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        To my readers.

      

        

      
        Thank you for taking a chance on me and making this adventure fun.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        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 SECOND CHANCE IN THE MEDITERRANEAN

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A chef looking for her perfect job and a deckhand dreaming of being a captain. Marcella knows second chances shouldn’t be wasted.

      

        

      
        My job requirements:

      

        

      
        1) Cook amazing food

        2) See the world

        3) Get paid

        4) Avoid sleeping with the hot deckhand—again

      

        

      
        When I arrived in Montenegro to start my new position as the head chef aboard the superyacht Themis, I thought I was finally achieving my dream—until I realized I’d be working with Seb, the man who’d cost me my job six months previously.

      

        

      
        He thinks I ran away, and I know better than to get involved again. But the tension is building, and the crew has to stick together to get the job done. The more I see Seb, the more the memories make my heart pound. . . .
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      Five airports. That was how many I’d passed through in the last forty-eight hours, and the thought of trying to find a near-stranger in a busy airport was almost enough to make me sit down and cry.

      I searched through the crowds in the terminal, looking for a face that should be vaguely familiar. The airport of Tivat, Montenegro, was small but modern, and I loved it simply because it was my final destination. I had already picked up my bags and was trying to navigate the crowds with a luggage cart, so that was an improvement. In Belgrade, my fourth airport of this trip, I’d forgotten where I was and had to ask an energetic business traveler what city I was in.

      My face had been pressed to the window of the airplane during our landing. Our plane had come in low over the Bay of Kotor, a huge body of water connected to the Adriatic Sea. The runway came right up to the edge of the bay, the surrounding land flat compared to the rugged mountains inland.

      A sign caught my eye: “Marcella Baresi.” The man holding it was in his late forties, with salt-and-pepper hair, very handsome—my new boss.

      Dominic Morris’s eyes connected with mine, and he gave me a friendly smile.

      “Marcella,” he said, letting the sign fall with one hand and offering me the other. “It’s great to see you again.” Dom was a Kiwi from Auckland, a sailing mecca, and had a breadth of experience that made mine insignificant. I wasn’t much of a sailor, but Dom’s credentials included qualifying for the Olympics, sailing in the Rolex Sydney Hobart Yacht Race, and participating in the America’s Cup.

      We met last year when I had been working as a chef on the superyacht Odyssey in Antigua. The owners of Odyssey had friends—Natasha and Justin Boyd—who were superyacht shopping, and they had already hired Dom as the captain to help in their search.

      Dom, Natasha, and Justin had stayed only one night, but we’d made a huge event of it and I had impressed Natasha and Justin with my chef’s degustation. Months later, when I looked for a position, they were in need of a new chef, and thanks to my superyacht crew connections, I was recommended for the job.

      I shook his hand. “Thank you,” I said. “I didn’t expect you to pick me up yourself.”

      “Yeah, no worries. I like meeting new crew quickly and getting them settled in. Plus, I work the rest of the staff to the bone; at least I get to slog off and enjoy the nice drive.” He winked.

      Dom grabbed the handle of one of my bags and tossed it over his shoulder. “Right this way.” I followed him out the airport doors, where the mid-June heat of the Mediterranean summer shocked me. He pointed us toward the parking lot. We loaded my things into the back of his car and pulled out, heading down to the waterfront.

      “You flew in from . . .Tahiti, is that right?”

      “Yes, I did.” I closed my eyes and leaned back against the headrest. Though the scenery was beautiful, I was exhausted.

      “Sweet as. That must have been beautiful. How many flights was that?”

      I smiled at Dom’s Kiwi-ism. I looked at the ceiling of the car and ticked off my fingers. “Tahiti to Vancouver to Paris to Belgrade to here. Four flights.”

      He gave a low whistle. “And you were crew on a private yacht?”

      “Right. I was unpaid but still doing most of the cooking. Obviously, it’s nothing like I did on Odyssey or will do here, but I also didn’t work nearly as hard.”

      “You had time to get out and see the islands, hey? That part of the world is gorgeous.”

      “It is.” I closed my eyes again, remembering the clear waters and idyllic beaches of French Polynesia.

      “Are you sad to leave the boat? You were with them for a while.”

      “Sad, yes. It was a good crew and a lot of fun people; the adventure was amazing. But”—I shook my head—“my bank account is unhappy.”

      “Well, it’s not over. You have a new kind of adventure now.”
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        * * *

      

      We pulled up to Porto Montenegro, a huge modern marina in Tivat. There were no skyscrapers here, just low-lying Mediterranean-style buildings with terra-cotta roofs. The marina was more modern, with a massive row of superyachts tied up. Each boat was backed up to the dock, and gangways were rolled out to allow for boarding onto the stern. Themis was different, though. The largest yacht in the marina, she was tied up on her side, a passerelle in the middle of her port beam. Her shiny navy-blue hull reflected the light and glimmered.

      “Hey! Toby! Can you come help us?” Dom called.

      The yacht was huge—I knew the specs from the job listing and I had done a bit of searching online for photos and videos, but nothing I had seen had done the boat justice. At nearly ninety meters, she was one of the largest sailing yachts in the world, probably the largest I would ever work on. Despite her length, she had only three decks, so she wasn’t that tall, but her masts towered over everything else in the marina.

      And she was a marvel to look at. Having spent the last few months on a sailboat, I was completely unprepared for how advanced and spaceship-like Themis looked. The way she was set up to sail was different from a normal sailboat, and while back on Eik I had been able to adjust the lines and pull out the sails myself, I had no clue where to even start with any of that on Themis. Thank God it wasn’t in my job description.

      There were plenty of people who were much better sailors than I. The yacht was staffed with more yachties than I’d ever worked with before too. Including myself, there were nineteen crew members aboard, and I could already see a few of them hard at work on deck.

      At Dom’s call, a young guy polishing stainless steel looked up and waved. He left his job and walked along the rail and down the ramp, meeting us at the base of the gangway and taking my bags from me.

      “You must be Marcella, our new chef. Nice to meet you.” Like the rest of the crew on the deck, he wore a standard casual yachtie uniform, knee-length khaki shorts, and a polo with Themis’s logo on the breast—the scales of justice over Grecian block letters.

      “Hi, Toby.”

      I stopped at the pile of shoes—mostly flip-flops and boat shoes—on the dock, toed my flats off, and picked them up to carry them on board. On yachts—whether it was the seventeen-meter Eik or the ninety-meter Themis—shoes were not allowed in order to protect the soft teak or fiberglass decks.

      Dom nudged his shoes off too and led me up the gangway. My bags were deposited to the side and Dom turned to me with his arms spread wide. “Welcome aboard Themis, one of the largest sailing superyachts in the world, and your new home.”
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        * * *

      

      Immediately we turned left and Dom led me down the deck. “I’ll take you to your cabin first to get settled in.” He checked his watch. “You might have time to nap, too. I’ll come get you around four, then we’ll do a quick tour of the boat and drop you off in the galley with Roy in time for dinner service.”

      “Thank you,” I said gratefully. I would really need that nap.

      “This is where most meals are served.” Dom pointed at a large metallic table for twelve on the aft deck as we passed by. “There are service stations on either side of the deck and this is our bar.”

      My head swiveled every which way, trying to take everything in. The bar was circular, 360 degrees around. A track cut it in half, and sliding doors were hidden in the walls. The service stations, much like flight attendants had on a plane, were full of stainless-steel cabinetry and coffee machines.

      Dom stepped into the stairway next to the service station. He pointed up. “To the bridge deck.” But he took the stairs down. “This leads to our two cabins and the utilities area.”

      We passed through a small hallway. “My room, on the starboard side, yours on the port.”

      I stepped out of the way so Toby and two more deckhands could step into my cabin and drop my bags on the floor. The room was small enough that I stayed in the hallway to give them space. In between the two was another small hallway and a closed door.

      “What’s through there?”

      “Utility services like laundry and storage, and then beyond that is access to the below-deck storage. We’ve got a sailing dinghy, SeaBobs, eFoils, etcetera. All the fun things for charter guests. There are hatches on the main deck that open to give access too, but it’s often easier to just pop through here.”

      The knob handle turned and the door creaked open, a familiar voice calling out, “Dom?”

      “Seb? We’re clear—you can come out.” My heart skipped a beat. No way.

      The door swung open and a familiar head popped up, wavy black curls looking unkempt, just as I remembered. His facial hair was a little bit more trimmed down than the last time I saw him, but it was still the same beard that had left my lips and the inside of my thighs red and tender for hours.

      Seb smiled when he saw me, polite but a little wary, too. “Hey, Marce.”

      I was absolutely frozen. How had I not known that Seb was working aboard Themis too? Dom and I had talked about that dinner he’d had aboard Odyssey during the interview, and he had mentioned trying to steal Henri, the engineer, away, but he had never mentioned that my former crewmate and lover, Sebastian Alvarez, would be working with me.
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      Seb closed the door behind him and put his arms out for a hug. My mind panicked, and instead of hugging Seb—which was so tempting, knowing how delicious he smelled, even when working hard—I stuck out my hand for a handshake.

      “Nice to meet you.” My smile was too big, too fake. Seb’s arms fell to his sides and his brow wrinkled in confusion.

      “Um, I think you know each other from before? Seb used to work on Odyssey with you?” Dom sounded confused, his voice a little bit higher.

      “Right.” I blushed, shaking Seb’s hand. “I meant, good to see you. Seb. Obviously, I remember you.” I laughed nervously and snatched my hand back.

      Seb ran a hand through his hair and I watched too closely while his fingers slid through his dark mane and tugged at the ends. It was so shockingly familiar to see him do that.

      “Right,” I said, taking a tiny step away from Seb. The other deckhands had disappeared, and my bags were neatly stacked just inside the door of my cabin. “I’m going to unpack. See you later, Dom?”

      Dom passed a look back at Seb but stepped away. “See you at four.”

      Taking deep breaths, I stood in the center of my room and tried to calm myself down. Seeing Seb here was shocking, and I couldn’t imagine working with him every day. I flushed, thinking about my first day on the job at Odyssey, and how I’d accidentally walked in on him stepping out of the shower. My first few months of knowing him had been awkward, simply because I had the image of him naked burned into my mind. Everywhere I went on the yacht, Seb had been there with his infectious smile, scrubbing the decks, always seeming to be wet and shirtless. It wasn’t until months later that I’d admitted my attraction—and we’d fallen into bed together.

      But this was so much worse. Now I would see Seb and I would be thinking about the Time We Had Sex.

      Also known as the Night Before I Got Fired.
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        * * *

      

      I should have expected it, but a few minutes after Dom left, while I stood in the room trying to talk myself out of a panic, there was a heavy, insistent knock on my door. It flew open, and Seb stormed into my room.

      “What the hell was that, Marce? ‘Nice to meet you’?”

      I rounded on him and poked him in the chest with my finger. “‘What the hell was that?’? What the hell are you doing here?”

      Seb stared at me. “What do you mean, what am I doing here? I sent you the information about the job; you wouldn’t have applied if I hadn’t connected you with Dom!” His nostrils flared. “I recommended you for the job and this is how you treat me?”

      “I didn’t know you would be working here!” I roared.

      “I told you, we were looking for a chef on my boat.”

      “No.” I wagged my finger at him. “No.” I grabbed my phone off the desk and quickly pulled up the last email that Seb had sent to me. “You said, and I quote: ‘Marce, I hear you are looking for a job. Themis is hiring a chef. You might remember Captain Dom, who came to Odyssey for a night.’” I held my phone up to his face. “Nothing about you working here.”

      Seb’s eyes started to show a hint of doubt. “I thought you knew I worked here.”

      “How would I know that? I’ve been floating around on a little sailboat in the middle of the South Pacific for a few months. I didn’t have Wi-Fi most of the time!”

      “Okay, okay, but seriously, it didn’t come up in the interview? Dom didn’t check to make sure it was okay with you?”

      “Noooo!” I wailed. “I wouldn’t have taken the job if I’d known you worked here. I thought it was weird enough that you’d recommended me.”

      His eyebrows came together in hurt. “You wouldn’t have taken the job?”

      I blew out a breath, frustrated. “Well, this isn’t very smart, is it? We’re already fighting and we have to work together. This is my dream job. Porca puttana,” I cursed. “I knew it was too good to be true.”

      Massaging my temples, I tried to figure out some options, but something tickled my mind. “Wait, did Dom ask you if it was okay?”

      Seb shifted his eyes away from me. “Well, yeah. I figured I’d leave it up to you if you wanted to take the job or not.”

      “What . . . why . . .” I didn’t even know where to start.

      Hurt and then anger flashed in Seb’s gaze. “Look, you up and left Odyssey the morning after we slept together and just sailed off.” He gestured out to a hypothetical horizon. “I thought you’d moved on with your buddy.”

      I closed my eyes and tried to articulate my argument. “First of all, I hadn’t ‘moved on—’”

      Seb cut me off, leaning into my space and frowning. “Oh really? I saw you sailing away with those guys. You looked awfully cozy to me.”

      “Excuse me! There was no ‘cozy.’”

      “He had his arm around you!”

      “Okay, I don’t know which one you’re talking about”—he scoffed in disbelief—“but I wasn’t with either of them. Jonas and Eivind are like younger brothers to me. I was upset to be leaving!”

      “Well, maybe you should have thought about that before you left.” And with that parting shot, Seb stomped out of my cabin.

      I sunk onto the edge of my bed. Sure, I had been forced to leave Odyssey and hadn’t even gotten to say goodbye to him. But Seb had kept his job, and how dare he treat me like it was my fault.
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      After Seb stormed out, I spent a few minutes poking around and half-heartedly unpacking. As the head chef, I had my own cabin. Dom’s was probably a mirror image of mine. The two rooms were bigger than most crew cabins were, a privilege of our positions. That being said, my cabin was still tiny, especially when I thought of my childhood bedroom back in my parents’ almond orchard in Italy.

      There was a double bed set into an alcove, a big wardrobe, and a small desk. The head was through a doorway, with just enough room to stand in front of the sink in the corner, next to the toilet, and one step away from the shower.

      Small, but all mine. I grinned, thinking back to Eik, where I had shared a bunk bed with Elayna and a bathroom with three people. I pulled out my phone, wanting to send a message to the crew of Eik. They knew about Seb, and I desperately needed someone to talk to, someone to ask for advice. But Eik was in French Polynesia, with limited internet connection. Or were they on their way to the Cook Islands already? I didn’t know. I dejectedly tossed my phone onto my bed. I was on my own.

      I washed off the stink of traveling in the shower and changed into my uniform, chef’s pants and a crew T-shirt from the neat stack on a shelf in the wardrobe. It should have been easy to crash, but the excitement of arriving and the emotions of seeing Seb had washed away my exhaustion, and I had to force myself to lie down and try to sleep.

      At four, Dom knocked on my door. I opened it, feeling a bit better after having gotten a power nap in.

      “Ready for your tour?” Dom asked.

      “Yes, don’t let me get lost.” I grabbed my chef’s gear off my bed and followed Dom.

      Two flights of stairs took us up to the bridge deck. Nerves fluttered in my stomach, and I realized Seb working here was going to be a problem. I was so worried about bumping into him again, and now we’d be stuck on a boat together 24/7. I swallowed, keeping my eyes on Dom. For now, I needed to pay attention to my boss, meet my new coworkers, and try not to get lost in this new maze. I’d deal with Seb later.

      Dom turned to face me, walking slowly backward across the deck. “This is the aft of the bridge deck. It’s really a patio for the VIP cabin.” He hooked a thumb to his right, toward closed sliding glass doors. “But it’s also private up here, with a great view down.” He stopped in the hallway. “You should take a look.”

      I stepped to my right, toward the stern of the boat, and peered over the rail down onto the main deck. Directly below me was the dining table, and one of the massive masts rose in front of me. Beyond that were a half circle of couches and Themis’s tender at the very edge of the deck.

      Dom opened the sliding glass door for me, and I followed him through a guest cabin and into a stairwell. “This is the atrium; the main way guests get down all three flights of stairs. And this”—he pushed open a door—“is the helm, aka my office.”

      Black leather, black finishings, black ceilings, and a 180-degree view of the front of Themis. If I thought the yacht looked like a spaceship before, the helm solidified it. This was straight out of Star Trek.

      A cluster of people were huddled at one of the electronic pods filled with screens labeled with the B&G logo.

      “Ah, this is Antonio, the best B&G technician in the entire Mediterranean—”

      “World,” Antonio corrected.

      “Sorry, my apologies. Best B&G technician in the world. He’s flown in to help us sort out a communication issue in the NMEA network.”

      I didn’t know what the NMEA network was, and when I asked, Dom explained that it was how the electronics communicated with each other.

      “And he’s working with two of our crewmates here.” Dom slapped a man on the back. “This is Gio, our first officer, my second in command.”

      Gio gave me a wide grin and shook my hand. “Welcome aboard.” As first officer, Gio oversaw the exterior team of deckhands.

      Dom leaned in. “Gio is also from Italia, but from Rome. He’s a big Roma fan.”

      Gio crossed his arms and leaned back against the edge of the counter. “You are from Campania?”

      “Yes, but I am not a big Napoli fan, so I don’t think we have to worry about football rivalries.”

      Antonio cleared his throat.

      “Ah yes, moving on, this here is Edie, our engineer. Hopefully you shouldn’t have any equipment problems down below, but should you, she’s the one to talk to.”

      Edie was petite and about my age, with a pale complexion and bright eyes. The technical side of superyachts, captains, engineers, and the exterior team were typically dominated by men. She was a rarity.

      We shook hands. “Pleasure,” said Edie, with a strong British accent.

      “Are you a Brit?” I asked.

      “That’s right.”

      “I studied in London. Whereabouts are you from?”

      “Suffolk, but I worked mostly up in Dartmouth.”

      “Great, well, nice to meet you both,” I said.

      Antonio hacked, and Dom grinned at the old man. “Time to move along, let you fellas get back to work.”

      We took the atrium down a flight to the main deck, and Dom led me into a small office space and through another doorway.

      “Now we’re starting to get to the good stuff. This is the interior dining area. I’m sure you’ll get pretty comfortable in here, though we usually have our meetings and most meals outside.” The table was a modern monstrosity, massively made with metal, leather, and glass. It was empty, but there were chairs for twelve around it.

      “Now, this here is pretty cool.” Dom flipped a hidden switch on the wall, and I heard a whirring noise above me. I looked up to find a window covering opening up like a camera shutter, the spiraled edges pulling back. I could see all the way up through the ceiling, and straight up one of the masts to the clear blue sky.

      “Wow!” I exclaimed. “Gorgeous.”

      “Just wait till you see it at night.” He pressed the button again to close the oculus. “Then, over here.” He moved to the forward wall of the dining room and pressed another switch. The wall opened, the opaque glass sliding away to reveal a climate-controlled wine cellar. “We have some of the owners’ best collection housed here.”

      “Very cool. You mentioned in the interview that the chief stew is a sommelier?” My work prior to Odyssey was strictly in restaurants. I’d worked under Michelin-starred chefs and was hired for private events, but I was not as adept at wine as I was with food. It was especially helpful to me that the chief steward, the crew member who oversaw the stewards in the interior of the boat, specialized in wine.

      “Catarina is, yes. She works with the Boyds’ household sommelier, and she’ll work with you, of course, to source wines and stock the boat. Fortunately, here in the Med, we have plenty of sources of excellent wines. There’s another climate-controlled storage downstairs.”

      I nodded. Dom continued to show me more hidden panels and cabinets that revealed storage for the stews.

      “How ya doin’?” Dom grinned at me.

      “I make no guarantees that I won’t get lost.”

      He laughed. “It’s not too bad once you get used to it. It’s only three decks, and you won’t be up top much. Dinner service up here, galley and staff quarters down below.”

      “Only one flight of stairs—that’s nice.”

      Dom barked a laugh. “All the stews love it. Much easier on the legs.”

      “My last superyacht was four flights, and once, one of the stews tripped going up the stairs and knocked out two others. They were unhurt, but unfortunately the desserts were trashed.”

      Dom winced. “Ah yeah, that’s tough. This is your first run on a sailing superyacht, yeah?”

      “Yes.”

      “Accidents happen a lot more often when we’re sailing. Now, unsurprisingly, most charter guests don’t have any interest in us actually sailing, but occasionally we do. And if the weather’s good, anytime Nat and Justin are in, we go sailing.”

      Themis could be rented weekly for an ungodly amount. While I was sure superyacht owners in no way broke even, it helped them offset the costs of their yachts. Almost all superyachts chartered out, and that was where I came in. Feeding the owners, and feeding the guests.

      “When are they planning on coming in next?”

      “Three weeks. They fly in pretty often, so you’ll get to know them well. And later next month we have the regatta, and they’ll spend a weekend with us.”

      “Nice to hear they enjoy their boat often. Remind me about the regatta again?”

      “Right, the Boyds’ son, Alex, is a racer. While we do a couple of superyacht races every year with Themis, Alex races much more on smaller craft. Next month is one of those big races. It’s in Malta, and Themis will be a spectator boat for day one, and then we’ll host the awards ceremony the next night.”

      “And that’ll be my big test, I’m guessing.”

      “Yes. Lots of fancy people to impress, high budget for food and decor. Basically, Natasha and Justin are using it to show off their new chef.” He grinned. “No pressure, hey?”

      “I’ve got some time to settle in. I’ll be ready.”

      “Good.” Dom nodded approvingly. “Shall we move along to the rest of the crew quarters?”

      I followed behind Dom as he opened an inconspicuous door off the dining room. “We’ve got an upper crew lounge here.” It was a small room with a dining booth and minimal counter space.

      “It’s basically a service station for the interior dining room and a separate cafeteria to fit all the crew for meals. Then we’ve got stairs down to your domain, the galley.”

      I
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