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Chapter 1 - The Dawn of VeeJay II
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“I was wondering when you’d start down this road again,” My Love said as she looked over my shoulder and saw the images of several catamaran yachts on my desktop screen. 

I didn’t reply. But this has been a dream of mine for quite a few years. Since reading Bumfuzzle years ago, I've been sold on the idea of a catamaran. The idea of two engines, and not having to deal with the incessant listing to one side all the time, appealed to me. I felt pretty sure the twin-hull design was for me, over the classic monohull. The question remained, who will go sailing with me? VJ would go. My Love would always be with me. I didn’t know about Kitty, her kids, or Petite. Kitty’s kids would probably go off to college, so there lingered a decent chance she’d go. I’d guess Petite would be in and out as usual.

I knew nothing about sailing which meant I’d need a skipper, stewardess, deckhand, and a cook, at minimum. I looked it up. Salaries for the four, if I’m being generous, would hit me at close to $350K a year (totally wrong with that figure, btw). That didn’t include uniforms, healthcare, dental, etc. That’s nine people requiring a humongous boat if you don’t want to be on top of each other all the time. 

My sights set on a Sunreef 80. It’s $7 million dollars of big-ass boat. I can easily expect lifestyle and maintenance to hit me for another $2 mil a year. So, $9 million to have a house at sea, but only $2 mil a year thereafter. Not a bad option, but then why did I just buy a house on land for $35 mil?

* * *
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KITTY’S KIDS STARTED college, as expected. They each learned five languages, as she governed. It would have been more, but the oldest twin spent an inordinate amount of time trying to learn Cantonese. He’s decent at it now thanks to VJ’s help. The younger twin, an impressive polyglot in his own right, decided to tackle Russian and Balto-Slavic dialects, adding them to his impressive list of languages, which included Portuguese, French, German, and Italian. Both boys speak these four languages fluently, and Kitty hoped the youngest would at least have one Asianic language under his belly. She didn’t hinder his desire, as his grandfather had immigrated to the US from the far east of Russia in Sakhalin.

They spent their time in Peru well. Her family in Yanque showed them some of the best hiking they ever experienced in Colca Canyon. They eventually enrolled in a private school in the UK, studying international economics. I missed having them around the house, but the day they left, I strutted willy-free in every room in the house and even fucked in the main entryway outside. My Love laughed the whole time I banged into her from behind in a standing position. We hadn’t had sex that way since we did it out in the desert in a state park quite a while ago. She laughed as she waved to security on the cameras, finding the whole idea absurd, but also hilarious. VJ came out and smacked me on the ass, producing such a sound we could not continue fucking because my wife became even more hysterical. I had to drag her ass back inside and finish her on the couch with her face buried in a pillow. 

* * *
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THOUGH I HADN'T FULLY committed to this sailing fantasy, the smell of salty air and the creak of mast rigging in my imagination fueled my research. Petite would not sail with us, but she’d always be available whenever necessary. I'd have VJ and Kitty with me full-time, as their playful energy and comforting companionship would help fill our days. To begin my search, I first focused on determining the essential crew complement and their respective roles for voyaging. I kept hearing a crew of four was vital. I put the word out to some of my friends in the investment group about what I was looking for. Footman explained how crew changes would be necessary throughout the voyage, depending on its length, to accommodate planned leave, handle emergencies, and address other unpredictable situations. He knew of a skipper who needed an extended circumnav gig like this who could also help assemble a crew. I reminded him I wasn’t 100% on this. 

“Yes, you are,” he retorted, and hung up.

* * *
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I STARTED LOOKING FOR a boat. The Sunreef 80 caught my attention after about a week of comparisons and recommendations. But I found none currently available, and all sales were backordered for more months than I cared to wait. As with almost anything, money is the ultimate greaser to make some things run smoother, or at least in your favor. I learned from the boat builder that, while nine clients placed orders for custom boats, three of them were late on their deposit agreements. Following an initial consultation to determine design requirements and subsequent contract negotiations, I engaged a project manager recommended by Footman to oversee the build after remitting a 50% deposit, with the remaining balance held in escrow. I got dibs on the next thing out of the shipyard due out in April. 

My Love christened her, “VeeJay II” and VJ could not wait! She flew out to the Gdansk Shipyard in Poland to see the boat and to negotiate some of the custom features, colors, upholstery, and accessories. I wanted crew berths to be comfortable and spacious, (especially the skipper’s). They would take the rear port side cabin. Me and mine would occupy most of the starboard hull. She met the potential skipper Footman recommended for me there.

The only person I interviewed to sail my boat was a 38-year-old French Skipper whose lifelong experience on the water was quite literally from birth. She was physically born IN the ocean. Not ON the ocean, like in a boat at sea. And not in the warm waters of the Caribbean or Hawaiian Islands. Her mother gave birth to her while she was treading water in the cold dark maw of the Bay of Biscay of the North Atlantic at night, holding on to boat wreckage, awaiting rescue. If you can picture it, think about a busty Adrienne Barbeau from her days starring in the 1982 movie, “Swamp Thing”, same build and same hair... but about 4 inches taller and softer facial lines. 

My new skipper, Marcela, was named after her Spanish grandmother; the name, ironically prophetic, means "of the sea," a fitting tribute given her life at sea. She recommended a four-man crew. I say “man”, but it ended up being two and two. The Skipper and the Stewardess are women. The deckhand and chef are male, both quite handy. I had met none of these people. I talked to Marcela over the phone, and she sent me pics and resumes of the crew, minus the stewardess. Footman knew both the Skipper and the Chef. He worked with them before and briefed her on what to expect from me and my people. She has circumnavigated the globe three times; however, her sailing engagements have become too monotonous in recent years. 

I sourced a local company here in Las Vegas to make uniforms after VJ designed our logo and color scheme. She wanted red and white, which I could understand with her being Chinese. But red fades too damn fast under the punitive ultraviolet rays of the sun. I settled on a more practical reflective copper and sand combination with red accents. Our copper-colored hull incorporated an actual copper anti-fouling gel coat below the waterline. The sand-colored head sail sported a thick white bar across it and VeeJay II in bold red. Skipper Marcela designed the uniforms. I insisted on relaxed wear made with comfortable materials and stitching. The styling of her design didn't bother me; functionality and comfort were all that mattered to me. 

They completed the boat a month and a week past the date they predicted, which they blamed on my customizations. VJ flew back to Poland to sign for everything and do the initial inspection with my new skipper around the end of May. 

Skipper Marcela and a Sunreef crew took the boat out for a week in the Baltic Sea for sea trials. There were two major issues which required a return to the shipyard for repairs and adjustments. Both were electrical, but they also found a problem with some of the automatic functions in the engine software and the nav system. 

That required another two days to test those adjustments. Afterwards, her crew joined her and they did a three-and-a-half-week transatlantic voyage, arriving in Florida around the first of July. They brought the boat to another shipyard for additional customization, to include more tech, branding, and creature comforts. Think of buying a Mustang from the dealer, but then taking it to a shop in Cali where they do custom modifications, adding aftermarket LED lights, custom upholstery, etc. 

VeeJay II got stronger fittings, improved all the electric wenches, added more safety features, put the VeeJay II logo onto most of the upholstery, fenders, life-preservers, and even on the foredeck. The dingy and all the watercrafts got the logo, too. Lastly, caps, T-shirts, polo shirts, etc. were logo’ed out with copper and red lettering. 

Upon docking in Miami, VeeJay II underwent custom work while the crew enjoyed a month-long break before sailing to the Bahamas. However, Marcela, being the consummate professional, stayed with the boat for three weeks until she and the crew came to my place in Las Vegas. She spent the time studying the boat, running more tests, and just getting the familiarity she felt she required. Meanwhile, we began making packing lists, trying not to overdo it. 

* * *
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WHEN THE CREW CAME to Vegas for that week in mid-August, we talked about expectations, course selections, safety protocols, weather and seasons, health and food, and varying maritime laws. We all asked questions of one another for better understanding. This also gave the crew a chance to get used to being around naked patrons, because we would surely exercise that lifestyle on the boat. Initially, these guys were paid upwards of $25K a year, over than the standard rate. I knew they would have their tasks cut out for them and I wanted to compensate them for these extra considerations... and their discretion! 

After that week, the crew flew back to Miami on the 21st of August and made ready for our arrival just a day later when I finally got to lay eyes on VeeJay II. Skipper Marcela granted my request to board. I must have brandished the biggest smile on my face than any other time in the last few years. It was a dream come true. After a brief tour, we set sail. It took us a day and a half of slow and easy sailing, never reaching above ten knots to reach The Bahamas on the 24th.

Living on the boat in the Bahamas was a thrill. The sunny weather averaged 86 degrees most days... not too hot... not too cool. We sailed around the different islands for a little over three months, vacationing and testing and rechecking the boat operating parameters. Catamarans are well-suited for the shallow waters of these islands. We spent the next month rehashing lessons on safety, maritime law, and the functions of the boat. I wanted everyone to be knowledgeable about the operations, repair, and maintenance of VeeJay II. VJ was all about it. She was in everybody’s business to a point to where I’m sure The Deckhand thought she was becoming annoying. I got him off to the side at one point and promised him she’d calm down. I didn’t really believe that, so I lied.

There is an underwater limestone cave up near the Grand Bahamas where we could snorkel. Only three of the four crew members were diver certified. The Stewardess was the only one who wasn’t. But we learned how to fish. Our Chef was quite adept on marine life... what to eat, what not to eat, and what was quite tasty to eat when prepared right. We also spent this time loading up on foodstuffs, stocking the kitchen, and adding on any other needed cooking ware. Nobody got seasick. We all ate well and were doing fine. The VeeJay II glides like it's floating on air, a Cadillac on water. We planned another month of basking in the Bahamian sun, swimming in turquoise waters, and enjoying the laid-back island life, before heading south to Jamaica and then onwards to the Panama Canal.

I realized how Footman helped plan our crew. Knowing us the way he does, he minimized the probability of conflict which might arise on long voyages. I applauded his recommendation for our female skipper. The 31-year-old deckhand is male, French Canadian, and gay. We had no clue until that came out this week. Or rather, HE did... to us. The man has an in-depth knowledge of engines and sailing. He’s brilliant with repairs and has a reputation for engineering something as a temp fix until he gets what he needs. However, he’d never even been on a boat until six years ago. 

He worked construction or fisheries most of his life, but doing that in the cold of Canada sucked sometimes. Seeing an ad looking for a crew paying far more than he could imagine, he applied immediately. But he wasn't the only one looking for better opportunities. It took him seventeen months to get a spot onboard The Pinnacle of Aurora, a powered South African super yacht. It was not everything he’d hoped for. When he got a chance, he joined up with Birdsong, a 47-foot sailing yacht whose Canadian owner he met at a marina in the Canary Islands where he disembarked from the Pinnacle two weeks prior. He overheard a skipper requesting help to fix a boat engine for good money. His knack for fixing anything, from broken toys to malfunctioning machinery, earned him the nickname Merlin, a testament to his near magical ingenuity. 

Over the next four years, he learned everything he could about sailing from this skipper, who was also gay. They became lovers. Regrettably, this Skipper returned home to his wife and told her he wished for a separation, confessing his sexuality to her for the first time. She killed him. It devastated Merlin. She cut him across his carotid, and he bled out. She always maintained she never meant to do that. She felt the cold, calculating malice bloom within and a dark urge to terrorize him. She admitted as much. 

But she swore ending his life never entered her brain. The pronouncement of 40 years from the judge during her sentencing caused her mind to fully slip. All she ever wanted was to be a faithful wife. It was beyond her imagination to believe she'd be 84 by the time she would once again know freedom. She forever pleaded for justice and asking where the fairness was in all this.

However, since she was the actual owner of the boat, passed down from an uncle, it was sold to pay her legal fees. After that, Merlin bounced from gig to gig, doing one passage after another, but no more than two months on a job at a time, until now. He built a solid reputation for working known high and terrible seas. He did five weeks through two storms in the Indian Ocean, as well as rounding both the Cape of Good Hope and Cape Horn twice. 

Chef Etienne is a family friend to Marcela. He’s also from France, near the town of Bordeaux. By 52, he'd successfully run six popular restaurants. His bustling kitchens were known to be a symphony of controlled chaos, producing delectable aromas, filling seats with happy patron butts. Every year brought fresh attempts by rival restauranteurs to lure him away with promises of increased wealth and power; however, he remained unwavering in his allegiances. Unless something happened internally, he guaranteed his services for a minimum of two years. If he left, he did so, leaving behind other qualified chefs he mentored in his likeness. There comes a time in a man’s life that causes him to look around and ask if this was all there is to life. He was at that point.

Etienne, like me, wanted to combine his two loves of travel and cooking. Mine of course, is travel and photographing nudes. He’d served on three vessels in the past, but none like VeeJay II and none for extended voyages. He referred to this opportunity as fun, as well as rewarding. This wasn’t just a job to him like when he worked a cruise liner preparing meals for 300 people. On VeeJay II, he said it was like getting paid to cook for family. 

While talking to The Skipper cruising to Bimini in the northern Bahamas, I found out he took a 50% pay cut to work for me! The man was at the top of his game, as a Michelin starred chef making $120K a year in France, but his love for travel was greater than the security of restaurant work. I fixed that discrepancy and adding the $60K he forfeited onto what he got at his last job. We raised Etienne’s salary to $180K a year. I bumped up Marcela to $240K. My Stewardess and Deckhand each got $90k. I gave Merlin a $20K signing bonus, same as I did The Stewardess, to help him take care of some expenses freeing him up for this lengthy voyage. It made him debt-free. I was grateful to do this! These four were the highest paid in their fields. I made sure my people were happy. We’d potentially be together for a long time.

The Stewardess was the only crewmember neither Skipper Marcela nor Footman could find. I wanted somebody with experience in three main unique areas: bartending, hospitality and food service, and NURSING! I remained adamant about these qualifications. Someone suggested we hire a nurse and train them in bartending and hospitality. However, as fortune would have it, I found my stewardess with three weeks remaining of the boat’s ORIGINAL completion (which got delayed, as I mentioned). I found her on my own, bartending at a sports bar in North Las Vegas. 

Being a light-skinned, bi-racial woman with vitiligo from New Orleans meant navigating the world with a perpetual awareness of the stares following her. Her vitiligo patterns gave her white patches on top of naturally light skin. It did not cover her face except for a pattern flowing up the side of her neck and came around to almost envelop her right eye. Her arms, legs, and body have large patches akin to a lava lamp or maybe jigsaw puzzles. Incidentally, Jigsaw and Puzzles are both stage names she used when she danced. Go-go dancing was another means by which she made ends meet. The Creole drawl left a comforting effect on me, instantly making me feel at home as if I were still in Texas.

I had absolutely no meaningful expectations going into our conversation, but it serendipitously evolved into a truly inspiring and uplifting experience. With her accent, I knew she came from somewhere down south.

“Where are you from?” I eventually asked her.

“N'awlins, Suga!” she replied, never taking her eyes off the three Whiskey Sours she was making for the three college seniors at the end of the bar who were about to finish out their last spring semester. She served them up and came back to my end.

“Where ‘bouts in New Orleans?” I asked again. “I’m from out of Texas, but we drove down to The Quarter all the time. I had a girl in Metairie.” 

Her face lit up, and she told me she grew up in Lafayette, but moved to Chalmette for high school. When I asked her why she moved to this part of the country, she responded that a combination of economic hardship in Southern Louisiana and an enticing nursing position here made it a no-brainer to move. Then she turned the question back to me. Hardly anyone is FROM Las Vegas. You don’t often meet someone born local. 

“The girl from Metairie!” I told her. “She transferred out here working the casinos and convinced me to follow. But that ended within a year.” 

And then I followed up with a compliment about her bartending skills. That’s when she told me she’d become a jack of all trades out here, starting with four years of experience as an emergency room nurse. She said she lost that job because she slapped the shit out of a drunk patient for trying to piss on her. Picturing the absurdity of that event in my mind was funny as hell. 

But my laughter died in my throat when she explained she couldn't get hired by another hospital. To survive, she juggled low-paying jobs... waiting tables, bartending, even a stint as a go-go dancer in a nightclub. The stark reality of her situation hit hard. 

An ER nurse... bartender... Hmmm...

I waited a week and returned to see her again. I questioned her some more over two more visits back to her bar. She earned a degree, no kids, no boyfriend, and was saving to one day travel around the world. 

“How interesting,” I said.

The next day I returned, but she wasn’t working. I came back two days later. After sitting for an hour, reading and observing her, she finally noticed the cover and asked what I was reading. I told her it was a book about learning the ins and outs of sailing. She smiled and told me she might teach me a thing or two if I ever got a boat. I asked how so. It brought up some of her fondest memories. Her dad used to take her out on Lake Pontchartrain almost every extended weekend to sail on his Sadler 32, passed on to him by his own father. He didn’t get much for it, but he sold it to help her through college.

That was enough for me. I pulled out a two-inch-thick envelope and placed it on the bar. She saw her name Sharpied on it, but I kept my hand over the top of it. It also bore an address on it and a date and time. I asked her flat out if she maintained any ties keeping her bound to Las Vegas over the next year. She said she’d drop this hellhole in a second if the right deal came along, as she eyed the envelope. She correctly guessed cash was inside. I told her I needed a stewardess for a circumnav voyage, and this envelope represented a signing bonus on top of a $90K a year salary. 

I took my hand away. She looked at it without moving. I checked my imaginary watch on my wrist, prompting her to peek inside the envelope even as it sat on the counter. All $100 bills... with another piece of paper detailing the job description, expected length of time, and salary info. After taking in a deep breath, she took out her phone and mapped the address on the envelope. Then she looked up at me and took in a deeper breath when she realized who I might be. The acquisition of my residence received significant media attention a while back.

“How much is this?” she asked.

“Twenty large.”

“How big a boat?”

“It’s a cat. 80-foot Sunreef.” She googled again. Another deep breath...

“And here I thought you were stalking me, trying to hit on me! Instead, you’re scoping me out to hire me? I pegged you way wrong! How big a crew?”

“A stewardess would make four. And she needs to have all her affairs settled in three weeks to train with the rest of the crew. And a passport, of course. So, if that’s going to be you, I need you to call your boss. Tell him or her you can’t work here anymore. And be at this address tomorrow at 9 am to talk with my Skipper via conference call and let her look you over.”

She caught the “her” part about my skipper and smiled. 

“A lady skipper? What if she doesn’t like me? Do I have to give the money back?” 

I smiled and told her to be at that address. I slapped down two twenties on the bar and put my half-empty glass on top of it while she phoned her EX-boss before I was out of the door. 

* * *
[image: ]


SHE ARRIVED AN HOUR early and hung out with VJ and My Love, who got up much earlier than me. But we waited until well after 11 before Marcela could get online. Because some boat negotiations were taking a significant amount of time, I advised her to relax, enjoy a leisurely dinner, and then meet with my stewardess at her convenience. So, it was 11:20 am, Las Vegas time, but 7:20 pm in Bordeaux, France, before we connected. As soon as Skipper Marcela saw her, you could see her arm reaching out for the side of her laptop as if she attempted to adjust for the glare. Then she took a napkin and ran it over the laptop camera. I caught her attention and assured her that her screen was fine. And then I let the two of them chat alone. 

After a good 90 minutes of questions, discussions, and information exchange, I had a stewardess... provisionally! Marcela liked her, but would not be convinced until she was convinced. She made a proposal to have the provisional stewardess work on another boat for two weeks at sea first. She refused to take on a crewmember for extended sea time with zero experience with blue waters.

And that’s what happened. This woman up-ended her life, flew to France, and worked on the 77-foot monohull, Durin’s Bane, for two weeks. We arranged this on a cruiser’s network site for short-term gigs which were easy to make a quick buck or try out new crewmates. They put her with a crew in the Mediterranean for a wealthy French judge who wanted to take his boat out or a while. It was last minute on a vessel with a full crew complement. That meant she worked as an unpaid extra. 

She did well enough, although it took her half the time to get her sea legs. But she felt like a little girl again, being at sea. Once she finished the two weeks, she got the Durin’s Bane skipper’s blessing and a recommendation from the judge. After flying back to Vegas, she sold or gave away almost everything she owned. She lost the deposit on her apartment lease, but she didn’t care. Her classic Corvette found a secure haven within the shelter of my garage.

My Love helped put her things in a storage container also at my house. She helped her pack since she had only a week to leave for France, this time to meet her fellow crewmates BEFORE they began the Transatlantic voyage to Florida. But then all this got delayed, because as I mentioned earlier, the boat was an additional month off-schedule. But this delay proved fortuitous! 

Instead of flying straight to France, she got certified for super yacht interior crews, as well as her STCW95+10 Stewardess advanced certification (Standards of Training Certification and Watch Keeping of 1995 with 2010 Amendments). We flew her down to Sidney, Australia for a month, got her enrolled, and she aced it just before June. And then she flew back to France, staying with Skipper Marcela for a week. That gave time for Etienne to finish his preps and for Merlin to fly in from Canada. And that’s when I realized something about all my crew. Two were French, one was French Canadian, and the last, French Creole. 
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Chapter 2 - The Bahamas
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The newness of all this took us all by surprise. Trying to get used to a drastic new life took a minute. In fact, we were two days into our cruise before we ever made love for the first time on it. But the seduction of the black starry night that finally got us. We were on the trampoline bow looking up at the stars and the mood dropped on us like a collapsing silo. We laid a large blanket over the netting and cuddled together. There was just something about the depth of those stars! The nearness of them, as well as the distance. My Love kicked it off by feeling me up, running her hand over my chest and congratulating me on finally realizing my dream in such a grand fashion. 

None of us were naked at this point. In fact, none of the girls had been naked AT ALL since boarding VeeJay II. I know. Weird, right? I think all of us needed a period of acclamation to the sway of the boat, the smell of the sea, the sound of all the stressed rigging, and watching the waves roll by. For us, this was like getting settled on the Moon. I think it just took us all a minute to get comfortable enough to be nude again.

We were underway in the night air at only a few knots, but the saltwater breeze carried a chill. We huddled closer together for warmth, but My Love’s hand slipped down into my shorts. I was not even erect, but after a few seconds of her touch, it became inevitable. When I hardened in her hand, she lifted her head and our eyes met. 

“What’s the next dream, Baby?” she asked me. 

That was easy. 

“To make love to you as often as possible for the rest of our lives,” I answered. 

She smiled and looked deep into my eyes again, almost as if she were trying to see the truth in my mind. But she knew this truth to be real and that I meant what I said. 

“I love you,” we said in unison.

When our lips met, she let go of my dick and grabbed me by the sides of my head with both hands as I laid on my back. This was one occasion where Kitty was on the other side of My Love. VJ lay crossways between my legs. Her head lay against my right thigh while my left leg laid over the top of her stomach. My Love’s kiss was like actuating a button. Kitty immediately turned into My Love and began stroking her back and rubbing her neck. 

“Congratulations to the both of you,” she whispered. 

“Yeah, congratulations!” VJ chimed in as she reached up the leg of my shorts. 

“Congratulations to US!” I responded. “This is for all of us.” 

“Yeah, but you still lead us here,” Kitty argued. “There’s no getting around that.” 

My love, in agreement with her assessment, brought up specific examples that unfolded precisely as I had envisioned. I’m fairly modest and have never taken compliments well. I decided to just say thank you and then thanked them for their support of me and for helping me keep a sharp focus. 

“Like when we do this?” VJ asked. And then she pulled down my shorts and began blowing me. I laughed. 

“Yeah. That definitely helps!” I said.

My Love slid up a bit and spread her legs. I torqued my body and stuck my tongue into the place I cherish most in all the universe. Kitty grabbed onto My Love’s right breast and massaged her nipple. Then she began caressing her other boob. I witnessed another first for us. In all these years, we'd never engaged with each other like this together. When Kitty cupped My Love’s far-side breast and then sucked on her right one... well, we were in unfamiliar territory. I don’t know how long we were like that, but My Love finally broke in. 

“Baby...” was all she said. I knew exactly what she meant, what to say, and what to do. 

“Come get it!” I said. 

And she slid down onto me, effectively stealing VJ’s meal. She came quickly, but she was not done. One orgasm does nothing to slake my wife’s appetite. She continued to ride me. I reached for Kitty and pulled her thigh over me so I could get a good sample of that fat clit of hers. She faced away from My Love as she sat on my face, and My Love used her shoulders for balance. VJ came around and stood right over my head. She grabbed onto Kitty’s head and put her pussy in her face. It was almost too much for me. My Love came again and then VJ popped. 

All the fun ended after that. Well, I should say it ended for My Love and Kitty. For me, it was even more fun, but it should not have been. In her convulsions, VJ fell over backwards from the trampoline. We were at sail, in the Atlantic Ocean, in the middle of the night. I held VJ by one ankle upside down, still shaking in her bliss. She kept both hands dug into her pussy, but her other leg flailed about as I tried to keep her from twisting out of my grip or slamming into the bowsprit. For a moment, Kitty and My Love were in shock! They couldn’t even scream out, but I quickly let them know, “I got this!”

A smile unraveled across my face as I watched VJ. I did not immediately pull her up. I let her dangle and flail as if I were using her as bait. She finally composed herself, looked at me, and let her arms fall over her head. Twice waves doused her up into her chest. 

“You got me, Boss?” she spat out! I hauled her up over the railing, and she gave me a big hug with an impassioned kiss. 

“I need some too!” she insisted. 

And that’s another surprise to all of us. VJ is ALWAYS one and done. Sure, I’ve fucked her AFTER she’s come, but NOT because SHE needed it. So why was she requesting more? Maybe it was the refreshingly brisk sea air that rejuvenated her. I don’t know. But I laid her back down on the blanket and fell on top of her. She grabbed for my cock, and I hardened in her hand as she rubbed it against her pussy. I was not even fully erect before she stuffed me inside and her long legs roped around the small of my back like a whip.

I reached under her and secured her little ass in both hands. I looked up to see what My Love and Kitty were doing. To my utter astonishment, The Stewardess was sitting right between them with her mouth agape and a hand on each other their shoulders. VJ’s claws in my ass brought my attention back to my work. She was coming on my dick, and this time, I pinned her down during her convulsions. Her eye-roll orgasms always compel me to dispel my seed like an offshore oil rig. After that, she passed out like Petite does. She laid there with her jet-black matted hair all about her face... the absolute prettiest thing you’ll ever see!

“My God! You people are...” but The Stewardess could not find the right word to finish that sentence. 

Either that, or she suddenly realized she was talking to her employers and suddenly thought better of what she was about to say. She looked down at VJ’s prostrate form and then up at me after I stood along the railing, still not knowing what to say. Kitty broke the silence: 

“I think she was spying on us from the flybridge.” 

“I was not spying! I’m on watch! There is a difference!” she said sternly, but attempted to keep her voice down. 

It was true, she surreptitiously witnessed our sexual encounter. Seeing VJ go over the side, however, confounded her. She wasn’t sure what she was seeing because none of us appeared alarmed, so it couldn’t have been what it looked like! Right? That's what brought her down out of the flybridge just as I was pulling VJ back over the rail. VJ was neither stressed nor anxious about the situation, well... except that she was horny. None of it made any sense to The Stewardess. 

My Love looked at Kitty and back at The Stewardess. “Sweetheart, we were a little stunned, too. Don’t worry your pretty little head about that, though. But this is only the first week and we have barely left the US. I promise you are going to see more things out of the ordinary. It’s just how things are with us.”

The Stewardess looked down at VJ and asked if she was... um, crazy. That’s when Kitty clarified things for her. 

“Crazy? You realize she’s THE CEO of a major Fortune 500 company right now. She could buy a fleet of these boats and hardly notice a difference in her bank account. No, she’s not crazy. Eccentric! But not crazy... well, you don’t want to piss her off, I can tell you that!”

“But I saw her go over the front of this boat and she was at no time concerned for her life!” The Stewardess said, earnestly trying to understand. She wasn’t being combative. 

“That’s because of her trust,” My wife told her, pointing at me. “The girl is fearless in her own right, but even more so is her trust in him... and in us.” 

VJ stirred, pulling the hair-tangled mess from the front of her face. “I can’t tell. Are you giving ME shit or my man?” 

The Stewardess’ mind recalled all the video clips and memes of VJ’s “Can-o’-Whoopass”, being unleashed on that fat boss-dude. She took a step back, but Kitty fell on top of VJ, diffusing the situation. 

“How are you, Sweetpea?” she asked VJ.

VJ looked at Kitty with a girlish grin. “I feel gooood...You should try that!” she said as if she was drunk. 

“Yeah, how about we NOT do it again and just tell everybody we did? How’s that sound?” Kitty replied. 

I sat down and reminded everyone we needed to be careful. I reminded The Stewardess her crewman’s duty was to the skipper of this vessel and she should check with her to see if this was a log-able issue that needed recording. The Stewardess recalled her watch duty training. 

“It’s not. She didn’t actually fall overboard. We don’t log trips and falls or close calls that don’t result in serious injury or damage to the vessel. Only actual events. The Skipper can log anything she wants, however, in her journals.”

“Fine, but you’d better get back on the flybridge,” I told her. 

The boat was on autopilot, but somebody still needed to watch the instruments and keep an eye out for what might lie ahead. She bowed out and turned to walk away. VJ stopped her again and asked her about being in somebody’s shit. The woman froze. I dropped my lips onto VJ’s mouth, and she forgot everything else about The Stewardess.

* * *
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THE NEXT MORNING, EVERYTHING was as normal as pie. All the girls were topless or naked. VJ was naked. She never wore clothes unless The Skipper told her to put something on when discretion dictated prudence. My Love would slip on a large t-shirt above deck most times to shield from the sun. Kitty was okay in bikini bottoms or baggy shorts, but she was mostly fine naked in the sun also. She helped VJ with her sunscreen as I did with My Love. 

* * *
[image: ]


FISHING! WE SPENT OUR first week in The Bahamas learning to tie knots, safety at sea, and interesting rules about maritime law. And every day was fishing! Anyone could be called on to catch dinner on this long passage. Skipper Marcela and Chef Etienne excelled here, and rightfully so. They’d been fishing together in years past. Her deceased husband and Chef Etienne were soldiers together long ago. They took fishing trips at least twice a year on her husband’s Bertram 35, which he won in a bet courtesy of a US soldier while training at Ft. Bragg, North Carolina. 

My Love was first on the VeeJay II to haul in a catch... a 33-pound Mahi Mahi took her to task, but Merlin assisted her and got it in the net. Of course, he was a master line-caster too. Kitty caught a barracuda and was so scared of it, I thought she’d pee. Merlin helped her with it. My Love hauled in two more catches to Kitty’s one before VJ finally yanked back on a Spanish Mackerel which she hauled in herself and then caught two more within a half hour. 

I didn’t catch shit. I threatened to sell the boat and call the whole thing off! Nobody paid me any attention. Etienne finally called all the girls in to show them how to gut and clean their catches. Then he demonstrated the preparations for cooking and gave a class on properly searing fish and not overcooking it. Damn! He was adamant as hell about not overcooking fish! The Stewardess assisted in the food preparations and started putting some skills she learned in Sydney to use. She’s also an excellent fisherman, but on that day, she spent her time learning the ship and devising systematic ways to keep it clean.

Meanwhile, I talked with Marcela and Merlin about the handling of the boat. I wanted to know about concerns or drawbacks to my selection. I wished I had consulted her input on my boat options prior to ordering it. She thought I chose well and noted all boats have problems over time, but this vessel was seaworthy and could take us wherever we wanted to go. She needed more navigation time to decide on my question, though. That’s why we were hanging out in the Bahamas. Problems can still be easily and more readily addressed here than say, if something broke down off the coast of Ecuador. Etienne was also putting his galley together and stocked it with additional equipment, utensils, food, other staple items, and getting a feel for how we eat. 

While VeeJay II was in Florida getting a custom refit, I modified the master cabin bed into one, a third bigger than a standard king. Four can now sleep well with plenty to spare. Naturally, a bespoke mattress and bedding, crafted from the finest materials, were commissioned. All that was custom work from Florida. The cool thing is it was simple to get the mattress into the room because one of an added modification. I ordered the installation of a six-by-twelve-foot hydraulic balcony/deck, integrated into the starboard hull of my master cabin. At the flip of a switch, the cabin wall lays out into a starboard side deck! 

* * *
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ON THE EIGHTH DAY OF our new adventure, around the first of September, the weather for the day appealed to Skipper Marcela for some training she wanted to do. The mission was to stress test the boat in as many capacities as possible. She and Merlin ran VeeJay II up and down and around the coast of Great Harbour Cay, with the wind and currents against us and with us. She did sudden turns when she reached a top speed and Merlin raised and dropped sails as needed. We predominantly ran at 12 knots, but she often pushed the twin engines to their max, just above 20 knots, and then ran tests on them. She did this all day long, and we stayed out of her way. 

Etienne loved the way everything stayed put in his galley, even on The Skipper’s hard turns. The Stewardess got to learn more about the boat on that day than any other single day thereafter. I first began journaling my life with My Love and the girls, but I sucked at it. I’d assembled a collection of journal entries I’d done over the years, but started this book with our first adventure in that hotel where we first met our Benefactors. That transformative encounter detonated the daisy chain of events which forever altered the course of our lives.

This day also marked the beginning of my contemplation of an invention/idea/product that would lead to another significant fortune. I used ankle and wrist bracelets featuring a GPS tracking system in it. If someone fell off the boat during passage, a system would track the fallen individual, shoot out a rescue raft, and alert the crew to the identity of the individual no longer on board. A check-in/check-out system logged you in, so it knew when to or not to account for you being on board. I made them into necklaces, belts, and lifejackets as well. More on this later, though. Needless to say, it was quite profitable. All because VJ had an orgasm. 

* * *
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MEANWHILE, I WANTED to record all our adventures, so out came the cameras. There were permanent systems in a few places on VeeJay II, but I added some weatherproof cameras mounted in various spots not conducive to prolonged positions. I did this, in part, for B-Roll footage like over the side of the boat catching the waves breaking against the bow, or even one I built into PVC pipe bolted to the anchor. And of course, one sat on top of the 100-foot mast. I gave a drone to VJ.

Marcela has no problem with us being naked. She’s French, for crying out loud. She suggested using discretion when dealing with immigration officials, law enforcement, and fishy-looking characters. Out at sea, I didn’t require uniforms. Crew comfort remained the priority above all else, but Skipper Marcela reserved the final say. Unless engaged in engine maintenance, requiring a change of attire, Merlin consistently wore his uniform. He seemed to lack any alternative clothing. Later, we ordered black overalls and T-shirts with our logo, just for him.

The Stewardess would usually wear a uniform crew T-shirt knotted on the hip, baring her midriff, but non-uniform branded bikini bottoms. Etienne donned his VeeJay II double-breasted short-sleeve jacket, apron, and headwear when he worked in the galley or serving, but other than that, he wore a standard crew shirt. Of course, they all had formal wear uniforms, too. 

The Skipper was much like The Stewardess. She wore red bikini bottoms, but she always wore her copper and sand skipper crew T-shirt with “SKIPPER” printed on the back. Everything she wore sported the copper and sand colors with red accents, and VeeJay II branded gear. She possessed everything she needed for warm or cold weather in the same VeeJay II brand colors. The woman embodied the consummate professional. She lived the part and looked the part. Anybody that came on board assumed she was the Skipper/Owner of this vessel. We kept replacement and give-a-way branded t-shirts and ball caps in storage.

* * *
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AFTER A FEW MORE DAYS on the boat, I felt we’d made all the necessary adjustments. We motored over to Bonds Cay and anchored there for the next four days, chilling on an empty beach. The cool thing about the catamaran, even one as big as the VeeJay II, is we only need seven feet of draft and can get in closer to the beach in these shallow waters. Everyone got off the boat for a while, eventually. Etienne brought us to the beach in the dinghy with food, hammocks, and drinks. The other crewmen stayed aboard and cleaned for the rest of the day. They got some time on the beach the next day with everyone, except Marcela, who stayed on the boat. I jumped back onboard with her for a good part of that day and learned more about VeeJay II. She took off for a full day on the beach on the 3rd day, while only Merlin and The Stewardess stayed on the boat. 

VJ and I sparred on the beach. Kitty stayed close to Etienne, learning everything she could. He showed us his renewed love of cooking with whatever you have around you, not with just choice things you can buy in a store. This was part of his thrill to go on this passage with us that was worth taking a 50% pay cut. This was the opportunity of his life... to travel the world, sampling foods of different cultures and straight from nature itself. 

When he was not actively working, he studied, made notes, and cataloged his experiments, into two books, Food of the World and The Unbounded Chef. The latter deals with his philosophy that he is a French Chef only regarding the fact that he is a chef of French nationality, not French food. If food were the case, then today, he is a Bahamian Chef. Ergo, he is unbounded by culinary mores and can concentrate on the food of where he is.

He used an audio recorder, but pen and paper proved best. That day’s lesson was preparing fresh fish and lobster speared that morning and kept on ice. He carried a machete and took the girls on an expedition for about two hours. When they returned, they carried backpacks full of avocados, coconuts, limes, mangoes, bananas, wild onion, and small round potatoes. He also sampled some wild herbs he found, along with some flowers, special leaves, a variety of weeds, and a few other odd finds. These he put in a different satchel. He is a connoisseur of teas and was interested in trying some experimental bush tea he’d read about. One thing setting him apart from other chefs was his studies in botany and chemistry.

He pressed the oil from the meat of the coconut to grease his searing pans for the fish. Then sauteed them in juice from the coconut and mangoes. He served them up with foiled-wrapped onions and potatoes, which he pulled off the coals of the fire. My Love lamented she couldn't go on with life after getting used to this lifestyle if he ever left. That wasn’t entirely accurate, but it comes up later. Etienne jokingly pointed out his history of staying at least two years with every employer, implying she’d likely have him for that long. My Love looked at me and asked why we bought a new house! I rolled my eyes. 

I talked to VJ about filming him while letting him talk about food on camera. My brain is always on. I began envisioning a documentary video, YouTube channel, or even a Cable TV show on his life, cooking, and philosophy. From my perspective, the vision appeared crystal clear, almost complete, perhaps requiring minor adjustments. I felt compelled to pull out my art cameras. Making this choice meant I would go through some gear! The sea air is hell on any electronics, and the salt can erode a digital camera’s sensor and circuits fast. 

I opted for three iPhones on gimbals and GoPros for the bulk of the film work, but I stuck with my Sony full-frame high resolution cameras for my fine art landscapes, portraits, and nudes. I also owned some crop-sensor Sony cameras which were also suitable for video. So, besides capturing footage of our voyage experiences, I made sure we got copious narrative footage of Chef Etienne.

We got another surprise when Skipper Marcela came out on the 3rd day and spent the entire day with us on the island. Well, leaving the boat wasn’t all that big of a deal. It caught us off guard when she joined in and stripped naked with the rest of us. Until this moment, I never took the time to truly notice or appreciate her unique physical characteristics. She’s an easy double-D and more fit than I imagined. She didn’t have a visible six-pack, but you could still tell she bored a strong core. My Love welcomed her and gave her a hug as if she’d accomplished something. Marcela reminded her the French invented nudity! Kitty laughed her ass off and said something in French. Marcela’s eyes bucked open wide.

“Parlez-Vous Francais?” she asked Kitty. 

Kitty explained she picked up some French while her boys were being tutored. Marcela continued to speak in French, and Kitty came to realize she understood more than she’d thought. I became envious! Then VJ started in on something Cantonese, and I understood maybe I don’t need to learn everything. But our good skipper knew Cantonese! THEN I was just getting pissed off at how easily new languages came for everybody around me! Marcela’s father was a fisherman who was a close friend of a Chinese fisherman whom he’d taught French. In return, since her dad wasn’t interested, the Chinese friend taught her Cantonese. Marcela also knew German and Spanish, some Italian, and a smidgen of whatever Belgians speak. Dutch?

But anyway, I tried not to look at her. I could feel a slight twinge in my lower area, and I did not want to make anything awkward. I don’t know... It’s one thing for my skipper to be aware of or even see me and the girls having sex. But I don’t want to complicate anything with the crew. To avoid jeopardizing our professional relationship, I wanted to avoid any behavior which might be seen as unprofessional or inappropriate from someone in my position. My Love isn’t stupid, though. I don’t know what I did or what pheromones I began emitting, but she noticed and observed my uneasiness. She said nothing right then, though. 

When Marcela was off duty, she was OFF duty. She maintained this philosophy because, in her words, a skipper is NEVER off duty. Thus, when she somehow manages some semblance of downtime, she likes to maximize it and take full advantage. Her job was a 24/7 position whenever she was on that ship. She swam in the shallow waters, snorkeling for almost an hour. When she returned to us again, she sat before us with her legs spread and letting her body drip dry. She cultivated a full, deep, rich-black bush. She flicked water droplets and extracted sand and other debris from her curly pubic hair. I may have sat there for a good two minutes before I got up, faced away, and said something about wanting to look for mangoes. My Love got up and followed me. 

“You want to fuck Marcela, don’t you?”

“WHAT...? NO!” I countered. But as I spoke, I couldn't hide the defensive tone in my answer. My Love said nothing. I tried to soften my response.

“Look... Is she attractive? Certainly. But I don’t think I want that sort of relationship with the skipper of my boat. I want her to be comfortable being naked. This just caught me off guard, is all. Damn!” I hastily explained.

“So, if she told you she wanted to fuck you...?”

“I’d put her in check! Unequivocally!” I stated. 

“Ah... okay!” said My Love. I was uncertain she believed me. Either that, or she thought I naively believed what I’d just said. Then she left it alone.

“Let's find those mangoes!” she said. 

We came back with a few handfuls of mangoes after a good half-hour because neither of us brought a bag to put them in.

“We still have two bags of mangoes right here!” said Etienne.

“Well, maybe my man wanted to BAG ME!” retorted My Love, covering for me so wittingly. 

“That must have been a quickie, then,” said VJ, feeling the need to chime in. “We’d expect to hear you from anywhere on this island!” 

Everybody laughed, but that was the first time I wished VJ would shut up! I also couldn’t help but notice Marcela now sat with her legs crossed. I wondered if she could tell. Oh well. I tried to forget about it. 

* * *
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IT STARTED GETTING dark. The island was comfortable for an overnight stay, with a gentle breeze and the sound of waves lapping at the shore. There were no mosquitoes with this breeze as long as we stayed on the beach. As the night wind picked up significantly, our two lightweight, brightly colored pop-up tents held strong, their nylon fabric held taut against the gusts. Merlin and The Stewardess slept aboard ship. Kitty and VJ stayed with Chef Etienne, as he schooled them on food, cooking, and making vlogs. Skipper Marcela camped with My Love and me. It was late. A stillness hung in the air; the other tent went dark, their lights out, and a sense of calm settled over the campsite. I tried to loiter around outside for a while and even suggested a night swim in the shallows. My procrastination did not go unnoticed.

“Does my nudity make you uncomfortable?” Marcela asked me. I was loathed to confront this question right now. But I hated the idea of backing down even more. 

“Uncomfortable? No.” I told her. “Seeing you naked today caught me off guard, I’ll admit. But I am not uncomfortable. Nah... I hope you get naked more often!”

“Good! So, you are not concerned with maintaining some sort of archaic interpretation of professionalism?” she continued to probe.

There must have been some sort of suspected betrayal expression on my face as I flashed a look at My Love.

“I said nothing!” she quipped.

Marcela continued. “Well, I can respect that. But I’ll have you understand something important. I am a woman. I still have desires... of a woman. You want to be at sea for extended periods of time? Fine. I never have relations with my subordinates. So, let me just spell this out to you. I may require some... leisure activity diversions to be afforded to me from time to time. Otherwise, as I am sure you may readily appreciate, it can be difficult to concentrate on the duty. We are going to be at sea for a long time to accommodate you. Naturally, I hate to bring this up, but I felt the risk of my confession would be something you could appreciate.”

As I glanced at my wife once more, I noticed her gaze drifting upwards, her thumbs absentmindedly twiddling. I was stiff as a rock and breathed anxiously. 

“Baby, I know you said you wanted a small circle,” she said. “That’s what this is. Besides, you don’t want her running your boat into a reef because she’s masturbating at the helm, do you?”

“Well, naw! But... but...”

“She’s not saying this needs to be all the time. Just when she needs to knock the edge off, so she doesn’t kill us all, Baby!” reasoned My Love.

“And I might suggest discretion for me is of utmost importance,” Marcela added. “I would much rather not involve the crew in the knowledge of my private doings. They can have rumors all they want. Rumors are not controllable, but I would rather they not bear witness to my business if you understand me.”

And then she added, as she took hold of my cock, 

“Most often, I can suffice with just having this in my mouth... and touching myself,” she said as she lowered her head into my lap. My Love watched and rubbed my chest as she sucked on me with skills that might rival either of my girls. She was efficient. 

“And then there are moments when I might need that favor reciprocated... or just a tad bit more!” she added. 

She straddled me and rode me in complete silence. The woman fucked as if chastity monitors were listening right outside the tent. When she tensed up and froze, I felt a significant squeeze on my penis. I’m telling you, it felt like a constrictor on my dick. Had I come, it would have ricocheted out of her. She caught her breath and slumped over to my other side. 

“Thank you! That’s all I needed!” She looked over at My Love. “I trust you can bring this to a head?” 

My Love didn’t even say anything. She placed her hand on me and used Marcela's lubricant to stimulate my penis. 

“Baby, I wonder what French Skipper tastes like?” And then as her head popped down on me, 

“Crepes, from what I understand, dear!” I said, responding to my wife’s rhetorical comment. 

My Love laughed out from the sides of her mouth, but then it was funny enough that she came off me with her hand over her mouth trying not to laugh too loud. 

* * *
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I WAS IN A DEEP SLEEP, lying prostrate on my stomach in the tent, when I was abruptly awakened by the unmistakable sound of the tent zipper being opened. Marcela exited the tent, but I never moved. My Love followed her. 

“Thank you for your hospitality and understanding! It has been four months, but now I am refreshed!” she told my wife.

“Girl, I don’t want to die at the bottom of the ocean. Let me know whenever you need a fix and I’ll set something up,” my wife offered. “But be prepared. He can have an appetite of his own. He may have the three of us whenever he wants, but don’t think he’s tamed.” 

“I understand completely, Mon Patronne.”

“That’s my girl!” my wife whispered.

“What the fuck just happened?” I thought to myself. “What the hell is Patron? Isn’t that tequila?” 

And then my wife eased back into the tent next to me. I didn’t move and feigned sleep. At least, I thought I did. This woman likely knew I was faking and just let me have my ruse! She cuddled next to me and rested her forehead next to my face. I love her so much! Kitty peeked her head into the tent sometime later. My Love got up again. 

“How’d last night go?” Kitty asked. My Love giggled. 

“He was so cute... and anxious, but otherwise, perfect!” she replied. I had a difficult time believing they were discussing me like this. 

“Good. So, he liked her, then?” Kitty asked. 

“No doubt!” My Love responded. “He’s definitely not done with her.” And then their voices faded off as they walked away.

I rolled over on my back contemplating all this. My woman used to be 100%, absolutely, psychotically, jealous! She MIGHT... and that’s an awfully big MIGHT... not make a fuss over some innocent flirtation, but there was absolutely no “fucking anyone else” in the equation for us. Now she had them lined up. Not indiscriminately, mind you. She was selective. It made me wonder how many people she’d rejected or blocked. She certainly knew how to pick them though. So, I’m going to trust her like she does me. Besides, I was made to love this woman.

* * *
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WE PACKED UP AND FINISHED loading the tender late the next morning just as another boat cruised towards us. A 40-foot white and blue monohull was anchoring another 500 feet behind VeeJay II and was coming in on a tender of the same color scheme. They slowed up along VeeJay II and The Skipper got on the radio to Merlin. We set a proximity sensor to alert us to in-coming. It let us know when anyone approached the boat above or below the water within 150 meters. Looks like they were just taking in the enormity of VeeJay II, as Merlin suggested. They were Americans and in all this water, around this big ass island, with all the miles of beach possibilities, they came right next to us.

Skipper Marcela got dressed, along with the rest of us, the moment we saw them drop sail and anchor. By the time they motored past VeeJay II, we met them on our way back. We waved to them as they passed by us. They greeted us with big smiles and waved with pride. We mirrored them while Merlin prepared for departure. He raised anchor as soon as we got on board. With the tender secured, the bow and aft thruster turned us around. The wind caught in our sails, and we were off, our hearts filled with excitement. 

Good job, Veejay II crew!

The forecast predicted a substantial storm to make landfall sometime the following day. We made a reservation at Bimini. There’s no searching for the cheapest places for our size of boat. The cheap spots are usually for the 30 to 50-footers. At 80, VeeJay II was almost at the LOA limit (length overall) for most marina berths for $189 a day. We used the time to refit and resupply. Skipper Marcela stayed on the boat during the storm, but we made that decision after she and I came to a little understanding. Well, it was ME that needed to understand. 

I’m a protector. That’s my nature. However, I was forced to accept that although my skipper was female, her status as THE SKIPPER, the ultimate authority on the vessel, was undeniable. She asked me not to treat her like the little woman who needed protecting. I wanted her to get off the boat and take a room with us. She wanted to stay with the boat, and for valid reasons. So, she talked to me and set me straight. I promised to recognize her as Skipper and not The Female Skipper or The Skipper who happened to be a woman. I disrespected her, and I set myself then and there I would not let that happen again. Merlin stayed with her.

The storm lasted a full day and a half, and it was a strong one. VeeJay II had no issues or leaks. The true measure of our capabilities, preparedness, and seaworthiness would undoubtedly be successfully navigating the challenges posed by our first major storm. Marcela looked forward to that. She still worked during all that time. And she wasn’t kidding. This woman was NEVER off duty! Merlin was right there with her making himself better acquainted with this new boat, too. 

I weathered the storm in the hotel and used the time to check on the house back in Vegas. My Chief of Staff there ran the gallery and organized exhibitions, art shows, in addition to taking care of the house while we were gone. It was the easiest job she’d ever had managing a property. Her pay didn’t change, and no staff were let go while we were gone. I tried to think of a way to recoup the $15 million (of the $35 million total) I dropped into the house.

When the storm lifted, I let the girls, Etienne, and The Stewardess head out to restock our food and anything else we needed for the boat. I stayed back with Marcela and Merlin. We conducted engine tests, checked deck fasteners and hatches... looking for leaks, cracks, breaks, tears, rips, or anything loose. Merlin got in the water and checked the hull, the propellers, etc. I washed down all the glass inside and out, around the cockpit/salon, checked the enclosure for the flybridge, and cleaned the deck. Even though we didn’t need to use it, we pulled the enclosure down around the cockpit and flybridge. Skipper Marcela thought it would be a good idea to check it for storm activity leaks. So, I washed them down before putting them away again. The forward cockpit doesn’t have an enclosure.

“Where’s your Captain?” someone yelled.

A couple walked down the marina dock and stood looking at me cleaning the bow deck. The guy began shouting at me, asking if the captain was available to request a boat tour. I told him I could give him a tour if he wanted. He then lectured me about the rules of a captain’s permission to board a vessel and then asked if I was the captain. I smiled and remained polite. 

“My skipper is presently indisposed,” I said. “However, as the owner of VeeJay II, I welcome you aboard and I’d be happy to give you a tour!” 

“YOU’RE the owner?” he asked, flippantly. 

Before I could say anything, he dismissed me with a wave of his hand, took his wife by her arm and said something to her, I assume, in disbelief at my words or intention. 

Skipper Marcela heard the whole thing from the engine room. Merlin came up from the sugar scoops after hearing the exchange. This priggish bigot disgusted them. Merlin made a comment saying it surprised him I didn’t put that guy in his place. I explained I was used to being perceived in certain ways. If it became necessary to challenge somebody else’s perspective, I would have. Here, it was a useless cause because I did not want the guy on my boat anymore. So, he did me a favor by walking away. I no longer needed to waste breath on him, nor deny him access to my boat. 

“Yeah, but how could he just make the assumption... that you were not who you said you were? Why would he think a crewmember pretend to be an owner?” Merlin asked.

“Here’s the thing you are not getting about racism. He is who he is. It wasn’t that he didn’t believe I was the owner. He realized it was a no-win situation. Of course, he knew I was being truthful, but
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