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Dedication

 


For everyone out
there who loves a 'love story'. For those of you who don't, laters
haters, this ain't for you ha!

 


My 'goatesses' - you humour me through procrastination, and
make me LOL when I'm trying to 'adult' XOXO

 



Chapter
One

 


“So, what do I call
them? Is it Lord and Lady?” 

“No, why the hell
would it be?” 

“I don’t know. They
are a Lord and Lady.” 

“Well that's just,
‘up their own asses,’ pretentiousness in itself!” the check in
agent slammed.

“What then?” her
colleague whispered, noticing the family head towards them.
“They're coming back now,” she snapped through clenched teeth,
noticing her colleague bend her head down lower.

“Why? Why do
you need to call them anything? Thank you, sir. Have a good
day, sir. Here are your family’s seats,
SIR.”

“Of course,”
she whispered. “Hi sir, all sorted now?” the check-in agent said
with her very best ‘please don't bark at me for not calling
you your highness, or your lordship, or something.’

“Yes, I trust the
seating is correct for all seven of us?” He eyed
cautiously. 

“Why of course, sir.”
She smiled through gritted teeth at the difficulty of the
family.

 


*

 


“Madam, champagne,
kir royale, or mimosa?”

Elizabeth looked up to the
beautifully preened, and evidently gay air steward.
“Hmm....” 

“Darling, your father
has ensured we have some Moët, so you may as well just have
champagne. At least we know it's semi admissible,” her
mother insisted, throwing a darting glare to the young
man.

“Champagne, please.”
Elizabeth gave in defeatedly with a small grimace at the manner at
which her mother acknowledged people.

“Of course, madam.”
He addressed her with a sense of civility and despondency before
offering a conventional, ever-faint sadness in his eyes that
Lizzie had witnessed her entire life.

 


*

 


“We're going up to
the bar, Libs. Are you joining us?” 

“Hmm, no thank you.
Just in the middle of some research.” She smiled curtly to her
siblings and their respective partners. 

Elizabeth, or Lizzie, as
she preferred, reminisced back to the summer’s day in her teenage
years where she’d started to feel a distance forming between her
family, and chose to take control. Finding the strength, she
decided to take ownership of her life and act. She’d advise them
that from that day forward she’d be referred to as Lizzie. She
recalled the day, striding confidently through the grounds, her
confidence and strength growing insurmountable the closer she got
to her parent’s study. Not that it was really a study, it was more
of an... an adults room. The place that Elizabeth, Vivian, and
Annabella were never allowed. She recalled getting there, the fear
as she knocked. The strength was all but lost at the prospect of
demanding a family meeting to take her life back. Take control.
Her choice, her name, her life... she thought, remembering
the day she realized she wasn’t anything like her family. Nor
did she wish to be.

“Oh, do come, Libby.
What are you going to do instead? We're on holiday; you need to
relax at some point,” Vivian said.

“I know, but we have
a long journey and I don't want to dehydrate myself,” she murmured,
looking up and noticing eyes on her. “I will finish this last part
and then join you,” she said defeatedly. 

“Don't work too hard,
Libs; we’re on holiday after all,” Ollie called back to her,
ushering his wife upstairs to the bar area of the
aircraft. 

“She's just like her
father, aren't you sweetie?” her father said, placing his hand on
her shoulder. “Nothing wrong with pushing yourself to get the best
life for you and your family,” he bellowed proudly.

Yes, a family I'll never have
because I work so damn hard, she thought, watching her family
disappear. 

“Want another?” a
whisper came from behind her, and Lizzie turned to see the crew
attendant smiling softly. 

“I'd love a coffee,
if that's at all possible.” She smiled.

“Of course,” he said,
taking the champagne flute from her table.

“Actually...” She
grabbed his wrist before he could get it. “You should probably
leave that.” She smiled sadly. “I will... hmm, I'll have some more
soon.” She sighed, deciding not to tell him it’d be more difficult
than it was worth, not having the evidence of Moët for her family
to see.

“Yes, of course. I'll
get your coffee ASAP for you.” He smiled, rushing off out of
sight.

Lizzie put down the medical
journal, feeling a sense of relief at the information she’d
retrieved. She'd email her medical director when she landed to
tender the information. She grabbed her purse from her bag and
pushed herself to join her family on the upper
level. 

 


*

 


“Oh, you made it,
darling. What would you like? Moet?” her mother said, more as a
statement than a question. Elizabeth smiled slightly, and sat
in the seat her brother in law, Hugo offered her.

“Cute purse, very
last season though,” Annabella said to her sister. 

Lizzie smiled slightly, sipping
the champagne the attendant passed her, choosing to ignore the
comment. Lizzie almost always chose not to react to anything her
family said. She was different, always had been. Annabella and
Vivian didn't work. They were both like their parents—very
aristocratic—whereas, Lizzie was not. Her father’s career as a
chief surgeon, then up to medical CEO, meant that his first born
would follow in his footsteps. Lizzie’s place at Oxford was
guaranteed prior to her mother having even reached her third
trimester. Of course Lizzie was set on her way for a career in
medicine. Her father was on the board, he contributed economically
and now, despite no longer practicing, he was still heavily
invested in it. Unlike her sisters, Lizzie was happy to work. She
didn't have any issue working hard and had zero interest in
becoming a socialite. Or a kept woman. Bella and Vivvi had
grown up with and like their mother. It was ever so cliché, but
they spent every weekend at the golf club—each woman sporting the
newest fashion trend—or in their New York penthouse, rubbing
shoulders with “anybody who was anybody.” Weeks were spent on
yachts in St. Tropez and Cannes, at annual film festivals, and of
course, bi-annually, their sojourn to Milan. Fashion week was a
necessity in vying for the notoriety the family name imparted upon
them. Unlike Bella, Vivvi, and their mother, Lizzie spent her
weekends studying to ensure that she was top of her class. That,
the family name, and her father’s status, which had afforded her
place at Oxford, were never called into question.

Elizabeth was chosen specifically
to attend a placement residency at Harvard and offered prime posts
all over the world. It had nothing to do with letting the
Barrington name down; it was the opportunity of deviating from her
family with the least amount of bother from them. And it worked.
She’d spent time in the states at school, as well as 18 months in
Singapore as a medical trainer, and she was certain she would do it
again. 

Elizabeth didn't doubt that her
family liked her, or even loved her. That had never been disputed,
but her father felt no shame in highlighting the favoritism he gave
to his eldest child. Much to her dismay, she knew it was solely
based on her medical career. Her mother on the other hand, like her
father, was born into money and ascendancy with no desire or
intention to work. Her job, as with her sisters, was merely
an aristocrat. It was to be seen at the established events
and, well, not much else truth be known. Their nine bedroom home
was managed with varying personnel and that allowed the women to
concentrate on other things. 

“Darling!” her mother
snapped. “Please listen when I talk to you. It's ever so ungraceful
when you don’t.” 

“Sorry, Mother, I was
just enjoying the Moët.” She smiled widely, knowing her mother
would not notice the sarcasm. “I managed to bring some pink Dom
also.” She smiled.

“Oh, wonderful.
Hopefully, the flight hasn’t impacted the fizz. Anyway, darling, I
was just asking if you could attend fashion week this autumn? You
really do need to come, it's such fun,” she said
expectantly. 

Lizzie knew it was a while off
yet, and couldn't deal with her mother’s austere ways, certainly
not at the beginning of a two week vacation. It was best while
contained with the family that she just go along with it. “Mother,
I told you. I’ve booked the time off, so unless anything untoward
happens, I’ll be there. It's been a while and—” 

“—and you could most
definitely use a little inspiration and... updating,” Bella said
simply, pointing her finger up and down Lizzie’s body.

“Well, this is true,”
she responded softly, trying to defy her eyes which desperately
wanted to check the outfit she’d specifically researched. Her
low-cut Stella McCartney white jeans and off the shoulder silk
Chloe vest were even featured in a magazine last
week. 

“Well, that's because
our beautiful big sister here doesn't have the time to keep up to
date with us fashionistas with all the work she does,” Vivvi said,
in what Elizabeth knew to be a compliment. 

Elizabeth smiled slightly,
knowing that Vivvi was trying to be diplomatic, but like the rest
of her family, even a compliment, which was rarely given, was
something you could call into question. Yes, she was the outcast in
her family, and even at 34 years old that recognition was becoming
more prominent with each family event. Had it not been for the fact
that Lizzie, like Vivvi and Bella, had inherited her father’s slim,
tall frame, and green eyes, and their mother’s dirty blonde
hair, you might’ve assumed that she was switched at birth.
Unfortunately, Bella, the youngest of the sisters—and to her
absolute dismay—was virtually identical to Elizabeth. Many a time
had the siblings been asked if they were twins, allowing Lizzie
some satisfaction in her life. 


Chapter
Two

 


“Excuse me... excuse
me!” Lizzie heard a shrill from behind her, refusing to look back
at her mother. She had literally, only moments earlier, been
thinking about how their flight to Miami was far less cumbersome
than she’d anticipated. “Darling, when you pay over 100,000 pounds
for a holiday, you do not need to pull your own cases,” her mother
said. Lizzie squirmed, knowing already that the look and acts of
disgust on her mother’s face would make her family the talk of the
airport. And not in the way most of them had
hoped. 

Elizabeth upped her pace.
Partially, so nobody could affix her to her family, and so she
could escape the embarrassment. Her mother admonished people as
though they were her personal “workers.”

Lizzie stepped onto the
air-conditioned bus, taking the ice-cold water from the straight
faced dreadlocked man before her. She thanked him for his
assistance as she maneuvered herself to the back. Wanting to put
her ear buds in for the journey, she considered her options,
knowing full well it would generate further affliction. Opting for
the quiet life, she discreetly seated herself out of the way. The
journey wouldn’t be too long, and then the countdown until the two
week holiday was over could commence! 

 


*

 


Elizabeth removed herself from
the bus, noticing the long, wooden walkway to their yacht—the
private charter for their annual family holiday, and home for the
upcoming two weeks. The situation wasn't new for her. Year after
year, they “holiday-ed” on a private charter around the Caribbean
and would ordinarily spend enough money on the charter that, if
needed, it could house at least five individual families. Lizzie
walked toward her luggage, but her mother’s glare stopped her in
her tracks. She turned to face the wooden walkway out to their
yacht. A couple of men rushed past her and assisted the driver with
the luggage as a tall, dark, salt and pepper haired man walked
towards them. He was confident in his stride, clearly the crew
manager of their yacht. 

“Lord and Lady
Barrington, welcome to Miami and your home for the next two weeks.”
He stopped, pointing to the 250-ft. luxury yacht. “It really is a
pleasure to have you and your beautiful family aboard. I'm Jose
Luis, and I'll be your crew manager for your
vacation...”

Lizzie tuned out his words in
favor of his strong, Latino accent. Eventually, Lizzie sloped off
from Jose Luis’s introductions and directed her attention to two,
young men and a woman counting their cases. She wasn’t sure why
they counted the cases, but she continued to watch the men jump up
and down like spoiled children, the dreadlocked driver hiding his
head in his hands, and shaking it heavily. The only woman with them
grinned, holding her hand out and taking money for what Lizzie
could only assume was some form of bet.

“Elizabeth, would you
please pay attention? I'm not spending two weeks with you drifting
in and out of attention!” her mother snapped. Coming back to the
here and now, Elizabeth stood up straight, following her family and
Jose Luis toward the boat. 

As they got closer, Lizzie could
see some of the crew standing in a straight line, ready to welcome
her family. The crew—in their trademark, pristine uniform of beige
chino shorts and navy polo neatly tucked in, each sporting
identical, tan boat shoes—were elegantly put together. It was a
perfect pairing for the undeniable elegance and expense of the
Iconica yacht before them. 

Jose Luis said something in
Spanish to his crew, and the young men gathered the luggage, moving
aside to follow the family aboard. ”We have a full team of 16
crew members serving you and your family. This is my second in
command, Darcie,” he said, pointing to the woman to his
left. 

Darcie must have been around
Elizabeth’s height. Maybe 5'9 or 5'10. Her honey blonde hair looked
a little longer than shoulder length, but it was difficult to tell
in the high ponytail she’d currently pulled it back into. She was
deeply tanned, as the deck crew always were, and it left her
hairline completely white with beautiful light shades, resembling
highlights, throughout. Elizabeth looked down to Darcie’s leg,
cringing at the prospect of her mother’s disapproval upon seeing
the deep turquoise color artwork around Darcie’s left ankle and
calf. She knew her mother would have some comment or other to
make about the Rastafarian man and tattooed woman. Lizzie
noticed the sunglasses the woman wore were pointed towards her. She
said something in Spanish to Jose Luis, and then left without a
second glance. She was Spanish, but she didn't look Spanish.
What did Spanish look like? she thought. Dark... tall, dark,
and handsome, like Jose Luis. Maybe he was her father.
Although, she hadn't seen her eyes or crow lines, if she had
any; she’d been hiding them behind the glasses. Elizabeth thought
she was likely around 30. She loved her Spanish accent; it sounded
so beautiful. It literally fell from her lips like the most
beautiful opera singer. It was like the perfect
music.

“So, there is a…
there is three master bedrooms, but all the rooms have en suite...”
He paused, interrupted by Annabella.

“We will need the
masters. Libby doesn’t need a master as she has nobody to share
with,” she said harshly. Jose Luis looked back at the lone woman,
giving her a slight smile and shoulder shrug to
match. 

“Okay then. Si,
perfecto.” These were the very few words she knew in Spanish. Why
had she never learned this language? It was beautiful, and
pretty sexy.

Jose Luis spoke in Spanish and
Lizzie watched the young men scatter off with their cases. Jose
Luis directed each of them to their rooms before being left solely
with Elizabeth. “Last by no least.” He smiled and unlocked the door
for her. “Lady Barrington, I no say, but though this is not master,
this is only room with private balconette.” He smiled to her softly
in his broken English. 

“Thank you, Jose
Luis,” she said shyly. “And please, call me Libby,” she added
softly. “That’s what all my family call me.” She smiled.

“Of course, madam.
You need anything, you call us on the telephone,” he replied and
left the room for her to get settled. 


Chapter
Three

 


Lizzie looked at the time,
knowing she had to make a move, and felt rubbish at the façade
she’d have to put on of the perfect family, the pretence of them
over dinner each night. On the plus side, the sooner she got ready,
the closer she was to another day down of vacation and ending this
horrible nightmare. She looked at herself with complete uncertainty
once again as she assessed her light grey linen pants and lemon
Stella McCartney vest. 

Making her way downstairs, she
walked out to the pool and jacuzzi area, captivated by the
breath-taking sunset. She was always taken aback by the beautiful
scenes when she came on these holidays, hoping someday she could
share it with someone special.

 


*

 


Lizzie was the last to arrive at
the outdoor seating area. It was stunning. A 14-seater marble table
on the outer deck with LED lights surrounding it. The view was
picturesque. A simple black backdrop with the most incredible white
moon and the faintest palm tree shadows in the
distance. 

“Darling, we've been
waiting for you,” her mother said disparagingly. 

“Sorry, Mother.” It
was all she could muster up as she distantly regarded the beautiful
scene that no one else appeared to notice.

 


*

 


Darcie noticed the beautiful
woman the moment they arrived. Her exceptional “togetherness,” her
long legs, the beautiful, long, golden locks perfectly assembled in
slight waves, like she'd spent a million dollars having it styled.
What she hadn't reckoned was that someone could look so sad. She
saw her look of disgust after noticing her tattoo earlier, knowing
full well that she questioned how and why a company like hers would
allow not only a crew member, but a deputy, with full visible
art. 

Darcie had met women like Libby
before. Like her? Sheesh, even like her sisters and mother. They
loved a bit of “rough stuff.” To them, Darcie was the typical
low-class lesbian that they all wanted to have a little
“experiment” with. Not that the one she assumed to be the youngest
daughter of the Barrington family had showed such interest. In
fact, she was disgusted with the artwork on her leg earlier today,
but she could easily see… Hmm, what was her name again?
Arabella? No, Annabella. She could see from the way
Annabella eyed her that she would totally be up for
it. 

Darcie had done the job for 10
years now; she knew when someone was interested. She spent all day,
every day, and all week, every week with beautiful and perfectly
preened millionaires. They flirted in and out and offered the
world, unaware of her own financial circumstances. Immediately, she
noticed that at the first moment Lady Annabella Barrington’s
husband was out of the way, she’d be all over Darcie like a fly to
poop! 

 


*

 


“Darling, is the food
not acceptable?” her mother inquired, noticing the immediate
attention of the staff around them, which left Lizzie feeling
incredibly embarrassed and awkward. 

“Yes, Mother, I just
feel.... I just feel somewhat sickly after the flight today,” she
said glumly, pushing her food around the plate. They had lobster
thermidor, not unusual for the first night’s dinner. Elegant, upper
class, and more importantly, statement making.

“Well, it could be
jet lag,” her father stepped in. “Maybe you should go to bed and
start afresh tomorrow?”

“Darling, she's
barely spent any time with the family,” her mother put to
him. 

“Yes, dear, I know.
But it's no good if she is too tired. She may as well get an early
night this evening and then she will be on form for the remainder
of the two weeks,” he said. 

“Mother, Father,” she
addressed. “I'm fine, I'll be perfectly well—”

“No, your father’s
correct, you need to go to bed now, and you'll feel significantly
improved tomorrow,” she confirmed, returning to her
meal. 

Lizzie knew not to try and
question the decision her parents made, and instead opted to do as
she’d been told and go to bed. As a plus, it was one day of this
dastardly holiday out of the way. She stood from her place at
the table. “Yes, of course, good night. I shall see you all in the
morning.” She smiled slightly, feeling the glare of the Rasta man,
Jose Luis, and the blonde woman, all of whom hurriedly busied
themselves after she caught their eyes. 

 


*

 


Darcie had never before
experienced anything like this evening. The woman must’ve been
around 28, 29. Being told to go to bed at 8 pm? Sheesh, this was
gonna be a long ass two weeks. The woman had barely touched her
food, literally just moving it about on the dish, but that didn't
mean she should’ve been sent to bed hungry. She couldn't seem to
get the scenario out of her mind. 

 


*

 


Elizabeth felt mortified the crew
had witnessed that debacle. More so, that the beautiful blonde had
seen it. Jesus, 34 years old and being sent to bed with
no dinner? She felt disgraced. Lizzie got up and locked the
door to her room. She removed the hidden case under her bed and
checked the door before opening it slightly. She rummaged around
within it and pulled out a galaxy ripple chocolate bar and a pack
of cheese and onion crisps. She quickly locked it, hid it back
under the bed, and made her way over to the balcony. God, she
could murder a Costa right now. She opened the door and
immediately felt humidity and sea air hit her. She was tremendously
impressed with the balcony, which she’d only just found time to
investigate thus far. It was large, slightly rounded with the curve
of the boat, and housed a rattan sun lounger and a table with two
chairs over at the far end. She moved toward the table and chairs
and sat down, taking in the cool sea air. Lizzie opened the
chocolate bar, hearing the grumbles of her tummy as she stood and
took in the surroundings. The boat was beautifully lit and she
could hear the laughter of her family from the open plan dining
area at the back of the boat. There were spotlights all the way
around the base of the boat which beautifully illuminated it,
giving prominence to the specifically highlighted individual
turquoise waters hidden by the mysteriously dark waters. Lizzie
happily sighed, taking another bite of her bar. She noticed the
room to her right, and more importantly, the woman and man who sat
looking up at her. It must have been a crew room of some form as
she'd recognized Jose Luis and the blonde. What was her name
again? It was unusually elegant, she thought, trying to
recall the name tag. Darcie, that was it. Spanish Darcie.
Who’d just seen her eating a chocolate bar. A 34-year-old woman
being sent to bed without dinner and eating a chocolate bar
instead. She felt humiliated once more. Elizabeth threw the crisps
onto the side table as she switched off the balcony light and
returned to her room, no longer feeling it necessary to enjoy the
tranquillity of her private balcony. 


Chapter
Four

 


Lizzie turned, wondering if that
was a light knock she’d heard at the door. It was so faint, she
questioned if she’d heard it at all. She listened quietly at the
door, hearing no sounds at all. Carefully unlocking it, she pulled
it ajar ever so slightly, and noticed a silver platter tray on the
floor. She checked the area and didn’t see anybody around. Taking
the tray back inside, she lifted the lid, and saw a freshly made
ham and cheese baguette, coffee with milk, a bottle of sparkling
water, and a note. A note? She opened the paper.

 


Something more
substantial than candy.



She re-read the words again.
Candy? Her family would never use that terminology. More
importantly, her family wouldn't give her a second thought.
They were all far too self-obsessed to think of anyone but
themselves. 

She stopped, stroking the note
softly. Was it Darcie? She saw her eating her ripple. Could it
have been her? She smiled inwardly. “Don't be so ridiculous,”
she said aloud. The woman was Spanish, well, Latino of some form.
She could be Mexican, Argentinian, Puerto Rican, Portuguese—any
number of things. God, she wished she knew how to speak Spanish.
“Stop it.” She grimaced at the thoughts in her head. She was acting
like a child. Of course it hadn’t been her and if it was her, it
wouldn't have been of her own accord. It was likely Jose Luis,
who’d also seen her, and probably asked one of the young men to do
it. 

Though just a tiny part of her
would hold onto the fact that it was Darcie. It was stupid, and she
of course knew fine well it was, but truth be known, this was how
she got through her family holidays. Had for years. Someone within
the staff would catch her eye and with that, she'd spend her time
fantasizing. No—that was a bit weird—daydreaming that
something could develop. Not necessarily romantically. Okay,
well, quite often it would be romantically, but most certainly on a
friendship level. Someone who could whisk her away from the
nightmare that she was confined to each year. 

Nothing ever happened, obviously.
These people were light years away from her family, and when your
family constantly illustrates that, making it all the clearer that
everyone else is classes below, it's hardly surprising that they
avoid her at all costs. Albeit, that wasn't strictly true. Over the
years, she’d seen looks between staff and Annabella. There was one
year she was convinced that she'd seen a look between a woman and
her, but she talked herself out of it. Obviously, there was no way
it was true. But ultimately, year after year, this was how she got
through the annual family holiday, and this year would be no
different.


Chapter
Five

 


Lizzie checked her phone, trying
to adjust her eyes as she slowly came around. 5:40 am. The time
difference usually played havoc the first few days. For her though,
this was her favorite time. Family breakfast was at eight am, which
meant that before her family got up, she could spend some time
alone. 

She took a quick shower and got
into her Chloe bikini, which was also no doubt, so “last season.”
If it was up to her, she'd happily just wear one from Next, but god
forbid she arrived without having gone to Harrods for the latest
designer beachwear. She grabbed her phone and wrapped the sarong
around herself as she made her way down to the lobby.

 


*

 


Lizzie found a coffee machine and
switched it on as she went outside and opened up one of the towels.
She placed it over a sun lounger by the pool and appreciated dawn.
It wasn't fully light yet, but the yacht softly swayed, and she
pulled the chair in the direction of the sun slowly starting to
peek through. 

She made her way back into the
kitchen, surprised to see Jose Luis at the coffee maker filling the
cup and the room with the strong aroma. ”Oh, good morning. I
hope I didn't wake you,” she said, concerned for the gentleman
before her. 

“Not of course. How
you take it?” Jose Luis asked. 

“It’s fine, I can do
it,” she offered. 

“No, it's fine. Cream
and sugar?” he said in his deep Spanish accent.

“Erm, just milk
please.” She sighed, turning to see the ‘Rasta man’ and Darcie. She
picked up a medical journal and gripped it tightly to her
chest. 

“You sleep okay?”
Jose Luis asked, handing her the coffee. 

Smiling, she thanked him, taking
a sip before responding. “Mmm, lovely. Yes, very well, how about
yourself?” She noticed each of the employees faces stop and turn
toward her with a look of surprise. 

“Yes… very well.
Thank you.” 

“Great. I... um, is
it quite alright that I go watch the sunrise? If I'm in the way, I
can go to my room? This is the time I usually enjoy some quiet and
have a snorkel before the family awakes,” she said
softly. 

“That's fine, mon,”
the Rasta man said. “I, Deacon, but you can call me Deek. And if ya
want some company on that snorkeling, you just holla. That's no
problem.” 

Elizabeth wondered if her mother
had spoken to Deacon yet. She could only imagine the look of
disgust as he was not the typically well-spoken staff they were
used to. She liked him though. He was fun. She wondered if
the daydreams may pan out to something more this year. “Thanks,
Deek. I'm Elizabeth, but you can call me Liz...” She stopped.
“Libby. I'll be just out here,” she said, pointing to her towel.
“Thanks again, Jose Luis.” She held the coffee cup up and nodded as
she turned on her heel and passed Darcie, noticing the slight nod
returned. Jose Luis said something to the others in Spanish, which
she'd hoped wasn't about her, before hearing the female voice say
“claro.” Again, it sounded as beautiful as a song from her lips.
She needed to find out the meaning, making a mental note to at
least learn some basic Spanish pleasantries at some point
today. 

 


*

 


Lizzie spent the past 40 minutes
silently watching the sun rise on the ocean. There hadn't been a
cloud in sight, and she was disappointed that she'd left her camera
in her room and had to utilize her iPhone instead. She considered
returning for it in case she didn't get another sunrise as good,
but didn't want to run the risk of waking up the family. She wanted
to appreciate it alone. It was just after 6:30, and she knew
she wouldn't have long before everyone was up and
about. 

“You want some more
coffee?” Jose Luis asked. The staff looked up from their papers
when she walked back in.

“No, I'm good,
thanks. I was just wondering if I could possibly get some snorkel
equipment?” she asked politely.

“Sure, girl. I'll get
it. What fin size you want?” Deek said in his strong Jamaican
accent. He was a lovely looking man. His plaits were just past his
shoulder, pulled back into a hairband with one sole plait braided
in green, yellow, and black threads. Colors she knew to be the
Jamaican flag. With a chiseled jaw line, and a beautiful smile, he
must’ve been around his mid to late 20’s. 

She smiled, realizing she was
ignoring him and just staring. “Um, I'm sorry, a seven please.” She
made her way back to her towel where her phone and book were. She
removed the kimono and stood with her hands on her hips, taking in
the sight of the Caribbean before her. She sighed, allowing comfort
to flow through her veins.

 


*

 


“That's some smooth
body, girl.” Deek laughed into Darcie's ear. 

“Shut up, man.” She
nudged him, embarrassed he'd caught her watching one of the
Barrington women remove the cover up as she took in her toned body.
Her attire hadn’t allowed visibility to see her definition other
than being slender, but the girl was perfectly trim and tall. She
could imagine the lack of proteins, fats, and sugars in her diet
and assumed she predominantly opted for lettuce leaves. But
she’d seen Elizabeth eating candy last night after her parents had
all but sent her to bed.

“Shame she's more
into you then, huh, buddy?” She smirked at her young Jamaican
friend. 

“S'ok, Darcie. It's
definitely the other sister that's got eyes for you.” He winked and
jogged on over to the leggy blonde in a simple black suit with only
one shoulder to it. Lizzie’s highlighted, perfect waves gently
swayed in the early morning breeze. Darcie watched on amusedly at
the sight of Deek as he worked his magic, and watched the woman’s
smile grow. She touched his arm thoughtfully, maybe
seductively, she thought, and turned away from her colleague
and his potential new conquest. 

 


*

 


Lizzie had been snorkeling in the
reefs, surrounding the boat for what felt like 10 minutes. Her
watch told her it’d been 45. She desperately wanted to stay here,
but knew that her family would be getting up any minute. She needed
to get ready for breakfast and the day ahead. 

“Good spotting?” said
a familiar Jamaican twang as she walked back inside, drying off her
hair. 

“Sure was.” She
gleamed, looking over at Darcie watching her. God she'd love to
see what was behind those glasses. She noticed the woman's lips
open, as if she was about to say something. A clicking sound came
from above, notifying that her family was on their way
down. Lizzie looked at them in despair, and darted off,
leaving nothing but remnants of water behind her as they all stood
in confusion. 

 


*

 


Lizzie got back into her room
before any of her family saw her. It wasn't that she wasn't allowed
to be there without them. It's just that if they knew each morning
of her holiday was spent happy and without burden—her pre-family
breakfast—they would try to get involved. Perhaps make breakfast
earlier, which essentially meant spending more time together. She
was disappointed that she didn't get to hear Darcie’s voice once
more. She wondered what her voice sounded like in broken English.
Jose Luis' was beautiful, so she could only imagine that the
beautiful Spanish lady’s voice was far greater. She shook herself
from the thoughts as she jumped into the shower and got herself
ready for the day. She lay out the wet swimsuit on the sun lounger
on her balcony, and quickly redressed in a cream suit this
time. 


Chapter
Six

 


“Ah, at last!” Vivvi
spoke loudly. “We thought you may have fallen into a deep
coma.” 

“Vivvi, it's one
minute past. Hardly late, is it? Clearly, I needed it. Or maybe the
wonderful dreams.” She mused, looking at her family all watching
her. Jesus, how the hell had she ended up in this family? Which
DNA had gotten switched along the way?

“Darling, do sit up
straight. Are you hungry? You didn't really eat last night,” her
mother stated. “Mind, the calories from the nuts will have kept you
full, I’m sure.”

Lizzie kept her head down, and
accepted the coffee from Deek, who leaned over her and placed it
down, giving a gentle squeeze to her shoulder as he did. Lizzie
looked around the table, wondering if anybody had noticed, and
smiled slightly at him. 

“So, Daddy, what's
the plan for today?” Vivian smiled widely. 

“I do believe we
shall shortly make our way out to the Caribbean.” He smiled. “While
Key West is pretty, I've never been a fan, so we shall head out to
the more prestigious places.” He nodded and returned to his
breakfast, leaving Lizzie once more feeling sunken and subdued at
the crassness of her family. 

 


*

 


“Nice suit, Libby,”
Bella said with a peer over her glasses. 

God, she was showing off in
front of the crew. Lizzie rolled her eyes, lying back down.
“Thanks Bella, it was 90% off at Harrods.” She giggled and lifted
her magazine again, discreetly eyeing her sister’s
disgust. 

“Darling, I do wish
you wouldn't ridicule your sister. It isn't funny making jokes such
of that aloud,” their mother scolded Elizabeth. “You do not realize
you bring the family's name into disrepute with such vile
comments.”

Lizzie refrained from the comment
she wanted to make about their surroundings, the lack of their golf
club cronies being able to hear the comments. 

“Well, I for one,
didn't take to the discount section. Mother, this was an
exceptional choice, don't you think?” Bella said, sporting the
smallest possible amount of material that barely covered her. The
suit was hot pink, an open V trailing all the way down to her belly
button with cut out sides and thin crosses. Completely
inappropriate to wear around anybody other than her husband, least
of whom her parents. 

“Certainly, darling.
Having the time to spend as much as you do in the gym is very
deserving for such a piece.” She smiled.

Was that a dig at herself?
Lizzie thought as she slowly looked to her mother. She worked
exceptionally hard both at work and in her spare time to have the
body she did, and in her opinion, it wasn't too bad. Granted, she
was 34 now, so maybe not as young and firm as her younger sister
Bella. Lizzie eyed her mother suspiciously, and noticed Darcie's
glasses looking towards her. Sheesh, why couldn't she take those
blasted glasses off, so she could see where she was looking?
She suddenly saw Bella make a bee line for the beautiful, Spanish
blonde.

“Hi, would you join
me in a photo?” Bella smiled widely. A smile that would melt
most hearts, Lizzie thought. She couldn't hear the conversation
between the two women, but she could see that Darcie stood facing
the camera. Bella turned into her side and pushed her barely
covered breast against the other woman's. Lizzie sighed quietly,
once more deflated by the situation. She turned over on her sun
lounger and leaned forward to continue reading her magazine and
ignore the situation that surrounded her. 

 


*

 


“What do you mean
you’re feeling poorly, darling? You simply must come to dinner.
It's Nobu in the Atlantis!” her mother said
stunned. 

“I know Mummy, but I
really do think I've had too much sun. That, and the pink Dom have
made me feel incredibly queasy. Plus, Daddy said we are here for a
couple of days.” 

“If you're absolutely
sure, darling?” 

“Yes, Mummy,” Bella
said angelically. 

 


*

 


Lizzie was tired and unbelievably
unimpressed with the evening’s events. On a scale of 1 to 10 it
was a very clear 11 of shitness. The biggest sadness of all was
that at 34 years old, she still didn’t have a single friend that
she could call upon. 

“How's the food,
darling?” her mother asked simply. Lizzie looked up, disappointed
that she now needed to engage in communication with her mother and
respond.

“Extraordinary,
Mother. And yours? Father, how about yours?” she asked
courteously. 

“Exceptional,
darling. See and they say money can't buy you happiness.” He smiled
widely, dabbing his mouth with the napkin
provided. 

Lizzie smiled softly and
continued moving the salmon around her plate as discreetly as she
could. 

“Please, Libby Lou?
Come on, you work so hard. A night in a club in the best hotel in
the world will of course make you feel better,” Vivvi said
pleadingly. 

“Go on, darling. You
need some release, doing the job we do,” her father
added.

She had absolutely no desire or
inclination to do this, but the alternative was having to listen to
everyone go on and on if she didn't. At least this way, maybe a
few more bottles of Dom would mean she could forget about the day’s
events and mark another day off the calendar, she thought
positively. 

 


*

 


“You okay?” Oliver
asked. 

“Yes, fine,
why?” 

“Libby, I know you're
not a fan of mine, but I have been part of your sister’s and
family’s life for an incredibly long time. I can see when you
aren't yourself,” he said simply. 

Lizzie was stunned. How did you
respond to that? She had possibly exchanged 10 sentences with
Oliver in the eight years that he and Annabella had been together
and married. “Of course, silly. I'm just so very tired,” she said,
knowing her brother-in-law was as self-obsessed as the rest of the
family, and would accept what she said. 

Oliver smiled softly to her.
“Come on, how about I take you home and leave Vivvi and Hugo to it?
I should probably check on my wife,” he asked
quietly. 

Lizzie smiled to him and squeezed
his forearm. “I'd love that,” she said, before getting another
bottle of Dom for her sister and brother-in-law. “Come on.” She
smiled to Ollie as they left the club. 

“So, are you going to
tell me what's really going on?” he asked, clearly
intoxicated. 

“I have no idea what
you mean,” she stated factually.

“Of course not,” he
mumbled, returning to the view out of the window. 

 


*

 


Having made their way to bed,
Lizzie quickly showered and got into her oversized Harvard t-shirt.
It was her comfort clothing, reminding her of happier times.
Some of the best times of her life, in fact. She pulled the
silk bedding over her, paying attention to the moon that
illuminated her cabin, and slowly awaited sleep to take
her. 

Lizzie tried desperately to think
of something happy to help relax her enough for sleep to take over.
It was already after four a.m. and she still couldn't sleep. Each
time her eyes closed, she saw her sister. Her straight,
married sister breast to breast with Darcie. Beautiful,
Spanish Darcie, who she’d spotted from the moment they arrived.
Darcie, who seemed to be making bets with the rest of the crew,
about her family. Were they betting on who would sleep with one
of the Barrington’s? Why was she doing this to herself?
Annabella was gorgeous, young, and confident. Why would one of
these people not jump at the chance to sleep with a beautiful
woman? No less, a beautiful, half-naked woman, who'd
pretended to be sick to stay in and flirt with the most
beautiful woman on the planet. 

Lizzie, sad, dishevelled, and
beaten, sighed. How could she ever compete? She had one day
down, one of which would probably be her favorite day of the entire
year. She allowed the day to ease her mind and eventually fell
asleep. 

 


*

 


Lizzie woke a mere two and a half
hours later. She probably wasn't far off an ordinary night of sleep
at home. She debated going downstairs, or waiting until family
breakfast, but decided on the former. She decided to make the most
of her time. This was her vacation too, and she lived for the
mornings out here.

She walked over to the coffee
machine and switched it on, turning swiftly upon hearing the
footsteps behind her.

“I need to give you a
job with me, you keep coming and doing coffee before me, no?” Jose
Luis smiled softly as he acknowledged her. 

“If only,” she said
sadly, and walked off to the same spot she'd taken yesterday. The
clouds were more prominent today, and the sunrise far less
distinguishable than yesterday's, but in normal fashion, it was
quiet, calm, and perfect for her. Lizzie enjoyed the time alone,
peacefully processing her life. She felt dejected after yesterday,
and needed to forget about it as quickly as possible. As
typical, the sunrise was nowhere near as good now that she had her
camera with her, but it was still there, and still beautiful. It
was magnetizing all the same.

Lizzie had always felt far less
superior to her sisters. No, to every other woman, in fact,
though she didn’t believe she was all bad. Ignoring her
insecurities, she built up the confidence and removed her kimono
before walking back inside to the coffee. She semi confidently
walked up to where Jose Luis, Deek, and Darcie were, bravely asking
if she could pinch some more snorkeling equipment, and suddenly
felt a little less confident than she'd hoped.

“Girrllll… Dang, you
looking good,” Deek whistled, playfully bumping her
hip. 

“Erm, thanks,” she
said shyly, making her way back outside, leaving them without the
opportunity to respond. She put the snorkeling equipment on, and
made her way into the water for her second day of snorkeling in the
Bahamas. This was one of her favorite places to snorkel; here, and
St Bart’s. The boat would go to various snorkelling places today
for the whole family, but right now she just wanted to forget about
yesterday, and enjoy some time alone with the ocean. Her
favorite place. 

The water was perfect. At seven
am, she could already feel the heat beating down on her back, and
the sea life was incredible. She loved the moment, forgetting about
everything that surrounded her, all the negativity. Checking the
time on her camera, she felt a distaste rise in her mouth, and
realized she needed to leave.

Making her way back on the boat,
she quickly showered the salt water off and walked back over to a
lone Darcie. “Thank you,” she replied curtly, putting the equipment
down in front of her.


Chapter
Seven

 


Lizzie sat at the table suddenly
very hungry, thankful when Jose Luis placed a cup of coffee down in
front of her. “Thank you,” she said quietly, grabbing a
croissant.

“You are aware of how
many calories are in those aren't you, Libby?” 

“Yes, it just means
I'll have to work harder at the gym when I return,” she responded
without thinking. She never spoke back to her mother. Annabella
always had, but as the baby of the family, she never could do
anything wrong. “What is the matter, darling?” her mother spoke
with an edge to her voice. 

Lizzie luckily hadn't gotten a
chance to answer as Bella and Ollie walked into the room. “Good
morning all!” Bella announced, loud and happy, which meant she
was clearly feeling better today.

“Oh, darling, glad to
see you are feeling better. I was worried,” her mother said
graciously as she gently touched her arm. 

“Thank you, Mother.
Clearly, an early night was all that was required,” she said,
throwing a smirk to the gorgeous Darcie, making Lizzie feel sick to
her stomach.

“Miraculous recovery
it seems. What exactly were the symptoms, Annabella? You have two
of the best medical practitioners in the U.K. at the table.” She
tried her best to hide her snark behind the question she
posed. 

“Yes, but you and
Father are surgeons, sweetie. Isn't that what you always tell us,
Daddy?” she questioned; and in true Bella style had managed to
nicely avoid Lizzie’s question. 

“Correct, darling.
Anybody can be a doctor, but to be a truly great surgeon like
Elizabeth and I is far more formidable.” He nodded directly to his
eldest daughter who was thankful of the distraction of her phone
starting to vibrate. 

“No phones at the
table,” her mother said distastefully. 

“Father, it's work,”
she confirmed. 

“You may be excused,
Elizabeth,” he said, overruling his wife, and favoring the work he
and his daughter undertook.

 


*

 


Lizzie tried to stay on the phone
for as long as she could, until her manager became acutely aware of
her desire to continuously redirect the line of questioning in a
bid to extend the call. His parting words: “Go have fun, you're on
holiday.” He was completely unaware that she would rather
resit her medical exams than be here right now. 

She sighed heavily before
returning to her family. On the plus side, at least he was happy
with her recommendations for the research she’d done on the flight
over. 

“Everything okay,
Elizabeth?” her father questioned. 

“Yes, Father. I sent
a few emails following some research I've been considering. It was
regarding that. It's looking positive, so we’ll discuss it when I
return home.” 

Her father was just about to
speak when Annabella stepped in. “Ohhh, Doctor Barrington saves the
day once again.” She giggled, knowing the sarcasm was lost on her
family. 

“Well, some of us
need to work, darling. And we'll make a difference.” She quipped
back, equally hiding the intended sarcasm. 

Bella turned to face her sister
with venom before gracefully smiling at her parents. “Sweetie,
you're hardly saving the world. If you weren’t doing it somebody
else would be.” She smiled. “Right, who’s up for jet ski's!?” she
sang, before Lizzie or anyone else had the opportunity to
respond.

Her family removed themselves
from the table without any acknowledgement of their breakfast to
the staff while Lizzie quietly began clearing up after herself.
“Thank you ever so much for the breakfast, guys,” she said
somberly. 

“You're more than
welcome,” Jose Luis said in his strong Spanish accent, looking at
the sadness in the young woman's eyes. ”Oh, and miss
Libby?” 

“Yes?” she inquired
thoughtfully. 

“I think you make a
very big distance.” He smiled politely. 

“Excuse
me?”

“Difference,
you mean, mon. And me too, girl.” Deek laughed and playfully
punched his boss. 

“Sorry, I mean
difference. You make a difference.” He rolled his eyes and Lizzie
noticed the laughter from Darcie. She had a beautiful smile, and
laugh. No! Stop those thoughts, she admonished
herself.

“Thank you.” Lizzie
smiled slightly and made her way back outside. 

 


*

 


Darcie couldn't work out the
dynamics of this family. Sure, the guests always came and treated
them like crap. They were rude, and obnoxious. But this girl was
different; she didn't act like her family, nor like any other
family. 

The constant sadness in her eyes
was harrowing, and who could blame her with the way her family
spoke to her. Especially Annabella. Having family members throw
themselves at the crew was not unusual. Whether it be her, Deek,
Jose Luis, or any of the crew. Nor was it unusual for a straight
woman to throw herself at Darcie. While she didn’t feel she gave
off any signs of being gay, they seemed drawn to her for whatever
reason, and this time was no different. She'd noticed Annabella
eyeing her seductively when they arrived. When she gave her a
winning smirk, she knew Bella was out on a mission. She'd flirted
with her all day yesterday with little innuendos every time Darcie
was alone. And then of course, she used the age old, “I'm too sick
to come out this evening.” It wasn't new to her, or the crew.
They’d even gone out on the island to allow Darcie some alone time.
Some folk thought it was a bit trashy, and maybe it was, especially
knowing Bella was a married woman, but that wasn't her issue. If
chicks wanna have some fun, then why the hell not? She buried
the edge of guilt she felt. 

 


*

 


The best thing about being moored
was that her family couldn’t force them to do stuff together. She
could enjoy snorkeling around the stunning Bahamas with the sun
heating up her neck and shoulders as she pretended that she was on
holiday alone. The fulfillment from a day snorkeling around some of
the most stunning coral reefs in the Bahamas really did make it
bearable. She got out of the water, already feeling the premature
sting of the evening’s shower from too much sun. She animatedly
reached into her bag, ecstatically happy from her finds, and tried
her best to run the lotion wherever she could reach. She looked
around disappointedly, noticing Hugo, Vivvi, Ollie, and Bella on
the jet skis and her parents out on a pedalo. She was a surgeon, so
of course she was never going to run the risk of skin cancer, but
she was desperately eager to jump back in.

“You need a hand?”
Deacon appeared from nowhere and nodded towards the sun cream she
tried mercilessly to extend to her back.

“Erm... “ she
pondered uncertainly, feeling it somewhat intrusive, and noticed a
smirking Darcie behind him. “Would you mind,
awfully?” 

Deacon made a clicky sound with
his lips and tutted. “Girl, why would I mind rubbing sunscreen into
a beautiful woman?” 

“Well, I wouldn't go
quite that far, but thank you.” She turned around and handed him
the bottle. 

“Well, I'll be
damned,” Lizzie heard, immediately freezing in her spot from the
gentle squeeze of Deek. “Well, well, Mother and Father will be
thrilled that after 20 years you've turned to the opposite sex.”
Bella smiled, her already tanned arm holding onto the step ladder
she climbed. She smirked, lifting her sunglasses to eye her sister
and the Jamaican man. 

“Grow up, Bella!”
Lizzie shouted, rushing to the back of the boat and hurriedly
diving back into the ocean. She quickly dismissed the thoughts,
that the crew might now be talking about her, to the back of her
mind.

 


*

 


“Nice
snorkel,” Deek said to Lizzie as she got back on the boat,
25 minutes after her parents had warned her that she must not be
late for dinner. She enjoyed the thrill of the ocean in solitude,
and knew when she finally got back on the boat—having left it long
enough—they’d have all gone back to their rooms to get
ready. 

“Exceptional.” She
smiled widely to Deek, thankful he hadn’t distanced himself now
that he knew he wouldn’t get anywhere with her. 

“Glad to hear it. You
need a little drink?” He laughed, holding up the rum and nodding
towards Jose Luis and Darcie sitting quietly at the table.
Suddenly, Jose Luis’s demeanor changed and he instantly sat up,
unsure of the direction Deek’s question would go. 

“Rum? You mean to
say, you need to drink to put up with my family and I?” Lizzie
raised an eyebrow, looking at the faces before her. Well, I sure as
hell do. It best be Appleton.” She winked and checked her silver
Cartier watch embedded with diamonds. It wasn't her thing really,
but as her 30th birthday gift from her parents a few years ago, she
ensured it was suitably ‘en wrist’ when in their presence. “God,
that's good. Look, I apologize for my sister’s words earlier. I
hope she
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