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"So from despatch it's just up one floor to the gym." The lady stepped out the lift into the most luxurious looking fitness suite Vivien had ever seen. "Oh good, there are some people your age here. This is Lucy, she's in accounts. I'm sure you'll get on, especially if you like silly jokes."

Vivien shook hands with Lucy, just as she had with everyone she'd been introduced to that morning, before being taken over to meet another girl who was apparently a computer whizz. Vivien doubted she'd remember a single name. 

"Sorry," her guide said as they returned to the lift. "I'm overloading you with information, aren't I?" 

Relieved, Vivien nodded. "It was a long flight and I am a bit tired to take it all in," she admitted. 

"Not too worry, I'll escort you back to your accommodation and you can settle in. I'm afraid I'm so enthusiastic about our wonderful facilities I get carried away. Let's walk through the courtyard; it's beautiful."

Vivien looked through the huge glass doors and gasped. 'Courtyard' and 'beautiful' were both understatements. Before them was a huge tropical garden.

"You're welcome to come out here whenever you like of course, but I strongly advise you not to spend too long out in the sun."

As soon as they stepped outside, Vivien could see why. The temperature was very high, even when they passed through the shade of the lush planting. Every leaf and flower seemed too perfect to be real from the fabulous scarlet and burgundy amaryllis blooms almost erupting from the ground at her feet to the cerise and mandarin bougainvillaea scrambling like the most gorgeous of sunsets up into the sky. The bright colours and exotic scents made Vivien's head swim. The reassuring hum of the air conditioning was very welcome as they entered the accommodation block.

"Here we are, back at your room." 

"Thank you... Paula." Only just in time, Vivien recalled her name.

Paula grinned. "You're welcome. I'll meet you in the lobby at nine tomorrow morning as I've probably got you so confused you won't remember where your office is."

Vivien laughed at the truth of that, let herself into her apartment, lay on the bed and slept.

When she awoke, Vivien felt just as disorientated as she had during her whirlwind tour of the complex. It wasn't a new sensation; for days now her life had taken on a dreamlike quality. It had started with her seeing the job advertisement. It sounded perfect for her; she'd always wanted to go to Bermuda and had all the required qualifications and experience.

She downloaded the application form, completed it and emailed it back in immediately. The following morning she'd been called and offered an immediate interview. It had lasted more than two hours and left her feeling they knew her better than she knew herself.

"We need someone who can start almost immediately, are you in that position?"

She'd assured them she was and went home to pack up her life. It hadn't taken long. Her friends took her for drinks, wished her well and almost concealed their envy. She'd got a taxi to the airport. No one waved her off, but Paula had been waiting the other end to collect her.

Vivien checked her watch. It was still early evening, plenty of time for her to take a look round and get something to eat from the restaurant. She found her way back to the courtyard and wandered around the exotic space enjoying the fragrance that wafted down from the Oleander trees and twining jasmine. Iridescent dragonflies flitted overhead and butterflies seemed to dance before her, leading her around the garden. A huge one with burnished orange wings laced with black sunk down onto her outstretched hand. It reminded Vivien of delicate stained glass. The butterfly rose, then dipped down to rest on a discrete sign saying 'library'. Soon she noticed that although all the doorways looked the same, each was neatly labelled with signs set into the flower beds. Vivien needn't have worried about getting lost. 

After a lap of the garden she'd learned there was a pool, health centre and cinema on site. The complex was more like a holiday resort than working environment. Soon she felt hungry and headed for the restaurant. 

Three girls invited Vivien to join them. She recognised one, but couldn't recall her name or in which department she'd worked. Vivien glanced down the menu, dazzled by the choice. A waiter persuaded her to try swordfish with lime dressing and accompany it with a glass of chardonnay.

"Oh, I didn't ask how much it costs," she exclaimed as he sauntered away.

The girl who looked familiar laughed. "Easy to tell you're new here! Staff don't pay, silly. I'm Sue by the way, that's Georgette and Natasha."

The food was excellent and the girls chatted easily over the meal. At least three of them did. Natasha, who was extremely pale, seemed distracted and hardly spoke until she offered to walk Vivien back to her room. 

As they left the restaurant, Natasha clung to Vivien's arm as though she was scared they'd get separated in the courtyard. She didn't say anything until they reached Vivien's apartment.

"Do you have anything to write with?"

"Of course."

"Write down my name and details then." She pushed her way in and was very insistent. 

She relaxed a little as Vivien wrote down the information on an envelope. "I'm sure I'll be going soon and I want to be sure I won't be forgotten."

Vivien suggested those who'd been there longer will be more likely to remember her.

"It's too late once you've been here for a while."

"Well, I won't forget you," Vivien said. She certainly wouldn't, but neither would she wish to contact such an oddball. As soon as Natasha left, she screwed up the envelope and threw it away.

The next morning, Vivien made sure she was waiting nice and early for Paula. When Vivien went down to the lobby she found Georgette reading a book. The author's name was familiar, one of Vivien's favourites, but the cover wasn't so perhaps it was a new release. 

"I don't think I've read that one," Vivien said.

"It's really good, his best so far, I think. I got it from the library, so you'll be able to have it when I'm done."

"Great, thanks."

Paula arrived then and took Vivien away. As they walked, she asked about Natasha.

"Sorry, I can't think who you might mean. Staff turnover is pretty high as most people, like yourself, are only here for short postings. It's a job to keep up."

Vivien felt better hearing that. Her own short contract must be normal then, not a sign they hadn't really wanted her. She soon settled into the work and often shared her evening meal with Sue and Georgette. When Vivienne mentioned Natasha they just shook their heads.

Vivien said, "Yeah I thought she seemed strange." They didn't talk about her again.

Every morning, as she left the accommodation block, Vivien passed Georgette. They chatted for a minute or two and Georgette told Vivien which page she was on. 

"Sorry I'm such a slow reader."

After a week, Vivien didn't see Georgette again, although she did find the book in the library.

"Georgette finished it eventually, then?" she asked the assistant.

"Sorry, don't know who you mean."

"She borrowed the book before me."

The assistant shrugged. "Must have been before my time."

But hadn't the library assistant already been there when Vivien started? It was so hard to remember as nobody seemed to stay in the same office for long. Oh well, if Georgette was such a slow reader she wouldn't have borrowed many books so maybe it wasn't surprising the librarian didn't remember her. Vivien asked a few other people, but no one seemed to know who she was talking about. Vivien realised her description was very vague and though she tried she couldn't remember any helpful details about Georgette's appearance.

A week later, Vivien walked over to Sue's department at lunchtime to suggest they go to the gym before dinner. Sue had vanished. Her computer was on, a half eaten chocolate bar lay abandoned on her desk and her bag hung over the back of her chair. Her colleagues were concerned and had begun a search which Vivien joined in. Soon a manager arrived.

"There's no need to panic, people. Look, it's a lovely day, why don't you take the afternoon off and go to the pool? Best not go sunbathing though, it's even hotter than usual out there."

"We can't just go," Vivien said.

"Of course you can. I'll stay here and take care of things," she said.

The disappearance reminded her of something, Vivien thought, but she didn't know what. She thought it might have something to do with Georgette, whoever Georgette was. There wasn't time to worry about that though because Paula introduced her to Sonia. "She's new here, so I was hoping you'd take her under your wing a bit. Look after her. This place can be a bit confusing at first."

"Of course I will. Actually it's not just at first this place is confusing. Only this morning I thought I was headed for despatch and ended up in the health centre. Then I had to try and convince the doctor I was fine!"

Paula laughed. "Well, I think I'm leaving you in good hands, Sonia."

Sonia was fun to take around. She was amazed the restaurant was free and that she could leave her desk anytime she liked to go swimming or for a stroll in the garden. She wanted to know the names of the flowers, making Vivien wish she knew them. Vivien enjoyed surprising her with all the wonderful facilities they had in the complex. They arranged to meet in the courtyard the next day, so Vivien could explain about the almost hidden signs.

Sonia was late, so Vivien found a comfortable spot in the shade to wait. The heat must have made her doze off because she woke with a start and remembered Sue's disappearance. How could she have forgotten that? She raced over to her office. Sue wasn't there. There were no empty desks although Vivien was almost sure they'd been moved around. Everyone was working calmly.

"Where's Sue?" Vivien asked the person whose desk was closest to where her friend's used to be.

"Sorry, don't know her."
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