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To the Yin, to my Yang, and the Yang to my Yin, my twin.
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As the pressure of her index finger pressed down onto her eyeball, she started rubbing with a satisfying motion rhythmically over it to help her, in her relaxed state, to come back to reality, as she was coming out of her deep sleep. The light entered the slits of her opened eyes and she started scanning her surroundings. She was still drowsy from sleeping and when she looked to her right, she looked into the angelic face of her twin. She paused as she looked at her beautiful sister, the one person who has been there for her from the beginning of her existence, the one who has always been there every step of the way since. The one person who has never judged her, the one who has dried her tears and picked her up when she fell to her knees. The one who has encouraged her when she did not feel strong enough, who she in turn protected with the passion of a lioness and would kill for, die for, whatever it would take to keep the girl next to her safe. 

Her sister’s silky brown hair framed her dark skin softly and hid the deep dark brown eyes with such long lashes, that it did not seem real. When Nicky was asleep, she looked like an angel. Her sister’s heart was pure and she was one of the most raw and honest people she had ever known. Nicky was wild and alive, unapologetically true to herself, empathically beautiful and caring, but brutal in her honesty on her views and beliefs. Ana gazed at Nicky. Nicky had been labelled the black sheep in the family, because she did things so differently from the society they grew up in. 

Ana always played it safe, following rules and excelling in the things society viewed of importance. It was a flawed society, where pretence reflected the idealism of the perfect pure Christian family and the perfect children who excelled in all aspects of society’s parameters of what was considered ideal. Good grades, sportsmanship, artistic; the blonde blue-eyed ones with the perfect BMI. A BMI below average was even praised, as if this was an accomplishment to starve young girls to the point that their bones stuck out. To fulfil the sick prejudice of a society made up of women that have been indoctrinated by adults to believe that the skinnier their daughters, the more appealing they were. And for what? To find a suitable husband of social standing? To fit into the whole picture of perfection and ultimately find the best partner to form a power couple, who could carry on this picture of success in life, marriage and parenting? 

But, as Ana looked at her beautiful sister, she was anything but the perfect picture of her prejudiced upbringing. Nicky was dark-haired, she did not care that she swore when she felt expressive, she did not care what people thought of her with the life choices she made, she was spontaneous and just lived in fluidity of her immediate surroundings and needs. Ana envied her sister for it. Nicky was one of those rare free thinkers, who broke free of expectations and honouring her own soul. Ana in contrast was cautious and played it safe, followed the rules of society for the sole purpose of not being judged and to excel in life as it was presented to her by the rules of society. She wasn’t living, she was cautiously surviving. 

With these two, there were always two sides to the coin. The two twins portrayed this, the head and the tail, but if you looked closely, both sides of the coin had its own beautiful presence and special distinction. Even their imperfections held value since it was still part of the same coin and without it the coin would not have been whole. 

Nicky pushed boundaries, she was wild, experimented and tasted all that life had to offer. She chased fun, exhilarating experiences and pleasures of the body, mind and soul. Ana was cautious, held back, thought of every possible consequence of every move she made. Ana for most parts navigated softly through life and tried not to cause waves. She tried to steer clear waters and please those around her. Nicky did not care. Self-gratification was her first priority while as a result of their dynamics, Ana’s first priority became Nicky. Nicky regularly landed in trouble from a very young age and seldom thought of the consequences of her actions. 

Ana had to pick up Nicky’s chaotic remnants, so many times, she became Nicky’s protector and confidant. The bond between the twins was strong and, as wild winds nearly always leave a mess for someone to clean up, Ana was the sweeper, cleaning up after her wild and free-spirited sister. Somehow this dynamic worked since a sweet balance sprouted from their different personalities, where Ana was forced to push her boundaries when she was in the company of Nicky and Nicky in return was sometimes curbed by Ana’s cautious approach to life. 

“Hey sis, wake up,” Ana spoke softly. 

“What? Where are we?” Nicky asked confused and she sat up in her seat while looking at her sister drowsily.

“We are going to land soon. Look!” Ana pointed to the window as the airplane circled the airport. It took Nicky a second to register her surroundings when she turned her head to the window next to her. 

“Oh my God! Look at that view!” She exclaimed as she looked down at the view in front of them. They were looking at Jamaica. The mysterious island they have dreamt of visiting for a while now. 

The two girls, from an all-girls’ school in South Africa, could once only dream of visiting such an exotic place. They had finished school three years before, in 1990 and they were both studying at a college near their home town in Cape Town, South Africa. This was a twenty first birthday gift from their parents, who owned a small lucrative business in South Africa. The girls had planned this trip since they were nineteen and had told their parents that their biggest wish was to travel overseas. In South Africa at the time, Apartheid was still very much a reality. The girls were born to parents who did not support this short-sighted vision of society in South Africa. 

Their parents were openminded and also more free-spirited than most conservative white South Africans at the time. At that stage, there was a big movement towards giving all races equal opportunities and life privileges that were only afforded the white population of South Africa. So, when the two girls started asking about the possibility of going overseas, their parents suggested that they rather go to Jamaica for a vacation, as it was a popular destination for travellers, due to the rich culture and also a beautiful destination with its white sandy beaches and exotic holiday destinations. The twins’ parents were dead set on expanding their girls’ view on life and the world. They did not want the girls to stay bound to the narrow-minded attitude of their surroundings, especially because of their father Shane’s background. Not only did they know it would be an eye-opening experience for their girls, but it was also relatively inexpensive. 

“Why go to grey and cloudy Europe, when you can go to a beautiful warm country where you can experience a completely different culture? Remember it’s a vacation, so you have limited time and there will be enough time later in life to discover the mysteries of Europe, but for that you need more time and you only have two weeks,” their mother said when they suggested London as a destination. Most of their friends wanted to travel to Europe after school. What the twins did not know was that the flight to Jamaica and the hotel expenses were the main reasoning behind this proposal, but as their parents explained more of the country to them, it sounded like much more fun anyway. 

The flights were booked and the two girls packed for the two weeks they would stay on the island. They couldn’t wait and now they were finally approaching their destination! The blue of the water surrounding the luminous green of the island was mesmerising to both girls, as they gazed at the beauty of what nature had created. 

“Oh my God! It is beautiful, Nicky! Look there!” Ana pointed at the beaches sloping around the border of the island. Nicky; who was now wide awake and bending over towards the window to take it all in as they were descending to the landing strip of Donald Sangster International Airport, sighed and softly muttered, “This is beautiful.”

They both kept quiet as the plane made its final turn and grounded its wheels steadily on the landing strip, slowed down and turned to come to a standstill close to the airport, which to them, seemed quite small in comparison to Cape Town International Airport. Cape Town International Airport, from which they had departed, was huge in comparison to Donald Sangster International Airport, although it was the largest and busiest airport in the Anglophone Caribbean, situated in the city limits of Montego Bay. Montego Bay was a tourist hub, because there were many beach resorts, night clubs and it had a cruise line terminal. The building was neatly kept and this impressed the girls. 

It felt like they had stepped back in time to the eighties, since the building was similar to many of the buildings they had come to know in the City of Cape Town during that same period, but had since been taken over by new modern building projects that were starting to pop up all over the city and the suburbs. Their hometown’s suburbs, which once had distinctive boundaries and open spaces, were slowly overtaken by emerging concrete buildings as the population and economy grew. Where they found themselves at that moment, not only felt like a vacation, but also an escape from the humdrum of their crowded city life. 

The sun was shining happily. When they left Cape Town, it was cast in shades of grey and the typical Cape Town light rain fell softly. Ana gave a big smile as she saw the warm and inviting weather. Not only had they landed in paradise, but they were blessed with warm weather, while escaping the icy cold of Cape Town winters. Although temperatures never fell below one degree Celsius, the wind chill factor could make a cold day seem even colder. Excitedly they realised they were granted a whole two weeks of sun, paradise, no studies, as well as quite a bit of spending money for their collective birthday. Ana couldn’t think of anything better. 

“Ah, I can’t believe Mum and Dad actually let us come here!” Nicky exclaimed as the airplane came to a standstill. Ana was just as excited and could also not believe that their parents had actually let them come on such a special holiday, taking in account that her twin had only been sober for just over a year. Ana’s excitement outweighed all worries; she shrugged the thought that lingered for a split second off and grabbed her sister’s hand and squeezed it hard. She let out a little yelp as she grinned at Nicky, whom in return copied her reaction with a complimentary yelp in the same tone. 

As the passengers started gathering their belongings and exiting the plane, Ana double checked that they had their bags and pulled on Nicky’s arm, “Do you have everything? Passport? Purse?” 

“Yes!” Nicky replied annoyed without checking and pulling her arm free from Ana, “Come, I have everything let’s get off the plane.” And she started walking towards the door. Ana sighed and gave a last glance at the two open seats where they were sitting and then followed the sway of her sister’s bouncy walk. 

As the twins entered the building to retrieve their luggage, they were surprised by all the friendly faces that greeted them. From where they were from, they were not used to interacting with black people regularly, as their country was still in the last convulsions of Apartheid and although some of their friends had in secret been dating interracially, they were still gripped in the indoctrination of their youth that it was a big taboo. There were still separate suburbs for different racial groups and only a few areas where races lived intermingled, as it was 1993, the year before the election that would change everything. Change was happening, but slowly. Their mother and father were openminded as they were born before Apartheid was introduced in South Africa. For the first few years of life, the twins’ parents lived in so-called ‘grey’ areas, where all races lived in the same town, on the same streets, in harmony. 

So, although they respected all human beings, they were still not used to seeing so many beautiful dark faces, with such friendliness reflected on their faces. In their country all whites were seen as part of the oppression and the twins by default included in this group during the final push before the elections that would overthrow Apartheid. Friendly faces during interactions with other races in their own country was therefore not the norm.

Not only was this novelty of people with dark skins, that were actually not offended by their white skins, beautiful, but the facial features and skin tones of the Jamaican population was something they had never seen before. The Jamaican population had more European features, some had light eyes and the men were built different to African men. Nearly God like super humans, while the women were toned and athletic, with delicate satin skin of all shades from very dark to sallow. The girls were in awe. They were both taken aback by the beauty of the Jamaican people. 

The locals were friendly and embracing and to Ana and Nicky, it seemed as if the locals did not notice the colour of the girls’ skin. This was in contrast from where they came from, where all acceptance and social standing was measured by the colour of your skin. Even when they checked through customs, the personnel were helpful and friendly. Thankfully the girls had British passports, as their grandfather was of British decent. 

After they had retrieved their luggage, they made their way to the information counter and a beautiful big bosomed woman greeted them with a very distinctive Jamaican accent. 

“Good day dears. Here for holiday?” She beamed at them. 

“Yes!” The twins exclaimed in unison and the three women smiled at each other before the twins burst out laughing at this regular occurrence when answering people simultaneously. The woman looked a little confused, but the girls understood the confusion from having had this reaction before, when people notice their deep bond, but not understanding their connection.

“We’re twins!” They blurted out in choir, as if to complete the surprise and they started laughing again. 

“What? No! You can’t be serious?” The woman stared at them in shock. 

“Yes, we are!” They chirped back as they laughed again. They were so used to this routine and it never got boring since it only made them feel that more special. 

“No!” The woman shook her head and clicked her tongue as she thoroughly believed these two young women were taking her for a fool. 

“We may not look the same, but we are twins, I promise!” Ana said seriously. 

“Yes, look at our passports,” Nicky invited as she reached for her passport and Ana followed. 

The woman took her time to check the birthdates and the surnames and reluctantly said, “It seems it must be true. I have never met twins who look so differently.” Nicky was shorter than Ana. She had long fine silky chocolate brown hair, light brown eyes, set in a frame of extremely long fine lashes. She had black thick eyebrows and a square face. Her sallow skin tone wrapped a small upper body and slightly fuller hips, that descended down to two beautiful delicate limbs, down to where her small delicate ankles met her feet. Her looks were deceiving as she looked frail and deerlike, almost innocent. As the woman looked at Nicky, Ana admired her beautiful sister too, while her sister stood proudly upright so that the woman could look at her and compare the differences. 

The woman turned to Ana while Ana was still looking at her sister and then she became self-conscious, because she didn’t like to be compared to her sister, as she had always felt that her sister was smaller and skinnier than her and she was a little envious of her sister’s hair and skin colour. Ana pulled her back straight and stood proud to hide her insecurities. Ana was a few centimetres taller than Nicky. She had long thick straight blonde hair, blue eyes and the same long eyelashes as her twin. This was probably the only similarity they shared. 

Ana was structured differently, with proud straight shoulders, long limbs, a perfectly proportioned hip-to-shoulder ratio and although she was medium to small in build, she was more muscular than her sister, since she was naturally athletic. Ana had an oval face and although she thought of herself as plain, she was strikingly beautiful. She wasn’t your run of the mill pretty blonde. She had strong features which included almond eyes, a delicate, but prominent nose and full lips with straight teeth. For some reason, Ana couldn’t appreciate this. Ana had confidence, but shied away from attention. Nicky on the other hand had a different way to cope with her insecurities. She looked for constant confirmation that she was enough and beautiful and although she was, she needed validation from those around her. 

“Well ladies, I hope you two have fun with us and enjoy your stay. Is there anything I can help you with?” She asked friendly. 

“Yes, actually that is why we came to you,” Ana said. “How do we get to our hotel?” 

“Oh, that one is easy. All the taxis are parked in front of the exit; they will take you to where you want to go. You can also contact the hotel where you are staying, they also will have drivers that can come fetch you if you’d prefer that option?” The woman replied in a kind and motherly tone. 

“Thank you! We have never been here before, for that matter it is our first time in another country, so we don’t really know how things work,” Ana said. 

“I want to take a taxi Ana. I don’t feel like waiting,” Nicky said in a teasingly nagging voice. 

“Seems like we are taking a taxi,” Ana smiled at the woman behind the desk. 

“Well girls, the hotel desk will help you with all the questions you have. They can provide you with a map and information about venues you can visit during your stay. I am sure you will find your way. You will find the people very friendly and helpful,” she said reassuringly. 

“Thank you!” The girls smiled and turned to find a taxi. 

“Wait!” The woman called after them and Nicky ran back to the desk noticing that the woman waved them back with one hand, while holding a piece of paper in the other. 

“Please take this,” and the woman handed Nicky a piece of paper. “This is my number and the police’s number. Just in case you get stuck or lost somewhere. You should be fine, but you two still should stay safe. Even the safest places have their unsavoury elements too, but if you stay together and take caution, you two should be fine.” 

“You are really kind, thank you,” Nicky thanked her, taken aback by the caring nature of this woman she had just met. 

“I have a niece your age and I would want someone to look out for her if she ever visits a foreign country,” she replied with a caring smile. 

“Well thank you so much, uhm, Amancia,” Nicky said as she looked at the woman’s name tag. “You have a beautiful name. I have never heard such a name before.” 

The woman smiled broadly, nodded and said, “Thank you, it is a Jamaican name, meaning someone who loves unconditionally.” 

“Well, it surely suits you!” Ana replied. 

“Thank you,” Amancia smiled at them. “Now go have fun!” She teasingly waved them away with her hand, as there was a row of travellers waiting in line for her. Ana and Nicky grabbed their luggage and pulled it behind them towards the big glass doors that automatically opened for them as they approached the exit. As they exited the airport, it felt like passing through the doors to their Jamaican paradise vacation. 
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The two girls felt excited as they came to a standstill just outside of the airport. Taxis were lined up outside and the girls needed a minute to adjust to their surroundings. By now it was really hot and they simultaneously rid themselves of their pullovers they had on over their summer dresses. They scrunched it up and stuffed it in their hand luggage, as if to put the cold weather of Cape Town away for the two weeks of sun and fun. They smiled at each other once done. 

“So? Let’s get a cab?” Nicky asked. 

“Yes!” Ana said and they both started scanning the taxi drivers that were waiting for travellers to approach them. Some of them were gesturing to the people coming out the building to choose their taxi. The girls started walking towards the taxis when Ana spotted a tall young taxi driver leaning against his taxi. Not interested in gesturing to tourists, he seemed somewhat bored. With his one leg crossed over the other and his arms crossed over his chest, he looked like a statue, staring into the abyss, not noticing what was going on around him. He had a dark glistening skin pulled over his lean muscled body.

Wearing jeans, white t-shirt and sneakers, he looked like a model in a Vogue magazine. His jawline was chiselled and shaven clean. Dark braids hung to his shoulders and his dark thick eyebrows framed deep set almond eyes. Ana could only see his eyelashes when she looked at him, as his eyes were directed downwards. His broad shoulders, slender hips and long muscled legs reminded her of the athletes she saw on television when she watched the Olympics. She was in awe. She had always admired the overseas athletes, especially the Jamaican sprinters, but she couldn’t anticipate what a perfectly formed specimen of a human being would look like in real life. 

Oh my God, he is beautiful! She thought as her feet instinctively moved forward. 

Ana did not even think about what she was doing while they approached the taxis. Ana grabbed her sister’s wrist and nearly yelled at Nicky, “Wait! Let’s take this one,” and she pointed at the young man leaning against his taxi. Nicky came to a standstill and looked at Ana, astonished by her sister’s adamant behaviour. This was unlike her twin but then she looked at the cab and the driver and then she saw, and understood. Nicky looked back at her sister with a knowing grin. 

“Aah...I see. Ok let’s take this one then,” she continued teasingly. 

“What?” Ana protested and shrugged her shoulders as if she was innocent in her choice of the driver. 

“Mmmmm. Don’t play innocent!” Nicky teased as they came to a halt in front of the young man. 

“Shuuuuut!” Ana said as she placed her index finger on her lips to silence her sister in one gesture. Only when stood in front of his feet, did he realise there were people in front of him and he slowly lifted his head, as if it weighed a ton. Ana stared at the beauty of his head moving up and as if in slow motion she noticed every detail of him, his glistening skin, the wetness of perspiration on his forehead, the small pores of his skin, that gave it a velvet look and the deep indents under his cheekbones. 

Then as if things couldn’t happen slower in her mind, he opened his eyes. The light illuminated the round glasslike domes, situated in their cavities, into a transparent hazel-green, encircled by a dark blue ring. Ana pulled in a deep breath as she gathered herself before she could speak. He was towering over her as she looked up into his beautiful face. 

“Um, we need a ride to our hotel. Can you perhaps assist us?” Ana stumbled over her words. He immediately stood up straight and became even taller, so that Ana and Nicky had to look up at him. Ana’s head reached to just above his shoulders and she guessed that he was about 1.95m tall. Although lean, he had broad shoulders, intimidating shoulders, and the muscles in his arms danced with every movement. 

“Howdeedo!” A deep soothing voice flowed out of the light-pink full lips, that graced his face and both girls just stared at him. While Ana kept staring, Nicky shook her head to gather herself. 

“How now?” She tried to make sense of the sound and accent that came from his mouth, as nothing made sense. 

“I said, how are you?” He dragged out his words to make his speech clear. 

“Oh!” Nicky said and she started laughing while Ana was still staring blatantly at the man in front of her. 

He shifted his gaze to Ana and knowingly he smiled down at her, “Whadup?” 

Having forgotten her manners, Ana came out of her fascinated state. 

“Huh?” Was all she could get out. The young man started laughing so loud it annoyed Ana, as she knew he recognised what effect his beauty had on her. 

“Where can I take you dear?” He spoke down at her, still wearing a broad smile. His confidence, size and gorgeous face intimidated Ana to the point of giddiness. She immediately felt overwhelmingly attracted to him. The fact that he was so comfortable with his beauty and what effect it had on girls, irritated her, as she was usually more immune to beautiful people, but this human being had something different about him. She just yet couldn’t pin point it. 

Snap out of it you fool! Ana scolded herself internally and turned her face away from him, just so that she could gain a moment to gather herself. 

While avoiding looking at him, she said in a stern voice, “We need to go to the Iberostar Grand Rose Hall!” 

“Aah, good choice,” he said while bending down to take their luggage. “I will take you there, come.” He walked to the back of his vehicle, opened the trunk, dropped their luggage and slammed it down as if he was just as excited as the girls to be on this vacation. Before Ana’s hand could open the back passenger door, he put his hand on the doorhandle and opened it for her. 

Ana looked up at him and smiled back at his friendly face, “Thank you.” He then continued to the other side of the vehicle and opened the other door in a similar fashion for Nicky. 

“Thank you...um...?” Nicky looked at him waiting for him to complete her sentence and it took him a second to understand what she was asking. 

When he realised, she wanted to know his name, he quickly responded, “Oh, I am Devan and you girls are?” He in turn, asked intrigued. 

“I am Nicky and this is Ana,” Nicky answered him pleasantly as she slid passed him and flounced onto the back seat next to Ana. 

With his hand still onto the doorhandle, he bent down and stuck his head slightly into the door opening and looking straight at Ana and said, “Irie...” The girls started giggling as they did not understand what he was saying, but anything that came out of his mouth just sounded way too sexy and deliciously wrong. 

“Sorry, what now?” Nicky asked excitedly. 

As Devan spoke, he dragged his words, “I said nice...” “Yes, you are nice!” Nicky said in a flirtatious manner and looked at Ana and they both burst out laughing. Devan seated himself in the driver’s seat and said, “Well ladies, I think you will enjoy Jamaica. Let’s get you to your hotel.” He started the engine and drove out of the airport grounds. 

They were silent for a while, while driving through the city. The city did not look like much in comparison to their hometown considering that they came from a country viewed as third world country by the rest of the world. The roads were busy, the buildings looked old and the streets were a few inches narrower than they were used to, but it was colourful and had its own type of island charm. Ana couldn’t help it, but she kept finding herself staring at this beautiful man’s back and his shoulders, gliding her gaze down over his arms as they moved and down to his long elegant strong hands as he manipulated the gears while he drove. 

“God he is so beautiful,” she thought to herself and before she could stop herself, she uttered the words in a whisper. Devan heard what she said, but pretended not to. 

“Devan?” She asked in a soft voice. 

“Yes mum?” He teasingly answered her. “Um...” she quickly had to think of a question as she only had the name in her head and no idea what to say to get him to talk to them. 

“You have a beautiful name,” she said quickly and yes everything was beautiful at this moment in time; from her sister who overcame her addiction, her parents gifting them this vacation, the woman who welcomed them so warmly, the beautiful beaches they saw on their decent towards the airport, her sister being happy and of course, Devan. 

“Thank you,” he replied, preoccupied with trying to navigate the traffic and pedestrians. 

“Um...” she continued, not knowing what she wanted to say next. 

Fucking idiot! She thought to herself, frustrated that she kept on talking without anything meaningful to say. 

Ah, I know! She thought to herself. 

“What does Devan mean?” She asked as confidently as she could. 

“It means divine, divinity or like a God,” he said as he looked back at her in the mirror and their eyes locked. 

Oh God, she thought, he surely is Godly. How perfect. 

“How perfect!” It spilled out of Ana’s mouth and she got startled by her thoughts pouring out of her mouth again. Devan just smiled back at her and then reverted his attention back to the road ahead of them. Nicky looked at her sister and grinned at her knowingly. 

“What was that?” Nicky whispered. 

“Shuuut!” Ana scolded her sister softly, smiled shyly and then turned her head away to gaze out of the window to avoid any further conversation about her out of character behaviour. 

For the rest of the ride, the girls just took in their surroundings. They were in awe of the colours of the buildings and the people walking in the streets. Everything seemed so down to earth and not as pretentious as in their environment back home. Jamaica truly had an island feel to it. It had open blue skies, warm happy weather, smiling happy people engaging in conversation on the street curbs. It was the opposite of their hometown, where people were judgmental and competitive to the point where they could not even grant their fellow man success. Here it seemed as everyone was genuinely happy for one another and everyone was content with the small things in life; fellowship, food, life, communion, the sun and their surroundings. It even seemed as even the poorest looking individuals were happy. It was unfamiliar to the girls, since they had not seen so many smiling faces in their lives. Ana couldn’t help but look into the rear-view mirror occasionally to look at the face in the driver’s seat and every so often her eyes connected with Devan’s eyes and then she would shyly look away as his eyes pulled into slits from smiling. Every now and again Nicky would point out a building or people to Ana in excitement, but Ana couldn’t care less. The presence of Devan took over all of her focus. 

“Devan?” Nicky suddenly asked, disturbing Ana’s fixation on Devan. 

“Yes mam?” Devan replied jokingly. “How are the resorts? Our parents pre booked us in two resorts for our two weeks’ stay. Is there a lot to do, or is it just like a normal beach holiday but only in an exotic location?” Nicky continued. 

“Well,” he took a moment to answer, choosing his words carefully, “A resort is one of the most idyllic places to stay in. You will see the resorts are really top class, especially the resort you are going to, as it has a five-star hotel, but Jamaica is so much more than the resorts.” and he left the statement hanging for the girls to work out for themselves. 

“But is it fun?” Nicky asked naively. 

“Well, anywhere can be fun, it depends on what you consider fun and what you make of your stay,” he said steadily and looked at Ana in the rear-view mirror. 

“Can we contact you if we need a taxi service?” Ana interrupted him. 

“Um, yes, I suppose. I usually only drive people to and from the airport and the resorts, but I am sure I can help you if I am available,” he said, not quite convinced himself if he would be able to pull it off if the girls needed his services, but also tempted to see Ana again and willing to risk getting in trouble to be in her company. 

“Ok, I will give you my number and you can call me if you need me. If I am free, I will drive you where you need to be, but I am going to charge you!” He made it clear. He still did not trust the strangers in his cab, from previous experience, when he was nineteen and had girls take advantage of his hospitality and naïve faith in humans being good. 

“Of course!” Ana nearly protested, offended that he would think they were capable of taking advantage of his hospitality. Just then they neared a huge cream-coloured building. It was such a contrast to the city. The building looked like an enormous block of apartments, with tan coloured roof tops.

The building faced towards the beach, five stories high and modern, with green palm trees exquisitely planted in perfect relation to the building. On the borders of the building blue waters radiated light in contrast with the whitest sand that the girls had ever seen. Living in Cape Town, with its white beaches, the girls were familiar with beautiful white sandy beaches, but this was incredible even from a distance. The building was built in a square u-shape, with an impressive entrance covered by a dome roof. 

“Wow!” Nicky exclaimed. “This is beautiful!” 

“Welcome to the Iberostar ladies,” Devan announced their arrival and pulled up in front of entrance of the resort. 

Devan parked the motorcar right in front of the entrance and two bellboys came to their assistance at a brisk pace, opening the girls’ doors simultaneously while bowing down and offering a hand, if they needed assistance when getting out. The girls felt like royalty as they took the two young gentlemen’s’ hands and graciously climbed out of the vehicle. Now usually the two would just jump out of a car, but these circumstances called for proper ladylike behaviour. They smiled at each other knowing that they both were enjoying this special treatment. 

“Good morning, ladies,” they heard an older man’s voice. The girls looked around to find the face that went with the voice. In front of the vehicle, they saw and older man in a black suit with golden trim and buttons, white gloves on and smiling warmly at them. 

“Good morning,” they spoke together and smiled excitedly back at him. 

“You two beautiful ladies must be the Manning twins?” He said confidently, as if he knew them. Shocked the two looked at each other in confusion. 

How did he know? They thought to themselves. 

And as the gentlemen realised the cause of their confusion he responded quickly, “Mr Manning had requested that we keep a look out for you two. He also gave instruction that I must keep an eye on you two” he said in a teasing manner. 

“Oh, phew,” Nicky sighed and both girls started laughing. Then Nicky’s face became serious as it struck her what her father had done since she felt an ounce of truth in his joke. 

“No really?” She asked, a little annoyed. She thought she had proven by now that she was in a stable place in her life, where she could control her impulsiveness and her addiction. She immediately took this behaviour from her father as a sign that he still did not trust her. 

“Yes, really Miss Manning. He said that this is your first overseas trip and we should make this a special stay, seeing that the two of you are turning twenty-one I believe?” He explained. 

“Oh, yes,” Nicky relaxed as he explained what their father had requested and that he was not assigning a chaperone to them. 

“Come on Nicky,” Ana said in a sweet pleading manner, because she saw her sister’s defensiveness come to the fore, like many times before. Whenever their parents’ concerns, from just caring, caused Nicky to feel as if she wasn’t trusted, Nicky would get upset. 

“Relax. How sweet that Dad arranged special treatment for us?” Ana smiled at her sister and then at the hotel manager. 

“Thank you, sir, yes, it is our twenty-first birthday celebration gift from our parents,” she acknowledged his question. 

“Well, I am Anthony and then we will just have to see to it that you have an extra special stay with us ladies,” he smiled at them and then he turned to the bellboys to usher them to take the girls’ luggage to their rooms. 

At that point Devan stood impatiently, waiting for the girls to pay him and Ana glanced over at him and noticed his frustration, so she walked over to him while calling over her shoulder to her sister. 

“I will get this,” and she walked to where Devan stood. 

“Sorry I nearly forgot to pay you,” she said as she looked up into his face. He took a few steps closer and stood so close to Ana that she could smell his musky manly smell. She was expecting him to engage in conversation, but instead he slowly approached her, slowly took the money she had taken out of her purse from her hand, pushed it into his pocket and turned away. Shocked she looked at him as he walked away. It seemed as if he had flipped a switch and that the flirtation they exchanged previously never happened. 

“Wait,” she called out to him. He turned around impatiently and waited for her at the already opened car door. Ana quickly walked to where he was standing and frowned as she neared him. 

“Wah gwaan?” He said annoyed forgetting that she wouldn’t understand. 

“What?” She spoke softly to him, as if she didn’t want the others to hear their conversation. She was even more confused while her frown pulled even deeper, desperate to figure out the sudden change in his behaviour. The soft whimpering tone in her voice softened his attitude. Devan gave a sigh as he relaxed his demeanour only enough to reply in a gentler tone. 

“What’s going on?” He asked in a measured tone and Ana could see a reserved softness in his gaze. 

“We need your number if we are going to contact you when we need you,” she explained in an almost pleading tone, still confused. Devan straightened his back again, gave another sigh that Ana could not quite place and then he paused for a second before he offered her a business card with his details on. Without saying anything he turned, walked away and drove off; while Ana looked after him in astonishment as he drove off. She pulled herself together when she remembered everyone was waiting for her. 

“What was that all about?” Nicky asked when her sister joined her and they followed the hotel manager into the building. 

“Nothing, I just got his number for when we need him,” Ana shrugged it off, but she couldn’t shrug him off and he would linger in her mind for the rest of the day. 

The girls entered the big double doors of the foyer to the hotel, which opened up into a huge reception room with porcelain tiles and a big staircase that wrapped around the reception desk on both sides, like majestic arms embracing it. A huge chandelier hung from the centre point of the domed ceiling. After the technicalities of booking in was completed, they were accompanied to the elevator and up to the third floor. Everything was stylish and radiated luxurious splendour, from the plush carpets in the hallways to the finest detail of the décor. The girls were in awe. They were accustomed to luxury, but this hotel was majestic in its sheer size and pristine condition. When they reached the door to their suite, the manager opened the door for them to enter. 

As the door swung open it revealed a huge lounge area. Cream-coloured couches faced each other in the centre of the room, with a glass-top coffee table centred in the middle of it and an impressively large bouquet consisting of an arrangement of white and cream-coloured flowers in the middle of the table. Next to the flowers, stood a bottle of Veuve Clicquot and two champagne classes accompanied by a Charcuterie board. The bright colours of the assortment of meats and cheeses stood in contrast to the light décor of the room, but although it looked inviting the girls gaze drifted quickly to the huge glass windows from where they did not only see the pool area, but the endless stretch of blue ocean in front of them. 

“Oh my God! Look at that view!” Nicky exclaimed. 

“It is absolutely gorgeous!” Ana concurred. Anthony was smiling at the two girls, amused by the fact that they were taken aback by the beauty of their surroundings. 

Also, in a hurry to attend to his other responsibilities, he interrupted their state of awe, “Can I show you your rooms?” 

Both girls were pulled back to the present and responded excitedly together with a “Yes!” 

Anthony showed them their rooms, which were also facing each other on both sides of the living room. The rooms were mirror images of each other, with king-sized beds, huge cream-coloured leather headboards, luxurious feather down bedding and at each foot-end a plush throw was lain out carefully. Each bedroom had a cream-coloured vanity with gold trim. Candles, flowers and glass bedside lamps formed part of the décor and the carpets were thick and velvety soft. The rooms had huge windows and the blue of the ocean; the green palm trees and the white sandy beach were accentuated by the soft pallet of the room. The girls could not believe that their father had spent so much on a suite for them. 

“Ok, you girls can settle in, I really need to get back to my work. There is a manual on the entrance table with all the details as to how things work here and if you need anything else, you can ask reception or ask for me personally,” Anthony excused himself and as he turned to leave, he impatiently dismissed the two bellboys who were still standing in the entranceway to the master suite. 

“Yes, of course,” Ana replied, “Thank you, I am sure we will figure everything out.” 

At the door, Anthony gave a little bow of his head while greeting them with a, “Ladies.” Both girls gave a similar nod of their heads as he left and pulled the door closed behind him. 

When the door had closed, the girls grabbed each other and gave a little yelp of excitement as they jumped up and down for a few seconds and then let go again to compose themselves. 

“What even Nicky?” Ana spoke first in amazement of where they had landed up for their birthday celebration. “I know, right?” Nicky said excitedly.

“I seriously cannot believe Dad booked us into this hotel, never mind a master suite. It is stunning!” She nearly yelled at Nicky. 

“We are going to have so much fun!” Nicky said, equally as excited. How much fun was lying ahead for them they couldn’t fathom, but somehow, they just knew that it was nearly impossible not to have fun in this idyllic setting.

“Let’s eat,” Nicky suggested, as they were starving and the two girls kicked off their sandals to feel the luxurious carpet beneath their feet. 

Ana walked over to the sliding doors that opened up onto the balcony overlooking the beach and Nicky brought her the bottle of champagne. 

“Can you open it?” She asked Ana and then she disappeared into the room to fetch the two glasses. Ana waited until Nicky came back before she popped the cork and poured two glasses full of sparkling fluid. 

They clinked their glasses as Nicky spoke, “To two weeks of fun!” 

They stood there for a few minutes slowly sipping on their champagne and then took a seat on opposite sides of the lounge table and started snacking from the Charcuterie board. The view was majestic; there was no comparison to the painting nature offered them there on the balcony and they were transported to a postcard view of an idyllic island getaway and it took time to digest it all. 

After they had eaten the girls explored their suite, looking at the smaller details and they noticed the beautiful glass bottles with complimentary shampoos, bodywash and the beautiful soft towels. Their fingers traced surfaces and felt the drapes. It was all a sensory overload for the girls, drawing attention to one another as they, in intervals, discovered something new and share-worthy. Finally, they settled down enough so that they could unpack.
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Chapter 3
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“Are we going down to the beach?” Nicky called from her room to Ana who was laying on her soft white bed after they had settled in. 

“Of course, we are,” Ana called back and jumped from her bed to find her light blue bikini she had bought for their trip. When she came from her room her sister appeared from her bedroom, already dressed in her black bikini, with a loosely fitted crocheted-mini dress pulled over it and black flip-flops on her feet. Nicki’s hair was loosely hanging over her shoulders. She already looked tanned as a result of her darker skin tone. Ana looked appreciatively at her twin and then questioned her clothing choice as she looked down at the solid-coloured blue summer dress she had on over her bikini, while she noticed how pale she looked in comparison to her sister. 

“No man Nicky! You look tanned and I look like a ghost!” She exclaimed and they burst out laughing. 

“Go put on something better!” Nicky reprimanded her sister for covering up as much as she did. 

“We are not going to church, show a bit of skin. We are in Jamaica after all,” she said teasingly. “Or wait, maybe you should cover up those white legs of yours,” while laughing, “You might hurt my eyes.” 

“Stop it!” Ana teasingly scolded back and disappeared to find a floral sheer caftan to throw over her bikini. 

The girls made their way to the ground floor and exited the hotel at the pool area. The pool area was beautifully laid out with three huge square shaped pools, staggered in such a way that it looked like steps leading to the beach just behind it. The area was enormous, with tanning areas and pergolas situated in between tall palm trees. It was late afternoon and most of the guests they passed was of European origin, which they gathered from the foreign languages they heard them speak on their way out. The pool area was populated by vacationers lounging on daybeds and sipping on cocktails, while some were lazily wading in the pools and some were floating through the water. Life seemed to take on a slow pace as the guests were walking slowly, moving slowly, swimming slowly, all as if in a dreamy state. Even the sun seemed to lazily shine down on the people below. 

“This is beautiful,” Ana said to her sister as they started walking towards the pools to inspect the water.

While they walked on the cream-coloured pathways Nicky realised something strange. “Ana, there are no children here!” She said softly, puzzled by the phenomenon since she was used to children overcrowding the swimming pools in Durban, where they took their yearly December vacations in South Africa. 

Ana looked around now also in search of a child, but she too did not see any children in the whole area. 

“Oh my God! You are right!” She said just as surprised by the lack of children. 

“How strange?” Nicky frowned at her sister and then turned her attention to the water as they reached the first pool. Both girls stuck their toes into the water to feel the temperature. The water was sparklingly transparent and as they did so, both girls were amazed by the feel on their skin. The water was not cold at all, it was cool, but nearly too warm to really cool one down on a hot day. Since it was late afternoon, the temperature fell enough that the water nearly felt like an extension of the light warmth of the temperature outside of the pool. 

“Let’s swim,” Nicky suggested, but Ana was still taking in her surroundings. 

“No, let’s first go see what the beach looks like,” she suggested. 

“Okay,” Nicky replied excitedly, suddenly reminded that there was more to see. 

The girls continued to pass the pools to where the pathways ended and the beach started. Their feet struck the soft white sand together and they were both in awe of the sight in front of them. The beach stretched a few miles to both sides, from where they stood in the centre of the beach. This particular beach was framed by grey rocky slopes with thick foliage, consisting of palm trees and shrubs, on both sides of the beach affording shelter to the beachgoers from outsiders. To their right, there was a jetty that extended far into the shallow waters and into deeper waters where yachts were moored. The yachts moved with the water as they patiently waited for their wealthy owners. Amongst the vessels were the hotel’s yacht, called the Amoy. 

The hotel’s yacht was a 1983 model, 70ft, motor yacht power boat. It was a vintage yacht in pristine condition. The yacht was white with sharper lines than the other yachts around it. With its aluminium railings, blue tinted windows, wooden trim with a royal blue painted border just beneath the railings of the deck, and a royal blue painted hull it looked like a distinguished gentleman amongst young men trying to outshine one another. It was beautiful and floated proudly in between the more modern, slick and rounded lines of the newer model yachts. 

“Look at that one!” Ana pointed out when she spotted the Amoy. She had been drawn to vintage worldly things as it leant a feel of deeper meaning, experience, stories, memories, knowledge and quality. The modern boats were indeed stunning, shiny and smooth, but there was something about the art, effort, time and respect it took to make the older things in life that intrigued her and she had a deep understanding and sense of value for the artistry it would have taken to produce such a master piece. The modern yachts were produced with new technology that made their birthing easier and took away from the art of handcrafted boats. 

“Oh no!” Nicky yelped in a squeak and the quickly covered her mouth as not to attract any attention to her impulsive outburst. 

“What? What is wrong?” Ana asked worriedly while she turned to her sister to see what was wrong, worried that she may have hurt herself. Ana pulled at her sister’s hand that was covering her mouth to get her sister to talk, while Nicky just continued to look into the distance at something, in shock. Ana turned her gaze to the point of Nicky’s gaze, while Nicky let Ana pull her hand to her side. 

“Oh-my-God!” Ana said, dragging it out in disbelief, when she saw what shocked her sister so much. 

“What the hell!” Nicky said softly as she turned to Ana. There, in front of the twins, a man was coming out of the water. The older man was completely naked. He was probably in his mid-forties, well-built, with licks of grey hair running along the sides of his head and he slowly pushed his hands through his hair to rid it of the water it contained. He was oblivious of the girls or any of the other people walking on the beach and nobody seemed to care. 

“Don’t look!” Ana said, shocked, while the girls kept on staring at the naked body. They couldn’t help but look at all of him, even the parts they weren’t supposed to look at. 

Where they came from, even wearing skimpy clothes was frowned upon. 

“We shouldn’t look!” Nicky tried to convince them both to look away, but they just couldn’t and only when he came close enough to them, to where his towel lay waiting for him, did they snap out of their trance. They turned to each other as he started drying himself off. For a moment, they were silent and then they started giggling like two teenagers. 

“What the hell?” Ana asked her sister. “Do you think it is acceptable to walk around naked here?” As if Nicky should know. Nicky shrugged her shoulders. 

“How should I know?” She asked in a fit of giggles. They burst out laughing and then looked around to scan their surroundings. They started noticing bodies of all shapes and sizes in different stages of undress. Women with breasts freely dangling in the soft sun, men with and without bathing shorts or speedos, women completely naked and some with the tiniest bikini bottoms on, that seemed to disappear into the crevasses they were taught were a taboo to show. At that stage, they had never seen someone wearing a thong in public before and more than everything they noticed there were no children. They were probably the youngest on the beach at that specific time. Both girls felt like naughty children as they realised something was not kosher at this hotel, or to them anyway. 

“What do we do?” Ana asked since, for the first time in her life, she really did not know how to respond to the sight in front of them. 

“Let’s go back to the pool area,” Nicky suggested as she too was unsure of their next course of action and they both turned around and started walking wide eyed, in silence, to the pool area where the people were covered up enough not to make them feel uncomfortable. 

They found a pergola with a seating area that was open and they both took a seat. Both of them sat up straight on the edge of the huge cane chairs underneath the pergola and just stared at each other, trying to figure out where they had ended up. This was a huge culture shock to them. They had heard stories of overseas beaches where woman went bear breasted, but they were not prepared for what they saw today. In South Africa, there was only one place that they knew of where people walked openly naked, but the press it got was that of condemnation. This mysterious place was the nudist resort, Beau’s Valley, owned by Beau Brummel. It was opened in 1960 on a private farm in Warm Bath, Johannesburg. They recalled what their parents’ response was when Beau and his nudist resort were in the news and their reaction was of utmost disgust and judgmental distaste. 

“Do you think Dad knows where he had booked us into?” Ana asked Nicky. 

“I seriously do not know, Ana,” Nicky said, but knowing full well their father would never have let them come if he had known that the people had no problem walking around without clothes. 

Before they could continue their conversation, a waiter appeared at their pergola. 

“Good day ladies, can I get you anything?” He asked politely. 

Both girls looked at him and before Ana could answer, Nicky answered; “Yes please. I would like a double brandy and coke.” Ana stared at her sister with a shocked look on her face, as she knew this was not a sophisticated drink, but was rather a drink choice of students and did not seem appropriate for their surroundings. 

Nicky could immediately sense what her sister was thinking and snapped at her, “What? I need a drink.” 

Ana knew from experience to stay quiet and decided instantaneously that a drink, any drink for that matter, might just be the proper response to this unexpected situation. “Oh, what the hell, I will take the same,” Ana said. 

The waiter smiled and nodded while he turned to fetch their order. As he disappeared Nicky was first to speak. 

“Ok, so what are we going to do?” Not exactly sure what she meant Ana thought of the first person she could that would be able to help them. 

“Aah, I know. We can ask Anthony what type of hotel this is and if it is a funny place, we can ask him to help us.” Nicky pulled her lips tight as she thought about the suggestion. 

“Yes, maybe we should ask him what is going on first and then decide what to do. Maybe it is only on the beach where people were naked. There should be other beached where they wear clothes. Let’s find out first before we do anything. It seems like the people in the hotel area are covered up.” Ana nodded as her sister spoke. Just then the waiter appeared again, as if out of nowhere and they paused as he handed them their drinks. 

“Thank you,” Ana said politely. 

“Do we pay now?” Nicky asked, uneducated in the payment mechanics and the waiter showed them a gesture with his hand while saying “No Miss Manning. Everything is placed on your tab as per mister Manning’s instruction.” Both girls looked at the waiter as he walked away in awe.

“How?” Ana asked more to herself than directed at Nicky. 

“I really do not know,” Nicky said, just as surprised by the fact that the waiter knew who they were. Ana picked up her drink and took a big sip and Nicky did the same. 

“OK, let’s just enjoy our drinks and enjoy the pool area. We can find Anthony later and sort this out,” Ana suggested as she took another big sip of her drink. 

“Yes, let’s do that,” Nicky agreed and took two big gulps of the fluid in her glass. 

While they sat there nursing their drinks, the girls started to relax and then slowly, they slumped into more comfortable positions in their chairs, while falling into conversation about how beautiful the hotel was, as well as the pool area and the rest of the hotel. They excitedly spoke about all they still needed to explore. People came and went around them and before their drinks were finished, the waiter appeared again. 

“Ladies,” he said as he placed new drinks in front of them, “I thought you would like another round?” 

“Oh, yes thank you,” they said simultaneously and took their drinks from him and then he disappeared again. It was as if he was watching them and knew what they needed, without them even realising. 

After their second drink, they were already bantering about what they saw and laughing at some of the cringeworthy sights. Somehow the shock wasn’t as intense anymore and somehow, they now found it very comical. The sun was slowly setting and their surroundings started transforming its hue into a pinkish lit surrounding, with the sky dipped in colours ranging from creamy yellow to darker shades of pink. 

The pool area was starting to empty of bodies and before the light disappeared, the pool lights came on as well and the small lights, underneath the trees, lit up the whole area into a magical oasis. By this time both girls had forgotten all about the shock of the bare bodies on the beach, as the alcohol rendered their bodies and minds into a relaxed state. 

“Let’s go for a swim,” Ana suggested, as she was by now feeling tipsy from the drinks they had consumed. Together, as if on cue, they took off their respective coverings and dove into the soft cool and soothing depths of the water and as their heads came up out of the water, the waiter was waiting for them at the edge of the pool. The two swam closer since they realised, from his body language, he wanted to say something to them. 

“Yes?” Ana asked as they hung onto the side of the pool with water dripping from their faces. 

“Miss Manning, before I get you anything else, would you like to have some dinner? I have a few options for you. We have quite a few restaurants to...” he managed before he was interrupted. 

“Uhm,” Nicky interrupted him, “I don’t want to get dressed to go to a restaurant,” she complained. “But I am hungry,” she continued. 

“Would you like to dine at the pool?” The waiter asked politely. 

“Can we?” Nicky asked excitedly. 

“Uhm, I am sure we can organise something for you. What would you like?” The waiter spoke patiently. 

“I don’t know, I am just hungry,” Nicky stated bluntly in her intoxicated state and swam away before popping up from the water and shouting to Ana, “You decide!” 

“I am sorry, what is your name?” Ana asked as she realised this poor soul had been running around for them the past few hours and they had not once even given him the time of day. 

“Oh, I am Dajuan,” he said apologetically, as if he was the one being rude for not introducing himself and for the first time Ana studied the young man in front of her. “Oh, that is a beautiful name, Dajuan. Am I pronouncing it correctly?” She asked kindly. 

“Yes, Miss Manning,” he spoke endearingly as he smiled at her. 

“How do you know who we are?” She asked, puzzled. 

“Oh, I apologise Miss Manning, but Mr Anthony said I should look after you and your sister as this is a very special trip.” Ana looked at him and smiled while she felt very special for having a waiter assigned to fulfil their every whim. He was tall and slim with an open honest face and she could sense he was a little shy. Ana studied his face and pondered if he was really shy, or rather just young and new at his job. She could not decide. His round huge eyes made him look gentle and innocent and his manner was kind and softspoken, although he looked proud and strong at the same time. 

“What does your name mean, Dajuan?” She asked, taking care to pronounce it correctly and trying to use it again to let the sound of it stay in her memory, so that she could use it when she spoke to him. 

He gave her an amused smile as he spoke down at her, while his whole demeanour relaxed. “It means God is gracious.” 

“And?” Ana took a pause. “Has He been gracious?” She asked teasingly. He gave a grunt as he tried to hold back his laughter, because he was caught off guard by her unexpected question and her playful teasing. 

“Yes, Miss Manning, yes He has been very gracious,” he replied as he smiled and to avoid her catching him off-guard again continued, “So what can I get you for dinner? We have a wide variety of restaurants here and all types of cuisine.” 

“Can we get hamburgers?” Nicky called from the other side of the pool. “I am hungry!” 

“Would you like that?” Dajuan directed his question to Ana in front of him. 

“Yes please, that sounds perfect.” Dajuan took their order and walked away, while the girls continued to wade in the water. The girls watched him as he walked past the last pool close to the beach. The Lucea was the bar where he brought their drinks from. The thatched roof stood on white pillars and it had a small thatched roofed building connected to it. The bar area extended into the pool and was sunken into the pool right in front of the beach. The girls watched as Dejuan walked to another blue building on the beachfront where the personnel were busy cleaning up for closing. This building was named the Beach Grill and they realised that this was a grill-bar for the guests who got hungry during the day while they enjoyed the beach. Here they served hamburgers, hotdogs, salads and pastas during the day. The girls noticed that Dajuan spoke to one of the personnel and from their body language gauged that the girl was not impressed with him for bringing an order, while they were getting ready to close up for the day, but she eventually threw down her towel and started preparing food for the girls. 

Dajuan stood at the restaurant while making small talk with the girl, as if he was trying to compensate for the inconvenience. By now the two girls were both hanging onto the edge of the pool, watching the scene in front of them in amusement. It was too far to hear anything, but they could clearly understand what was taking place. 

“He is kind of sweet,” Nicky smiled at her sister. 

“Shame, I hope he doesn’t get into trouble,” she continued and then both girls turned their intentions to the darkness of the night sky which was slowly pulling over them and when Dajuan returned with their food, they made an effort to let him know how much they appreciated his efforts. They then continued to eat alongside the pool. 

After they had eaten their dinner, the girls walked back to their hotel suite, as they were tired out by all of the excitement of the day. They were both ready to soak in warm baths and settle in for the night. They had sobered up by then and after they had bathed and dressed into the silk pyjamas their mother had bought them for the trip, they both met each other in the lounge area of their suite, where they made tea, as this was custom for them before bedtime. 

The balcony sliding door was still open and a soft breeze gave some relief from the heat. Nicky went onto the balcony as she had heard music coming from somewhere outside and wanted to investigate. Ana followed, her onto the balcony and stood right next to her sister, pushing her body against her sister’s, in a companionate gesture, and then she moved away only slightly to give her sister room to drink her tea comfortably. 

“I wonder where the music is coming from?” Nicky said. 

“Seems like they have bars here,” Ana said lazily, as she was too tired to really worry about what this magical place had to offer. 

“We can figure everything out tomorrow.” 

“About tomorrow,” Nicky said, while turning to her sister, who had also turned to face Nicky, while still leaning against the railing of the balcony, “Are we going to tell Dad about the beach? I don’t think he knows that this is a beach where clothes are optional.” 

“I don’t know, what do you think?” Ana said carefully, as she did not know what her sister wanted to do and also did not want to let up that she was actually fine with people walking around as they felt comfortable, just in case her sister felt they should rather tell their dad. 

“I really like it here, so I don’t know,” Nicky said as she pondered
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