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Goal Setting is about,

Meeting no matter the fight,

Exceed your own expectations,

Repeat because we are just that good!

The world can watch us stumble

But we will never quit!

I had the weirdest dreams in my ‘Marie had too much today’ haze.  I will evidently have to come to grips with my embarrassment before we reach port in Maldives so, I guess it was good my mind was handling that or disciplining me because I can’t manage myself appropriately anymore.  This is seriously who I become with space to breathe?  I want my life and my kid back!

I keep seeing Ari’s face at that ceremonial dance...hearing the girls giggling as I said some things on the way back I probably shouldn’t but...I had severed my own ability to not speak EVERY thought in my head.  

Did we get back to the boat?  What am I remembering then?

Lina and I sat in military garb watching and partaking as Amalia was rolling her own in the jungle.  She had this giant sack of weed that looked like something you’d see Santa delivering toys in at the mall.  How has she been concealing that?  Of course, these were two-handed rolls wrapped in palm leaves she leaned on like rolling up a raft.  

We’d won for our team and that was our celebration.  

Bodies littered this smoky bare opening in the jungle next to us as if a bomb had hit.  Her tongue was long like a lizard when she licked the leaves giving a good twist to the ends before she passed it.  My arm reached to run a hand over Ari’s face, his eyes still so green and beautiful it made me think of Ireland, which I’d never been but I have seen pictures.

Am I dreaming of him dead?  And we’re getting high now?  What kind of lasers were we issued?

I thought I’d woke for the briefest of seconds to roll over and then we were having drinks in town shopping for...lingerie.  I don’t recall the shopping for lingerie...but the Captain was our model and we were throwing dollars bills at him.  I was so thirsty!  

I know this wasn’t real but the bartender was passing drinks hand over fist and I was guzzling them down so fast I felt drips down my chin.  Just as the Captain hit the pole and the lights danced in all colors off the disco ball while the music thumped in the boutique, Ari’s face appeared smiling at me.  “Time for bed fy melys.”  He whispered, placing a soft kiss to my forehead.  Then WHOOOSH...he was gone.  

Did I nap after that?  

My Viewmaster reel slid out of my hands banging my foot.  My fingers were scrambling over a scattered mess of reels on my bedroom floor at home and I found one without a date to slam into the slot lifting it to my eyes.

(For those who don’t remember that was the little red viewing mask you held up clicking the lever on the side as it spun a white wheel with tiny slides in it.)  

Dax and I were swimming as mermaids talking to some sharks filling them in on current events from land.  One sounded a lot like Vinnie Jones in Eurotrip and he kept calling everyone ‘wankers’.  He said he was feeling salty so we should get a pint then he pointed above me with his fin like it was a hand to warn Dax and I to look up.

The girls were tossing spears from the yacht. laughing with one of those jungle joints and I get bumped in front.  The ‘Vinnie Jones’ shark had pushed me behind him shaking his fin now as a fist towards the water’s surface inviting them down to handle this like men.  They threw something and he called to them in Welsh...a name that made Dax cheer but I couldn’t get Google to translate on my phone.

No signal underwater!  Also, I had no pockets so my phone was in my coconut shell bra.

I began to scream being swiftly tangled in what I can only describe as a volleyball net.  ‘Bruce Willis’ shark slid in front of me shooting towards the water’s surface where I heard glass breaking and Christmas music.  ‘Mel Gibson’ shark they called ‘Riggs’, with the curly mullet, was making Three Stooges references as he rolled in the water dodging spears also shooting but aiming at the motor.

Dax in a panic reached to grab me but every time he got close, I heard mechanical sounds like I was sitting in the seat of a crane or excavator.  He’d looked up in horror as a claw came down for him.  ‘Jason Statham’ shark had his fins folded as his head shook and all he said was “that poor bastard.” 

I was lifted towards air still trapped in the net but now held in a claw just like what took Dax, deposited into a dark bin where my tail disappeared, and I was in an evening gown with rugby pads on.  A hand reached into the bin grabbing me like ‘King Kong’ no matter how I ducked and dodged.  The wrapped hand pulled me to his face; it was Ari making mimicky fish faces at me and laughing.  

“Oh...fy melys I have to toss you back.”  Dream Ari said.  “So many fish in the sea.”  Then instead of laying me in the water with some caution...he loaded me in one of those t-shirt launchers like you see at sporting events or concerts and sent me sailing towards what looked as a bloody ‘Jaws’ feeding frenzy in the black ocean.  

My ex rose from the dark swirling water with his arms outstretched for me and I felt a yank until I began to fall faster.  I began shrieking in horror for so many reasons!

Flames coming up from an obviously new pair of skinny jeans as he walked across the water.  I was clawing in the air trying to catch something to stop this.  His eyes were all black and he had a cloak like an old movie vampire trying to sweetly coax in his next meal.  

My yells thankfully broke the trance and woke me the second I could have sworn I heard him say my name next to my ear for real.

“MOTHER FU...UUUUUUGH!”  I yelled hitting my ribs, air rushing from my lungs, and rolling off...well, I guess that was Shae’s boney shins and then I was tossed away from her when the yacht pitched upwards.  The wind was blowing and I could hear huge swells in the water below like we’d entered a deadly storm.

Oh no...the never-ending dream that just keeps switching to different insane shit!

In my periphery, two giant arms jet out towards me and it triggered a similar reaction to spiders.  I’d already seen the other girls moving about on the top deck confused as water hit us that I hadn’t caught until my second landing and subsequent slide across the deck leading to me now frozen.

“Shhooo, ssshhhooo, Marie.”  Ari cooed kneeling before me but I kept screaming anyway.  “Fy melys.”  My head jerked away as his fingertips brushed my cheek.  He pulls his hand back opening his palm towards me calmly.  “Ok...take a breath.  I think a storm is going to sneak by, but we’re fine ok.”

I hadn’t realized until actually focusing on my breathing I was panting.  My hand went up through my moistening hair from the swift torrential downpour that sent the other girls screaming below deck.  Slipping and sliding, Ari got me down the stairs headed toward the kitchen where the girls stood half-asleep and pissed.  

Shae had sat on the table rubbing her shins fully glaring at me.  “What was that?  That hurt.”

Now that she mentioned it...yes, it did!  

I rubbed at my ribs shaking my head.  “I need an intervention or I’m allergic to something because I just had...stupid weird dreams.”  Shivering involuntarily, I grimace.  “Sorry about that.”

I heard a few snorts from the girls as Ari shoots me a look huffing as he repeats.  “Allergic huh?  Which part of the day were you reacting to?”

My hand went to my head unable to shake the flashes from that dream playing back in my mind’s eye.  “Good question.”  I run that hand down my face looking around the group.  “That was so vivid ughhh!”

“Oh, I hate that.”  The ladies each voiced understanding.

Dax came running at us from the front.  “The Cap...”  He was cut off as the boat pitched once more slamming us into each other.  “The Captain says this is blowing by fast so hold tight.”  He finally got out when the yacht stabilized enough he could move and the rest of us could separate the pile.

Amalia was crawling behind Dax.  “He’s going to move us back.  I think we banged into something.”

My dream hit repeat fast in my head and I kept thinking of that ‘bump’ I felt and the falling.  But I gasped when I heard the engine try to turn over then cut out with a POP so everything stilled and the lights flickered.

Treasa, Lina, and I exchanged odd looks hearing that the gasps weren’t only me.  I start running for the Captain’s wheelhouse blurting.  “If that’s a net, I’m going to flip.”

“If what’s a net?”  One of the other girls calls out.

“The motor.”  A unified reply came from Treasa, Lina, and I all evidently having some dream of motor issues.

We could hear an alarm as the Captain came through the door before we made it.  “Get off the boat.  I’ve got gauges going crazy.”

Treasa was already running for the extinguisher as I turn sniffing the air.  But it was Lina that raised her voice in alert.  “Fire.”

Dax instinctively jumps towards some hidden panel near the floor that I hadn’t paid attention to before.  He yanks it open turning just as Treasa tossed the extinguisher, black smoke puffing out, and Dax began spraying.  Ari and Amalia began to usher us all off the yacht until they could figure out what the issue was.  

I was so confused to where we were or what night this was...but I finally got in the line and ran for the dock.  For all I know this is part of that damn dream and I only think I’m awake.

I felt better the dock was there and we were able to deboard to the beach still in Fiji.  Ari straddling the boat and the dock to help each of us ladies off.

Ok...so it’s still our last evening.  Dax and Ari stayed over.  Oh man...what had I done on our way BACK!

Lina kept hollering for Treasa who’d remained with Dax and the Captain moments longer than we had.  Treasa looks up rounding the corner to the group as if counting heads.  “Everyone alright?”  She asks.

Shaking her head, Lina turned it like an owl watching in all directions.  “I don’t know but if I see my ex anywhere I’m going to shat myself.”

When Shae even gasped with each of us pointing at the other...ok I think that kava linked our dreams.  So bizarre!  Well not really!

Ari’s browed knitted taking a second to glance around before his eyes settle on me.  “I take it you dream alike too.”

Rubbing my lips in thought, I finally turn and voice.  “Anyone else a mermaid with talking sharks that had guns and voices of actors headed for the pub?”  Receiving several raised brows, I shook my head at Ari.  “Not entirely.”

Shae made an odd face then looks up to ask.  “What’s a wanker?”  When the rest of us bust up laughing, she shrugged her hand at her side.  “What?  I kept yelling it as I was spiking a volleyball off my ex’s head.” 

“I shot mine from a cannon off the boat.”  Treasa adds.  “He landed in a shark infested sea of flames.”

Lina snickers.  “I just set mine on fire.  He’ll find his way to the water.”

What the Hell?  It had to have been that kava!  I thought it was supposed to relieve anxiety not create it with weird crap like dreams!

Treasa points at me.  “I want to know what she was dreaming.”

Ari raised his hands to his hips.  “I’d like to know too.  I was trying to wake you because you were clawing at my leg and the end of the bench.” 

“What happened between the dancing earlier and waking just now?”  I make pained faces waiting for embarrassment to begin.

Ari looked about the group shrugging.  “One second you were talking and then you passed out.  We got you back here and you woke requesting to sleep out here so I sat with you.  The ladies joined us and I was out like a light.”

The others nod in agreement so I praise the heavens that must have been just my dream.  

Dax cleared his throat appearing with the Captain behind him.  “Radar shows this is heading out, the rain should stop shortly.  We can’t touch the motor until morning when it’s light.”

The Captain nods.  “We’re sitting solid so we should be safe to go back to sleep for a couple hours.”

Ari pulls his phone from his pocket.  “I’ll let the boss know we’re missing the flight.  We’re not leaving our team completely stranded and alone.  We don’t know if we can get parts or a mechanic.”

The Captain was appreciative and reminds Dax while Ari was on the phone they should grab their luggage.  Ari smiled ending his call and nodding to Dax before he made sure I was going to be ok.  He promised that he’d let us know the photographer was blowing up his phone now to get some help out here.  

Rona got this odd look that my eyes were immediately drawn to.  That smirk when she heard the ‘boss man’ was awake and moving about for us.  I caught myself glancing towards an also aware Shae watching her Aunty biting back a knowing giggle.  But Rona’s face lit up when Ari finished with...

“He offered to remain too since the crew’s rather self-sufficient even if he’s a little behind.  That is if the Captain doesn’t mind a few more passengers.”

We weren’t alone catching those twinkling eyes.  Rona’s got a crush!

The Captain sighed heavily then waves his hand at us ladies.  “Not that I haven’t been having a lovely time however, a little extra testosterone aboard couldn’t hurt.”

I turn shrugging my hands out at my sides making the group chuckle.  “Aww Cap...we’ve had so many deep convos.  I thought we were building something here.”

He huffs playfully.  “Working on a heart attack because y’all need supervision.  I am one man and you run right over Amalia.”

“Run over?”  Lina snorts.  “She’s one of us.”

Amalia snickers with her tongue in her cheek.  “Lately, I’ve been part of the problem.”  None of us could keep from busting up laughing.  Especially after my dream.

Boss man was blowing up phones all right.  Dax and Ari had to hurry back and suddenly we ladies weren’t so sleepy.  

The rain was already tapering off.  Completely weird because I’d only heard mention of possible storms while in Fiji unless we end up chasing it.

I hope our strange dreams were coincidence and nothing comes next.  We just got things to calm...well sort of.  There were a couple bumps in the road but it was peaceful enough.  

Maybe I do need more rest...I’m all paranoid again and hadn’t felt that way in a while.  Crap!  Always when I drop my guard! 

I’m skipping cleaning up the mess up top.  I’ll sleep on the table if I have to.  The fellas will be back soon and everything will be fine so long as there are no more freaky ass dreams!
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The boys—that is Dax, Ari, and the photographer—returned with their personal bags as all gear was being sent ahead with the crew.  The younger injured guy and his mother will be helping the photographer’s personal assistant with all of that once they get off their flight near Maldives.

Boss man, aka the photographer, was able to find a mechanic very early that was willing to dive under the boat for us and check things out.  I wouldn’t have believed it had the mechanic not brought it up to show us...but there was a shredded net somehow wrapped around the motor when the current had picked up last night.

That mechanic inspected the entire yacht with the Captain to ensure we hadn’t taken any damage aside from a few scuffs and dings.  He’d managed to clean out that compartment Dax had sprayed with the extinguisher.  Upon further inspection he said there was no fire but it was close had that engine not cut out.  That was an easy fix to get back up and running with a couple parts he had brought with him so, we were on our way in no time.  

The photographer paid him extra for such fast and thorough service.  He’d insisted on covering the costs for the repairs since the Captain was taking him on a relaxing voyage so he wasn’t crammed on a plane as everyone else.  

Personally, I think he just wanted to sit and chat with Rona because that’s all they did once the mechanic left and the Captain turned us towards open sea.  My first clue was the wine he surprised her with and began pouring around brunch.

Ari’d asked me several times to sit and relax but after months of on and off dreams, I can’t explain I was used to feeling exhausted and this made me distant.  Instead, I busied myself looking up Maldives information with Shae and the other girls.  He and Dax entertained themselves with our conversation and a game of cards over beer.  

We knew this would be similar to our other island excursions but still worth getting any information before we just land and take over the place.  Maybe cover a few rules of dress or laws I’ll probably just break.

After some prodding, the photographer finally gave in and allowed us a glimpse at what was planned.  Team challenges again based off current vacation packages available with a few adjustments or added perks to entice travelers to this island chain that is technically only one percent land and ninety-nine-percent water.  We’d be provided further details once we hit land about the specifics of each challenge and how teams will be designed.

We stand a chance of being split up, either all of us or even just us girls.  We get it...competitor’s advantage but that still sucks!  However, it’s just a few days and if we cousins are split amongst
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