
ABDUCTION

THE ANGEL OF VENGEANCE BOOK ONE

Colin Mardell

[image: ]

APS BOOKS

Yorkshire

Table of Contents

Title Page

Abduction

APS Books,

First published worldwide by APS Books in 2025

Prologue

Chapter 1 - Emily

Chapter 2 – Darren

Chapter 3 – Robyn

Chapter 4 - Emily

Chapter 5 - Lara

Chapter 6 - Emily

Missing British Family

Chapter 7 – Lara

Chapter 8

Chapter 9 – Emily/Pepper

Chapter 10 – Erik and Anne

Chapter 11 - Pepper

Chapter 12 – Lara

Chapter 13

Chapter 14 – Pepper

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Also by Colin Mardell:

Keep Her Safe

Fetch Them Home

Revenge Ain’t Sweet

To Save A Mockingbird

Wolf In The Hen House

Revert To Type

A Dangerous Solitude

A Catalogue Of Deadly Errors

Into Africa

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

APS Books,

[image: ]


The Stables Field Lane,

Aberford,

West Yorkshire,

LS25 3AE

APS Books is a subsidiary of the APS Publications imprint

www.andrewsparke.com

Copyright ©2025 Colin Mardell

All rights reserved.

Colin Mardell has asserted his right to be identified as the author of this work in accordance with the Copyright Designs and Patents Act 1988

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

First published worldwide by APS Books in 2025


[image: ]


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise) without the written permission of the publisher except that brief selections may be quoted or copied without permission, provided that full credit is given.

A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue


[image: ]


He was one of the world’s wealthiest people, and yet beyond basic biographical facts, surprisingly little was publicly known about David Baker. In fact, there wasn’t even an accurate estimate of his true wealth. There had been several attempts to write his biography, most had been shut down before publication, and with his obsessively reclusive lifestyle, the few that made it into print were little more than expanded versions of his Wikipedia page.

Unlike many of his peers in the super rich bracket, little of Baker’s wealth was new money. In fact, the very opposite. It had its origins in both his maternal and paternal family trees. His father’s family wealth could be traced back to Johannes Bakker, who began adult life as a moderately successful Dutch farmer of the 17th century. Gambling on what he had read about the burgeoning trade in sugar, Johannes emigrated to Barbados, hoping to take advantage. With the enthusiastic use of cheap slave labour, Bakker’s wealth rapidly expanded. In his will, he specified that his estate would largely be placed in a hereditary trust, benefitting only surviving male members of the Bakker clan. Over the following two centuries, branches of the family used the trust to diversify into rubber and coffee production in Brazil, and the trust’s assets exponentially grew. 

It might have been expected that over successive generations the expanding family would split, causing the wealth to become divided into diminishing branches. However, with the male line carrying a then unidentified degenerative hereditary disease, many of the heirs succumbed to premature and painful deaths. Through the generations, one by one, branches of the Bakker clan died, and the majority of their estates were restored to the trust. The result was the wealth predominantly remained concentrated with a single family. It was remarkable that throughout the generations, at least one male member had survived to father a successor.

In the late 18th century, following the death of the last of the remaining Caribbean and Central American male members of the Bakker family, the enormous fortune fell under the control of David’s great-grandfather Jacob, a UK resident who had adopted the anglicised name Baker. Retaining control of the international investments, Jacob used their returns to diversify. He moved into the coal, iron, and steel industries of Europe and the United States, the basic materials fuelling the Industrial Revolution. The move resulted in massive returns. These were the days long before globalisation, and the international nature of the wealth went largely unobserved.

David Baker’s mother Francine was descended on both sides of her family from bankers, and arms manufacturers. Inevitably, as an only child, her inherited wealth in Sterling fell comfortably into nine figures. After gaining control, she heavily invested in South African mining stocks resulting in high growth. Following the death of David’s father, the combined wealth of the Baker trust and Francine’s estate totalled over three hundred and twenty billion pounds.

As an only child, just like his mother, David spent little time, if any at all, in the company of any but the very wealthiest of families. Homeschooled until he was twelve and primarily raised by a nanny, his only childhood friend, was Octavia, the daughter of a family that owned a nearby estate. They were similar ages and frequently the nannies and their charges spent time together. The two children remained close friends throughout their young childhood.

At twelve-years-old, in a gazebo in the grounds of Garneston House, his family home; weeks before being sent to boarding school to complete his education; David declared his love to Octavia. Instead of the reciprocated passion he’d hoped for, she’d laughed. Deeply hurt, but nevertheless still smitten with the girl he had wanted to marry, he never gave up hope that one day he’d win her over. 

It was not to be. When he was fourteen, he learned that she and her family had been killed in a light aircraft crash in Central America. To say that he was heartbroken would be no understatement.

After spending most of his early life almost exclusively in the company of females, his time at the then predominantly boys-only Wellington College, was marked by two things. First by his high academic achievement, and second, his inability to form friendships with other boys.

Shortly after beginning his degree course in Economics and Management at Oxford, David’s father succumbed to Huntington’s Disease. David had never had a close relationship with either of his parents, nevertheless, he found visiting his father during the last weeks of his life extremely distressing. Unable to bear the thought that he would pass on the dreadful condition to another generation, David took the radical decision to have a vasectomy. His mother pleaded with him not to do it, and doctors argued against it, but he was adamant and went ahead. However, during the operation, they discovered that he was in the advanced stages of testicular cancer. He had no choice but to consent to an orchidectomy, resulting in permanent impotence. Without the possibility of a male heir, the conditions of the Baker Trust were no longer valid. On Francine’s death, the board of the trust sought to retain control of the funds ad infinitum. David had serious misgivings about many members of the trust’s governing board and hired lawyers to fight them on his behalf. A fierce court case ensued, and it resulted in the trust being dissolved with the funds released into David’s sole control when he reached the age of twenty-four.

After the operation and court case, David made the fatal mistake of confiding in one of the few male college friends that he thought trustworthy. Inevitably, after a drunken remark at a party, word of his emasculation got out among his small social circle, and he became the butt of persistent cruel jokes. Determined that his condition wouldn’t become public knowledge, he took out an injunction against them to stop them repeating the information. Lawyers insisted that the ban would be unlikely to stand the test of time, and subject to highly restrictive and punishing non-disclosure clauses against reneging on the agreement, the culprits (nine of them) were each paid off with a million pounds.

From then on Baker relinquished his student accommodation and was driven to and from lectures in a chauffeur driven car, further distancing him from fellow alumni.

As an extremely wealthy and eligible bachelor, his social life, such as it was, was littered with a constant stream of attractive female companions, many probably holding the hope of luring him into marriage. However, after finding that he was only interested in platonic relationships, most moved on. Nonetheless, David’s affinity with the opposite sex continued unabated. 

His unusual social preferences coupled with persistent rumours of his asexuality earned him nicknames such as ‘The Blank Wank Bank’, ‘Slack Sac’, and weirdo, but he stoically ignored them and carried on regardless.

After his graduation from Oxford with a first-class degree, David joined the family business as an intern. With innate business acumen, he soon proved himself and rose rapidly through the management echelons. By his twenty-fourth birthday when he gained control of the businesses, he was already near the top, and the transition from employee to proprietor and chief executive was almost seamless. His approachable, quiet, and affable demeanour made him a popular, albeit reserved boss, inspiring loyalty from most of his staff.

These events and traits, plus others that follow, would determine his public persona, but how accurate was it in reality? Was David Baker saint or sinner?
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Chapter 1 - Emily
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It was 9:15am on a Monday morning in early March when Emily Devonshire stepped off the bus’. The final three-quarters of a mile seemed much longer as she trudged through the rain to the small-rented house in Woking that she shared with her husband Darren, and their beautiful and intelligent seven-year-old daughter Robyn. 

It had been another extremely busy night in the Accident and Emergency department, where after a recent promotion, she worked as a senior nurse. There had been the normal stream of heart attacks, overdoses, broken bones and drunks; all of which were the meat and drink of her profession. But that night there had also been a double shooting of a policeman and a drug dealer in Chertsey, followed by three casualties from a five-car pileup on the M3 motorway. The whole team had been stretched. On most mornings, the exhausted young professional would have just climbed into her car and driven the six miles to her home. Lately though, her husband had been using the car, because his rail season ticket had expired, and he couldn’t afford to replace it until the end of the month.

The healthy good-looking twenty-four-year-old kept herself fit, by running and swimming in between night shifts when their daughter was at school. Walking home that last short distance wouldn’t normally be a problem, but it had been the third night of a very busy weekend, one that had involved her pulling a double shift from Friday into Saturday, then again Sunday into Monday. Staff shortages in the National Health Service had become a really big problem.

The pouring rain did nothing to improve the walk either, so when her home came in sight and she saw the car sitting in the driveway, she was angry.

“Why aren’t you at work?” she demanded of her husband, when she found him in the lounge with a cup of coffee and reading the paper.

“I took the day off.”

“And you couldn’t have told me that yesterday. I could have had the car?”

“I didn’t decide until this morning.”

“What stopped you from picking me up? You know what a weekend I’ve had.”

“Sorry, I didn’t think.”

“Well, that’s about par for the course, isn’t it? You’re an idle slob; you know that, don’t you? You haven’t even cleared your breakfast things away.”

“I’m going out, I’ve got to meet someone,” he said, throwing the paper to one side.

“Who’s that?”

“No-one you know.”

“Will you be back to pick up Robyn from school?”

“I doubt it, you’d better do it,” he said, slipping his jacket on as he opened the door. 

A few seconds later she heard the car door slam before it drove away. Then, and not for the first time, she asked herself, ‘How on earth did I ever end up married to that useless waste of space?’ 

She knew the answer, he’d been her swimming coach and as an impressionable fifteen-year-old she’d succumbed to his inappropriate and illegal sexual advances and become pregnant and he asked her to marry him. After his vows of eternal devotion; she had foolishly agreed. Their marriage, one month after her sixteenth birthday, was before the pregnancy had begun to show, and went unannounced to avoid official scrutiny. Her parents had helped her through her last years at school, and again through university, by providing both financial and child support. It had put a strain on the parental relationship, and they had barely spoken in the time leading up to their death in a road accident, something she now bitterly regretted.

Four and a half hours after putting her head on the pillow, the alarm on her phone sounded. It was time to collect Robyn from school.

Standing at the school gate, as usual somewhat isolated from most of the other mums and dads, Emily waited for her daughter. Her customary involuntary smile of anticipation spread into a broad grin as soon as her diminutive and bookish daughter appeared among the throng of emerging children. Predictably Robyn was also alone. She wasn’t shy or standoffish; she just seemed to prefer her own company. 

Considered a high achiever by the school, Robyn always had good reports from her teachers, and even if not one of the gang, she remained popular among her classmates. Her teacher once remarked that her willingness to help her friends had helped save her from the bullying that she might otherwise have been a victim of.

“Mummy!” Robyn called with her usual excitement.

“Hello darling. How was school?”

“It was good. We’re doing fractions, I like them, but they were a bit easy today, so I helped Debbie while Mrs Forbes helped Ashram.”

Emily was so proud of her little girl - she was always cheerful and rarely found anything to complain about.

“Can we stop at the corner shop for some Coco Pops on the way home Mummy? We’ve run out, and Daddy made me eat Weetabix this morning. Yuk.”

“Of course we can sweetheart,” she said, thinking, ‘I asked him yesterday to get some, but once again he was too lazy.’
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Chapter 2 – Darren
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Weeks earlier things for Darren had been starting to come to a head. He was in trouble, very serious trouble, and he’d exhausted legitimate ways out. After gambling beyond his means and engaging in a series of increasingly desperate bets to recover his losses, he found himself in major financial difficulty. 

This wasn’t the first time, and Emily had made it clear that she wouldn’t bail him out again. The acquiescent teenage girl he’d married had developed into a strong-willed woman with a mind of her own. Once her mind was made up, she would be extremely uncompromising. 

Darren knew that this time he’d never be able to persuade her to reconsider. Forced to borrow money from a backstreet moneylender, his initial loan had been for £5,250, but after several late payments and the extortionate interest rates it had escalated to over £15,000. 

In attempts to stave off his creditor’s threats of violence, he’d surreptitiously withdrawn almost everything Emily had saved for their daughter’s university fund. He’d sold or pawned most things of value, only succeeding in temporarily staving off inevitable beatings. In a last-ditch effort to appease them he’d told them he was due to receive a big inheritance after the death of a fictitious aunt. The temporary respite wouldn’t last long, so with mounting credit card debts and personal loans, he was forced to consider desperate means to overcome his problems. 

After concluding that a claim on Emily’s modest life insurance would improve his situation, Darren tried to think of ways to engineer her death. He had neither the imagination nor courage to kill her himself; and paying somebody to do it for him was out of the question. He also knew that her life insurance alone might not be enough to get him completely out of trouble. 

If his financial woes weren’t enough, his daughter had begun to pose another. Amongst his many character flaws, Darren was a paedophile. His personal preference had always been for pubescent youngsters, like those who often attended his private swimming lessons. Emily had been one of them when they first met. Recently though, he’d found his mind wandering to younger prey. He’d even attempted to engage Robyn in simple sex games, but after a visit to the school by a police officer, she had become less cooperative and threatened to tell her mother. He knew that if Emily were to ever discover what he’d been doing, she wouldn’t hesitate in informing the police.

Darren had long ago lost interest in his wife, she was in her twenties now and long past the age where she held any great sexual allure for him. He and Emily had met while she was still at school, and as an overly tactile swim coach, he hadn’t found it difficult to lure her into sexual activity. But then, when she announced that she was pregnant, he’d panicked. As her coach it was illegal for him to enter into a sexual relationship with any trainee, let alone one under sixteen. Rather than be exposed, he feigned undying love and begged her to marry him. The susceptible girl excitedly accepted and pleaded with her parents not to report him to the police. Reluctantly they’d agreed. 

An article in a Sunday newspaper about kidnapping and people trafficking, had given him an idea. He thought it could be the answer to his problems. After extensive research he discovered that there had been a particular growth of the problem in Southern Europe and in particular in Turkey. Attractive white European women were especially vulnerable to being snatched and trafficked because they fetched very high prices in Northern Africa. 

Darren began to think of how he might take advantage of what he’d learnt. There was a large Turkish community in Hackney, not far from where he worked. So, after office hours he’d begun frequenting cheap coffee houses and bars in the area, hoping to make a connection with criminal elements. 

It turned out to be easier than he expected. After little more than a week of regularly visiting a seedy Turkish café, he befriended an old man and poured out his troubles about money difficulties and his ‘frigid’ wife. He showed the old man pictures of himself with his family from happier times. The man commented that in times gone by, there would have been no shortage of people happy to take a beautiful woman like that off his hands and pay for the privilege. The Englishman replied that sadly they were no longer in those times.

The reply prompted the old man to suggest that for a small introduction fee, he could put him in touch with someone who might help with his problem. Darren agreed to hand over £500, together with a more recent family photograph, his full name and address, email, and mobile phone number. They agreed to meet the following Friday, the day his salary went in. 

At the agreed meeting, he handed over the cash and a picture of himself with Emily and Robyn that had been taken at the hospital fete the previous year. He was told that someone would contact him within three weeks. 

*****
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After a month Darren had begun to worry that the man’s offer had been a scam. Then one evening, as he emerged from the call centre where he worked, a woman collided with him. It was five-thirty on a Friday evening and the streets in Islington were crammed with people hurrying to get home or to a bar. The woman profusely apologised, took his hand to shake it, leaving behind a slip of paper. Before he had time to respond, the woman hurried away and was lost in the crowd. Reading the note, it said, ‘Rosemary Gardens, between tennis court and football field 6:30. Bring £1000.’

His heart was in his mouth, ‘Was it really going to happen? he asked himself. ‘Was it a rip-off or a police trap?’ A thousand pounds meant digging deep into the remaining credit on one of the few cards he hadn’t yet tapped out. He didn’t think about it for long, he was in so deep with one of his creditors, if he didn’t come up with a serious amount of cash by the next deadline, they’d told him they’d break his legs. Their reputation was enough to convince him that they were serious.

He found a small seedy bureau de change nearby, and handed over the card. They returned it with a thousand pounds after deducting eleven hundred from the account.

Nervously he walked the short distance to Rosemary Gardens so scared he thought he’d lose control of his bowels. He arrived at the rendezvous fifteen minutes early, expecting to have to wait. 

As he paused by the tennis courts, a sinister figure walked past him saying, “Follow me.”

The tall man walked the length of the football field, left the path, and stood beneath a tree. “Hand me your phone and lift up your shirt.”

“Wha...?”

“I want to see if you’re recording this meeting.”

The man took the phone, turned it off, returned it and then patted him down.

“Okay mister, let’s be clear. What is it you want me to do for you?”

“I-I-I want you to kidnap my wife and sell her for me.”

“And what do you think will happen to your wife if we do that?”

“I expect she’ll disappear and end up in a brothel somewhere in North Africa.”

“That’s right, there’s a good market for beautiful white women these days. How much are you paying me to make these arrangements?”

“A thousand pounds.” He handed the envelope to the man, who looked inside.

“I won’t count it. I’m going to trust you. I think you know there’ll be consequences if it isn’t all there.” He opened his coat putting the envelope in a pocket. His action revealed a huge knife.

Darren’s heart had already been pounding, but the sight of the knife made it race.

“How much do you expect to get for her?”

“Two hundred thousand pounds.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. In the UK she’s barely worth a tenth of that. In Turkey we might get half.”

“Can’t you take her to Turkey?” 

“Why should we go to the risk and expense of smuggling an unwilling woman across the breadth of Europe for such a relatively modest return on our investment? If you could get her there yourself, it might be worth considering.”

“How would I do it though?”

“Take her on holiday for fucks sake. Are you fucking stupid or something.”

“Is that all?”

“I don’t mean just any holiday. We need you to arrange a short break in Athens, followed by a few days on Kos at a holiday home of a friend of yours, and then a short ferry ride to Turkey to stay at your boss’s luxury villa near Bodrum on the Aegean coast.”

“But I don’t have a friend with a holiday home on Kos, and my boss would never lend me his villa even if he’s got one.”

“For fucks sake. Your wife doesn’t know either of those things, does she? The house on Kos belongs to a friend of ours, and the villa on the Aegean doesn’t exist. All you need to organise is the flight and your hotel in Athens, then the ferry to Kos. You’ll travel to Bodrum on a small fishing vessel owned by another friend of ours. Halfway there your wife and daughter will be transferred to another vessel, and you’ll never see them again.”

“My daughter?!”

“Of course, we wouldn’t go to all this trouble just for your wife. Okay she’s quite good looking, but in the whore houses of North Africa she won’t stay that way for long. Without your daughter we’re not interested.”

“No, it’s too much I can’t do that.”

“I don’t think you understand my friend; you no longer have a choice. I’ve just filmed you paying me to kidnap your wife and sell her to work in a brothel. If you don’t go ahead, or if you mention it to the cops, your wife and daughter will still be taken, and a copy of that recording will be sent to the police. You’ll go to jail, and I’ll have you killed when you’re in there.” The man grabbed him by the shirt and pressed the point of the knife to his throat. “So, what is it to be?”

“Oh God.”

“You forfeited any help from him when you started this, so...”

“Okay, okay.” He was crying now. “What do I have to do?”

The man released him, “First, you arrange the holiday. Remember, a few days in Athens, then a ferry to Kos where you will stay for three nights. Then book tickets on a late-night ferry to Bodrum. It has to be the last ferry of the day. It’s important that you book the ferry tickets even though you won’t use them. it has to look as though your wife and daughter went missing on Kos. After you miss the ferry, you’ll insist on finding someone to take you across as private passengers. Leave your wife and daughter at the port and return later with the captain of a small fishing vessel, who we’ve arranged to transport you to Turkey. We’ll text you the name of his boat on the day. After the transfer has taken place, the fishing vessel will return you to Kos, where you’ll invent a story about your family having been held at gunpoint and the girls taken away in a van. If everything goes according to plan, you’ll be given 150,000 Euros on your return to Kos. Can you remember that?”

“Y-Y-Yes.”

“Repeat it and give me your phone again, turn it on first.”

The Englishman repeated the instruction as accurately as he could, and watched the man call a number with his phone. A phone in the man’s pocket buzzed a couple of times, but the man ignored it and tapped at the phone again before handing it back.

“When you’ve booked the holiday, text the details to me. I’m now in your contacts as Petros. If I don’t hear from you in the next two weeks, I’ll assume you want me to send the video of our little meeting to the police, which incidentally won’t show my face, but it will show yours.”

“I haven’t seen you use a camera.”

“I haven’t, but the one in the tree behind me will have captured your face nicely, and this little microphone on my collar will have heard every word. And just in case you don’t think we’re serious, when you get home, on your doorstep there’ll be a little token of what you can expect if you don’t comply. Remember, book it within two weeks, or your family will still be kidnapped, the video will be with the cops, and you’ll die in prison. Your daughter has already attracted a great deal of interest from potential buyers. Understand?”

“I understand.”

The man grinned, “You might want to visit the public toilet over there, the trains are busy at this time of evening, and riding a tube train when you’ve shit yourself won’t make you popular. Have a good weekend.”

Having cleaned himself up as best he could, he made his way home, painfully aware that he still stank. On the journey he remembered a nine-year-old child going missing a few months earlier. She had lived nearby, and there had been a huge amount of police and media interest. Although eventually cleared, the father had been questioned by the police several times. He wondered how well he’d hold out under police interrogation.

The Easter school break began in just over three weeks, and he didn’t know how easy it would be to arrange a break from work in the school holidays at such short notice. Emily had already booked time off from the hospital, but flights would be scarce during the break, so in order to be sure of seats, they’d have to fly early. If he asked the school to allow his daughter a day or two off before the break it could work. He didn’t think that would be a problem that he couldn’t deal with.

When he finally reached home his daughter was distressed and his wife was seething. They’d found the body of their cat on the doorstep with a message, ‘PLAYING IN TRAFFIC CAN BE DANGEROUS IF YOU DON’T FOLLOW THE RULES.’ 

That evening he left a voicemail for Petros, ‘Killing the cat wasn’t necessary, I’m going to bring the girls as I agreed - both of them. I’d better get that money.’ Unbeknown to him Robyn had overheard what he’d said, although she hadn’t understood the significance at the time.

In the morning, he checked his wife’s work schedule and as luck would have it, her final shift ended on the Wednesday morning at 8am and her first day back was 8 am 18 days later. Next, he called his line manager, who okayed the time off on compassionate grounds after being told it was a last-ditch attempt to save their marriage. In the end he decided against telling the school, just to tell Emily that he had.

He was at the travel agent by ten o’clock to make the necessary travel arrangements and was forced to spend a great deal more money than he’d hoped. 

His most difficult task was persuading his wife that spending time away from it all would ‘help them all to get to know each other again.’ There was the inevitable argument that they couldn’t afford it, and he should have spoken to her before booking it, etcetera, but the promise of a swimming pool at all three venues clinched it.

After paying the trafficker, and for the holiday, he was down to his last few hundred pounds of credit. In desperation he sneaked some antique jewellery out of the house. It had been left to his wife by her grandmother the previous year. 

First, he offered it to a jeweller in the high street who said he thought it might be worth in the region of £23,000 but he would need to send it away for valuation before he could make a firm offer, which would take about three weeks. That was far too long, he needed the money now. Two other jewellers said they didn’t deal in second-hand jewellery, so he ended up at a pawnbroker who would only agree to advance £10,000 on it. The guy agreed to pay £8,000 into his current account and hand over the rest in cash.

He used the £2,000 to appease his major and most dangerous creditor and paid another £2,000 to each of two different credit cards. Relieved that he’d extricated himself from immediate danger, he tried to forget about the depraved Faustian arrangement he’d made. 

He texted the details of his flights and the hotel in Athens to Petros but had to wait until the afternoon before there was a reply. “You will be contacted in Athens.”
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Chapter 3 – Robyn
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The first part of the holiday hadn’t gone well, they stayed in a small hotel on the outskirts of the Greek capital, which didn’t have a swimming pool like her Daddy had promised. On their first full day they visited the Acropolis. While they were there, somebody stole her mother’s purse and phone from her bag. Mummy’s purse had not only contained money, but all her cards and both her own and Robyn’s passports. As a result, they had to spend most of the following day in the British Consulate getting temporary travel documents. 

It was just another excuse for Daddy to be horrible to Mummy. “You really are a stupid bitch sometimes, Emily,” he shouted at her mother. “I’ll have to pay for everything now.” 

Robyn didn’t like Daddy very much anymore; she was even a bit frightened of him. These days he was always either angry or miserable, and whenever he got cross, he would shout really loudly. Last week, when she said she didn’t want Weetabix for breakfast, he took her panties down and smacked her bottom really hard. Once he even hit Mummy, but she told him that if he ever did it again, she would leave him. It scared her when they argued.  

Sometimes at night, when Mummy was at work, Daddy would come into her bedroom to do what the police lady at school called, bad touching. He told her that Mummy was too busy to be a proper wife anymore, so he needed her to play with his willy. It was really yukky when it squirted, and she knew it was wrong, but she always did what he asked. That was until one-night last week, when he asked her to put it in her mouth. Robyn told him she wouldn’t do it, and if he made her, she would tell Mummy or her teacher like the police lady at school said. Daddy wouldn’t speak to her after that. In the end she told a teacher anyway, but it wasn’t her usual one. Mrs Forbes had taken time off to have a baby. That was two days before the end of term, and they’d left on their holiday the following day.

After Athens, which Robyn thought was a bit boring, they took a ferry to Kos where they were supposed to spend four days in Daddy’s friend’s holiday home. It turned out to be a rundown house in the middle of a small town. It was miles from the beach, the swimming pool was empty, and it was really dirty. Even the bed sheets weren’t clean. After the first day Mummy insisted they move to a hotel. Daddy had to agree but he was really angry about it. 

On the last day, Mummy was cross that Daddy had booked tickets so late at night. It would be past midnight when they finally got to their destination in Turkey. The original ferry journey between Kos and Bodrum was only supposed to take an hour, but they missed the last sailing. Daddy said he was furious, and it was all the fault of the man in the hotel who wouldn’t accept British money - it had to be Euros or US Dollars, and he’d had to use his card. Mummy was grumpy. She hadn’t wanted to come on the holiday in the first place, she said and Daddy had spent more money than they could afford. Robyn had overheard him say that it was a chance to get their relationship back on track, but she didn’t know what that meant. 

When they finally arrived at the ferry terminal, the big modern boat was already leaving the harbour. Mummy said she’d had enough and just wanted to fly home, but Daddy insisted that he wasn’t ready to give up on the chance to spend the last week of their break in his boss’s luxury villa. He went to find someone prepared to accept British money to take them to Bodrum. When he eventually returned, he was with a cheerful man who Daddy said was called Kaan. He told them that Kaan was travelling to Bodrum that night, and he had agreed to take them with him. Robyn thought that Daddy might be a bit drunk, like he was at Christmas.

It was past 11pm when they left the quayside in the small aging vessel, and the last wisps of daylight had long disappeared behind the nighttime silhouette of an island. On board there were just the three of them, plus the skipper, and Hasad, his unwashed and uncommunicative crewmate. 

Clothed in torn jeans and a string vest, Hasad emitted a powerful smell of stale sweat and he grinned spookily at the mother and child. Mummy ignored him and asked Kaan for life jackets. There were only two on board, but she insisted that she and her daughter had them. Unfortunately, the jackets were for adults, too big for a seven-year-old child, especially Robyn who was small for her age. Daddy took the second one, which in the end had only one of the tags that were supposed to secure it in place.

The three passengers sat huddled below deck in the dingy cabin, lit only by two tiny lamps set into the ceiling. Mummy refused to speak; and scowled at Daddy as he tried to cheer everybody up by saying what an adventure it was. 

Robyn’s mother was a pretty woman with a gregarious, talkative, and cheerful nature. Normally her demeanour would be smiling and pleasant, but now she just sat silently glowering at her husband. 

After unsuccessfully looking around the untidy and smelly cabin for something to read or do, she knelt on a seat to look out of a window at the onshore lights as they grew further and further away. That’s when she heard Daddy in the cockpit talking quietly to the captain; “Who gives me my money?”

She couldn’t hear the reply, but Daddy said, “This better not be a scam. I’ve brought them just as I agreed, and I need that money.” Then he returned to the cabin.

More than forty-five minutes after leaving port, the throb of the engine stopped, and Kaan began shouting something to Hasad, presumably in Turkish or Greek. The disgruntled crew member shouted something in reply. 

“What’s happening Darren? Go and find out,” Mummy ordered her husband.

Daddy went up the steps to the cockpit, and there followed a painfully disjointed conversation, after which he returned and explained, “There’s a problem with the engine. Hasad’s trying to fix it at the moment. Kaan says it probably won’t take long.”

Mummy was so angry she shouted at Daddy for a long time and said that when they got home, she was going to divorce him. Her husband sneered at her and mumbled, “I think you’ll find that won’t be necessary,” and he went back to the cockpit as Mummy held her tightly.

“Is everything going to be alright Mummy?”

“I’m sure it will be sweetheart. If they can’t fix the engine, someone will come and tow us back to port,” her mother told her, with a confidence that wasn’t reflected on her face.

Thankfully, it was a calm night, and the gentle swell helped Mummy to pacify her, and she dropped off to sleep for a while. She woke briefly before drifting back to sleep again after hearing Daddy say that Kaan had called for help, and someone should be with them in half an hour. 

What Darren hadn’t been told, was that in reality the engine hadn’t been shut down to facilitate the planned handover of his wife and child as he thought. The engine had failed. The other thing he didn’t know was that the captain hadn’t called for help or sent out a Mayday call because he wasn’t licenced to carry passengers, and Hasad had been in Greece illegally. Kaan had just called his friend on the Turkish mainland earlier than planned. 

Sometime later Robyn awoke again to hear a heated conversation between Kaan and Hasad. They were shouting at each other, and it didn’t sound as if it were a straightforward disagreement. Hasad wanted Kaan to do something and whatever it was, the skipper was refusing.

Robyn was still cuddled against Mummy’s life jacket when Mummy told Daddy to find out what they were shouting about.

Daddy climbed the steps but had only been gone a few seconds when he began shouting, “Oh my God! Do something! Use a flare. Anything!”

There was a loud blast of the boat’s horn followed by another, then another, and then a continuous blast. Daddy shouted something down into the cabin but whatever he had tried to say was drowned out by the horn. Then suddenly there was a sickening crunch, they were all thrown to the deck, and water quickly began to flood into the cabin as Daddy fell down the steps with blood pouring from a wound in his stomach. Struggling to his feet again he weakly said, “You bastards, you said you’d pay me.” Then he fell into the water flooding the cabin.

The boat begun to heel badly, making movement around the cabin table difficult. Mummy held her tightly and fought her way to the steps. Then as the vessel began to dangerously heel, a hand appeared through the door, and Hasad shouted something in Turkish.

Robyn had no idea what he meant, but she felt Mummy thrust her toward the outstretched hand moments before the boat turned completely on its side. As Hasad powerfully wrenched her from her mother’s arms her head slammed hard against the door frame and suddenly she was underwater.

*****
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It was several days before the young girl finally woke to find herself in a strange room. She was lying on a grubby bed that smelled of sweat, and she was wearing only a thin cotton nightdress that was far too big for her. Sunlight poured through an open window, and it was very hot. She had no idea where she was, nor how long she’d been there. Somewhere in the building, probably on the floor below, strange sounding music was playing on a cheap radio. From time to time she heard a woman’s voice singing unrecognisable words. Her head hurt and when she put her hand up to it, she felt a big painful lump just above her ear. She badly needed to pee, so she dizzily climbed off the bed. Nearly tripping on the nightdress and holding her crotch she went to the door and opened it. 

Standing in the open doorway, she found herself at the head of steps leading down into a room. At the bottom of the steps an old woman sat repairing a garment with a needle and thread. When she noticed the girl, she stood up, rushed up the steps, and chased her angrily back into the room. Shouting in a language that the girl didn’t recognise, the woman pointed to a bucket. 

The girl didn’t understand so she just looked at the woman with a bewildered expression. The head-scarfed woman responded by alternately pointing to her crotch and the bucket, then left the room, locking the door behind her.

Confused, the child awkwardly relieved herself in the bucket and looked for toilet tissue or something else to clean herself with but found only a few scraps of newspaper.

Beginning to cry, she didn’t understand what was happening. Where was she? Who was she? Why couldn’t she understand what the woman said? She was hungry, thirsty, and scared. Looking out of the window, all she could see was a dusty courtyard surrounded by a high wall. Two or three pieces of clothing hung from a washing line that stretched from one side of the yard to the other, and a few scrawny chickens pecked lazily at some scattered seeds. Beyond the wall was a small rough area of unkempt grass with a tethered goat. It was clear that the building was high on a hill, because beyond that patch of grass, the land fell away, and in the distance, there was a town with an ancient castle, and the sea. 

After a while the door opened, the woman came in, pushed her to one side, then placed a dented metal plate and a plastic mug on the small table next to the bed, “Yemek, yemek.” [eat, eat] She demanded pointing at the food, before leaving and locking the door again.

The meal of meatballs and rice didn’t look or smell like anything she’d eaten before, but she wasn’t sure of that because she couldn’t remember. There were no forks or spoons, so she used her fingers. The taste seemed new to her, but it wasn’t unpleasant, and she was so hungry she finished it. As she ate, the girl heard the woman talking hurriedly with occasional pauses. From the one-sided conversation, she concluded that the woman was on the phone. 

After the food, she rinsed her hands in the bowl of water on the floor next to the bucket and drank the last of the tea. It was lukewarm, tasted horrible, and did little to quench her thirst.

Bewildered by her inability to remember who she was, confused as to why she was locked in the tiny room, and scared about what would happen, she sat on the bed and quietly wept until she fell back to sleep.

She woke up when the woman came back to collect the plate, and the girl tapped her arm before she left. Pointing to her bottom the girl squatted to show she needed to empty her bowels. The woman snatched her arm away and pointed to the bucket before leaving the room, once again locking the door.

Using a bucket for her toilet requirements and cleaning herself with newspaper, felt humiliating and degrading. She looked around for something she could use as a washcloth with the bowl of water, but the best she could do was a grubby piece of rag she found beneath the bed. 

Sometime later, a battered Land Rover pulled into the courtyard. She couldn’t tell what time, but guessed it was late afternoon. A dark-skinned man got out, looked up at the window and grinned at her through gapped and stained teeth. He looked familiar but she couldn’t think how she might know him. 

Minutes later the door opened, the woman came in and yanked her to her feet,  wrapping a scarf around her head so that only her eyes were visible. Watching from the doorway, the unkempt and sweating man waited until the woman shoved her toward him. He grabbed her wrist and wordlessly dragged her out of the door, down the stairs, and out into the courtyard. The woman started to protest, but after shouting her down he counted five grubby looking banknotes into her hand. Shoved into the back of the car, the girl was driven away.

They travelled for over an hour before stopping outside some gates set into a tall wall. The driver got out of the car and pressed a button on the wall, a voice asked him something, he replied, and the gates began to open.

Passing a man holding a long gun, they drove through the gates, and up the driveway through elaborate and well-tended gardens, stopping outside a huge, expensive-looking, white-painted house. A man came out, clearly upset they’d stopped where they had and gestured for the driver to move to a smaller much less imposing building at the rear, probably intended as servants’ quarters where a woman came from the back door of the big house to meet them.

The driver grinned displaying the revolting state of his dentistry as he yanked the girl from the car and presented her for the woman’s approval. 

The woman looked the child up and down, while the man stood to one side. She removed the headscarf and handed it to the man, leaving the girl standing there, still only wearing the over-sized nightdress and nothing else, not even shoes. Something about the child pleased the woman, because she nodded and counted a handful of notes into the man’s hand, making him grin even wider.

“Her zamanki standardınızdan daha iy Hasad. Tam zamanında da satış bir saat içinde başlıyor.” [Better than your usual standard, Hasad. Just in time too, the main event begins in an hour]

The woman dragged the girl inside the building, unbolted a door and roughly shoved her inside. Five other young girls aged between about eight and twelve were already in the room, a couple standing, the others on the floor. None looked happy to be there. A man with a big gun stood watchfully outside, and when one of the older girls ran for the open door, he grabbed her hair, and backhanded her. The blow sent the girl flying back into the room and she cried, but still manage to stare defiantly at him, holding her jaw.

The new girl watched the door close. When some of the other girls tried speaking to her, she didn’t understand and when she tried to reply she began to realise that she couldn’t talk. She opened her mouth to speak but no words would come out. Most of the other girls soon gave up attempting to get her to speak, but the oldest took her hand, led her into the corner, and put her arm around her, speaking what sounded like words of comfort. She pointed at herself and said, “Nika.” Then pointed to the young girl, who just looked puzzled. Nika then repeated the exercise with the same result.

It wasn’t long before the door opened, and two men came in and began shouting at the girls, who all began to scream and cry. Then the big man stepped into the room and grabbed the girl who’d tried to escape, hit her, and shouted something. The girl, who appeared to be about eleven, began to take her clothes off until she was just wearing panties. The man shouted again causing the sobbing girl to push her last remaining item of clothing down her legs. Grinning, he pointed at the naked girl and said something to the others who all began removing their own clothes. By this time most of them were crying, except for Nika, and the new one who just stood bewildered as to what was happening. 

Nika undressed herself and then helped her new young friend pull the flimsy nightdress over her head. 

When he was satisfied the children were unclothed, the big man and two others herded them out of the smaller house and into the bigger one. Every time one of them spoke or made a noise, one of the guards would viciously slap them around the head. 

After a short wait they were led into a large room. A man wearing a skullcap and floor length robe supervised the proceedings from a low dais where he sat on a big chair. Ten or more other men sat to one side, most of them nodding their approval and grinning as the new line of merchandise was brought before them.

The man on the dais sat dispassionately while intimately mauling a naked woman. Eventually he said something to an armed attendant, and the defeated looking female was dragged toward a staircase at the back of the room. As she passed the line of naked children, the woman looked up, “Robyn!” she called loudly.

The new girl looked to see who she was talking to, but by the time she looked back, the woman had been slapped and roughly hauled up the stairs wailing as if someone had torn her heart out.

The enslaved and terrified children stood waiting for something to happen. They were all, weeping and trying not to make a noise. Then one by one the girls were brought forward and paraded in front of the men. One of the men pointed at a girl, and asked in English, “This one, is she untouched?” The attendant shrugged and pushed her toward him and waited while the man put his hand between her legs and roughly pushed his middle finger inside. The child cried and pleaded at the disgusting treatment, but she was quickly slapped into submission by the attendant.

Even though the proceedings were being conducted in her own language, the new girl hadn’t understood and, given the cruel treatment being meted out by the horrible men to the poor girl, she remained silent, too scared to make a noise.

The subject of the abuse, probably about nine years old, sobbed at the foul treatment and waited while her fate was decided. 

The man raised his hand. “Two hundred thousand lira, Effendi.”

Effendi looked around for a better offer, but when the others stayed quiet, he nodded. The girl was pushed to the side of the room, and a second girl about eight was subjected to the same ordeal. The same buyer offered two hundred thousand again, and once again nobody challenged.

The other men were beginning to look indignant at being out of the running before the race even got started. Then it came to the turn the of eleven-year-old, the girl who’d tried to escape. Shoved forward, she insolently sneered at the buyers as she was paraded before them. This time, a different buyer asked to conduct the virginity test, then having satisfied himself that she was virgo intacto offered one hundred and twenty thousand. Another bettered his bid at one thirty, and the bidding progressed in increments of ten thousand before selling to the first bidder for one eighty. She spat at him, but he only smiled, wiped the spittle from his face and promised retribution.

The fourth was another eight-year-old who stood trembling in front of one of the two white European men in the room. He clearly enjoyed humiliating the girl and took a great deal longer to satisfy himself of her chastity than necessary. He smiled lasciviously staring into her face as he did it, “I offer one
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