive my familiarity, but I assume you are Sondra and Zach?”

They nodded in unison and Roland spun on his heel. “Follow me please,” he said, before leading them up a steep flight of exterior stairs and over to the east side of the deck. Their seats
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overlooked rhythmic ocean swells and raucous herring gulls. No one who has ever been there comes away unaffected by one of the most spectacular vistas on the East Coast.

A waiter appeared in less than five minutes. Their orders were taken and they sat back to enjoy a little slice of heaven. Sondra looked around the crowded deck and sighed. “No standing around like the first time we were here.”

“True, but twelve years ago there was one big plus. The wait gave me time to check out this hot Latina standing behind me. If there was no line, we’d never have met.”

“I’m not so sure about that Zach. He might have intervened in some other way.”

After that they sat back and relaxed. There was no sensation of time passing. Sondra waited until Zach tore his eyes away from the view and gave him a quick summary of her day. No unruly customers or waiters turning in notice. It was routine as compared to his.

He listened attentively until she finished. “You obviously run Osprey Nest like a taut ship. My day was a bit more hectic. We almost maxed out the lobster haul for a change! Amy had a dispute with a gigantic lobster, but she’ll survive. A minute after I sold the catch, I’m climbing into my pickup, and guess what?”

“What?”

“I got a call from the happy couple in Hawaii.” “You spoke to Yuri?!”

“Yes. Marina too. Believe it or not, they moved to Molokai. Maui is too touristy for their taste. Marina also said it was sad living close to the Lahaina fire site. They’re still rebuilding.”

Sondra nodded and said, “That was so horrible.’ Then she smiled. “I trust you said Hi for me.”

“Yeah, of course. So, my day has been awesome so far.” He thought for a moment. “Of course, Amy might feel differently.

Anyway, good things come in threes, right?” “What’s number three?”
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“That’s a bit hard to say. It’s not a sure thing by any means.

I bet you can help me figure it out though.” “Really? What is it you need to know?” “Will you marry me?”


Sondra gasped and stared as Zach jumped up from his chair, so quickly it toppled over. He seemed not to notice and walked around to her chair instead. Sondra watched, wide eyed, as he retrieved a Tiffany jewelry box from his jacket. She whispered, “Oh my God!” as he opened the box to reveal a five-carat oval blue diamond. She fought for air but managed to whisper “Yes, yes!” A millisecond later the waterworks ensued.

Two patrons at an adjacent table overheard his proposal and her acceptance. They applauded and the big news spread over the rooftop like ripples in a pond. In seconds everyone was standing. Someone yelled, “Speech, speech!”

Zach rocked on his feet. Sondra reached for his free hand and held on until he regained his composure. He set the ring down in front of her and she met him halfway. It was the most intense kiss of her life.

She was so deliriously happy she didn’t mind that Zach remained standing the entire time. Later on, she recalled the moment with the tiniest bit of regret. Ah well...
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AROUND TEN THEY WERE getting cozy on the sectional sofa. Their world was free of strife and life was perfect. Democracy might be hanging by a thread but tonight, not even that mattered.

Zach watched with a goofy smile as Sondra unfastened her blouse and reached to unhook her bra. He leaned back into the sofa. “Allow me.” Reaching his right hand behind her back he located the clasp and squeezed thumb and index finger together. As Sondra’s bra strap popped open he pulled it from her arms.
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“Practice makes perfect.” Their foreplay lasted ten minutes, sweet preliminaries that rivalled their first time together.

Sondra whispered, “I’m exhausted, emotionally and physically. This was the most wonderful day of my life. I love you but I have to climb into bed. Join me?”

“In a second.”

“OK. I’ll warm it up for you.”

A second turned into four minutes. He closed his eyes and, Zach being Zach, his brain took an exit ramp off the paradise highway. A huge green sign read ‘Second Thoughts Straight Ahead.” A very unsettling idea hijacked his brain: Oh my God. What have I done?

Will the magic disappear? Did I mess up the best part of my life?

Then he turned left onto a much better street. Sondra Westerman! It has a nice ring to it. I just hope she doesn’t hate me for proposing on my feet. Sondra had waited for him in the darkness, indulging in a head start, sliding her palm down through tangled hair and touching herself just there. Zach entered the bedroom and stepped over to the side of the bed. In the glow of the nightlight, she saw his eyes wash over her with an intensity he had never displayed before.

There were no more lingering doubts.

Zach methodically undressed, pausing between each shirt button and drawing out the sexual tension. He tossed his shirt over a chair and sat on the edge of the bed. He slipped out of his loafers and slacks just as casually. He finally leaned over her to share another prolonged kiss. Sondra’s mouth opened wide and their tongues fought for supremacy. Zach cupped her face in his hands. “I never knew love could be so effortless.”

“Yes, yes. But no more talking,” she said.

Zach rolled onto his back and pulled her atop his thighs. She wriggled down over him and sat there as he stiffened and moaned as he ‘combed’ her hair. Sondra pulled him inside until they were one, amazed at how wet she’d become. They started off down a leisurely road, rising and falling without effort.
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They maintained a perfect rhythm as long as they could, but any hopes of a slow, exquisite finish soon disappeared. Their fever spiked and they rushed to a climax all too soon. Sondra wept sweet tears and Zach held her until she whispered, “We have all night. Let me catch my breath and we’ll do it right next time.” And they did just that.
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THE MORNING DAWNED bright but cooler. Autumn was making herself known. After breakfast Zach said, “I feel fantastic! I wonder where that came from?” Sondra kissed him as she walked past and carried flatware to the counter.

“And that makes the morning perfect,” he said. “I might even prepare the boat for winter. The outboard engine needs to be fogged.”

“Did you say ‘fogged’? That sounds painful. Not to mention immoral!”

Zach laughed and said, “It does sound that way, doesn’t it? Fogging means protecting the engine cylinders with a film of oil to prevent rust over the winter. It’s much cheaper than buying a new outboard.”


“I will never pick up on your marine jargon.”


“Don’t sell yourself short. You’ve learned a lot already. You could be my First Mate.” Zach cleared his throat and added, “Except that I may have to find a new line of work. What the hell, if I don’t sell the boat, we could cruise the islands without a care in the world.”


Sondra sighed and leaned into his shoulder. “Just you and me.


Mmm.”

“That’s about the size of it. I’ll probably lose my lobster license. But you already knew that.”

“Yes, you told me. More importantly, we need to talk about my being your First Mate. That implies there is a second mate, maybe even a third. I’m your only mate.”

[image: ]


“Very funny. No worries about that. No one else even comes close.”

“Are you sure about that?”

Zach coughed and looked at Sondra with alarm. His radar was on high gain. “I’m almost afraid to ask what that means. Can I have a hint?”

Sondra returned his stare and said, “You talk in your sleep. I imagine you knew that already. I’d just like to know who Hannah is.”

Alarm changed to guilt. “Oh boy. Hannah is my daughter. She lives with her mother in Baltimore. We met once and decided it was best if we didn’t pursue a typical father daughter relationship.”

“For God’s sake why?”

“It’s a long story. She visited me one weekend back in the ‘90’s. Long before I met you. She didn’t know about me until her mom, my old girlfriend Emma, didn’t tell her about me until she was 18. During our weekend in New Jersey, it became obvious she was uncomfortable getting to know a father she’d never known about.”

Sondra was crying hot tears now. “That’s so sad Zach.

But you must promise me something!” “Anything. Name it.”

“No more secrets! That’s not negotiable. Agreed?” “Absolutely yes.”

For a while the conversation stopped completely. Sondra walked over to Zach and took his hand. They moved back to the bedroom and continued their celebration.
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ZACH AND AMY MET ON the haul-out mooring two days after their final, and memorable, trip of the season. No Culls Please needed a stem to stern cleaning, even if its classic looks still showed through the grime.
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Before they got down to work, Zach stopped and appraised his ‘new’ vessel for the hundredth time. Nothing could ever replace his first vessel in his heart. The New Bedford trawler had character and a tangible personality. K2 had found a new home in Baltimore’s Inner Harbor when he sold her to a multi-millionaire patron in that city. The children who toured her now found the trawler to be an enchanting trip back in time.

So, he downsized and purchased the Downeaster he and Amy had come to love even more. Zach could afford a much newer vessel, but it just wouldn’t be the same. No Culls Please was a twentysix-foot dream boat launched in 1957. Like her owner, the boat appeared younger than her years, thanks to the fanatic who maintained it for years before Zach bought it. From a distance she could be mistaken for just one more lobster boat. Close up she stood out from all the rest.

He saw Amy looking at him with mixed amusement and fondness. Amy whispered, “She is special Zach. Thanks for making me your crew mate.”

He nodded and said, “You’re welcome. Let’s get going. She won’t clean herself.”

In three hours, the cockpit, upper deck, cabin windows and helm were as clean as they ever would be on an active lobster boat. They coated the winch, banding tools and anything else that might oxidize with rust preventive spray.

Then, with the feeling only a job well done can provide, Zach followed Amy back to shore. They plopped down with a sigh of relief on a huge concrete block used as an anchorage for the mooring pulley. For five minutes they caught their collective breaths and wished one of them remembered to bring some cold beverages.

Amy spoke first. “We’ve got it made Zach. You, me, Sondra, Jeff. All of us. No money worries, good health and a better place to live than Narragansett Bay, well... I can’t picture it.”
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Zach raised his hand in a virtual toast. “If I only had a seltzer in my hand Amy, I’d say Cheers to that. But either way I couldn’t agree with you more.”

For a short while
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