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Preface.
 
The short stories in this collection were concocted from little odds and sods I scribbled down while writing the first three Clive ‘novellas’. 
None of them were complex enough to make full stories, and a couple are taken from a planned book with a different lead character that I may still write about (although now I need more ideas).
I must also confess that I foolishly said that I would give five per cent of the royalties to the friend who partly inspired Clive. I have some breathing room, as the deal will only happen once I reach a million euros of sales.
Various minor players in these stories may never reappear, and some may become repeat offenders, as it were.
I have tried to give a range of crimes here, as I believe detective fiction is not just about murder. If they were, there would be nobody left here in Benidorm, and that would be a shame. It would be quieter, of course, and house prices would be cheaper.
As the stories progress, you might notice a ‘thread’ linking them together. The last two parts to this collection, bring that arc to its close.
The penultimate story is mu version of the ‘Noir’ type. Something that has long interested me, and it was a way to relax after the death of my father. Its was an interesting way to setup the final story.
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Sound and Vision
 
I have always wondered how a robbery could be conducted if the robber was ‘visible’ during the act. I have a cousin who is a hospital radio DJ (if that's still a thing), and the idea came from listening to her show; she has a quick mention here, as well as there being a radio station based on one of the caravan parks near Benidorm. The plot for this came to me all in one go; however, the bad joke was written after the story was finished. BJW
 
The Camel's Toe was busy with both tourists and locals on this lovely summer night. People were singing and laughing until the sound of a quad bike roaring towards the bar and hitting the pavement outside drowned them out. The rider jumped off, grabbed the cricket bat from the box on the front and walked to the bar. They wore a plain black tracksuit and a balaclava, and they had an empty holdall over their shoulder.
With haste they ran into the bar, and then from within came the sound of commotion; there was shouting and then some loud thumps, and very quickly after, the robber ran back out of the bar, jumped on the quad bike and headed off at speed.
Some fifteen minutes later the police arrived and spent an hour or so interviewing the bar owner and all of the slightly drunk customers. They took fingerprints and photographs, but they were unable to progress with the case, as there was no direct evidence available. 
The officer in charge was confused because the incident was the sixth robbery in the last three months, all done in the same way and at around the same time in the evening with no major evidence being left behind. The officer shrugged his shoulders as he  stood outside on the sidewalk and called the Chief, knowing that he wouldn't be happy.
Clive Johnstone was sitting at home, listening to the local radio station and the rather droll DJ who delighted in calling himself ‘Andy TV’. Clive only listened because he enjoyed  playing along with the ‘Guess the lyric’ contest. Usually though he played records from his large collection, but the player now needed a new stylus. The seller at El Cisne market had insisted that it was perfect, but it wasn’t, and his copy of Dorothy Squires’s ‘Say it with Flowers’ now had a nasty scratch, and he wasn't pleased. 
Raymond Peacock, the boos of the drag club where Clive became Vera Copsicle, had joked that Clive was firmly stuck in the 1960s, and Clive had replied “Why not? The clubs in London, the great music, and the amazing fashion all brought back some very interesting memories.”
In the distance Andy was about to reveal who had won the contest when the phone rang. He walked over to the table, picked up the phone, and said hello.
“Señor Clive,” came the response. “Could you please come to the police station in the morning, as we have an interesting case we would like you to look into?”
Clive stood transfixed for a moment and then replied.
“Of course, José, is nine early enough?”
José agreed, and Clive hung up the receiver. He thought, 'How strange, it has been weeks since I have had a case.' He headed into the kitchen and made a pot of tea; the strains of the Clash and Bankrobber could be heard over the whistle of the kettle.
Early the next morning, Clive drove to the police station in his little Mini Moke that he had called ‘Patrick’. He parked up in the car park and headed inside; José greeted him and took him to the main office.
“Come on, José, spill the beans,” Clive said. “Why did you call me here?”
José smiled and asked, “Have you not kept up with the local news about the ‘quad robber’. You should have; it has been in all the papers and on the local TV?”
“So there calling him the ‘quad robber’, then, are they? And yes, I have heard about it. Do you have any information as to any suspects yet?”
“We have someone, but they have a cast-iron alibi.” José replied, “Which is why you are here. The man is British and is downstairs in an interview room. The Chief has suggested that you question him. We need to either find him innocent or by some means work out how he did the crimes, because we are baffled.”
Clive was shocked and wanted to know who they had downstairs, but José would not tell him. They walked down to the interview room, and Clive was shown in, and he was surprised when he saw that it was Andy TV sitting at the table with what was obviously his lawyer next to him.
Andy looked up as Clive entered and then looked back down at the table. Clive sat down, and José went and sat in the corner. Nothing was said for a couple of minutes while Clive studied Andy; he was rather dishevelled, and his long greying hair looked like it needed a good wash. He was wearing a tatty tee shirt with Lords MCC written on it, and then Clive leaned forwards.
“Andy, the police think you are the one who has been robbing the bars around Benidorm. I have to ask before we continue, was it you?”
Andy looked up and said. “It couldn't be me; I was on air. You can check. My broadcast is recorded to the server; there are video and security logs, and I have a live contest. Are you here to convict me, or will you do a proper job and look for the real criminal?”
Clive had a slight smile, and he asked, “So, how did the police find your fingerprints in at least two of the bars that were robbed? And let me add that the places the prints were found were not the usual ones customers would have left any?”
Andy shrugged. “I’m innocent, and that’s all I’m going to say.”
The lawyer coughed and then spoke. “You are arresting my client because you have a fingerprint. Is it possible that someone placed that fingerprint there to make him look bad?”
Clive looked over at José, who said. “Fingerprints were collected at the scene last night, and when put through the database, Señor Vickers was identified.”
Clive leaned back and he was not happy. “The thing is, Andy. You might be the luckiest bloke in Benidorm.” And Clive turned to José. “Because last night, but I was listening to his show when you phoned.” And at this Andy smiled.
“So,” continued Clive, “can you tell me why the police found your fingerprints at the scene of last night’s robbery?”
Andy shrugged again. “Nobody has told me yet, maybe someone is planting my prints to frame me, like my brief has said.”
“Why would anyone do that then, Andy?” asked Clive.
“Don’t bloody well know; you are supposed to be the copper, so do some coppering. If we are done, I have to get back home, and then I’m standing in for the afternoon jock. Seems he had an accident with a bottle of gin.”
Clive looked at José, and he leaned forwards and whispered. 
“Your call, Clive; we can let him go, and then I will take you to the scene of the crime.”
Clive leaned forward. “Right, Andy, let’s get you released, but I want to visit the radio station and check up on all you have said about the cameras and stuff. Is that OK?”
Andy’s lawyer spoke with him for a moment, and then he nodded. Clive got up and left the room, only to find the Chief standing outside.
“So, Señor Clive. Is he innocent or guilty?”
“Esteban, come on now.” Said Clive, “I was listening to his show, and there can be no way he could have been in two places at once. But unless you have anyone else in mind, let me see what I can find out.”
Andy and his lawyer were led out of the room by José, and Clive noticed that Andy was nearly six foot tall and fairly thin.
The lawyer was mumbling something about false arrest, but Esteban barked something at him in Spanish, and the lawyer hurried away.
“That man,” said Esteban, “you know what ‘chupasangre’ means, I assume?”
“I certainly do,” said Clive. “Blood sucker – about right as a description for a lawyer if you ask me.” And they both laughed.
Clive and José both drove to the bar that had been robbed the night before. The owner was outside waiting for them and showed them around. There were still fingerprints and police tape all over the place. If anything the possibly looked a sight cleaner than it normally did.
Clive stood in the doorway and looked around carefully. He saw the broken bottles on the bar, the empty until drawer and the dent in the metal upstand that had blow-up Camels on it. He shuddered.  
Clive asked the owner, “Do you have cameras in here?”
The owner looked annoyed and replied, “Yes, of course, but as the robber came through the door, the first thing he did was smash the camera on that upstand. We have another over by the toilets, but it had been moved out of the way. It used to be pointed at the bar, but it's not now.”
“Interesting,” said Clive. “So either the moved camera is unconnected or we have our fist clue. José, could you check the other robberies to see if they have had a similar experience?”
José nods and leaves to make a call.
Clive walks over to where the owner was standing.
“So, its Dell, is that correct?” Asks Clive, “Can you describe the robber and the order of events last night?”
“I will try,” said Dell. “We were having our usual karaoke night; we get a lot in from the caravan site down the road, and they do like a sing-song. We started off with Angela, who is the barmaid here, doing her favourite numbers just to warm the place up, and then the locals take over. It must have been about ten to eight, just as Doris was about to launch into Careless Whisper when it all happened.” He paused and looked around.
“The robber, who was a tall lanky thing, and dressed all in black, came barging in and swung a bloody cricket bat at the camera, bursting one of my blowups, and then they shouted at me to open the till drawer and give them all the money. I hesitated, and they smashed the row of bottles we have on the counter for the customers.”
“Sorry,” said Clive, “row of bottles.”
“Yes, some of our customers get a little vocally challenged after one too many, so I keep empties of all the beers we do, and they just wobble over and lift the one they want. You know what its like here in Benidorm?”
Clive smiled; actually, it was a good idea, and he remembered that there was a bar in Polop where the same thing happened. Although that was usually due to the English who couldn't ask for a beer in Spanish, so the owner had just laid out the bottles.
Dell went on, “The thief broke the bottles and came around to this side of the bar. He made me open the till, pull the drawer out, and dump all the money in a bag. He then threw the drawer over there and opened the cupboard under the till, where we keep the money when we clear the till. I don't know how he knew that was there unless he had been here before.” 
“Strange now I think about it, but he only had one glove on, and that’s where the old Bill found the fingerprints. It’s almost as if he wanted to get caught when you think about it.”
Clive smiled. “Maybe he thought that he was as safe as houses when he did it. So what happened afterwards?”
“He, so it’s a he then?” Said Dell, “Well, after snatching the money, he just ran out, and we heard the motor of a quad bike, and as I got outside, he roared off.”
“What direction did he go then?” Asked Clive, “Not that it matters, but we might get some camera footage.”
“He went towards town,” replied Dell, “down the road, and then I saw him go round the corner at the bottom of the hill. I think there might be something wrong with the thing, as the tail lights were flickering and the engine sounded wrong.”
Clive thanked Dell and ambled back outside and stared down the road; the sun was behind him now, but in the evening the robber would have been riding towards the sunset. He wrote a note to ask José for the direction the robber took from the other places. If it was the same, then it was possible that the robber did it to ensure anyone coming out from the bar couldn't see the registration plate. 'Clever, very clever,' thought Clive.
Clive and José were satisfied they had done all they could at the scene, so they went to the radio station. This was housed in a caravan park off the N332 on the way out of Benidorm. As they got closer, Clive saw the security cameras and told José that they should try to get the footage if they could. José told Clive that they were asking for a court order, and when they got it, they would then ask, as Andy’s lawyer was annoying and things would have to be done properly.
They parked by the reception area and went inside; from the desk it was possible to see into the radio station booth, as it was on full display. Clive’s heart sank, as this surely meant that Andy must be innocent; he looked at José, who looked just as crestfallen.
José asked to speak with the manager, and while they waited, Clive looked around. From most of the reception area, he could see into the booth. He could see that it would be nearly impossible for anyone to be gone for long without being noticed.
“How far from last night’s scene are we?” Clive asked.
“Oh, about seven minutes if you go by road.” Replied José.
“By road?” Asked Clive with a quizzical tone.
José smiled and said. “It is possible to get there slightly faster by going through the site and over the patch of wasteland. I checked on the map before we left the station.”
Clive smiled and thought, ‘José is getting better at this.’
“So let’s say seven out and maybe three to five for the robbery and then seven back. Our would-be robber has to be absent for nineteen minutes maximum. I can’t see how he would be able to do it. Can you?”
José sighed. “And that's not all; Andy doesn't own a quad bike, and he doesn't have a driving licence either. Again, I have checked.”
“Looks like we are up a creek without a paddle then.” Said Clive and instantly regretted the comment. José had been spending time lately with Raymond, and he was teaching him some interesting vocabulary. For the past month or so José enjoyed slipping rhyming slang into his conversation. Clive was sure José hadn't understood what 'boracic' meant, but he had been merrily telling people that he was.
The manager came out from wherever he had been hiding and walked over to them. Clive took an instant dislike to him, as he reminded him of the vile little club owners he used to meet in the seventies. Up their own backsides, thinking they were better than you. Until they were cornered, and then they became dangerous and unpredictable.
“Hello there, gents,” he beamed. “I am Simon Weatherall. How may I help the police this fine day?”
Simon shook José’s hand and then Clive’s. José outlined what they were there to do, and although Simon didn't have to agree, the police would appreciate the gesture if he did.
Simon visibly swelled to his full height of five-seven when this was said, and Clive could see his little shrew-like brain trying to work out where the advantage was.
“Of course, gentlemen, I am at your disposal. Anything you wish to ask or be shown, we would be happy to help. Don't want our good name or even that of Andy's to be sullied, you know. Could give us a bad reputation, and we don’t want that.”
José outlined what had transpired with regard to the robberies and that Andy’s fingerprint had been discovered at the scene. He cleverly phrased it as if they were using the opportunity to clear Andy so they could look elsewhere. Clive was impressed; José was picking up where Gabriella had left off.
Simon escorted them to the reception desk and, with a flourish, said,
“There in front of you is the DJ booth, full of the latest technological marvels. Gone are the days when you had jingles on eight-track; no more 45s with scratches and manually cued to play. No, we have the best digital desk in the whole of the Costa Blanca. The DJ programmes all of his slots, and the adverts are automatically inserted. In fact there is no need for a DJ, to be honest, and one of ours actually works from the UK, and she sort of ‘phones’ it in, as it were.”
Clive looked at Simon. “So, what you are saying is that Andy could have left his station and actually committed the crimes. Or are you being clever?”
“Oh, silly me. Well, I’m being clever, as there still has to be someone in the booth even if the main DJ is absent. Someone has to press the right buttons and twiddle the knobs, as it were. Besides, I can prove that Andy was in the booth for the whole two hours of his show last night. Both visually and orally, as it were.” Simon leered at the girl on the desk as he said the last sentence. “When did you say the robbery occurred?”
Clive was getting irritated. “We didn't, but if it helps, it was between eight-fifteen and eight-thirty last night.”
“Right,” said Simon, and he marched into an outer office that was attached to the booth. “Duncan, can you run Andy’s slot on the monitor for these gents, please? Let’s say from 20:10 to be on the safe side.”
Duncan lazily reached across to the keyboard and typed slowly; the screen in front of him split into two, and there was Andy, standing at the desk talking into the microphone and pushing buttons. Duncan lowered the volume on the current DJ, who was rambling on about the stupidity of having a ten-kilometre-an-hour speed limit for cars when the mobility scooters whizzed about at a legal speed of nearly thirteen.
As the volume changed, Clive could hear Andy talking and joking with his unseen audience about the upcoming competition, and his mind drifted back to last night when he was at home. There was no doubt, from the video and sound they were watching, that Andy didn't leave the booth. 
There were a couple of slight moments where he was out of sight of the cameras, but Simon informed them that Andy drank lots of water, and he kept it at a distance from the desk after the embarrassing incident at the hospital radio station he once worked. 
Simon explained that Andy had nearly electrocuted his co-host, a rather well-known DJ called Lyn Francis, when he accidentally knocked over her bottle of breakfast wine when they shared a studio in the old days. Lyn was an occasional jock who did the odd broadcast from home in Chippenham but on this occasion was in the Hospital Radio studio. She was also a television quiz show addict, having starred on such shows as ‘Bottom of the Barrel’ and ‘Celebrity Breakdowns’, which was cancelled after the pilot episode for some strange reason.
Clive and José watched the next twenty minutes of the broadcast on double speed, and Clive decided that Andy must be innocent. There was no way he could have been in two places at once. They thanked Simon and asked if it was possible to have a copy of the recording; at this, Simon became defensive and demanded they get a court order. They left the office, and as they were walking back to the car, José noticed a quad bike parked near the side door of the offices. He quickly wrote down the number, and they left. Clive headed home, and José went back to the station to report the bad news to the Chief.
Later that evening, Clive decided to tune in to Andy’s show again, this time to listen carefully. Something he had noticed on the video had slightly confused him, but he couldn't put a finger on it. Andy did his usual show, and Clive listened in for the full two hours and was convinced something was off, but how could he prove it? 
He made a delicious hot chocolate that Esteban would be proud of and went to bed.
The next morning, just as Clive was topping his boiled egg, the phone rang. Answering it, José informed him that the court order had come through and he would be collecting the recordings from the radio station. Clive asked if he could also get the security camera feeds from the office block and any camera that would show if that quad bike had moved. José agreed, and Clive got back to his boiled eggs and soldiers; he was wondering how to proceed. 
He washed up the breakfast things and headed into his bedroom and dressed in his best version of a dandy. Clive fired up the Moke and roared off to the club; he wanted to ask Raymond about something connected with Andy. 
Walking into the rear of the club, Clive is both surprised and happy to see both Ruby and Lily, who were sitting in the dressing room deep in conversation with Rico. They had become close friends and were even helping out with the new tearooms that were soon to open in La Villajoyosa.
Rico waved at Clive, and he waved back and headed for the office, where Raymond was sat in his usual place behind that overly large desk.
“Morning, Clive, my old china,” said Raymond with a sly grin. “How’s it hanging?”
Clive smiled back. “Slightly to the left as usual. I have a funny question for you, Raymundo. Do you remember years ago when we had that bloke who could throw his voice working here?”
“Oh, Reg the Veg, you mean. I had forgotten about him; why drag his name up after all these years?” said Raymond.
“Just something to do with his act, that’s all. I can’t quite remember what that trick he used to do was, though. You know the one where he was able to be in two places at once, or so it seemed.” Clive said. “We have a series of robberies, and the person of interest left their fingerprints at the scene, but they were on the radio at the same time. And I’m a witness, I suppose, as I was at home listening to his show while the robbery was happening.”
“Oh, that’s bad,” replied Raymond. “Can you prove the fingerprints, as otherwise there is no way that’s possible? I remember now that Reg used a double to confuse people in his act, but he had the stage wired so his voice came from where the double was. I wonder what happened to the old goat?”
Clive sighed. “It’s all I have to go on for the moment. José is getting the camera feeds, and he is looking at other possibilities, but I have this gut feeling that I have the right bloke, but how to prove it?”
“I’m sure you will sort it; you normally do.” Said Raymond with a big smile.
Clive departed from Raymond and the club, heading towards the front to enjoy some fresh air. The beach was busy, and he strolled along, taking in the heat and smells that pervaded the atmosphere in the summer. A mix of sweat, various sun creams and stale beer, and that was just the women. A group of hens ran past with ‘I’m with stupid’ emblazoned on their tee shirts, as well as things no sane or sober person should ever have printed on a tee shirt. 
As they pass him, one of them is struggling, trying her best to keep up, as she was wearing ridiculous six-inch heels, and Clive shook his head, as they were not suitable footwear for bar hopping in Benidorm and if anyone should know it was him.
Clive shrugged and decided to head back to the police station to view the camera feeds and the video evidence again. He walked through the town and became aware that something he had just seen made a connection in his mind. Turning round, he stares at a poster for one of Benidorm’s top tribute acts, ‘Slayed’. And there in the poster is a gaudy version of the group, complete in costume, and the drummer and guitarist look more than vaguely familiar. Even more surprising, they are the same height. Clive glances down and smiles. ‘I wonder.’ He says to himself. 
At the police station, Clive outlines what he has deduced, and they sit down to rewatch the video. Andy is obviously in the booth at eight-fifteen, and then he goes out of frame for about five-seconds, and then he is back and standing at the desk. They watch and listen as one record finishes, and Andy presses a button and then speaks; this is the part Clive listened to at home. Andy moves over and selects another switch, and the next record starts. This continues for the next sixteen minutes, until Andy puts on ‘Lying Eyes’ by the Eagles and heads off camera again for around thirty-seconds. He then comes back and can be seen shutting a small box, and he heads back to the desk. The song finishes, and he turns towards the front of the booth and picks up a sheaf of papers.
José is confused. “Señor Clive, how can he be the robber? We have just watched the time from before the crime to at least five minutes after, and Señor Andy is there all the time?”
“Are you certain?” remarks Clive. “I know what we have seen, but I have another possibility. Can we rewatch the video from the start but turn the volume up slightly?”
José starts the video again, and they watch. Clive listens carefully, and just after Andy goes off screen the first time, there is a low growl and a humming noise. They fast forward, but it doesn't happen again.
“Strange,” says Clive. “I was hoping that the same sound was at both ends, but never mind. Do we have the camera feed showing the quad bike?”
José plays the camera feed, and it's not very good; there is a plant growing right in front of the lens, and there is no sound. Clive is starting to get annoyed; he asks for the original video to be played again and again, and then with just the sound, and all of a sudden he realises something about the direction the sound is being projected. There is also a very slight change in the volume as well.
Clive headed back to the caravan site and found Duncan lounging by the pool; he asked him to replay the audio only through the more sensitive equipment in the office. 
“Duncan, can you tell me what the humming sound is at this point, please?” Clive asks.
“Let’s listen then.” Duncan replies re cueing the video to play the same five-seconds again and again. “It sounds like electrical feedback, to be honest. Maybe a car was parked outside that has a bad earth, and the coil is interfering with the signal. It happens, as one of the residents here has a bloody quad bike with faulty electrics.”
Clive smiles as another piece of the puzzle slips into place.
He then asks Duncan if he can replay the moment from after Andy goes off screen until he comes back and starts talking again.
Duncan does as he is asked, and the two of them listen to this section a few times.
“It sounds like a channel imbalance,” says Duncan after the tenth listen, “but why Andy would do that I wouldn't know. He plays around with the controls sometimes, and I’ve had to reset the bloody desk more than once over the past couple of months.”
“Interesting,” says Clive. “Is there a way I can get both audio and a visual shot of that happening?”
Duncan replies that it might be possible, as the computer logs all inputs and switch movements. Clive asks him if anyone monitors the desk at night, and Duncan tells him that the DJ does all the switching, as Simon doesn't want to spend any more money than he has to. However, Duncan pointed out that Simon was spending more time here in the evenings than he had previously.
Clive had heard all he needed too and headed off to the police station to brief José. They sat down and put a plan into operation for the next evening. Clive headed off home but stopped to pick up a takeaway.
The next day Clive headed back to the police station and spent an hour or so talking over his plan with Esteban, who was very impressed with Clive’s reasoning and how he had managed to work out the details of the case. 
“I will accompany you and José,” said Esteban. “I will wear my full uniform so as to make the criminal nervous. What do you think, Señor Clive? Will Señorita Vera be joining us for this unveiling?”
“I think we will leave it to Clive this time; I have a feeling that Vera might cock it up, to be honest, and there has been far too much theatrics already.” 
The three of them arrive at the caravan park just as Andy is starting his show for the evening. The front desk is empty, and José looks around for Simon, as he had been told to be here.
Esteban had decided to wander around and was examining the back wall, which was plastered with posters advertising shows at the site. There were magic acts, a local rather dirty comic and, there in pride of place, a poster informing every one of the next performance of ‘Slayed’. Esteban called Clive over, and he nodded to say he understood.
While the two of them were talking, Andy had noticed that there were visitors in reception, and he was on his mobile, hurriedly talking to someone; strains of Bob Marley’s ‘I Shot the Sheriff’ could be heard wafting around the room. 
Simon, appearing somewhat flustered, approached Clive.
“I’m sorry that I was not here to greet you; you are early.”
“Ah, that would be my fault, Señor.” said Esteban. “As the Chief of Police here in Benidorm, I can be impatient. We have arrived at a conclusion to the robberies and wished to inform you as soon as we could.”
“But you said after Andy had finished his show, but that’s not for another thirty minutes.” Simon replied, sweat starting to form on his brow, and Clive smiled.
Simon was glancing about him as if looking for an exit; however, there were at least ten uniformed officers standing at every point that could be considered an exit. 
Esteban approached Simon and said. “Shall we start then?"
They get Andy out of the studio, and he sits at the reception desk with Simon. Rico and Mylene arrive, and Andy can see that Rico is wearing a plain black tracksuit and is carrying a holdall. 
“Hello, Clive,” trills Mylene. “We are ready for our performance, dear. Where would you like us?”
Clive stifles a laugh, as he can see that Rico is not happy wearing that shapeless tracksuit, but he says instead. 
“Mylene, please go into the booth and wait for instructions. Rico, can you go with the officer over there and wait where he says?”
Andy has sat through this, but Clive could tell he was getting angry. “What is the meaning of this? I told you before it wasn't me. How could it be? I was here all the time.”
“Ah,” said Clive, “but that’s not true, is it? We now know that someone like you was here, but you were off robbing your little heart out, sunshine.”
Simon said, “Prove it then. I don’t believe it, and it’s nothing to do with me. I’m innocent, I am.”
“I think you better just sit there while we have our little performance, and then we can argue about innocent or not.” Said Clive.
Simon and Andy sat looking towards the DJ booth as Clive went behind the desk. Esteban sat to one side of Simon and José, next to Andy. A rather large and burly policeman stood slightly behind them.
“So where do we start?” said Clive. “I suppose we can describe the robberies first and then take the magic trick later. This was a type of sleight of hand, in a sense.”
“The robberies always occurred during Andy's evening show; the times varied, but that's because the robber was clever. Nobody ever got hurt, as the robber was in and out within five minutes, and we plotted the robberies, and there was no pattern, not even the thing TV detectives do and draw lines on a map to give an area. All we have to go on is a six-foot bloke with a balaclava, a cricket bat of all things, and a holdall, and he rides a quad bike. That bit is genius, as it sent us after the owner; he lives here on the site but hasn't driven out on it for ages. He has a broken leg, you see. He also told us that the thing has a problem with the electrics, and it sets off his pacemaker. “
“It's the way the robber confused us that I find the clever bit. Why not leave a fingerprint at a couple of locations, and when we check, as we did. It's found that they are in the system, go figure. Not only that, but the owner of the print is a local well-known DJ who has his evening show on at the time all of the robberies are committed. Surely it can't be him, can it?”
Clive stopped and looked over at Andy, who just shrugged and stared back.
“You even got me. I was listening to your broadcast the other night while you were robbing the Camel's Toe. The owner was not happy as the robber burst one of his inflatables. A comment that can mean so many other things here in Benidorm.” 
Clive paused and looked over towards Duncan, who gave him the thumbs up. Myleene waved as well, which meant the stage was set.
“Well, kids, I think its time for the show to go on. Let’s all take our seats and watch the solution to our ‘how done it’, shall we?”
Clive nodded towards Duncan, who started the video and audio from the other evening. Myleene had donned a long grey wig and was wearing what, for her, was the last thing she wanted anyone to ever see her in. Jeans and a teeshirt that proudly said, ‘Good girls go to heaven, bad girls go to Benidorm.’ Clive had spent ages trying to persuade her to wear it.
Walking over to the control desk, Myleene did her best acting and pressed the buttons and twiddled the knobs, just as they had rehearsed earlier. From the speakers following the audio of Andy from the other evening was her gruff voice saying everything that had been broadcast. She started a record off, and then Myleene walked over to the area where she was obscured from both the window and the camera, and then moments later she reappeared, and just before the end of the record, she flicked another switch and continued to perform. Knobs were twisted and switches flicked with gay abandon, although anyone listening closely could tell the volume was slightly lower and seemed to have changed position in the room.
Clive looks at his watch and counts down the minutes. Myleene is still doing her best and then she announces the winner of the contest. She tells a few jokes and then starts the next record. She goes back to the side and comes back a few moments later to continue her version of the show. The record ends, and she turns to the mic and keeps going.  
Clive gives the signal to Duncan, and he stops the video and audio. Simon smiles and says.
“So, what exactly did you achieve there? Just confirming that Andy was here in the studio all along? You have wasted everyone’s time, and I will be consulting my lawyer first thing in the morning.”
Esteban stood up, although it made little difference since he was already perched on a bar stool, and his lack of height diminished the impact of his action. He cleared his throat.
“Señor Simon, you will have ample time to consult your lawyer later. We arrested him an hour or so ago for aiding a series of robberies. It has been confirmed that he was responsible for moving the cameras to obscure them so as to prevent identification of the robber. Who we now know from Clive’s demonstration to be none other than Andrew Thomas Vickers.”
Clive nearly choked as Esteban said this. He blurted out.
“Oh come on, thats funny, the best joke Ive heard for hours. ATV, Andrew Thomas Vickers.” And he collapsed in a fit of laughter.
José looked at Clive. “What is so funny, Clive?”
“Don’t you get it?” Clive giggled. “ATV, Andy’s initials, they are the American version of a quad bike. All-terrain vehicle. You couldn't make it up if you tried, could you?”
Andy had sat through all of the proceedings with a scowl on his face, but now he had decided it was time to talk.
“What rubbish, you are just clutching at straws. You have no evidence, none at all. Your little act up there might be good for that shambolic drag club. But here in the real world it won't wash. And you proved nothing; that drag up there just acted out the way I do my shows.”
“Oh, did we?” said Clive, enjoying every moment. “Shall I burst your little bubble then, Andy. As you say, Mylene over there played your part quite well. However, just like your performance, she didn't do it alone; she had help, and let's see, shall we?"
Clive pointed to a police officer standing by the side door, and Rico walked into the booth wearing the same clothes and wig as Myleene. Esteban looked shocked, but he got over it quickly.  
Clive continued. “If you look closely, you will see that both Mylene and Rico are the same height, but anyone who knows them will tell you that Mylene is actually at least three inches taller than him. How can this be, you may ask?”
Clive glanced again at Andy, who hurriedly looked away.
“Well, he has lifts in his shoes. I say lifts. In fact, they are a pair of glam rock boots from the 1970s, and I should add that they are his. At first, it’s clear that Mylene is doing the radio show, but when she leaves the screen during the record, Mylene switches places and goes to rob a nearby bar.”
Clive stops and directs his next comment at Mylene: “You didn't, though, I hope, my dear?”
“Not bloody likely dressed like this.” Mylene replied, “Be the laughing stock of Benidorm if I’m seen out dressed like a hippy.”
Simon was starting to sink into his seat, and he looked worried. Andy still looked like he was going to explode, but even he was starting to look worried.
Clive continued, “So Rico is now pretending to be Mylene, or Andy, if you prefer, and this is the clever part. Andy had already recorded his portion, so it was a simple task for Rico to just flick the switch and play the recorded section. However, there was another issue due to an unusual occurrence: playing an audio file through the desk altered its balance. Duncan pointed out that the meters were skewed towards the left channel, but he doubted anyone would notice when listening at home. Neither did the other version of Rico, but this is the crux of the matter that led me to the solution. Andy would have noticed the discrepancy and could make adjustments from his side of the studio.”
Clive breathed out and waited, but there was complete silence.
“Up to me then, is it?” he said. “I like this bit. Simon, it was you who stood in for Andy when he was off robbing the bars. I worked it out almost by accident, really, and do you want to know how?”
Simon glared at Clive and then said, “Tell me then, clever clogs.”
Clive leaned forwards and pointed at the poster on the wall. He looked again and said. “No, not that one, although I might come and see ‘Nuns on the Run’; it’s a funny but stupid film.
“It’s there in glorious colour, right in front of your faces. And let me congratulate you on the choice of band name, ‘Slayed’. What a name, and you basically slayed it. You see, the poster you have here is a cut-off version, but in town you stuck the complete thing up, and it shows you all at full height. Andy is there as the titular drummer, and he is standing in a garish shirt and with his lank hair swept back. Good old Simon, who is, in real life, at least three or four inches shorter than him. But here on the poster you are the same height. Now you could argue that it's been photoshopped, but it hasn't because you are all standing in a line. And there you are wearing a lovely pair of glitter boots, all rather seventies if you ask me.
“So we have good old Andy doing his show, and when he goes off camera, you walk back into frame and continue. You have no idea how a radio station actually works, and you didn't notice the odd balance on the audio. Andy went and robbed the bar, and when he got back, you swapped places again. A record was playing, and you switched the tape off and continued with your show. How did I do?”
Simon looked like he was about to be sick, but Andy was still trying to brazen his way out, but as Clive stared at him, he slowly realised that they had been rumbled.
Andy said. “Ok, it's a fair cop, and you are correct, but how did you first realise something was up?”
Clive replied, “Lots of little things mainly; we had a ventriloquist in the club years ago, and when he did his act, something about the voice always seemed off. He swapped places with his stooge and headed into the audience, and his accomplice carried on with the act, and then there would be a flash of smoke on the stage, and when it cleared, he would be gone, and he would reappear right there in the middle of the audience. Drunk tourists used to pee themselves trying to work out how he got from the stage to the middle of the club in one second. But if you stood in a certain spot in the club, you could hear that his voice was not coming from the stage area. That bloody trapdoor was a nightmare; I caught my heels in the gaps many a time and nearly went tits over tiara.”
Esteban approached Simon and Andy and enjoyed reading them their rights; they were handcuffed and led away. He then called over Mylene and Rico, and with Clive and José, they all headed back to the station, and Esteban had the canteen make them all a hot chocolate.
 
End.
 
 
 
 
The Sunshine Seniors
 
When we lived in the UK, we would watch that programme ‘Fake or Fortune’ about artworks. I must confess that I have some knowledge of the ways to ‘doctor’ a thing or two, and early on I dispensed with this avenue and wrote the story from a slightly different perspective. That of the criminals themselves, of course. Clive solves the case as he must. But this was fun. Some of our friends are actually ‘cakewalker’s’ and they have the hats to prove it. The cribbage term ‘and one for his nob’ refers to having a jack that matches the cut card suit.  The original premise for the story has been moved to another of my detectives and will feature in her next collection. BJW
 
Even though the weather was warm for the time of the year, anyone walking past the bench where George Trawler was sitting might think that he was sitting in an oven. Sweat was forming on his brow, and his hands were slightly shaking; the newspaper he was holding was starting to flap around, and he placed it down by his side. Pulling the red-spotted handkerchief from his pocket, he mopped his brow and tried to calm himself down.
He had just come face to face with something from his past, not really a forgotten memory, but still, what a shock. That face, staring out of the page with a questioning look, and boy, how could he have forgotten just how ugly she had been? 
George folded the paper and tried to look casual, but all that did was make him look even more suspicious. The cleaning lady appeared a minute or so later, and as she walked past him and up the path, she tutted and turned her head away.
A breeze picked up and wafted the morning sounds from Polop towards him, creating a lively ambiance in the distance. The Jacaranda blossoms swayed around, the occasional one dropping and fluttered down to the ground like that butterfly he once shot with an air rifle.
George resolved to tackle his dilemma and made his way to his little car, and driving off to see a friend. 
That friend was Bazza, and he would undoubtedly offer valuable advice, or at the very least, lend a sympathetic ear. George set off from his home, which was a modest retirement cottage in a complex on the outskirts of Polop known as ‘El Ultimo Paso’. One could only assume someone had a sense of humour when they chose that name. After driving through the gates and down to Xirles, he parked in the car park and walked towards Bazza’s flat.
A couple of minutes later, he was sat at the table on the balcony with a nice hot cup of tea, and he started to tell Bazza his woes.
“You will never guess what I saw in the paper this morning.” He exclaimed.
Bazza lifted his copy from the chair beside him and replied, “I can guess, Fishy, my old mate; I bet you nearly had a heart attack.”
“Too right,” said George. “I've not laid eyes on that piece for nearly forty years, and then bingo, it's centre stage in the bloody paper.”
Jackie, Bazza’s wife, came out with a plate of buttered crumpets and asked, “What is so special about it then? Bazza nearly spat his toast out when he saw the picture.”
“My dear,” started George, “many years ago when I was just a lad, your husband and I were involved in one or two schemes. I was a brilliant reproductionist, and Bazza was a whizz at making sympathetic recreations of Victorian jewellery. And as he   worked in Hatton Garden, he had access to some of the best materials and Jewellers money could bribe. But the cherry on the top as it was, came when we used to meet up on Eel Pie Island. There in a little shed, that smelled like a dogs blanket was where an elderly gent had about him the accoutrements to make exquisite and detailed papers to prove provenance.”
Jackie looked confused. “You mean bits of paper to prove that your forgery was real. That’s a con inside a con, isn’t it?”
“No, you see, the provenance makes the piece. It gives it a validity that it could otherwise never have. I would say that a good twenty-plus per cent of all artworks are, as you boldly say, are forgeries. But as long as the paperwork looks good, they are accepted.” And George leaned back and took a mouthful of tea.
“So Fishy, what are you going to do?” Bazza asked, “I assume you have the inkling of a plan, or else you would not be here.”
George sipped his tea again, and a glint came to his eyes. He had the perfect idea, but how to sell it to Bazza and their other friends?
It should be mentioned at this point that George, Bazza and Jackie were part of a large contingent of people who retired to Spain. Mainly to slow down, but for some of them, to escape their slightly grimy pasts, they were a range of ages. 
Some, like Bazza and Jackie, were in their early sixties; the others in the little group were all older, and some were well into their seventies. All of them if pressed would happily say they missed the thrill of their youth.
They met on a regular basis and had formed a sort of ideas club, when I say ideas. I actually mean dastardly schemes, usually involving crime. Not that they had actually committed any, but they all enjoyed the thrill of the quest, the planning and the ‘dry run’ they sometimes did to prove their theories. George was certain that they would all be up for some real crime if the plan was right, and it would be.
Putting his cup down, George outlined his basic plan to Bazza and Jackie. They both listened and then asked detailed questions, neither raised any arguments and that pleased George, Jackie wrapped a couple of crumpets up for him and he headed home.
Once he was back at home, he began to put his plan in place. He knew he could count on Bazza and Jackie, and right now they were deciding on their part in this. This only left the others in the group, and he picked up the phone and called them one by one to ask if they wanted to meet for lunch and to talk over a new idea he had for a hypothetical job.  
Everyone agreed to meet the next day at the Port car park in La Villajoyosa and walk along the front and have a nice lunch after. He purposely forgot one of their friends, as it wouldn't do to include an ex-copper in the plans; besides, they hadn't seen much of Clive these days anyway. George phoned Bazza to tell him of the meet, and then he spent the rest of the day sitting in his sunroom making plans.
****
The next morning looked like it was going to be nice and sunny. George smiled. ‘And why not,’ he thought, ‘300 odd days of sunshine and a job to plan.’ He dressed up for the occasion in his best brightly coloured shirt and navy blue trousers; of course, he mustn't forget the bright handkerchief in his shirt pocket. Wiping the dust off his canvas deck shoes, he looks in the mirror and heads off for his meeting.
As he arrived at the car park, he could see that the others had already arrived and were sat on the way waiting for him. He parked up and strolled over to say hello.
“So you old sod,” said Stuart, “what have you got for us this time?”
“Patience, my friend,” replied George. “All will become clear at lunch.”
Stuart huffed; he liked a challenge and enjoyed their little capers. In his younger days he was part of a famous high street bank’s security team and had managed to keep up with the latest developments in security systems; he was the joker of the group and liked home baking. Today he was wearing his ‘cakewalker’s’ hat and a tee shirt that proclaimed ‘No more Mr Spice Guy’. He also played a mean hand of cribbage and could usually be guaranteed to be the one who shouted, ‘and one for his nob!’.
“Let’s get this walk underway, shall we, folks?” said George, and without waiting for any of the others, he walked off towards the beach. As usual the group split up into those who walked and those who just ambled along. George, Bazza and Stuart were in the lead with the other four behind. But after a minute or two Kieth joined them; he was panting slightly with the exertion, his face red and beads of sweat forming already. He had stuck his fingers in many pies, so to speak, but before retiring he did estate planning.
“Let the cat out of the bag, will you, dearie?” He asked, “Some of us here are desperate for information.” 
George decided to give a rough indication of his plans and told them the bare bones of the job. Stuart and Keith smiled, and they both agreed that it would be a fun thing to plan. “Would there be an enactment?” they both asked.
Bazza nearly laughed out loud at this, but he caught George’s eye and didn't say a word. George just shrugged his shoulders, so they carried on walking.
The group behind them included Jackie, Bazza’s wife. Before relocating here, she had run a café in Shoreham with their son. The other two were Eleanor, a no-nonsense Liverpudlian ex-pub landlady known for her wicked sense of humour and a half a house brick tucked away in her bag for when people misbehaved.
She had recently returned from a cruise that involved visiting all the major cake-making factories across Europe. No particular reason for the trip, other than her fondness for cake—and, of course, she could always manage a biscuit or two if pressed.
While most people used the vegetable drawer in the fridge for its intended purpose, Eleanor repurposed hers as a cake stash. The final member of the group was Allen, who was well-versed in historical matters and was Keith’s partner. He was quite well-travelled, although what that really entails is debatable.
They continued their walk all the way down to the end of the beach area and into what had once been the old car park, which now resembled a wasteland, with a few wooden benches scattered around the edge. They took a seat and engaged in light conversation, while Eleanor passed around a bag of fudge. Bazza was the only one to decline, as he did not particularly enjoy it.
The day had turned lovely, completely cloudless with just a gentle breeze coming off the sea. George stood up and suggested they go to the restaurant, some of the group were as usual making comments about how hard it was living in this part of Spain.  
At the restaurant, the usual milling about ensued, and like moths to a flame, Allen and Keith claimed the centre chairs, as was their custom. Stuart took a seat opposite George, while Bazza settled in next to him. Jackie chose to sit next to Keith, and Eleanor occupied the last remaining seat beside Allen.
The waiter approached, and George groaned; he was waiting for the usual erring and ahing as his friends looked over the menu and then just went for the set daily one. Catching the waiter's eye, he asked for a non-alcoholic gin and tonic to await the usual outcome.
“Menu of the day for me; I like the same old routine,” one of them muttered as he tried to chew a piece of bread and aioli. The others readily agreed, and the waiter took the orders. 
“It's boring being old,” Stuart said and laughed, “but George has a plan, don't you?”
“I do, but for now let’s just enjoy the meal, and then I will tell you all about it.”
A few minutes later the food arrives, and everyone starts arguing over who ordered what, because, as usual, everyone had forgotten even though there are only ever two choices.
George looks around and thinks, ‘Its like herding cats, it really is. It can’t be that difficult; everyone always orders the same.’
After a couple of minutes of plate shuffling and cries of ‘pass the oil’, they all got on with eating.
During lunch, George outlined his plans, being careful to keep the true motive for the crime a secret. Over the next couple of hours, they shared ideas and devised plots for stealing the paintings, discussing their escape routes and potential diversions. By the time they had settled the bill and begun walking back, George had started to compile the plans into a workable scenario. He smiled to himself, expressing his gratitude to the group; they agreed to meet in Benidorm the day after tomorrow, where he would show them the job's location and assess the hazards involved. 
Once back in the car park, as was their custom, they compared the readings on their various fitness watches and apps. George paid little attention but thought he heard one of them mention that their heart had stopped for a couple of minutes earlier according to the ten euro fitness band they had purchased in the indoor market.  
As the others were leaving, he took Bazza to one side and asked him to get there an hour or so earlier, as there were a couple of extra things George wanted the answer to. Bazza agreed, and he and Jackie drove off. George went home and started to prepare for the job; it all seemed to be going rather well.
****
On Thursday, George drove to the Poniente end and parked behind the Waves. With some spare time, he visited bar Poker for a coffee and pan con tomate. Bazza joined him soon after, and more coffee was drunk. 
“I’ve been thinking about your little problem,” said Bazza, “and I reckon we will need a fairly complex diversion to get away with nicking the painting.”
“Agreed,” replied George. “Removing it from that ghastly frame will be the easy part. I still have my curved knife, so all I need is about thirty-seconds to get it clear and roll it up. Have you thought of how we are going to get it out of the Museo?”
“Working on that,” Bazza smiled, “or at least Jackie is. She came up with a blinder last night and if nothing else will give us a good laugh for ages if we get caught.”
They got up and walked along the front, the brightly coloured tiles glinting in the sunshine. As they approached the Dove Park, Bazza could see that the others had arrived and were sitting on the wall. They all said their hellos, and Stuart handed George a small folder.
“In there, Fishy,” said Stuart, “is a plan of where all the cameras are located in the street outside the Museo and those in adjoining roads.”
George thanked him for being his usual efficient self.
“Although,” Stuart said, “how you make sure they get obscured is a major issue.”
Bazza piped up “Leave that to Jackie, she has an idea and is working on that as we speak.”
Allen and Keith then took the lead. Allen explained that the exhibition would feature movable frames placed around the main room with a couple of the larger pieces arranged in a circle in the centre. Luckily, the piece they were interested in was located close to one of the Museo's exits. Keith then shared his ideas for creating a diversion, mentioning that he had already discovered the perfect method.
George was impressed; his friends had really taken this one to heart, and he was just wondering when he was going to tell them that the job was for real this time. But before he could make a decision, Eleanor interrupted his thoughts.
“Do we need disguises?” She asked, “Only I’ve always wanted to do a version of the Thomas Crown Affair; I reckon that could be fun.”
“What, all wear overcoats and sport bowler hats?” said Allen. “Not too sure that would help in such a confined area.”
“No, silly,” exclaimed Eleanor. “I was thinking that sunglasses, loud shirts and a hat of some sort would be perfect; you would blend in with the tourists that way.”
“You need to talk to Jackie then Eleanor,” said Bazza, “she is arranging the diversion, and having everyone wearing the same stuff would be a blast. And it means those of us who will be inside can slip away without being noticed.”
Stuart, feeling thirsty, suggested that they all head to Vincent’s. Off they went, a murmur of conversation weaving back and forth among them. After a swift drink, Eleanor decided to visit Jackie to compare notes. Meanwhile, Allen and Keith planned to go shopping for new curtains, while Stuart intended to head to the crazy golf in Albir. George and Bazza walked back to Dove Park and examined the drawing of the security cameras. They then proceeded to explore the exterior of the Museo, noting that both the front and side doors of the building were in use for a change. With a steady stream of visitors going in and out, the pair decided to join the throng.
Bazza purchased a catalogue and briefly perused the souvenirs available, he noted the stand with the printed versions of the paintings and smiled, while George scanned the walls and ceiling for security features. After satisfying himself that Stuart had done his usual exemplary work, they wandered around as if they were true art lovers.
George finally stopped in front of the work that he was interested in; he stared at the picture, with a slight grin forming at the corner of his mouth.
“My word,” he exclaimed, “it's amazing, a true work of art.”
Then a figure appeared next to him and said,
“Señor, are you familiar with this artwork?”
Stopping himself from laughing, George said, “Not really, but it’s very unique, I must say.”
Introducing himself as Antonio Béchameli, he said. “The artist is a well-known fellow called Escamoso Miguelitos, and for me, it is one I have always admired, a piece of excellence from an artist who was criticised in his day but now seems to have found his place.”
“Oh, why was he criticised?” Asked George, “If you don’t mind telling me, that is?”
Antonio replied, “It would be a pleasure. Miguelitos was one of many from his time who painted what he saw. You will notice the lack of beauty in the woman standing at the door. She was the wife of the man who commissioned this piece; he was a traveller and a romantic. The artist used a strange technique for the time of placing animals and birds in all of his pieces.”
George nodded. “I can see that, so what is it with the mirror then?”
“Ah, the mirror,” replied Antonio. “There is no written word about this, but the artist was once asked about it. He painted the foreground in calm; the mirror shows the wild side of the subject. If you look closely, you can see the lady cavorting with beasts in a near-naked state.”
“Oh, yes” said Bazza “thats a bit dirty aint it” and he sniggered and walked off to look at a rather weird abstract piece titled ‘Head Ache no.3’
George grabbed him and they exited the building, then in fits of giggles they both walked over to the other side of the road and stood for a moment while they calmed down.
Looking up, Bazza sighed, “Well, Stuart was right. How the bloody hell do we cover that to aid our escape?”
George was still smiling, and Bazza was going to dig him in the ribs when he noticed what George was looking at. 
There across the road was Jackie, sitting on a bright red mobility scooter.
“Silly cow,” said Bazza. “I bet I can guess what the diversion is going to be then.” And the two friends started laughing again.
Over the next couple of days the plans come together into a working idea. George had decided to tell everyone individually about this job not being a test but that it was the real thing. He was surprised when everyone was up for it. 
****
The day of the job arrived, and George, Bazza, and Allen were sitting in a small café in the Old Town. A bag full of clothes rested at Bazza’s feet, and they all felt rather nervous. The experience was a new sensation for them, as they had never actually put any of their earlier plans into action; they had merely conducted a dry run by walking through the job. Suddenly, Bazza’s phone rang, he answered it, but George only caught a few one-word comments before Bazza slipped the mobile back into his pocket.
“All set, gang,” he said, “we go at ten past twelve and enter at twenty past. The diversion starts at a quarter to one; Jackie says to wait for the drums before we start.”
Allen looked at his watch and nodded.
George checked his pockets for the umpteenth time and made sure the knife was in his left-hand pocket; the other three items were in his right one. He was now glad that Bazza had colour coded them now.
The three friends got up and slowly walked to the Museo, where there was hardly a queue. They walked up the steps and entered into the main room and past the security guard, who looked about eighty. Bazza grinned and looked towards the other door, and surprisingly there was no guard.
“Look,” he said, “your way out is unprotected; that’s a bit of luck.”
George smiled weakly, his heart hammering in his chest and sweat glistening on his brow. ‘I’m too old for this sort of rubbish’ he thought.
He checked his watch and noticed it was nearly twenty to one, and almost time for the plan to start. He nudged Allen, who looked a bit like a fish out of water but did what he was supposed to do, and he went and engaged the curator with questions about the colourful street scene that took up a large portion of the central area. George mopped his brow and went to drop the tissue in the bin and also one of the cans Bazza had prepared. He then slowly made his way around the room and placed the second can into the other bin on the far side. He then paced into the centre and stood to one side of Allen, who turned to shield him from the curator, and George placed the last can on the stand. He then went and stood by the horrid abstract that Bazza had admired previously and waited for the fun to begin.
He checked his watch again and nearly jumped when he heard the horns and drums. Placing his hand in his left pocket, he pressed the button on the remote and headed for the prize.
The noise from outside grew progressively louder and people were leaving the Museo to see what the commotion was about, that suited George as it left his exit clear and then there was an almighty bang from the bin in the corner and thick grey smoke shot up and engulfed the camera and started to flow across the ceiling.
It took George a moment to pull the knife from his pocket and slice the picture from its frame, just as the second can started to belch smoke and obscure the other camera. All hell had broken loose; the security guard had rushed to the first bin and was attempting to cover it up. Then the third can erupted, and Allen and the curator cried out. 'Nice touch,' thought George as he rolled the picture up and hid it in his coat. Looking around, he saw Bazza leave the same way they had entered, and Allen was acting as if he was having a panic attack, and George almost started laughing and nearly dropped the painting. 
‘Time to go,’ thought George, and he headed for the exit. As he was about to go down the step, there was an almighty crunch. There in front of him was a mobility scooter on its side where it had crashed into the pole with the street cameras on. The pole was shaking and vibrating like mad. George turned sharply right and headed off up the road. He removed his cap, glasses and the silly shirt and stuffed them in a rubbish bin. He then leisurely walked back to his car, keeping as far away from the main roads as he could. The sound of police sirens could be heard, but he didn't hurry.
Twenty minutes later he was sitting in his car, sweat pouring down his face, and he was laughing his head off. Ok, his heart sounded like it was going to burst, but what a rush. He hoped that the others had managed to make a clean getaway; he need not have been worried though as the plan had gone off like clockwork. He headed home and treated himself to a full-fat G&T, not the non-alcoholic stuff the doctor had told him to get.
**** 
Later that day, Clive Johnstone was standing in the doorway of the Museo Boca del Calvari. He was thinking that something was very fishy about all this. But for now he couldn't put a finger on what that might be. He was halfway through his lunch slot at ‘Tea for Two’, and he was still partly in drag. 
The local plod took no notice of him these days; they were well used to his attire now. But the curator was eyeing him something chronic; Clive couldn't see why. After all, it can't be that unusual to see a man of his age wearing an electric blue wig and a pinstripe suit. At least he had removed most of his makeup this time; José had never forgiven him when he turned up with one oversized false eyelash still attached during the last case.
He walked over to where a rather disgusting gilt frame stood empty, and he stared at it. Calling the curator over, he decided that he would be gentle with the poor man; the whole affair had obviously been a shock for him.
“Señor,” called Clive, “could you please come here and give me all the information you have about the stolen work?”
“But, but,” he started, “do you not want to know how it happened?”
“For now, Señor, what is your name, please?” Clive sighed. “I would like to know what was stolen. The how and why I will no doubt be bothered with for some time.”
“I am Antonio Béchameli, and it is
	Tenacious. Other words are the same; see Vera.

	Tenacidad (to fulfil)

	Gambling: What is faro?

	Copper or cheque?

	Keyring

	They look the same.

	Follow the money.

	Unexpected cases 

	Curious suspects 

	And more than a few surprises 

	Laughter, Lies and Lip Sync 

	Girls, Gems and Giggles 

	Men, Music and Moments


OPS/images/T4T.jpg
oo S ¢

B fj.!.a keford

arrie





OPS/toc.xhtml
		Chapter 1






OPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





