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      I stand at the bow of the ship, my dark curls undulating in the ocean breeze like soft fingers against my shoulders. The day they found me, the glimmer along the horizon was violently bright, much like today—so brilliant that I almost didn’t see the ship.

      How long had I been floating out there before they found me? None of us know. And it doesn’t really matter now. Today is a new day, a new world, and it’s one I barely recognize. I’m not sure what to do with it.

      My husband is gone—dead. I looked for him, squinting through the driving rain at the sailboat, trying to connect the dots in the bursts of lightning. He planned the week-long excursion despite my insistence that there was a storm coming, and it seems he paid for it with his life. I’d surely be more upset if I hadn’t found someone else’s panties in his coat pocket last month. More upset if we’d had sex at any point in the last year.

      I’d be a lot more upset about his death if he hadn’t tried to throw me overboard soon after the storm hit—it seems he’d planned it that way. Unlucky for him, I grabbed the lifeboat, leaving him nothing to cling to when the boat capsized.

      And now… Well, that’s the question, isn’t it?

      My sundress, the same one I was wearing the night I went overboard, licks at my bare knees. I squint at the men on the deck. No, not just men—pirates, as if the cliched skull and crossbones flag hadn’t made that clear. But they’re not what I imagined pirates to be. All of them have the shaggy hair you might expect from seaward folk, but they’re well-fed and well-muscled without a single sign of scurvy. And they spend most of their time reading—that’s the giveaway. I know how I came to be here, but why are they here?

      The Captain stares at the waves with deep-set brown eyes through his mess of dark wavy hair, his hands on the wheel—the biggest, strangest steering column I’ve ever seen, a double row of spoked wheels with a hand-carved circle connecting them, reminiscent of a water wheel. The Captain’s skin glistens with morning sun above the open buttons on his shirt. I can’t tell if it’s sweat or ocean water, but the rippling of his shoulders mimics the ocean waves in such a way that I feel drunk with it, as if I’m listing with the ship. He’s the shortest of the three and seems to know a great deal about the sky. He spent the night before pointing out constellations and discussing their historical significance. He has three guiding star tattoos on one shoulder that might be from the Naval academy, but I’m not familiar enough to know for sure.

      The Fisherman, blond and tattoo-less with eyes that match the sea, watches the currents—he always knows where the fish will be. A former marine biologist? He’s standing at the side of the ship now, the wood decking shiny with pine oil, his gaze locked on the water beneath us where fine lines of fishing cable sway in the current. The tops of the lines are secured to a post bolted to the deck—a hand-carved mermaid. The Fisherman is also the one who tends to the decking, sanding and polishing with pine oil until he his flesh smells fresh and bright with evergreen. I can smell it now above the salty ocean breeze, like woods, like forest. I wonder if that’s why they use the oil. To feel connected to the mainland, or at least to remember what it smells like.

      Only the Cook is not out here. He’s a broody man with a thick afro. He has a French accent, too. I believe he was a physician in his past life from the way he examined me after they pulled me aboard. He’s the one who carved that wheel and the mermaid too—he’s also the one who makes the meals.

      They all have their roles, a community, a brotherhood, but I’ve become quite certain they’re trying to escape something. I suppose I am, too. I could have asked them to take me back to shore, but since the day they pulled me out of the water, I’ve had no interest in going home.

      The Fisherman shifts, his square jaw clenched. He tugs at the fishing line, and for a moment, I feel his fingers on my flesh, tugging my clothes off, tugging at my nipples. Gooseflesh explodes along my spine at the mere thought of it.

      I square my shoulders. I’m done feeling sorry for myself. I’m done pretending that from the moment they pulled me onto this ship, I haven’t been imagining what they look like beneath their clothing. Every night, I go to bed imagining that their fingers are caressing my tender places, my skin on fire with anticipation.

      Thus far, they haven’t asked anything of me—they feed me, clothe me, let me walk about the ship and stare at the horizon, but they’ve not asked where I belong, if they should take me to shore. If I want to go home.

      The Captain glances my way as if he heard my thoughts, eyes glittering—is that desire in his gaze? My breath catches, but he just nods and secures the wheel. He heads for the cabins, leaving be alone with the Fisherman.

      Maybe we’re all hoping I want to remain here. The days have to get a little boring. Am I a point of interest for any of them, or, better, all of them? A bright spot on the sea?

      Perhaps I’m simply crazy—I haven’t yet decided. But when your husband tries to kill you, when you have nothing of importance to go home to, maybe it doesn’t matter. Maybe an extended vacation on a ship with three gorgeous pirates is exactly what I need.

      And today is the day. I’m vibrating with nervous energy, an undercurrent of feral desire that I’m unable to tamp down no matter how illogical it seems. Who decides to seduce a stranger, a pirate no less, in the middle of the ocean? At least my IUD will ensure we don’t end up bringing more people aboard this ship.

      The Fisherman frowns at the line. I start across the deck, my heart thundering in my head.

      Will he say no? Will he keep me on the ship but leave me unsatisfied? I have something he wants, too, right?

      Unless I’m wrong. Maybe I’m too full of myself.

      I make my way toward the side of the ship where the Fisherman is still messing with the lines. He has a bucket of fish at his heel, but two pieces of twine are tangled against the side of the barrel.

      The Fisherman glances up as I approach, blond hair shifting off his face in the breeze. “Morning. Breakfast will be ready soon.”

      I slide closer. Though he’s been fishing all morning, he smells of salt and sea air, fresh and clean.

      “I’m not hungry.”

      He raises an eyebrow. “A rich girl like you would rather hang out with me than eat? You slumming it this morning, or what?” His eyes crinkle at the corners—I put him around forty years old, at least fifteen years older than I am.

      “What makes you think I’m rich?” I say.

      “You said you were out here on a sailboat.”

      I laugh. “You have a boat too. And you quoted Edgar Allan Poe when I got on this ship, so I hardly think your company qualifies as slumming it.” Got a body, he’d called over his shoulder when he saw me in the lifeboat. The death of a beautiful woman is, unquestionably, the most poetical topic in the world.

      He lowers the fishing line. “In that case, I take it back—my company is far better than the oats the Cook’s whipping up. But don’t tell him I said that.”

      I take another step closer, so near him that I can feel the moist heat rising off his torso. Look at me, I think at him. But his gaze stays focused on the lines. “I have needs beyond food, though the food is certainly appreciated.”

      “Are we ignoring your needs, Stowaway?” He says it to the line as he undoes the final knot.

      Stowaway. They haven’t asked me for my real name any more than I’ve asked for theirs, though their nicknames denote their area of expertise. I imagine that any skills I have will become clear as they become necessary. It feels strangely better that way, anonymous but also more real, as if I can only see them for what they wish to be, divorced from whatever name the world assigned them. It’s a genuine kind of existence.





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/image-8.jpg





