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        To my husband.

        There is no one else I could have circumnavigated the globe with. Twenty-five days at sea? We make it look easy.

      

      

      

      
        
        To everyone who said I should write a book: this is not what you had in mind. Thank you for encouraging me anyway.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Have you read the prequel short story,

        The Night in Lover’s Bay?

      

        

      
        See how Marcella had her first chance with Seb, met the crew of Eik and started on her adventure. It’s available for free on all retailers.
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            ABOUT THE FLING IN PANAMA

          

        

      

    

    
      A steamy and flirty standalone romantic comedy about stepping out of your comfort zone and falling in love along the way.  

      

      A backpack? Ready. A packed itinerary for Latin America? Planned. A hot sailor who wants to show me the world? Unexpected.

      

      I arrived in Panama with a limited budget for maximum exploration. I’ve only got a few months between my parents’ home in Sydney and the corporate world, so I better make the best of it.

      

      What I didn't plan on was meeting Eivind. He’s got broad shoulders, top-tier flirting, and a sexy accent that pulls me in. But giving into him could jeopardize my whole trip.

      

      Ukulele ballads, long walks in the jungle, and sharing the space of a small sailboat together means the tension will be off the charts by the time we make it to the Pacific Ocean.

      

      Eivind and his boat are sailing west, while I’m traveling south. I came here for an adventure, but now I might have an even bigger one. One hot night in Panama might change everything.
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      My cabdriver was trying to abandon me in the jungles of Panama.

      Or at least that was what I thought when I woke up.

      “Señorita, estamos aquí.”

      I lifted my head and blinked lazily out the rear passenger-side window. When the view didn’t make sense, I blinked harder and rubbed my eyes, trying to forestall panic.

      There was nothing but jungle. I’d been traveling for nearly forty hours: three flights beginning in my native Sydney, a nap in a hostel, a train, and now my taxi was trying to dump me in the middle of the Panamanian jungle.

      “Oh no,” I murmured.

      “Señorita.” My driver pointed out the other side of the car.

      There was my hotel, a small concrete building with a sign that read “Hotel & Marina.” I grinned sheepishly at him through the rearview mirror and mumbled “Gracias” as I opened the door and climbed out. He waited while I grabbed both of my backpacks from the trunk, and as soon as I shut the door, he was bumping down the gravel road again.

      I stared up at the building, my stomach a jumble of emotions. Planning this trip had seemed so easy: with a click or a scroll of my mouse, I could be in Buenos Aires, Svalbard, or Thailand. Now, with the actual adventure staring me in the face, I was terrified.

      Hola. Me llamo Lila Ryan. Tengo reserva de hotel.

      Tengo reserva de hotel.

      I took a deep breath and pushed the door open. A middle-aged woman sat at the front desk and smiled as I approached and dropped my backpacks down at my feet.

      “Hola,” I warbled. “Me llamo Lila Ryan. Tengo . . . tengo res . . .” I blew out a breath of frustration and my cheeks heated.

      “Hola, Lila. My name is Paula.” Her English was perfect, with a beautiful accent. My tension faded away and I grinned.

      “Hi. Sorry.” I put my hands to my burning cheeks. “My cabdriver didn’t speak any English, and my Spanish is obviously terrible.”

      “That is okay. The yachties are mostly English-speakers, so I get a lot of practice.”

      While Paula checked me in, we chatted about the marina amenities and my upcoming adventure. The knowledge that I was in the right place and had a bed to sleep in tonight took the pressure off, and with the adrenaline of travel winding down, I was getting sleepy.

      “Here.” Paula handed me my room key. “I have upgraded you to marina view instead of jungle view. For inspiration.”

      She directed me to the stairs and I climbed, half-heartedly dragging my stuff behind me. I opened the door to my small room and dumped my backpacks on the bed.

      The room was expensive, more than I’d budgeted for, but here in the marina there was only one option, and I had to be in the marina.

      I poked around the room until I got to the window. Finally I saw what I’d come here for. Below my second-story window, the marina docks extended out into the water and the masts of hundreds of sailboats rose like trees in a forest. The stress of travel, the worries over missed flights and overslept alarms, the words of my mother telling me that taking three months to travel alone on a budget would never work . . . it all washed away.

      One of these boats would take me on the first leg of my adventure: through the Panama Canal.
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        * * *

      

      It was five in the morning and still black outside, but thanks to too much napping, my body was replenished and ready for the day to begin. I dressed, ate a muesli bar, and slipped out of my room, mindful of possible neighbors, and exited the hotel through the back.

      I inhaled deeply, breathing in the scents of Panama: the humidity, the salt air, and a refreshing vegetation smell. The marina and hotel were far enough away from the dirty, smoggy city of Colón to avoid the stench, and I could breathe deeply out here.

      Paula had assured me the area here was safe and that there were twenty-four-hour security guards, even though the marina was remote. I turned left and walked along the water’s edge on the dock, enjoying the morning stillness. After half an hour of wandering the shore, the darkness began to change. Twilight drew a silhouette on my left, the jungle still steeped in shadows, but the sky was lightening above it.

      I avoided walking in the trees, and instead I found an area where sailboats of every shape and size were stored on dry land. It was surreal to see the undersides of the boats, like viewing an iceberg beneath the waterline. The air was deathly still and quiet, as if I’d wandered into a graveyard of steel and fiberglass.

      Eventually I made my way back to the docks. The sun glinted over the tops of the masts and all around me people were beginning their day, climbing down from their boats or opening hatches, doing all sorts of boat-life things.

      Most of the sailors were older than I was—spry pensioners who gave me a parade of smiles and polite hellos as I walked up and down the docks. I meandered, wondering about each boat and its story.

      There were small sailboats with cluttered decks and shiny wood, and luxurious catamarans that made me think of the pictures my best friend Dani had taken on her trip to Greece when we were sixteen—a trip my mother had forbidden me to go on.

      Someone caught my eye up ahead, a young man walking down the dock, coming all the way from the end. I tried to focus on the sailboats, but I kept glancing at him, and the closer he got, the more I liked what I saw. He was broad and fair-skinned, dressed casually in a T-shirt and shorts that showed more thigh than not—very European fashion.

      When he was just a few boats away, our eyes met. His lips grew into a sly grin, and my heart skipped a beat. I looked away, but just before we passed, my eyes caught his again.

      “God morgen.” His voice was low, accented, and even though I knew it was a simple greeting, I blushed and forced myself not to glance back. Definitely European.

      Ah, what a wonderful distraction to my morning.

      I kept walking, hoping to see the guy again on my way back to the shore, but he didn’t return. On the next pier, I was startled by a noise up ahead of me. It began deep and guttural, resonating through the jungle and crescendoing to a roar. The kind of sound that made humans know they were prey.

      I froze, listening intently, though no one else seemed to be concerned.

      “Howler monkeys,” came a voice to my right. A balding man with glasses and a goatee was sitting in his boat with a tablet and a mug of coffee.

      “Seriously?” I was stunned. “They sound like dinosaurs.” The howls continued, the monkeys answering one another from tree to tree. “Should I be worried?”

      He grinned at me. “Nah, they don’t come out of the jungle—you’re just fine. But if you’d like a cup of coffee . . . ?” He gestured with his mug.

      I bit my lip, torn between the prospect of sheltering from a hypothetical monkey attack and the safety factor of climbing into a boat with a random man. Just as I was about to make an excuse, a woman’s head poked up from inside the boat.

      “Hello there, dear.” She gingerly held a pot of steaming coffee while she climbed out of the boat. “Peter’s offering some caffeine, eh?” She winked at me while refilling her partner’s mug.

      “Yes, I’d love some.”

      The woman gestured me over and showed me how to climb onto the boat. Her white pixie-cut hair, weathered skin, and heavy laugh lines around her eyes pointed to a happy life out of doors. She smiled so much, she had tan lines in her laugh lines.

      “Welcome to Silver Lining. This is Peter, I’m Edith, and here’s your mug.”

      “Thanks. I’m Lila.”

      “Lila,” Edith repeated, settling down onto a cushioned bench. “Lila with an accent. Are you an Aussie?”

      “I am, good ear. Are you . . . ?” I hedged, unsure whether they were Canadian or American.

      “Canadians,” Edith confirmed. “But this boat’s been our home for, oh, eight years now?”

      Peter, who had returned his attention to his tablet, nodded.

      “Where’s your boat?” Edith asked.

      “I don’t have one, actually. I read online about how boats going through the canal sometimes need extra crew members, and that if I came here, I might find a ride.”

      “Oof, I hope you aren’t in a rush. The season hasn’t quite picked up around here yet. It’s still early. How much time do you have?”

      “I’m pretty flexible,” I said. “After the canal I’ll be making my way south, backpacking for a while.”

      “How fun. Back in my day, we didn’t do that, what do you call it? A gap year?”

      “A gap year,” Peter agreed.

      “You know,” Edith said, “parents’ house, college, marriage.”

      I smiled into my mug. “Did you always know you were going to go on a sailing adventure together?”

      “Not at all. My kids were appalled when I told them I was taking off with my new husband”—she gestured to Peter— “to go sailing. But when the kids are grown, what’s to stop us? It’ll be grandkids soon, and then our health will deteriorate. Best to go now.”

      Peter interrupted us. “How long have you been backpacking?”

      “This is my first stop, so I’m just getting started.”

      “How exciting. How did you choose here?”

      “I had just graduated uni, and I was excited for life to start—you know, a good career, marriage, kids—but also . . . I’ve never been anywhere. And it’s been pointed out that my viewpoint may be a little”—I chewed on my lip while trying to think of a nicer term— “narrow-minded.”

      “Your parents?” Edith guessed.

      “Yeah, nah. My parents aren’t big travelers either. They’ve never done anything like this, which is part of the appeal. I wanted to get away, but I only had a few months to work and earn some money. I have a limited budget, so I chose Latin America.”

      As we sipped our coffees, I asked Peter and Edith a million questions about their boat and their travels. They told me stories beyond my wildest dreams, of native tribes in the islands and mega-yacht neighbors, until we were interrupted by a crackling sound downstairs.

      Edith jumped up. “Time for the net. Why don’t we listen in and then you can join us for breakfast, Lila?”

      I had read about the VHF net on a blog post while I was planning my trip. Every morning boaters swapped check-ins, reports, and announcements over the radio, including social activities, field trips, and buy-sell-trade offers. It was similar to listening to the morning news on your local radio station but interactive. I was depending on it to be my key to finding a boat that needed a crew member.

      “Oh, I was going to listen in at the office. Paula said I could announce that I was available to crew.”

      “Just do it here. No need to fuss.” Edith waved her hand and led me downstairs. The interior of Silver Lining was small and dark; I had to let my eyes adjust to get my bearings. The only light filtered in from the doorway I’d just come down, but Edith quickly moved to open the curtains above our heads.

      I pivoted around and took their boat in, the small kitchen on the left, a dining booth to my right, all the things that made it a home: a swinging basket of oranges, apples, and cucumbers; a laptop in a thick case as if prepared to survive a nuclear war; a wall hanging, a maze of black-and-red fabric with visible stitches around the edges forming the shape of an animal with a tail—maybe a monkey?

      Edith pointed out a radio with a variety of dials and showed me how to press the button to talk. We then listened to the net together, with Edith taking notes: dominoes today at four, a bus to the shopping mall on Tuesdays, swap meet Friday.

      Finally the controller got to my part. “Next up, is there anyone listening who is in need of additional crew members to go through the canal, or anyone wanting to join a boat?”

      I pressed the button, my fingers shaking. “Lila.”

      “Go ahead, Lila.”

      “Hello. My name is Lila. I arrived yesterday and I am staying at the hotel. I am looking to crew through the Panama Canal as soon as possible.”

      “Excellent, thank you, Lila,” they responded. “Anyone else?” There were a few moments of silence. I crossed my fingers and closed my eyes, hoping that someone would chime in about needing crew and I would be lucky enough to get a lead on my first day. “Nothing heard. Lila, there are boats coming and going every day, and it’s just starting to get busy here. Good luck, and we’ll check in with you tomorrow. Moving on . . .”

      I blew out a breath and slumped back, opening my eyes again. Edith patted my shoulder. “Buck up, you’ll do it all again tomorrow.”

      Realistically, I had known that it was unlikely my first day would be successful, but my optimistic nature had taken a hit.

      Edith and I refilled our coffees and went back up into the cockpit of the boat, where it was much cooler. Peter stayed down below to prepare brekkie.

      “While our boat was hauled out,” Edith said, “we didn’t stay on it. Sometimes we had to stay in the marina’s hotel. It’s nice and cheap, but it’s not a home, and every cent of money saved counts. But most of the time we relied on the kindness of our friends and slept in their boats. Why don’t you let us return the boat karma, and come stay with us?”

      I didn’t know what to say. People invited total strangers to live with them? I thought about the cramped quarters downstairs and my light airy room in the hotel. Then I thought about my bank balance and carefully detailed budget.

      “Think about it,” Edith said. “Why don’t I walk you through the marina this evening around happy hour and introduce you to a few people who may be looking for crew?”
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      Edith’s offer to walk me around the docks in the evening was invaluable. The sailors were out in the cooler temperatures, finishing their projects or cracking open a cold beer. We walked from boat to boat, and Edith knew everyone—not unsurprising, since Silver Lining had been in the marina for nearly a year. A handful of boats were looking for an additional crew member, but none of them fit my timetable.

      As it was getting dark, and my stomach grumbled in hunger, Edith and I agreed to head back to Silver Lining. There was always tomorrow.

      When we returned, Edith and I had our own sundowners—boat-speak for happy hour—in the cockpit while Peter cooked in the galley.

      “You’d really be okay with me moving in?” I asked. “Even if it’s a week or longer?”

      Edith patted my hand. “I am absolutely sure.”

      “Did you talk to Peter about it?”

      “PETE!” Edith shouted. “LILA IS GOING TO STAY WITH US!”

      “Yes, dear,” came his voice from down below. And that was that.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, I moved in, checking out of the hotel with a very understanding Paula. When I showed up at Silver Lining with my bags, Edith led me downstairs and Peter set the coffeepot to brew.

      She pointed to the back of the boat. “This is our cabin. The head—that’s the bathroom—is through here.” She waved to an open door. “Galley here on the port side, Peter’s desk and a seating area on the starboard side. You’ll be up here.”

      I stood awkwardly for a few moments while she bustled around, moving things out of the way.

      Through the doorway was a small bedroom. Wedged up into the bow of the boat, the bed had a V-shaped cushion with a gap at the wide end. A tiny amount of floor space at this side of the bed contained bins and piles of unidentifiable boat things.

      “It’s not much; we usually use this room for storage. But it’s free, so it’s better than staying in the hotel, and you won’t be spending much time in the room itself. This is a head in here”— Edith put her hand on a closed door just outside my new room— “but it’s full of stuff, and being in a marina anyway, we use the bathrooms in the marina facilities. You can use the kitchen sink to brush your teeth on board. Everything else, go ashore.”

      I put my backpacks on the bed, as there was no other place to put them down in the room. When I pressed on the mattress, I found it stiff and unyielding. Was this a better option than the hotel room? Free, free, free, I reminded myself.

      “Thank you so much for letting me stay here.”

      “You are welcome, dear. Now, make yourself at home, and don’t let us old farts slow you down!”
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        * * *

      

      After I dumped my meager things in my new room, Peter and I drank coffee in the cockpit until the net. I got no leads on a position for the canal.

      After breakfast, Edith rushed off to join the shuttle to the supermarket, which left me alone on the boat with Peter.

      “What are your plans for the day?” he asked me.

      I shrugged. “No plans. You?”

      “Oh, I’ve got a pump I need to rebuild down in the bilge. It shouldn’t take too long, though. I don’t suppose you would want to help?”

      I hesitated for a moment. It sounded like something completely outside of my expertise. But Peter and Edith were giving me a free place to stay; the least I could do was help out. “Sure.”

      Two hours later I leaned headfirst into the bilge of the boat, an area under the floorboards that was full of water with a greasy sheen and a strong stale smell. Peter had me holding a hose up in the air, trying to keep it from leaking water into the boat.

      My skin was covered with sweat and I had a big splotch of oil on my cotton tank top. When the end of my ponytail got soaked with bilge water, I almost cried.

      Peter could tell I needed a break. “Here, take this outside and see if you can get the hose clamp undone.” He handed me a hose with some kind of connector on the end. When I took it, he piled more into my arms: a screwdriver, pliers, and a few other tools.

      Staggering up the stairs, I started to set the parts down on the deck.

      “Set up on the dock, please,” Peter called up.

      I climbed off the boat, then kneeled to inspect and fiddle with the hose clamp. I knew how these things worked—theoretically. But even with the right tools, the screw wasn’t budging. I needed a vise.

      By getting on all fours, I could hold the connector with one hand, pin the hose under my knee, and twist the screwdriver with my other hand. Sweat dripped down my chin, and my butt was sticking up in the air, jean shorts creeping up between my legs, while I strained as hard as I could against the screwdriver. I made a grunt worthy of a caveman.

      A throat cleared.

      I looked over my shoulder, and my upturned ass, to see a man grinning wickedly behind me. The sun was directly behind him, so I shaded my eyes to see him better. He was fair-skinned and stocky, wearing a threadbare T-shirt that accentuated his bulky shoulders and muscular arms.

      “Hallo,” he said, ticking up an eyebrow.

      I froze, recognizing the accent. It was the man I’d seen that first day on the docks. My cheeks heated at the embarrassing—and overtly sexual—position I was in. What even was the etiquette for this situation? Shouldn’t he just politely step around me and then we could both pretend this had never happened?

      I sat back on my heels and looked up at him, dusting my hands off and squinting into the afternoon sun. His grin went crooked, eyes roaming over me.

      “Hmm, a beautiful woman in need of some help?” His accent was soft and lilting, and my brain skipped for a moment on his words.

      I glanced down at myself, at my chest sticky with sweat and starting to turn pink from too much sun, at the grit sticking to my skin, at the big splotch of oil streaked onto one boob. I looked around, just to be sure.

      “Me?”

      He laughed, tossing his head back. “Yes, a beautiful woman in need of some help. I am most definitely here for it.” He dropped to his knees beside me and leaned in to inspect the hose clamp. “What have we here?”

      I watched him, struggling with the desire to be the adventurous, independent Lila versus the Lila who wanted help, all while appreciating—in multiple ways—the bicep curled next to me.

      He braced both ends against the dock and nodded at me. “Try it now.”

      Self-doubt won over and I tried to hand him the screwdriver. “You should do it. You’re stronger.”

      “I have faith in you. Come on. Show it who is the boss.” He winked.

      I notched the screwdriver back into the head of the screw. While my assistant held the connector and hose with both hands, I bent over and twisted the tool with all of my strength.

      “Almost,” he encouraged.

      Finally it gave, rust crackling away from the clamp. “Yes!” I shouted, throwing my hands up in the air, and he laughed with me. We both sat back and I grabbed the hem of my tank top and wiped the sweat off my face. When I looked back up, his eyes snapped from my midsection to my face.

      “Thank you so much for your help.”

      “You are welcome.” He offered me his hand. “Eivind.”

      “Lila.” We shook.

      “Well, Lila, now that I have done my knightly duties, I must move on.” He mock saluted and winked. “I hope to see you again soon.”

      As he departed, Eivind glanced over his shoulder and busted me watching him. I blushed and gathered up the parts. But not even the prospect of helping Peter rebuild the pump could wipe the grin off my face.
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      Edith and I were preparing to walk the docks again that evening, still hoping to find me a boat. She had returned from the trip into town and found me deep in the bilge, holding the pump and hose together while Peter tried to reconnect everything. Tools were strewn all over the boat, storage lockers emptied out, and both Peter and I were drenched in sweat. Edith had shooed me out of the boat, and as I walked down the dock to the pool, the sound of her scolding Peter faded.

      I secretly hoped we would run into Eivind again, especially now that I was clean and feeling more deserving of flirting with a hot guy.

      As if by fate, Edith pointed and said, “Oh, this one might be right for you. They’re around your age, take on crew, and it’s a beautiful boat.”

      My eyes roamed over the boat as we walked down the dock. Eik was written on the bow, and she was beautiful. The deck was open and uncluttered, and the stainless steel shone (something I’d learned takes an inordinate amount of time to polish). Instead of the rough nonskid fiberglass that some boats had, Eik’s deck was striped brown with thin black lines. The middle of the deck, like most boats, bulged up to accommodate the cabin, but Eik was low and sleek.

      Edith knocked on the boat. “Jonas! Eivind!”

      I perked up, and delightful bubbles of anticipation hit my stomach.

      Eivind climbed out of the boat first, and he was ready with a smile for Edith, but his grin lit up even more when he saw me. “Ah, Lila, I knew you could not stay away,” he crowed.

      “Oh, you’ve met?” Edith nudged me playfully.

      “Come in, come in. It is just Jonas and me here right now. The women are at the pool.”

      The whos are in the what now? Those playful bubbles popped with a sour taste.

      I followed behind Edith as we climbed into Eik’s cockpit and I hid my disappointment over a potential girlfriend. Another man climbed up out of the boat, obviously related to Eivind: they had the same strong jawline, fair skin, and bright blue eyes. Where Eivind was stacked with drool-inducing muscles, Jonas was taller and leaner. When I repeated his name back—Yonas—he clarified that it was spelled with a J. His hair was long and curled around the edges, a contrast to Eivind’s close-cropped blond cut.

      “How did your project turn out?” Eivind asked me as we settled into the bench seats around the cockpit.

      “That was the end of my hard work, thankfully. Peter got the pump back in working order, and I suspect I didn’t have a whole lot to do with it.”

      “You were very helpful, dear.” Edith patted my knee. “Speaking of which, Lila here is looking to be a linehandler through the canal. Do you have your date yet?”

      Jonas shook his head and focused his attention on me. “No, but the agent comes tomorrow. I was going to hire a linehandler through him.” Eivind nudged Jonas. “But you could save us some money,” Jonas finished with a smile.

      “Right.” I nodded. “And I can cook and clean, too. But I don’t know much about, like, knots or anything . . . seamanship . . . stuff.”

      “I can teach her what she needs to know,” Edith assured them.

      “That is okay,” Jonas said. “Marcella and Elayna know what to do, and you will most likely just be along for the ride.”

      “A warm body,” I agreed.

      “You should come by tomorrow morning. You can meet the rest of our crew and then the agent, Robert, will come in the afternoon to give us the details.”

      We made plans for me to swing by after breakfast the next day, and Edith and I departed.

      Down the dock, I did a little jig next to Edith and sang, “I’m going to find a boat, I’m going to find a boat.”

      We laughed and bumped hips. I threw a last glance over my shoulder, and Eivind was on the bow of Eik, holding on to the rigging and watching us walk away.

      When we got back to Silver Lining, Peter was nearly done cooking dinner. I collapsed dramatically onto the couch.

      “He’s so cute.”

      “I know, that whole boat. Everyone’s so young and good-looking, it makes me wish I were decades younger.”

      I lifted my head up. “Those guys would be chuffed to have you, I’m sure.”

      Edith barked a laugh. “I hate to say it, dear, but I think maybe he’s got a partner,” she said while pouring herself another beer.

      I sat up straight. “Really? He was so flirty.”

      She held out her hands, palms up. “Maybe I’m wrong. You two would be a gorgeous couple, in my humble opinion.”

      “Aw, thanks. Well, maybe he’s single, maybe he isn’t. Either way, I can’t wait for tomorrow.”

      Whether Eivind was available or not, I reminded myself that this trip wasn’t about having a fling. A fling would just be a momentary distraction, and I wasn’t going to let anything disrupt my plans.
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        * * *

      

      I lay in bed the next morning, thinking about my new possibilities. If Eik worked out, I would accomplish what I came here to do—transit the canal. I couldn’t help but think of Eivind, too. He was very good-looking, and I could already tell he was a flirt. But my first priority was to transit the canal—not get into shenanigans with a hot sailor.

      Not counting my chickens before they hatched, I still announced on the morning net that I was available to crew.

      After the net, I walked down the dock to Eik and along the side pier. A figure stood in the cockpit, and he poked his head around the canvas when I called good morning. Mouth full and toast waving in the air, Jonas gestured to me to come in.

      I picked my way around to the cockpit and climbed down onto a seat. Jonas swallowed his bite of brekkie and wished me a god morgen. People rustled around downstairs in the cabin and the scents of butter browning and sticky jam wafted out.

      I settled into a cushion on the seat. “So, where did you sail from to get here?”

      He swallowed the last bite of his toast and told me about the trip from Grenada. It took six days for Eik to sail over.

      “Beautiful spinnaker sailing,” Jonas said.

      I made a mental note to ask Peter and Edith what a spinnaker was.

      At one point, Eivind’s head came up, followed by his arm and a plate with two pieces of sliced bread. “God morgen, Lila. Toast? Coffee?”

      “Oh, coffee, please, and thank you. I already ate.”

      Eivind shrugged and set the plate down on the table. He disappeared back into the boat to return a few moments later with a jar of jam and a knife.

      “Hey!” a lightly accented voice called out from below. “Thief! That’s my jam.”

      “My boat, my jam,” said Eivind. He sat across from me and tucked into his brekkie.

      A woman walked up the stairs holding another plate with a piece of toast and some cut-up fruit. She put her free hand on her hip. “It is not your boat.”

      Eivind smirked at her. “Then it is
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