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ABOUT 'Sun on the Rocks':

It´s a breezy, all-Girl summer and beach banana fiction read all year round, 

specializing in the trivial pursuit. These pleasant stories with an undertone of 

humor, follow the adventures of several women over twenty one years of age, as 

they seek to become a world-beating synchronised swimming team, 'Sun on 

the Rocks', led by the incombustible Stevenson Garden Products (SGP) 

teleoperator Clarity Nice, a woman of resourceful intuition, and acute 

observer of the laws of human mischief. 

The Acapulco Cocktail: Teleoperator Clarity Nice and her friend, 

librarian Lanai Thomson, escape from a jail in Acapulco after being wrongly 

accused of stealing a cocktail formula of great value. With the derelict Acapulco 

police officer Juarez on their tail, Clarity uncovers the perpetrators of the theft 

and the missing ingredient of the formula needed to create the Acapulco 

Cocktail.

SUN ON THE ROCKS EPISODES:

THE MALIBU CASE.

THE ACAPULCO COCKTAIL.



SUN ON THE ROCKS – EPISODE TWO

THE ACAPULCO COCKTAIL

Chapter One

The City of Wellington, a brand new Post-Panamax ocean cruise luxury liner 

built at the Turku shipyard in Finland, rising seventeen decks and stretching 

eleven hundred eighty one feet, entered the sunny Bay of Acapulco nine minutes 

behind schedule, at ten forty five in the morning, because the cook burned the 

captain´s toasts twice, due to a technical problem with the toaster´s darkness 

control resistor.

Twenty five year old teleoperator Clarity Nice placed her hostess badge in 

place on her white tank top and entered the ship´s women summer apparel 

shop, looking for her Hawaiian friend Lanai, who was finishing her shift as 

merchandising manager there. She scanned the shop and immediately found 

the pareo she had been eyeing for the welcoming ceremony ever since the ocean 

liner had left Los Angeles a week earlier.

The pareo was painted bright orange, yellow and white, displaying large 

flowers, a palm tree and a Polynesian model swaying her hips. She wrapped the 

item around her hips using the style that the ship´s motivational coach Shazaiah 

had shown her earlier.

The girl with auburn hair walked with Lanai along the large main indoor 

hallway of the ship, admiring the balconies, staircases, and brightly lit large 

chandelier suspended from the ceiling. She stepped on one of the escalators to 

the ship´s pool deck, which was subdivided into two areas matching the two 

oval pools which shone a bright blue color from its tiles.



The sun shone brightly on the deck, tourists conversing lively, often about 

two girls sunbathing on their stomach displaying their shapely bodies, Clarity´s 

good friends, Taimi and Cynthia. Immediately to their side on a large 

rectangular table, the ship´s chief bartender Mr. LT, distributed two level Piña 

Acuaticas, matching the two pool decks of the ship. The cocktail was a variation 

on the traditional Piña Colada and included aguas frescas, fruit waters made 

with sugar from fruit and water, on a specially designed glass holding together 

two shifted recipients one above the other.

Clarity had found out that the name LT came from the name La Tuna, or 

prickly pear cocktail, a popular drink along Mexico´s West Coast. The cocktail 

was the specialty of the bartender, himself a popular item with women in 

general. Clarity called to order their friends by splashing their tanned bodies 

with water from the pool, and reminded them that they had to get ready for the 

arrival ceremony.

Being a hostess for a luxury liner was more interesting than being a 

teleoperator for Stevenson Garden Products (SGP), a company selling, as the 

name suggested, sophisticated products for the connoisseur shrub owner. She 

handed the choreography they had practiced for several days to Lanai, who was 

a librarian in her native Malibu, to Taimi, lifeguard by profession, and to 

Cynthia Stevenson, the well-to-do Pepperdine University cheerleader, recently 

featured in the Bleacher Report.

Cynthia was the only member of the 'Sun on the Rocks' synchronized 

choreography swimming team who didn´t have to work to get bare necessities, 

as her father, the owner of SGP, had amassed a considerable amount of wealth, 

what Clarity considered to be large amounts of George Washington green-bill 



vouchers ready for exchange with various clothing items designed by Barbara 

Casasola or fashioned at the Armani Exchange.

Swaying and digging to the tune of Groove is in the Heart, by club group 

Deee-Lite, Clarity took off her pareo, revealing a chilling, diminutive, T-back 

thong, casting her body tan in splendor against the glistening pool tiles. She 

dove head first into the pool, followed by her teammates, who followed their 

captain in sequence, in a traditional, synchronized swimming entry. For over 

ten minutes, they made several figures with their legs lifted straight in the air, 

their heads and bodies under water.

Clarity pulled the girls towards one another and they lowered their legs at 

the same time, making the pattern of a flower. They finished by standing in a 

line in the shallow end of the pool, their upper bodies slanted and alternating 

sides, moving and swaying their arms up and down, rolling under specially 

designed lounge chairs. As they got out of the pool saluted with an enthusiastic 

round of applause, Clarity noticed the captain smiling from the upper deck 

overlooking the pool.

It was important to keep the captain happy, for he was paying room and 

board, and was giving some pocket money for the girls to spend. A good looking 

girl with shoulder length blond hair and the body of a surfer, ran towards them, 

to congratulate them.

“Hi, I´m Jenna Likeway, I´ve seen you swim and I really liked the show. I 

wish I could be a part of your team.”

“We´re always looking for new members, do you know how to swim well?”

“I used to be a competitive diver, I came here to dive at La Quebrada, the 

famous diving spot in Acapulco. I´ve been surfing waves in Australia for nearly 

twenty years.”



“Excellent, you´re in, come with us,” said Clarity, “have a luscious two-level 

drink from our wonderful barman Mr. LT.”

Clarity eyed the corpulent, handsome bartender. Standing at six feet and 

blessed with the looks of a rugged model,  Mr. LT had a long list of feminine 

fans waiting to be charmed by his smooth gestures and pleasant talk. Now in his 

late thirties and showing a permanent tan acquired through frequent trips to 

Mexico and the Caribbean, Mr. LT was one of the most appreciated members of 

the crew.

Each person who met him ended up learning how to prepare a new cocktail 

or how to make a cocktail which tasted genuinely good. For particularly fussy 

customers, Mr. LT always had a new surprise preparation in mind, stemming 

directly from his large leather-bound recipe book inherited from a veteran 

barman working at the Fairmont Hotel in San Francisco, a famed building 

established on Nob Hill, fetching up to $200 Million in value in a recent deal. 

Clarity had inquired once about the book and Mr. LT said to her that the recipes 

were not to be revealed, and that some of his mixtures just could not be served 

on a cruise liner.



Chapter Two

Clarity invited Jenna to a Piña Acuatica and teased Mr. LT about his 

standard flirting speech on single women, which worked ninety nine percent of 

the time according to the bartender. The remaining one percent of the women 

weren´t single, he said. She decided to sit in a lounge chair with Jenna and the 

girls to see the cocktail preparation contest, as the ship finished docking in the 

Acapulco harbour. The City of Wellington would stay docked in the Mexican 

seaport for a few hours, until it refuelled and was ready to continue its travelling 

journey to Costa Rica and the Panama canal. She watched Mr. LT select the two 

sets of contestants, those who would prepare the cocktail and those who would 

taste the final concoction.

She eyed the upper deck and saw a man dressed in a grey uniform with a red 

stripe talk with the captain. They had been warned that police officer Juarez 

would hop on the ship with his men to control passports and tourist visas on 

behalf of Mexican authorities. In preparation, Clarity and the girls had given 

their passports to the head of Administration, Miss Tik, a woman in her mid 

thirties from Acapulco who also knew a lot about yoga and spiritual practices. 

Clarity knew that Miss Tik was not on very good terms with Shazaiah, who had a 

more glamorous position on the ship as motivational coach and yoga instructor. 

She knew that Miss Tik wasn´t happy with her salary and that she wanted 

Shazaiah´s position. In fact, she had seen the head of Administration take 

abundant notes during Shazaiah´s advanced yoga classes, training on her own 

around the ship´s sun decks during her free time with the head of maintenance 

everyone called Cactus because he always seemed to be angry when he spoke. 

Cactus was originally from Acapulco and rarely spoke of his own initiative. 



Clarity had tried to strike a conversation with him about baseball but the only 

answer she had received from him was a brief “I like L.A. Dodgers only.”

Clarity moved her lounge chair closer to the cocktail table and placed her 

hand on her forehead to protect her eyes from the sun. She grabbed her sun 

glasses from her small purse and adjusted them in place. She really enjoyed the 

sun and was careful to apply maximum protection factor lotion to protect her 

skin from the always hot tropical sunshine.

The girl with auburn hair noticed an attractive passenger in swimsuit 

engaging in a lively talk with Mr. LT. In addition to wearing two different gold 

watches, one during the day and one at night, the woman had been ostentatious 

about her wealth to all those on the ship, and her favourite talk of conversation 

was asking questions to portfolio managers or bankers on the ship about 

possible stock market investments in hedge funds requiring a million dollars as 

their minimum investing amount. Nobody knew exactly how she made her 

money, but everybody knew that she was wealthy and that she spent a 

considerable amount of time in Acapulco during the year. Clarity spotted her 

speaking to Miss Tik several times, with whom she shared an interest in 

Shazaiah´s yoga classes.

Clarity and the girls had ran onto her a few times in the shuffleboard area, 

learning that her name was June Avenworth, and that she was single again, after 

a long divorce settlement with a retired bodybuilder. She knew that Ms. 

Avenworth had been eyeing Mr. LT from the moment the ship had left Los 

Angeles docks, but the bartender just wasn´t very receptive to her offers of 

sustaining him for the rest of his life in exchange for being her very private 

bartender. Ms. Avenworth had inquired sometimes for over half an hour about a 



particular cocktail, and everybody interpreted her interest as a strategy to woo 

Mr. LT.

Clarity turned on her MP3 and watched Ms. Avenworth jump up and down 

enthusiastically in front of Mr. LT, until the bartender had no other choice but 

to select her among the ten contestants.

Amused by the woman´s eagerness, Clarity watched her take her place and 

run quickly to the fruit repository at the end of the deck, where Mr. LT had 

placed all the ingredients for the cocktail to prepare, a Bandera Mexicana 

cocktail. The fruits in the cocktail, banana, seedless grapes and Maraschino 

cherries, represented the colors of the Mexican Flag, red, white and green. Ms. 

Avenworth was quick in cutting fruit and adding tequila, lime juice and sugar, 

but a professional bartender from New York who had worked at Bar 151, 

Bungalow 8, and Milk & Honey, won the contest, judged for both preparation 

speed and taste, finishing the cocktail in less than thirty seconds.

Getting up from her chair to see the contestants more closely, Clarity saw 

Ms. Avenworth leave the deck and head back to her cabin, disappointed by her 

unglamorous contest results. Less than five minutes later, she almost crushed 

her body into the captain´s left rib, screaming short high pitched guttural 

sounds, gesturing with her arms in desperation. Everybody who was enjoying 

their morning sun bath on the pool deck turned their heads.

“Captain, something´s wrong, very wrong, my cabin, disaster has struck…”



Chapter Three

“What´s the problem, Miss…” said the captain.

“Avenworth, June Avenworth, all my belongings, somebody has broken into 

my cabin and stole my money and my most precious belonging!”  A small circle 

of people gathered around the woman, including Clarity.

“Jewelry, your night gold watch?” asked the captain politely.

“Much worse, I want to see a police officer right now. This is unacceptable. 

A luxury ocean liner like this, this shouldn´t happen here.”  She raised her index 

finger at the captain menacingly.

“Ok, please calm down, we´ll try to find this thief,” said the captain. “Let´s 

go see your cabin, Miss. Clarity, please take note of Ms. Avenworth´s list of lost 

belongings.”

A group of ten people followed the captain to Ms. Avenworth´s cabin, whose 

door knob was unscrewed. Somebody had clearly broken into the room. Clarity 

saw the captain push the cabin door open, showing the interior of the cabin in 

full view. The bed had moved near the closet, clothes were scattered everywhere, 

and a small bed lamp had shattered on the floor. The job had been quick, and 

the thief had focused on the second shelf of the closet.

“Come here,” said Ms. Avenworth, “I want to show you something on this 

second shelf.”  She pointed to a small box made of solid metal wide open.

“Your safety deposit boxes are not worth much. They opened it easily it 

seems.”

“The box opens with a key,” said the captain, “did you lose it by any 

chance?”

“Not at all, here it is,” said the woman, showing a small key with several 

indentures, “does anybody have a copy of these keys?”



“We always carry a copy of each key in case the customer loses it, but that´s 

held safely in our maintenance area, and our employees are absolutely…”

“One of your employees has stolen my passport, my money and a piece of 

paper that I need for my work. I want to do a declaration to the police right 

away,” said Ms. Avenworth.

Clarity saw the captain call police officer Juarez, who came into the room a 

few minutes later, caressing his dark moustache, followed by two assistants who 

looked like his very own cousins, all wearing a similar moustache. Clarity tried 

to calm down Ms. Avenworth while Juarez sealed off the cabin and closed off the 

ship´s ramp leading to the docks.

“Now, we do our work,” he said, “we interrogate every passenger on board. 

How many people captain?”

“One thousand five hundred and seventy three,” said the captain. Clarity 

saw Juarez look at his watch, and speak briefly in Spanish the word poker to his 

assistants.

“mmmh… ok, we will interrogate a statistic sample of people at random and 

search every cabin of your crew, I have an important meeting this evening. Each 

member of the crew is suspect for now. Por la gracia de Sierra Madre, we´re 

going to find this thief. What exactly was stolen?”

Clarity saw the captain dismiss the curious passengers who were still 

listening to the conversation, as she started picking up Ms. Avenworth´s clothes 

from the floor. She saw Ms. Avenworth step forward and clearing her desk, 

writing a few sentences on a piece of paper. Clarity glanced at her face and 

gathered that she was too angry to answer coherently to the police officer. 

Without saying a word, she practically shoved the paper to Juarez, who read the 

words out loud.



“I June Avenworth declare that two thousand three hundred and seventy 

two dollars, a silver dollar, and a formula of considerable value describing the 

ingredients of a cocktail which constitutes a trade secret, were stolen from 

cabin three four six in the ocean liner City of Wellington on…”

The woman pointed her finger at Juarez.

“Powerful people will not be happy when they know about this, people who 

live here in Acapulco.”

“Ms. Avenworth,” said Juarez, “let me reassure you that the Mexican 

authorities represented by me, will do our best to recover your money and this 

formula you mention. We´re going to start by asking you a few questions and 

controlling passports of the crew. Captain, we´re going to need the bridge 

during several hours.”



Chapter Four

“Clarity, please ensure Ms. Avenworth can relax and find another cabin for 

her,” said the captain.

Clarity and the girls helped Ms. Avenworth gather her clothes and they 

found another cabin for her, one floor above her cabin. Clarity walked by the 

bridge and saw a long queue of more than one hundred passengers grumbling 

about the sudden examination of their passports, which was cutting short their 

morning shopping visit to downtown Acapulco. The City of Wellington was 

going to spend three days docked at most and would then set its bow towards 

Cabo San Lucas in Baja California.

While the interrogations were taking place on the bridge and after ensuring 

Ms. Avenworth was playing darts in the game room, Clarity walked to the ship´s 

second floor and stepped out to a deck where Shazaiah was giving her outdoor 

yoga class to join in. Everybody who was part of the crew was allowed to attend 

ship activities and the lively classes of the attractive instructor with long, black 

hair, from Barquisimeto, Venezuela, whose last name of Norwegian origin was 

Nörkes, was popular with the guests. 

Her class included advice on how to adopt a millionaire mindset, and her 

suggestions to adopt an affluent mindset were among the most popular. Clarity 

was somewhat of a skeptic on money, for money, and how people accumulated 

large amounts of wealth and became affluent, remained a mystery to her. As 

Clarity joined the group, lifting her legs upward with her head on the floor and 

body upside down, she saw the imposing silhouette of Cactus come towards her.

“Clarity, come with me, Officer Juarez wants to see you for interrogation.”

She ran across Lanai and told her she was headed for the bridge. Walking in 

front of Cactus, she picked up her passport in her room and reached the captain



´s upmost deck for the first time. In contrast to the rest of the ship, the 

command post was dark, and it took Clarity several seconds to absorb the view 

before her. Juarez´s assistants were busily speaking on two phones with 

American authorities, ensuring that the passport numbers and photographs of 

the interrogated tourists did not match that of any criminal on file in the U.S.

“Passport please, Miss, sit down here.”  Clarity handed her passport to 

Juarez and sat on the chair used by the person in charge of the ship´s radar. She 

rested her head on the headrest, hearing the radar´s beep behind her. She 

watched Juarez open her passport and hold her picture to the neon lamp above 

them.

“So, Miss Nice, the captain told me you are a hostess on this ship. That 

means you must know every passenger by their name, I assume.”

“Well, more or less, not everybody, but I knew Ms. Avenworth, if that´s 

what you mean. Not directly, but I saw her engage in the ship´s daily activities.”

“What activities exactly?”

“Shuffleboard, pool games, baccarat, water aerobics, there´s a daily list that 

we, as ship entertainers, organize, to ensure the passengers have a good time.”

“Evidence, evidence, Miss Nice, never forget the evidence. I think we´re 

getting somewhere with this interrogation.”

“We are?”

“Yes, your cabin exactly, Mr. Cactus here will escort you and walk us there. 

Somebody told us we could find something of interest there.”

Clarity stepped out of the bridge, her mind uncomfortable. Somebody had 

not so nice thoughts towards her, she thought, and those thoughts sounded like 

trouble. She saw Lanai outside the bridge and told her she was going to her own 

cabin. The girl from Hawaii insisted to go with her and they reached her cabin in 



a few minutes. Juarez himself performed the search, first the drawers, then the 

bed, finally the closet. She saw Lanai speak nervously to Juarez´s assistant, 

telling him that her friend Clarity, was a very nice woman.

“Open your safe please,” said Juarez, glaring at Clarity.

Clarity opened the safe and a bundle of dollars clipped together, silver dollar 

on top, practically fell out of the box. Juarez counted the bills and raised his 

baritone voice triumphantly.

“Exactly two thousand three hundred and seventy two dollars, and a silver 

dollar. The evidence is unsurmountable, Miss Nice, you´re under arrest for 

money theft, and under the custody of the Mexican authorities for an indefinite 

period.”

“But this is a mistake, I never…” mumbled Clarity.

“I´m going with her,” said Lanai immediately.

“But you´re not under arrest,” said Juarez.

“Well…well…Mexican police is corrupted to the bone and you have been 

bribed to arrest my friend,” said Lanai.

“Defamation to a police officer from the United States of Mexico, you´re 

under arrest now and may keep company to Miss Nice during her stay here. 

Welcome to Acapulco, ladies.”



Chapter Five

Clarity looked at the sullen look on Lanai´s face as they rode inside Juarez´s 

Policia Preventiva car across the Bay of Acapulco. She sent a brief text message 

to Cynthia and Taimi, letting them know they were on their way to the police 

station. Unfortunately, the Mexican cellular phone network was not working 

properly and it didn´t go through. The captain would probably tell them, she 

thought. They rode for about fifteen minutes until they reached an old brown 

brick building three or four streets behind the beachfront. Clarity felt a chill run 

down her spine as she looked as Juarez, who kept them without food for over 

three hours, to erode their strength of will.

“Your money please. Including credit cards,” said Juarez.

“You can´t take our money away, it´s ours, we need it to survive.”

“Please give us your money ladies, or you will not see any food or your 

passports again. And without passports, you can´t get back to the Estados 

Unidos.”

Clarity sighed and pulled out her wallet, taking out her credit card and two 

hundred dollars in cash. She saw Lanai do the same, although she only had fifty 

three dollars cash and no credit card.

“Now, tell us about this cocktail formula, where is it exactly?”  Clarity 

glanced at Juarez´s assistants, who had stopped playing with Pepsi caps when 

they heard the chief officer´s question.

“I don’t know what formula you´re talking about, this is a total mistake, we

´re completely innocent of any theft and shouldn´t be here at all.”

“As you wish lady, bread and water for them for a week Alonso,” said 

Juarez, looking at one of the guards who carried a key ring full of keys.



Juarez led them to a small cell with two bunk beds, a sink smaller than 

Clarity´s purse, and a small square opening which acted as window. They 

watched the sun go down on the city and ate their bread hungrily. Around ten o

´clock, Juarez left with one of the guards to play poker at a tavern nearby. 

Clarity had learned basic Spanish at school and she understood the general 

meaning of sentences Juarez spoke.

As they couldn’t fall asleep, Clarity started playing tick, tack, toe with Lanai 

on the wall, using a metal spoon rescued from the sink to mark the squares. Less 

than fifteen minutes into their game, they a thumping noise in front of them. 

The guard known as Alonso had passed out, hit on the head by a mysterious 

man whose face was covered up to the eyes with a turtleneck rolled up. Without 

saying a word, the man stepped towards Clarity´s prison cell and tried several 

keys, until he found the one which opened the metal door.

The man made a quick gesture with his hands, prompting the girls to get 

out. Clarity held Lanai´s hand and the girls exited their cell. They followed the 

man through to the station´s back door and found themselves on a dark 

backstreet filled with trash from the previous week, judging by the smell. Clarity 

walked briskly with Lanai by her side, until they reached a Days Inn motel 

overlooking the strip. The man led them to a room on the second floor and 

closed the door behind him. Hearing him sigh at last, Clarity saw him pull down 

his rollneck. It was LT.

“What are you doing here?” asked Clarity, “How did you find us?”

“Juarez wanted to arrest me, I overheard Cactus say a special police squad 

would come tonight for me on the ship, so I left with my belongings and my 

money, and headed for the police station in a taxi. When I saw there was only 



one man guarding the station, I decided to step in, and told him I was a 

salesman with imported cigarettes.”

“Why was Juarez after you?”

“That lady, Ms. Avenworth told a tale on me, she told the captain that I 

knew about a secret cocktail formula that was stolen from her, and the captain 

decided to call police right away.”

“What exactly do you know about this formula?”

“Well, two days ago, Ms. Avenworth came to my cabin after dinner, after the 

late night dancing at the disco. She told me that she really liked me and that she 

wanted me to come and live with her in Acapulco. She told me she admired the 

way I prepared cocktails and had watched me carefully prepare them all week. 

Then, she told me she had money and that she was ready to share some with me 

if I gave her my leather-bound book with all the recipes, which she read 

carefully for about twenty minutes. Of course, I refused to give her the book and 

politely sent her away, she must have held a grudge against me to make the 

captain believe I stole her formula. I checked her schedule before leaving the 

ship, she´s staying at the Fiesta Americana.”

“I don´t like this LT,” said Clarity, “I thought I had been the only one set up, 

but now with you it´s two. Somebody wanted us to be the scapegoats for this 

theft, and they sure have succeeded for now. Let´s sleep now, I´m too tired even 

to eat. Tomorrow, we´ll see more clearly.”



Chapter Six

Clarity stretched her arms and legs and felt Lanai´s elbow on her rib and the 

rising sun rays in her eyes. She grabbed her watch and let her eyes focus on the 

dial. It was nearly ten thirty and they had slept for over nine hours. She shook 

Lanai and watched LT on the second bed yawn as well. After taking a shower, 

they had a copious breakfast at a café nearby including fresh fruit, ham, cheese 

and tomato omelette and several whole wheat toasts with orange marmalade. 

Luckily, LT had received his latest pay on the ship the day before docking and he 

had money on his credit card.

“What do we do now?” said Lanai, “police is probably looking for us by 

now.”

“We look for Ms. Avenworth, she´s our only lead and we need to know what 

she does here in Acapulco.”

“Let´s take a taxi to the Fiesta Americana, that´s where she´s staying, it´s 

only ten minutes from here on Costera Avenue. I have a friend who works at 

Señor Frog´s, he can probably house us for a few days, but he works the dinner 

shift, we´ll have to meet him tonight.”

They stepped into a local taxi, driven by an unshaved man in his sixties who 

proudly announced he had just written a letter to the editor of the Sol de 

Acapulco, a local newspaper, complaining about the rising delinquency in the 

area.

“All these thiefs, police should put them in jail for good,” he said. Clarity and 

Lanai gulped at the same time.

When pressed about their own undertakings in Acapulco, Clarity told him 

with a few Spanish words that they were tourists with friends at the lavish hotel, 

labeled Gran Turismo by the Mexican Tourist Authorities.



Minutes later, they reached the Fiesta Americana car entrance and the 

driver stopped behind a salespeople convention of mattresses who were 

celebrating their record company sales during the annual retreat. Clarity 

stepped out of the taxi and looked at the majestic hotel.

The Fiesta Americana Condesa Acapulco faced one of the most beautiful 

beaches at the center of the Bay, and offered a stunning view to the welcomed 

tourists from many of its five hundred air conditioned rooms. Rooms included 

balconies with cocktail tables, marble bathrooms and cable tv.

They started walking behind the convention pack of salespeople and entered 

the hotel´s open-air lobby, which included marble floor and a fountain pool. 

They skipped check-in and LT suggested they check the two pools to look for 

Ms. Avenworth instead. Hiding discretely under a large sunshade at the hotel´s 

largest pool, they shared a single guava-guanabana fruit smoothie with three 

straws and watched the sunbathers walk by. After forty five minutes, Clarity saw 

Ms. Avenworth enter the pool in a swimsuit, talking enthusiastically with the 

waiter. An hour later, Ms. Avenworth left for lunch and Clarity approached the 

waiter.

“That lady you were talking to earlier, do you know what she does here, she 

looked so elegant.”  The waiter seemed surprised at the question but Clarity held 

his stare.

“That woman, yes, her name is June Avenworth, I know she stays here and 

she gives good tips. She always asks for a new cocktail, never the same. If you 

want to know more about her, you should talk to our concierge Maximiliano, he 

knows everybody here.”

Clarity thanked the waiter and they walked together to see Maximiliano at 

the concierge desk, a slightly overweight man who welcomed them immediately.



“Let me guess, you would like a nice activity plan for three people for the 

rest of the day, may I suggest a round of golf, followed by some parasailing, and 

a nice dinner at our Chulavista restaurant, or a private tour of Acapulco by 

me…”

“Thank you, actually we´re looking for somebody, and a waiter here told us 

you could help us, a certain Miss Avenworth, June Avenworth.”

Maximiliano winced at the request, pulling up his vest and placing the vest 

pocket on the counter in front of Clarity, who caught on and slipped five dollars 

inside.

“Ms. Avenworth, yes, I know her, she comes here often, in fact she lives here 

for about seven months a year. She has an odd profession.”  The concierge 

stopped talking and his vest pocket moved forward, as if pushed by an invisible 

hand underneath. Clarity slipped a second five dollar bill.

“Gracias señorita, yes, an odd profession indeed, Ms. Avenworth is a 

professional taster, a super taster in fact.”

“A super taster,” said Clarity, surprised by the concept.

“Yes, she makes money by creating and tasting new drinks.”



Chapter Seven

“What kind of drinks?” asked Clarity.

“Cocktails mostly from what I hear, our waiters tell me that she likes to try 

out new combinations of fruit all the time. In fact, here she comes, why don´t 

you ask her yourself,” said Maximiliano, pointing his finger towards the lobby.

“Oh, no, we don´t want that, duck behind the counter,” said Clarity. Clarity 

stepped behind the wooden desk, to the left side of the concierge. She saw Lanai 

opting for a hideout directly behind the concierge and LT coiled his legs under 

the desk, at the feet of Maximiliano. Clarity held her breath and overheard Ms. 

Avenworth speak over the phone.

“Yes, I´m trying out a new formula, this one will top all others, there´s 

nothing like it in the market…two or three days, yes it could be done, I have to 

prepare it and test it first, one of the ingredients is not readily available…Yes, 

you let me know when is a good time for you.”

Clarity eyed the woman, who was wearing a discrete blue grey dress and a 

sports bag. She pulled on Maximiliano´s arm, who tried to wave to the woman 

unsuccessfully. After Ms. Avenworth crossed the hotel glass doors, Clarity 

slipped her last five dollar bill that LT had given her in his vest pocket.

“Ok, a surprise party for Ms. Avenworth, I like that,” said the concierge, 

“you may want to know her schedule for today then.”

“Very good idea,” said Clarity.

“She´s headed for the local fruit market two streets up the strip, it comes 

twice a week and Ms. Avenworth likes to buy fruits for her new cocktails there. 

Then, she normally goes to her yoga class at the Golden Ray Center, the biggest 

gym in Acapulco.”

“Thanks, Maximiliano.”



They saw Ms. Avenworth take a taxi and they followed her in another cab to 

a busy street with merchants selling fresh fruit and vegetables. They watched 

the woman in the blue grey dress from a distance, and jotted down in Lanai´s 

note pad the various fruit she was buying, which included bananas, pineapple, 

guava, mango, coconut milk and strawberries. Clarity let her eyes settle on a 

man wearing a colourful poncho who was selling fruit to Ms. Avenworth. He was 

searching with his hands inside a bag made of canvass.

“Carambolas are not in yet, Miss,” said the man, “we can deliver them to the 

Center if you´d like.”

“Very good Mateo, please do that, the strawberries look very good today.”

“They are organic, Miss, like every fruit we sell here,” said the man with a 

respectful smile.

Clarity saw the woman pay the fruit seller and walk to a normal street, 

where she took another taxi.

“I´m starting to run out of money,” said LT, as they stepped into a taxi.

“We´ll find a job here as waitresses, you can find a job as a barman,” said 

Clarity.

Clarity bought a cap of Tijuana at a local shop. A few minutes later, they 

reached the Golden Ray Meditation Center and followed Ms. Avenworth from a 

distance.

“Wait outside, I´ll go in, she would notice us three right away,” said Clarity.

Clarity watched the entrance, tucked her auburn hair into a ponytail, 

donned her cap, and followed a middle aged couple five minutes after Ms. 

Avenworth had crossed the entrance of the gym. The woman was carrying a 

white cotton bag with the words Golden Ray Center on it. Inside, Clarity felt 

immediately the serene atmosphere of the place, which included a fountain in 



the lobby area, pleasant relaxing music imitating the sound of waves crashing 

on the beach, and employees, all dressed in white. The cost of membership was 

high, over one thousand dollars a year in inital membership fees, and over three 

hundred dollars in monthly fees, all disguised as donations for the Center´s 

economic harmony, a way for the Center to promote its non-profit outlook for 

prospective members.

Clarity picked up a schedule of activities and followed the woman with the 

white cotton bag to the locker room and found Ms. Avenworth in the second 

row, changing clothes and placing them in a wide lock five foot high. The girl 

with auburn hair glanced at the next row of lockers and saw a familiar silhouette 

she recognized immediately, changing as well. Miss Tik was there, directly 

across Ms. Avenworth.



Chapter Eight

Clarity ran into the bathroom and saw Miss Tik walk by with Ms. Avenworth 

side by side. She checked the schedule of classes and stayed in the restroom for 

an hour. Five minutes before the end of the class, she opened the locker next to 

the one used by Miss Tik and got inside sideways. The place was uncomfortable 

but deep enough to hide her. Ten minutes later, she overheard the voice of Ms. 

Avenworth and Miss Tik.

“Any news, these police officers are useless frankly.”

“Cactus is still looking for the formula around town, he checked with Juarez 

yesterday and the girl is in jail now, she doesn´t have the formula, but we need 

to know a bit about it more for our search to be effective. Who wants this 

formula exactly?”  Clarity felt the weight of Miss Tik push against the locker.

“I can´t tell you that, it´s confidential. But you keep searching, and I´ll pay 

you well if you find it.”

“How much?”

“A lot, but I need to see it first.”

Clarity heard Ms. Avenworth step away from the head of administration. 

She stayed still for a few minutes and heard the sound of Miss Tik changing 

beside her. Clarity heard the beep of a cell phone and Miss Tik whisper.

“Oye? sí, guarda la fórmula, la mujer no quiere pagar...tenemos que 

averiguar a quién quiere venderla...qué? las chicas han escapado, gracias...hasta 

luego Cactus.”

Clarity understood enough Spanish to know the woman was talking to 

Cactus, telling him to keep the formula and that they had to find out who was 

the final buyer of it. They also knew that she and Lanai had escaped from jail. 

Keep the formula. Miss Tik had the formula. Clarity heard the head of 



administration step away and pushed the locker open a few minutes later. She 

lowered her head to read the Center´s pamphlet and exited the Center, finding 

her friends standing beside a nearby tree.

“If Miss Tik told Cactus to keep the formula, it means they have it, they stole 

the formula and set you up,” said Lanai.

“Exactly,” said Clarity, “Cactus had a key of all safety boxes on the ship and 

he put Ms. Avenworth´s money in mine. I think that they wanted a good alibi 

and police off their back, and now they´re trying to gauge how much the 

formula is worth to Ms. Avenworth to sell it to her.”

“Who could possibly want to pay for the formula of a simple cocktail?” said 

LT.

“A soft drink company,” said Clarity, “don´t forget Ms. Avenworth is a super 

taster, she must have some kind of ability to come up with new drinks which can 

be turned into commercial products.”

“We need to find that formula and return it to Ms. Avenworth to prove our 

innocence,” said Lanai.

“Yes,” said Clarity, “and to ensure we don’t get caught by Juarez.”

They started walking towards the strip, when Lanai pushed Clarity and LT 

into a narrow side street.

“Police car,” said Lanai.

Hiding in line behind a water pipe made of cement, they watched a grey 

police car roll by slowly and recognized the moustache of Juarez in the 

passenger seat. The car was headed for the Yoga Center and Clarity saw three 

men step out of the car and enter the gym, while Juarez stood against the car 

smoking a cigarette.



“They´re looking for us, they probably went to the Fiesta Americana to find 

Ms. Avenworth and alert her of our escape,” said Lanai.

“Let´s get out through the other end of the street, and find a place to eat” 

said Clarity, “I´m starting to be hungry.”

After lunch, LT found a small shop selling running shoes and to make some 

money, offered the shop owner, an old man who also repaired and brushed 

leather shoes, to help sell the items to tourists.

Around seven in the evening, the owner paid them and Clarity counted the 

money.

“Seventy three pesos,” she said, “I hope it´s enough for dinner.”

“It´s enough for a taxi,” said LT, “let´s go to my friend´s place for dinner, 

his name is Trecker Adams, he works in one of the busiest and most popular 

bars here, Señor Frog´s, on Carretera Escénica.”

“What does he do there?”

“He´s a prankster,” said LT.



Chapter Nine

Clarity, Lanai and LT spent some time walking the narrow backstreets of 

Acapulco until nightfall, and they took a taxi to Carretera Escénica, the Eastern 

part of Acapulco. Clarity pushed open the door of Senor Frog´s and found 

herself in the middle of a rowdy atmosphere which reminded her of her own 

spring break vacations a few years earlier. The place was small but very cozy, 

and full of road signs and rock memorabilia picked up from various states in the 

U.S. It was nearly eleven o´clock and the place was reaching climax in terms of 

its party energy.

They made their way to a table that became free after two college students 

stumbled to their feet, one of them carrying a glass full of beer in his hand. 

Clarity sat down last in a small booth and felt something fall on her head. She 

looked up and saw an attractive girl dressed in a scanty swimsuit, shaking a 

small glass for shots with one hands and holding a helmet made of plastic on 

her head with the other.

“Buenas noches, my name is Katia, I bring the luck of your threesome to 

your table, start the night with a nice muppet and who knows, it could turn into 

a foursome with me!”  Clarity felt her helmet pushed down by the waitress and 

her hand run across her own back, including a slight pull on her bra. She knew 

that a muppet was a shot of tequila added to a shot of lemon-lime soda, 

pounded on the table and drank. Ever since the end of college, when she had 

had not so pleasant experiences with whisky, gin, and vodka mixed with various 

soft drinks into a potent jungle juice punch, she had decided to stop drinking 

alcohol. She took off the plastic helmet politely and pressed the sexy waitress for 

a fruit smoothie. Lanai ordered a piña colada and LT ordered a Michelada, a 

beer mixed with tomato juice and Worcester sauce.



“Yuck,” said Clarity, “and you can drink that.”

“It´s an acquired taste,” said LT. “I don´t see my friend, he must be on his 

way.”

When the bar´s hi-fidelity system played Let´s Get Loud by Jennifer Lopez, 

people started dancing on the tables, as if awakened by a crazy urge to let all 

their accumulated emotions of the year out in one night.

“And we have a winner over there hiding by the booth!” said a man´s voice 

from behind the bar, pointing towards Lanai, “that lovely lady with black hair 

sitting with the other lovely lady with a ponytail and with the lucky man in 

between has won a free dinner here tonight at Senor Frog´s. Come here and get 

our very own Tampiquena dish, fresh Rajas, skirt steak and enchilada.”

Clarity saw Katia pull Lanai towards the bar counter and even though the 

girl from Hawaii insisted that she really preferred to order something else, the 

music, the sultry voice from behind the bar, and the cheers of encouragement 

made her taste the food in chunks slightly bigger than she normally would have 

tasted. A few seconds later, she came running back to the booth, her voice 

whispering the same word.

“Hot…hot…hot” she said, before drinking a whole jar of water on her own. 

People cheered for a few seconds and the man behind the bar came sitting with 

them.

“This is my friend Trecker Adams girls,” said LT with a wide grin on his face, 

“I think he put slightly more hot chilly peppers than expected on Lanai´s dish.”

 Lanai glared at him for several seconds until the effects of the peppers had 

passed. After a few minutes of conversation, Clarity heard Lanai forgive LT´s 

friend and the four of them engaged in a lively conversation.



“I can´t believe what you´re saying,” said Trecker, “somebody set you up for 

theft here, that woman Miss Tik sounds devious, and I don´t recommend 

staying too close to police, most are corrupted, even though they swear by 

Supreme Court Justices.”

“And all that for a cocktail,” said Lanai.

“People love our cocktails here,” said Trecker, “management accepted today 

to test a new computer system to gather information on cocktail consumer 

preferences. It´s a new system, very innovative as for what they say, it will feed 

directly onto our fruit suppliers and we´ll be able to practically make to order 

any cocktail ordered a day in advance by the customer. A woman going to the 

Golden Ray gym known as a super taster came here today with a computer 

expert to sell it to us. They want to place their system in all Senor Frog´s 

locations in Mexico and the Caribbean.”

“A super taster, that´s Ms. Avenworth,” said Clarity, “the woman whose 

money was stolen tastes and creates drinks for a living. Is there any way to get in 

touch with that computer expert?”

“I have his card, I suppose I could call him for a drink,” said Trecker.

“Tell him we´ll go meet him in his place, we´ll bring a late take out dinner 

from here without the jalapenos,” said Clarity.



Chapter Ten

The apartment of Sal Edenmack, American computer systems expert living 

in Acapulco for over fifteen years, was located west of Senor Frog´s facing Playa 

del Secreto, five minutes with Trecker´s car. LT´s friend drove them to the 

computer expert´s place and drove back to close Senor Frog´s by one AM. 

Clarity followed the trail of the car headlights into a narrow ramp which led 

them to a parking lot perched atop a high cliff. They stepped out of the car to a 

viewpoint and Clarity admired the trail of lights on Acapulco Bay. She enjoyed 

looking at resort areas at night, knowing that the place was alive with people 

who had come there to rest and have a pleasant stay for a few days.

They took out the trays with the quesadillas, the chicken and beef fajitas, the 

tacos and the guacamole from Trecker´s car, and rode the elevator to the second 

floor. After ringing the bell for a few seconds, a short man with a Saint Louis 

Cardinals cap appeared before them.

“Oh, you brought a late dinner like Trecker said, thank you, please come in,” 

said the man.

Clarity eyed the place and immediately saw it was a mess unlike anything 

she´d seen before. Meshes of computer cables were stacked on top of all types of 

screens and turrets. Clarity counted twelve screens and stepped forward just in 

time to avoid crashing her tray into the hi fi system, which was playing On the 

Beach by Chris Rea. They offered a few nachos to their host and conversation 

turned quickly to their inquiry.

“We´d like to know something more about this new computer system which 

is being installed at Senor Frog´s,” said Clarity, “it seems quite impressive.”

“The Granadilla system? It´s amazing, it has this interactive menu with 

graphic icons for over two hundred different types of fruit. The software 



company which made it is preparing a video game based on fruit cultivation, 

where you can grow your own orchard by crossing two different types of fruit. 

We want people to have fun and at the same time know the trends that they are 

likely to follow in terms of their consumer preferences in fruit and drinks.”

“Cocktails for instance?” asked Clarity.

“Exactly, cocktails, we know people like them when they come here on 

vacation, they like the fruit, the fructose in the fruit which makes their drink 

sweet, and increasingly, we noticed that they like to come up with their own 

cocktail.”

“Where does all the information go?”

“We´re still negotiating with our supplier, they want to gather more 

information about consumer preferences than we would like, not necessarily 

related to cocktails. You know, cross the information with their preferences in 

hotels, clothes, sports activities, vacation schedule, the work they do…”

“Basically spying on people´s lives,” said Lanai.

Clarity nodded and pressed Edenmack about the software supplier. He 

noticed the computer expert look away uncomfortably and found him more 

reticent to share information about the supplier. Finally, she asked him the 

reason for being so secretive about the makers of Granadilla.

“Well, we have a non disclosure agreement with them, this is all confidential 

information and we can´t just share it with anybody.”

“We can offer you a spot on an ocean liner as head of maintenance, I´m sure 

you´re more honest than Cactus,” said Lanai.

Clarity jumped at Lanai´s comment and told him about the City of 

Wellington enjoyeable activities. Edenmack lifted his eyebrows at first and then 



became more cooperative, specially after he finished the late dinner quickly 

offered by LT.

“Who is this supplier exactly?”

“It´s part of a high security sensory Lab outside Acapulco in an area called 

Las Lomas. I really don´t know what they do there exactly, I think they test all 

kinds of new drinks all the time, and they´re not all natural from what I hear. I 

have only met one of their employees, they call her a super taster, she´s on the 

field all the time trying out new cocktail combinations.”

“What do you mean the ingredients are not natural?” asked Clarity.

“They put artificial ingredients in their drinks, we only sell the natural fruit 

menu to Senor Frog´s, because we think the customers prefer natural fruit 

better.”

“Can you get us into that lab, I know that super taster and she has gotten us 

into trouble with the police,” said Clarity. Edenmack´s face color changed and 

became pale.



Chapter Eleven

“I don´t like this,” said Edenmack, “you better leave right now.”

LT calmed him, but Edenmack became so nervous, that he threw part of his 

dinner to the garbage can. The computer expert refused to give them 

information on the lab even though he had been there a few times, but Clarity 

convinced him to give them directions to the isolated compound and a few 

explanations about its daily activity.

“Let´s go to bed,” said Clarity, “tomorrow we´ll need to buy a few things to 

get into this lab.”

They thanked Edenmack and called Trecker who let them sleep in his 

apartment, conveniently located five minutes from Senor Frog´s. The lively 

entertainer had finished his evening at Mandara, a stylish night club perched on 

a mountain which offered a panoramic view of Acapulco Bay. Clarity, who had a 

light sleep cycle, heard him open the apartment door around five o´clock with 

an attractive oriental girl wearing a University of Arizona sweatshirt.

The next day, after breakfast, Clarity led Lanai and LT to the fruit market, 

buying a small wood crate filled with various fruit, including canistel, an orange-

yellow fruit with a texture similar to egg yolk, black sapote, also called Chocolate 

pudding fruit, and strawberry guava, whose pulp and seeds had to be scooped 

out.

“What´s that?” asked Clarity to the fruit vendor, pointing to a purple fruit.

“That´s caimito señorita, it´s delicious, served fresh for dessert.”

“Put a few in, please.”

They continued their buying spree in a hardware store, where they bought a 

portable metal cart to place the crate. Finally, Clarity bought at the same store a 

pair of blue overalls and three discrete, non descriptive, grey caps. Trecker 



solved the transportation problem and provided them with an old Volkswagen 

van normally used by his construction worker friends to carry material for 

building sites.

Around eleven thirty, they were ready and drove to the lab, less than fifteen 

minutes by car through a winding road stemming from the coastal Miguel 

Alemán. As expected, a security guard was blocking the entrance to the barbed 

wire enclosure. Inside the small sentry box, Clarity heard the hoarse bark of a 

big dog.

“Que quieren?” said the guard, annoyed by the visitors who had interrupted 

the viewing of his baseball match on DVD. Clarity let LT, who was driving speak 

his perfect Spanish. Clarity, who was sitting in the passenger seat, lowered her 

cap and looked away from the guard. She glanced at the back seat and saw Lanai 

focus on a piece of paper they had prepared, the invoice.

“Buenos días, we come with the special delivery of fruit.”

“For the new cocktail?”

“Exactly,” jumped LT, “for the new cocktail.”

“Come in,” said the guard, “dock number five at the end of the trail.”

Clarity grabbed the invoice from Lanai´s hand, which was starting to shake.

“You talk, LT,” said Clarity, placing the invoice in LT´s front pocket, “I´ll try 

to sneak inside the lab. If you have to leave without me, wait for me near the 

entrance, tell the guard you´re stopping for lunch.”

As they reached the dock, Clarity saw a few workers enjoying their lunch 

break. She saw LT get out of the car and strike a conversation with them, 

carrying the cart with the fruit inside. She waved good bye to Lanai and closed 

the passenger door as silently as possible. Directly across from her, there was a 

door leading to the inside of the building. In a few steps, she was inside, and 



nobody had noticed. She walked through a set of corridors and opened a large 

metal door labelled “Laboratorio. Authorized Personnel Only”.

In front of her, an area the size of a football field was filled with forty to fifty 

medium-sized cylindrical metal containers open from above. At the foot of the 

containers, a control panel shone with a few green, yellow and red LED 

indicators. A vapour cloud from one of the cylinders reached her. It smelled of 

sugar mixed with pineapple.

She walked around one of the cylinders and came face to face with a small 

staircase leading to the top of the cylinder. She heard several voices to her left 

and turned her head. Two lab employees dressed in white coat were walking 

towards her. Without thinking twice, she climbed the stairs until she reached 

the top. She climbed down a small set of stairs on the inside wall of the cylinder 

until she reached a fluid. Below her, a combination of fruit and what looked like 

a sugary syrup were mixing together. Clarity listened to the voices below and 

translated their comments in her head.

“Do you know when the new cocktail is due in the market? We have to 

change the cylinder mix.”

“The formula is not complete, the final ingredient is missing.”

“La señora Avenworth is still testing then.”

“I think so, she´s out today. I went to have a drink at the cocktail water 

fountain near her office but it´s out of order.”



Chapter Twelve

Clarity coiled her legs while she grabbed the metal ladder with her hands. 

The employees had accelerated the mixing and the fluid was rising quickly. 

Fortunately, the two employees left the area within minutes and Clarity could 

reach the inside of the cylinder and step down the outside ladder to the plant 

floor. She exited the mixing area and walked through an empty corridor leading 

to a white revolving door with small glass windows. She pushed the doors open 

and came face to face with the man in charge of fixing the water fountain, who 

had just finished his job.

“Hola,” she said with a voice as low as possible.

“Hola,” answered the man.

She walked in front of him, her hand lowering her cap, and continued 

towards the water fountain. Feeling thirsty, she pressed on the fountain and 

drank a mix which tasted like sweet orange juice mixed with passion fruit. 

Across from the fountain was a door labelled Ms. June Avenworth, super taster. 

Turning her head left and right to ensure no one was looking, she turned the 

door knob. It was open. In one swift movement, she slid inside the super taster

´s office, which included a large lab table on her left, a desk with a flat computer 

screen, and a few chairs near a glass door leading to a terrace and the garden 

outside.

Clarity scanned the room and let her eyes rest on the narrow rectangular 

table to her left. Neatly arranged with colored caps in over fifteen rows made up 

of miniature wooden shelves, two or three hundred flasks awaited testing by Ms. 

Avenworth. She moved closer and read a few labels like the Texas Dallas 

Iguana Flow, the more elegant High Style Marimba Drops and the exotic 

Pamalica Island Reef Foam. One flask was out of its shelf, laid out on the grey 



tile surface of the table. It was labelled Corporate formula number five and 

Clarity thought it could refer to the one Miss Tik had stolen.

She slid the flask in one of the pockets of her overalls and moved towards 

the large desk, made of solid mahogany wood. The scattered papers on the desk 

referred to fruit trees, exotic plants and fruit diagrams, complete with their 

reproductive capabilities.

Clarity moved towards the computer and flipped on its processing unit. 

Predictably, the computer demanded a system password and Clarity 

remembered the fruit that Ms. Avenworth had included at the market. She 

typed the word Carambola and the computer flashed the prompt Fruit  

Destination…  This was not an ordinary computer, thought Clarity, it expected 

names of fruit instead of passwords. She typed the name Granadilla system and 

a new screen opened before her with hundreds of fruit and cocktail icons.

Hearing some voices in the corridor, she searched for formula number five 

using a local search engine and found an icon leading to a file. She opened it and 

found an incomplete list of ingredients: half a banana, two slices of sweet 

pineapple, coconut milk, three strawberries, one plum, vanilla and cinnamon, 

two carambola… The list stopped there but there was one last indication which 

read: Value added ingredient.

At the bottom, the file read Will test at the City of Wellington and 

Acapulco. Final ingredient source: Cayo Verde Tree Nursery, Calzada de la 

Cuesta. She memorized the ingredients and the name and address of the 

nursery, before turning off the computers. A voice which seemed to be just 

outside Ms. Avenworth´s office rang loudly inside.

“Policía, paren las máquinas, inspección!”  There was a police investigation, 

thought Clarity, it was time to leave. She stepped silently to the door and opened 



it slightly. At the end of the corridor, she saw the familiar silhouette of Juarez 

walking decisively towards Ms. Avenworth´s office. Either Juarez was looking 

for the super taster or Edenmack had leaked information to the police.

“Esta chica Clarity Nice las va a pagar todas juntas,  the computer expert 

said she was headed for the lab, she must be in Avenworth´s office,” said Juarez 

to one of his assistants. Now, it was clear, thought, Clarity, Edenmack had 

talked and they were after them again. She locked the door and opened the glass 

window leading to the terrace, which was a few feet above the ground floor. The 

only way out to the garden was going down a climbing plant. A loud bang on the 

door interrupted her thoughts of escape.

“Abran la puerta por la gracia de Sierra Madre!”

She breathed deeply, stretched her legs a couple of times, and jumped on 

the climbing plant.



Chapter Thirteen

Clarity´s hands slipped on the wet leaves of the climbing plant, and she 

landed on the ground in the lab´s garden a few seconds earlier than planned. 

She set her eyes on the fence in front of her, a few hundred feet away. Above her, 

she heard the sound of a menacing dog growl and the voice of Juarez swearing 

and pounding on the door of Ms. Avenworth´s office. She walked by the gardner 

of the lab lowering her cap, and the man continued to dig a hole for a new ficus 

beside him. She reached the fence and followed it to the guard´s cabin. Out in 

the distance, she recognized the silhouette of the van and LT waving at her.

“Buenos días,” said Clarity, “I forgot they were leaving, have a good day.” 

The guard looked at her annoyed but let her through. She started walking faster 

towards the van which was making a U-turn in the narrow road.

“Guardia, stop her!”  Clarity turned her head and saw a German shepherd 

run at full speed towards her, Juarez behind it giving words of hunting 

encouragement. She increased her pace to a jog, then to a run, finally to a frantic 

run. She saw Lanai open the sliding door of the van and jumped inside with the 

vehicle rolling forward at a speed of about five miles an hour. She heard the dog 

growl behind her and closed the van´s door.

Clarity jumped in the front passenger seat and opened the window. Behind 

them, two police cars were screeching their tires on the lab´s parking lot asphalt 

and gathering speed towards the entrance. They drove for three miles on a 

narrow winding road and lost the police cars in a series of crossings. Clarity 

admired LT´s driving, although she wondered whether the car would sustain 

such an effort. They took route two hundred to a deviation at el Cayaco, which 

led them to the north west part of the city. They stopped at a drive through to 

eat a quick snack and parked on a beach until late in the afternoon. By early 



evening, they had returned the van to Trecker, recommending him to chang car 

plates.

“Where is this tree nursery?” asked LT.

“Calzada de la Cuesta,” said Clarity.

They borrowed some money from Trecker and rode a taxi to the Cayo Verde 

tree nursery. A man dressed in a worn out brown business suit blocked the 

entrance to the entrance. Fortunately, he spoke English.

“We´re closed,” said the man, showing a stopping gesture with his hand.

“We really like plants,” said Lanai cheerfully, “specially at night, because the 

plants return oxygen to us.”

“We´re friends of Ms. Avenworth is what she means,” said Clarity.

“Ah! friends of the woman with the most sensitive taste in Mexico. Welcome 

to Cayo Verde tree nursery, how can I help you?”

“Well, it´s really very simple,” said Lanai, “we´re really innocent although 

Mexican police officer Juarez thinks we´re guilty of a theft we didn´t commit. 

We´re trying to catch this thief called Miss Tik and avoid her henchman Cactus, 

and we need to know about this particular ingredient of a very special cocktail 

formula every one´s after, because apparently it must be worth a lot of money. I 

hope that explains to you why three people come to visit this place at night.”

“I see, you´re looking for Isaias El Curandero,” said the man.

“Who is he?” asked Clarity.

“A healer, he´s the provider of all special ingredients that Ms. Avenworth 

includes in her drinks.”

The man walked them inside the nursery amidst row after row of various 

plants and trees. After ten minutes, they reached a small hutmade with lianas, 

large tree branches and wood. A cloud of dark smoke blew from the roof´s top.



“You can walk in, but I can´t guarantee you´ll meet him.”

“It´s his day off?” asked Lanai.

“Nobody knows exactly what he does, he hunts at night like the owl.”

“He´s in, judging by the cloud of smoke,” said Clarity. A burst of blue light 

coming from inside the hut answered the girl´s comment. Isaias El Curandero 

was home.



Chapter Fourteen

Clarity stepped inside the hut, followed by Lanai and LT. She scanned the 

single space inside and noticed the blue lava lamp which was lit in the middle. 

Sitting on the ground with his knees folded, a man in his sixties with shoulder 

length black hair was cooking various vegetables in a large pan. Beside him, 

various containers made of glass held tropical fruit topped with herbs that 

Clarity had never seen.

Clarity felt the stare of Isaias on her body. She knew that the man didn´t see 

attractive women very often, and his boldness made her blush. She moved 

closer to LT, in awe by the presence emanated by the healer, who reminded her 

of an American Indian Chief.

“You come for medicine?” said Isaias in a coarse voice. Clarity saw him 

reach for a flask full of tiny grains.

“No,” said Clarity.

“Take this, it´s Echinacea, good prevention for the common cold, as you call 

it.”

“Thank you for the offer, all three of us are healthy,” continued Clarity. She 

glanced at Lanai, who looked as though she was frozen in apprehension.

“In that case…”  Isaias reached for a bottle full of oil and offered it to Lanai.

“This is for you,” he said, “it´s massage oil scented with Sandalwood. I wish 

all three of you a good night, I´ll be going now, it´s time to hunt. I will be back 

tomorrow morning. Until then, my home is your home. Please enjoy it. There´s 

a pool twenty feet behind the hut, it´s very clean, you can take a bath before 

honouring your body. Tomorrow, we´ll talk about business. I suggest the man 

sit upright in the lotus position and look at both women all night.”



Clarity saw Isaias wave good bye, as Lanai opened the bottle and smelled 

the oil.

“Mmmh, it smells good,” said the girl from Hawaii, “after all this tension, I 

need to relax. Let´s take a dip in the pool naked and spend the night in here.” 

Clarity smelled the oil and nodded. She had wanted to see LT naked since the 

beginning of the cruise. After a quick swim in the nearby pool, they used some 

towels left by the healer to dry their bodies. Lanai and Clarity lay down on their 

stomach, showing their naked body openly to the bartender.

“Work slowly, LT,” said Clarity.

When morning came, they woke up at the same time and they heard Isaias 

come back. They all enjoyed the small game hunted by the healer. Clarity broke 

the silence and spoke first.

“I think you know Ms. Avenworth. Do you know about her formula number 

five?”

“I do, it´s going to be very valuable, worth a lot of money.”  Clarity saw the 

man take a broom and sweep the earth on the floor to erase footsteps.

“Why is that?”

“It´s going to taste like a regular cocktail but it´s secret ingredient will bring 

a new effect on the person who drinks the potion.”

“What ingredient?”

“A few crushed leaves of Damiana, it is known for its aphrodisiac 

properties.”

“An aphrodisiac cocktail, what a good idea,” said Lanai, “I´ll buy a few 

boxes, let me know when they´re out.”

Clarity studied the features of the healer. He smiled at Lanai´s comment but 

wasn´t completely happy with the situation, she could sense it. She pressed him 



about his reluctant attitude towards the new cocktail, and he explained that he 

preferred to heal people and use plants for their medicinal use, not just their 

well-being effects. When she pressed him about the final buyers of the cocktail, 

he shrugged and continued sweeping.

“Ms. Avenworth knows them, you´ll have to ask her.”

Clarity heard a noise behind them. The door of the hut opened and Ms. 

Avenworth appeared before them.

“I finally find you,” said the woman, “you have a lot of explaining to do.”



Chapter Fifteen

Clarity saw Lanai and LT step away from Ms. Avenworth. The girl with 

auburn hair watched Isaias, who stopped sweeping the floor with an amused 

look on his face. His expression seemed to approve of the coming confrontation. 

Clarity saw him move towards the entrance and close the door for privacy.

“Ms. Avenworth, this is all one big misunderstanding, we certainly didn´t 

steal your cocktail formula because we didn´t know about it on the ship, 

somebody set us up and we think it is Miss Tik and Cactus, the head of 

administration and the head of maintenance. They had copies of the safety 

deposit boxes and placed your money in my box. We were trying to find out on 

our own about the formula to know more about Miss Tik´s plans.”

“I don´t like people nosing in my affairs, much less in my desk. You 

tampered with my computer,” said Ms. Avenworth.

“Juarez jailed us, we had to show you that we didn’t steal the formula, but 

we had to understand exactly what were looking for. And our next question to 

Isaias was whether he has seen Miss Tik or Cactus around here.”

“Yes,” said the healer, “ a woman came here and asked for the identity of the 

final buyer for the formula. Her name was Miss Tik, I spoke at length with her, 

she said she spoke with you at the Yoga Golden Ray Center. She is led by power 

and ambition, she wants to own the lab and use plants like Damiana for her 

benefit only.”

“If what you say is true, I won´t tell Juarez,” said Ms. Avenworth, looking at 

Clarity. “But you will have to prove that Miss Tik is after the lab. I did tell her 

about the nursery because she thought you might come here after investigating 

the lab and looking at the computer. I also told her about the owner of the lab.”



“Who is the owner Ms. Avenworth, we will show you that Miss Tik is the 

culprit in this affair and that she stole the formula.”

“It´s a woman, her name is Duchess Leonora Sanchez de la Cueva, she is 

one of the wealthiest people of Acapulco. She lives in Punta Diamante, an 

exclusive residential area south east of Acapulco. She has all the contacts with 

the final buyers for the cocktails and she´s giving a lavish party tonight in her 

home, Villa Avelaneda. I could get you in as guests.”

Clarity shook hands with Ms. Avenworth to seal the agreement. They would 

carry out the investigation and show that Miss Tik was up to devious activities. 

In order to properly carry out their role as guests of Ms. Avenworth, Clarity 

requested that they borrow money to buy some clothes. Elegant clothes. 

Expensive clothes.

They drove in Ms. Avenworth´s car and spent the day with her choosing the 

most appropriate dress for her and Lanai, and the best smoking for LT. After a 

good dinner, they drove to Villa Avelaneda and left the car with a valet who 

asked their names. Clarity stayed behind Ms. Avenworth, and LT and Lanai 

made their way to the reception together. The girl with auburn hair followed the 

super taster to the reception´s main hallway to meet the Duchess, an attractive 

single woman in her late fourties who was well known for her lewd excesses.

“Well, what a lovely lady we have here, Donasio, please ensure this friend of 

Ms. Avenworth can stay here tonight,” said the duchess, looking away from 

Clarity at one of the butlers.

Clarity shook hands, made a reverence and admired the woman´s high cut 

Channel dress studded with diamonds. She glanced to her right and saw Miss 

Tik, followed by Cactus making their way to the main hallway.



“Thank…thank you very much Ms. de la Cueva, I…I have to go now.”  She 

waved hurriedly to Lanai and LT, and the three of them moved into the cocktail 

area, where five waiters who seemed to have been recruited at Chipendales 

served a variety of drinks. Several couples pushed Clarity forward towards the 

cocktail table and she noticed a miniature fountain made of champagne glasses 

flowing with an orange mixture.

“What´s this?” she asked.

“Damiana a gogo,” said one of the butlers, “it has mango and some 

properties which will make you feel very good tonight.”

“I see, no thank you, I´ll have a glass of mineral water on the rocks.”

“Coming up,” said the waiter, “water with much ice.”

As the evening passed, Clarity and her friends played hide and seek with 

Miss Tik and Cactus, leaving the room that they entered. Around five in the 

morning, the lights were dim in the house and various couples could be seen 

fondling and moving into private quarters on their own or with other couples.

Clarity stood near the door of the large living room, decorated with the 

hunting trophies of the duchess´ seventh husband, heads of big game like 

antelope, lions and bears. She saw Miss Tik and Cactus meet a corpulent sailor 

and speak to him for more than forty five minutes. After the conversation was 

over, Clarity inquired about the sailor to a good looking couple who were 

obviously interested in a threesome with him. The wife, a woman with red hair, 

slid her hand under the back of Clarity´s dress and kindly told her.

“Well, he´s part of the crew from the Costa Amalfitana, the official yacht for 

upper executives of the Summer Breeze soft drink company. It´s anchored near 

El Faro, by Isla Roqueta. Come with us tomorrow, we have an invitation for a 



reception and party there, the Duchess won´t be able to make it after tonight, 

and she let us go instead of her.”

Clarity took the couple´s business card and left the the Duchess residence 

with her friends. They were getting closer to finding the final buyer of formula 

number five. Now, they had to catch Miss Tik in the act of her illicit offer to sell 

the formula.



Chapter Sixteen

Clarity smiled at the woman with red hair who was intent on kissing her, 

and checked the miniature electronic camera in her pocket from her seat in the 

Princess motorboat, as the night wind of Acapulco Bay blew on her face. She 

peeked to her left and guessed the shape of a motorboat in the shadows, labelled 

'policia'. She hoped her setup would work, but most importantly, she hoped that 

Mexican police was not as corrupt as legend indicated. She watched her own 

motorboat leave the Acapulco strip on her left and head towards a quiet cove.

Anchored parallel to the coast of Isla Roqueta, the Costa Amalfitana 

glowed, a sleek made to order Aerocruiser V superyacht with two decks, 

measuring over one hundred feet, built by Danish Yachts, was lit with bright 

lights. Clarity checked the top of her swimsuit below her high cut dress by 

Laurentino, a distant cousin of Valentino, according to the woman owning the 

night club clothe renting store, was in place. She hoped that they would be able 

to dive off the deck, as she always enjoyed a night swim after dinner.

The cook, named Flavio greeted them from the yacht and picked up a crate 

full of meat, vegetables and fruit, as they docked near the stern of the ship. Once 

on board, Clarity disappeared and started searching for Miss Tik. She counted 

about one hundred people on the yacht, invited to the open air buffet on the 

upper deck, and found Miss Tik and Cactus walking back and forth in front of a 

lacquered wooden door leading to an exclusive lounge.

At half past midnight, the Chief Executive Officer of the Summer Breeze Soft 

Drink Company came out of the lounge and summoned Miss Tik and Cactus to a 

teak deck below them.

“Hello, I am the super taster,” said Miss Tik to the CEO.



 Clarity followed them from the upper deck, until she saw Miss Tik take out 

a piece of paper. With the zoom of her pocket camera, she focused on the small 

sheet, labelled formula number five and took several pictures. As she moved to 

get a better view on the paper held by Miss Tik, the visor on the camera became 

dark and the silhouette of Miss Tik was replaced by a large hand. It was Cactus.

“You´re going overboard,” said the head of maintenance, “give me that 

camera.”

“No way,” said Clarity, running towards the bow of the ship. She walked 

inside the boat through an open glass window and reached the bridge, followed 

by the heavy steps of Cactus. She ran past an officer who was working on a set of 

waypoints for the next day´s trip, grabbed a cell phone from a folding table, and 

dialled a number.

“You can come and find me, it´s a good time,” she said, “they´re after me.”

The sound of sirens reverberated inside the walls of the bridge, signalling a 

police motorboat named 'Sirocco' approaching the yacht´s bow.

“Policía, todo el mundo adentro del barco,” said a man´s voice. Clarity 

recognized the voice of Juarez, surrounded by several beauty pageant winners 

clinging to his back, and she started running towards the front of the ship. 

Cactus caught her when she stepped out of the saloon on to the front deck, and 

the head of maintenance picked her up like a feather, lifting her above his head. 

Clarity looked in front of her and saw the dark water and the Acapulco Bay strip 

in the distance.

“Stop right there, lay her down.”  Clarity turned her head with difficulty and 

saw Juarez and several police officers struggling to get past the beauty pagents 

moving forward and escorting Ms. Avenworth. Behind them, Lanai and LT were 

following the scene closely. Cactus mumbled an unintelligible curse in Spanish, 



and placed Clarity down on the floor, ripping the seam of her dress, and leaving 

her in swimsuit gear. Sighing with relief, refreshed by the wind blowing, the girl 

with auburn hair saw the CEO of Summer Breeze soft drinks walk towards them 

with Miss Tik.

“This woman is a fraud,” she said, “she´s not a super taster, that formula 

belongs to Ms. Avenworth here. She is the real super taster and should be the 

one offering this new cocktail to you sir,” said Clarity, looking at the CEO 

straight in the eye.

 Clarity saw Ms. Avenworth step forward and prove her identity with a 

security card from the lab. Juarez had verified her employment as well and Miss 

Tik had no other choice but to say she stole the formula and set up Clarity with 

Cactus in order to give her a better chance of selling the new cocktail. Clarity 

saw Juarez handcuff the head of administration and Cactus, escorting them to 

the police boat. One of the beauty pagent winners wanted to get handcuffed as 

well, but Juarez denied the request, because he never mixed business with 

pleasure.

“No handcuffs for you, Norwegian-guanabana, they can be dangerous. I will 

question you about Acapulco´s history later in bed, at the Boca Chica hotel, nice 

and naked, in glorious splendor, to bring out the glamorous nature of your 

personality. After that, we´ll play scrabble across your breasts, and you can 

teach me nurturing words in Norwegian.”

Clarity saw the CEO step aside with Ms. Avenworth. “So the formula 

belongs to you then,” said the CEO, pointing to Ms. Avenworth.

“It belongs to the lab, but I am the representative. We would like to make an 

offer for this formula. The combination of fruit and Damiana will turn it into an 



overnight success. Of course, we would settle for an advance sum and let you 

run the risk of marketing and promotion.”

“Let´s talk inside, I think we can work out a deal, a seasoned barman at the 

Fairmont gave me your reference,” said the CEO.

“How did you get in touch with him?” asked Mrs. Avenworth.

“Through the buyers of the hotel, those who paid 200 Million to buy it. They 

use our soft drinks at the mini bar.”

“Ok, I want this girl, Clarity, to be included in the deal,” said Ms. 

Avenworth.



Chapter Seventeen

Clarity followed Ms. Avenworth and the CEO of the soft drink company to a 

luxurious lounge playing soft, relaxing  bossa-nova music. Within fifteen 

minutes, Ms. Avenworth had reached an agreement.

“Three hundred thousand dollars for the lab in exchange for the formula 

and six hundred dollars for Clarity.”

“Agreed,” said the CEO, “do you have a name for the cocktail?”

“How about Sensualade…” said Clarity.

“Not bad,” said the CEO, “we´ll include it in our shortlist.”

“Isaias our provider of Damiana would like you to do some applied research 

on a medicinal drink to treat the flu.”

“Well, that´s out of our company scope, but we can offer our drink to a few 

pharmaceutical companies so that they develop their own products.”

“Excellent,” said Clarity, “that will please Isaias considerably, I think.”

They shook hands and moved to the saloon bar, decorated with silver-

embossed door knobs and a bar counter cast from a single stone of marble. 

Clarity kept thinking about the six hundred dollars. She was getting ripped off, 

she was getting ripped off, she thought. Still, Ms. Avenworth had developed the 

formula, it was only game that she received most of the money. The following 

day, she said good bye to Ms. Avenworth and joined LT and Lanai for a late 

dinner at Quinta Real, an elegant spot in the Punta Diamante Area.

“I think you got ripped off,” said LT, “but I don´t need the money, I just got 

a job here, Trevor talked to the manager at Señor Frog´s who hired me as Chief 

Party Bartender.”

“Whoohoo, what do you mean, six hundred giggles to spend, more money 

for our synchronized swimming team,” said Lanai, beaming with a smile.



“Giggles?” said Clarity.

“That´s money for me, money brings fun and giggles, that´s what I like 

about money, the fun it brings.”

“We need more money, I´m making less than I was as a teleoperator at 

Stevenson Garden Products. Speaking of money, we need a pool to train, where 

is the City of Wellington now?” asked Clarity.

“It left Acapulco, it´s going back to L.A., and will reach Cabo San Lucas in a 

few days,” said LT.

“Excellent, a little holiday here and then we´re back on the City of 

Wellington with the girls,” said Lanai, “I hope Taimi and Cynthia didn´t miss us 

too much.”

“I hope we can stay there for a few days, I´d like to see enjoy this place for a 

while, it´s so different from the U.S.,” said Clarity.

“You can stay with me, I like the exclusive view you mentioned the other 

night, the one suggested by Isaias that we simply adopt for an hour or two 

without moving.”

“The exclusive view,” said Clarity.

“That´s me on top while you watch me naked standing above L.T. from the 

pillow,” said Lanai.

Clarity smiled at Lanai, and nodded, before looking at the new cocktail 

menu, filled with fifty two possible alternatives. When the waitress came, her 

decision was made.

“I´ll leave the cocktails for some other time I think. Please bring me a fresh 

mango on the rocks instead. Make it large, make it ripe, and make it with large 

ice cubes around it,” she said.



Chapter Eighteen

Sun on the rocks episodes.

The malibu case.

The acapulco cocktail.



Chapter Nineteen

Non fiction recommended by Somers Isle & Loveshade.

Careers and accreditations to consider.

Chartered Financial Analyst: http://www.cfainstitute.org

Chartered Wealth Manager:

http://www.financialcertified.com/chartered_wealth_manager.html

http://www.financialcertified.com/certifications.html (other certifications)

Certified Financial Planner: http://www.cfp.net/

Wealth.

Robert Kiyosaki´s Wealth Community: http://www.richdad.com/

Books on wealth and cash flow by Robert Kiyosaki:

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Robert_Kiyosaki#Bibliography

Cash Flow 101 Game: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cashflow_101

Educational sites and global news.

Khan Academy: http://www.khanacademy.org/

Visual Thesaurus: http://www.visualthesaurus.com/

Visual Global News: http://www.newsmap.jp/

Featured universities.

Pepperdine, Malibu, California: http://www.pepperdine.edu/

UCLA, California, Academic Programs:

http://www.ucla.edu/academics/departments-and-programs

University of Economics, Prague: http://www.vse.cz/index-en.php


