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CHAPTER ONE
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I sat on a cliff top overlooking the valley below. It had stopped raining for a while so I removed the hood of my anorak, then I had a better view of everything around me. About five hundred feet down below me there was a river percolating through the valley which would eventually run out into the sea. To the right of me was a woodland through which the river had flowed and to my left there were wide acres of green farmland which sloped down to the river. On them, I could see small herds of sheep and cattle. And so at that moment I was relatively at peace with myself after all I had recently come through.

How it had got to that point in my life is a long tale and you’ll have to bear with me, but if you're prepared to read on, the details of it will be interesting.

* * * * *
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My name is Adam Santana and like many men of my generation I had an unsatisfying early part of my life. My good parents who were both Spanish and had emigrated from Spain during the Spanish uprisings wanted me to explore various ventures, like private school and university, but unfortunately despite their pleadings I had no wish to go down that track. I left school with what was called in those days a few A-level qualifications. Somehow, by hook or by crook and perhaps by my father’s intervention, I managed to get a job on a small local newspaper which was really no more than being a dogsbody. I made the tea. I cleared the rubbish and more importantly I got to read the first draft of the reports. Gradually though I began to see errors in those reports. So, in time I pointed them out to the editor. I was then appointed as an assistant reader which didn’t make me popular with the other reporters as I was picking up their errors.

After a further period of time I was allowed out as a junior reporter. Mainly the work entailed covering funerals, weddings and the like, but occasionally I did assist one of the other main reporters who were reporting on trials at the local courts. This was mostly boring and it went on all day but when the senior reporter slipped out for a coffee or a visit to the toilet it was my job to take down the details he had missed whilst he was out. By then I had more or less learnt basic shorthand so in that respect it was good practice for me and the other reporter would correct my shorthand errors afterwards.

Then one day there was a real kerfuffle in one of the courtrooms whilst my colleague was out having a coffee break. He’d been gone a long time and I expect he was chatting up one of the waitresses in the snack bar who he fancied. Uproar was breaking out in the courtroom. The defendant, who was a Chinese man, was having a more than heated argument with the judge. He was on trial for attacking a police officer, which he was disputing.

‘You lot are all the same,’ he shouted. ‘You’re all on the same side and you're not listening to what I’m saying!’

Then he charged out of the Dock and ran towards the judge’s plinth. For a moment it looked as though he was going to reach him and hit him. Somehow or another three policemen managed to raise themselves from their seats and grab hold of him before he reached the judge, they wrestled him to the ground and eventually handcuffed him. He was then dragged out of the courtroom, whilst still swearing and attempting to turn his head provocatively towards the judge. I could still hear him calling out as he was taken down below.

Fortunately for me that day I had my camera with me as it was often needed for funerals and weddings and other social events. So I was able to photograph the whole incident.

‘What the hell has been going on?’ My colleague exclaimed when he hurriedly returned alongside me.

‘You missed all the fun,’ I responded and told him what had happened and showed him the photos I’d taken.

‘Well you’d better go to the snack bar and write it all up then,’ he replied. So that’s what I did. At the time, as I was writing out my notes, I thought that he would get the credit for all of this, but I was wrong. He did read my text and afterwards we did print the photos together with the script back in the office, but my original presumption of his intention was wrong. He showed it all to the editor and said that I had done it all. It was my report and photographs that were printed as front page news on the next edition. So I did eventually come to the conclusion that there were some good people in this line of work. The paper then gave me bigger stories to write and I was soon made a full time reporter. The Chinese guy who caused the rumpus in court got a three year prison sentence.

My working life there continued relatively happily for a while until I saw an advert in the Western Mail, which is the main national newspaper for Wales based in Cardiff, the capital city. I applied, they were looking for a reporter. I got an interview and showed them some of my reports and I got the job. Before accepting it I spoke to my current editor. He said. ‘If you're going to do anything good in journalism you couldn’t go to a better place. We’ll give you a reference.’

So that was it, I started there on a Monday morning a month later. That completely changed my life. Suddenly I was working in a big city office where all the action happened twenty four hours a day. In time I acquired a rented apartment near the office and indulged in all the city shenanigans. And of course in the office and the places all around me there were plenty of nubile young women who were available for unmitigated sex any time, day or night. My world had been turned completely upside down. But there was one young girl in the office who I fancied more than any of the others. Her name was Alison. Her hair was brown. She possessed a slim attractive figure and legs. She was a junior reporter. I approached her several times about having a date, or maybe even just a drink together after work but she just wasn’t interested and kept giving me the brush off.

Then one day I had a work opportunity I just couldn’t refuse. At that time trouble was brewing in Barcelona. There was conflict between the Catalonia region in Spain, which Barcelona was the centre of and Madrid which was of course the Spanish capital The history of the conflict goes back to Franco who was a despot ruler of Spain going back to the late 1930’s, which the people of the Catalonia region totally opposed. He organised a Nazi plane war bombing of the small Spanish town of Guernica in the region which devastated the whole region and killed many people. The disaster was later covered by Pablo Picasso’s famous painting depicting the event. The same problems ensued in the Basque region of Spain and France which led to the formation of ETA, a semi terrorist organisation which had fought a revolutionary war against the Madrid government for many years. Because of my Spanish background the Mail wanted to fly me out to Barcelona to cover the current events, which meant I had to stay out there for a week or so in a small hotel near the city centre. What they didn’t tell me initially was that they’d also booked Alison on the same flight to accompany me as the assistant on my reporting duties. Initially I wasn't particularly happy about that as I have said before, up till then she had rejected every advance I had made towards her.

Suddenly we were alone together in another country and in a completely different environment. Problems began as soon as Alison and I arrived at our hotel. Our employers had booked us both into a small bedroom with two single beds. ‘No way am I going to share a bedroom with you,’ she declared when we both stood in front of the reception desk. The clerk said that was normal in Spain and there were two single beds in every room.

‘Pah,’ Alison responded. ‘Not for me!’

And so we booked another room for her which we agreed we would both share the cost of and try and sort it out with our employers later.

That night as I lay alone on my bed I could hear crashing noises going on all around outside in the city. Some of it was music and revelry and also what I could also possibly detect as the sound of explosions.

Next morning, Alison and I both met up in the small hotel dining room for breakfast. A Spanish affair which consisted of croissants and coffee and if required Cava champagne which we both declined. 

‘Did you sleep?’ I asked her. ‘Not very well,’ she replied. ‘I was too hot and when I opened my window there was too much noise going on outside.’

I explained what that was all about and added, ‘that is partly why we are here. If you were that unsettled in your room you could have moved in with me and I would have found a way of helping you to sleep.’ She gave me one of her withering looks. ‘Have you been to Spain before?’ I continued.

‘Only once as a child with my parents, but it was nothing like here. It was some small seaside coastal town on one of the Costas but I don’t remember what it was called. I spent nearly all of the time playing on the beach and in the sea. I do remember it was very hot.’

So for the time being I left it like that. We had a morning appointment with one of the local national based newspapers who had agreed to help us with any background information we needed and also let us use their facilities to download our articles back to the Mail in Cardiff.

Then we took to the streets. If I am honest there was no indication of any sort of altercation going on as we walked around. OK, in the distance we could hear a few explosions which were obviously part of the action that was happening in the surrounding area, but from my limited experience in that respect it certainly didn’t sound like a full scale war, which my parents had been through with the Nazi bombers in my home town. Life in Barcelona appeared to be going on almost normally.’

Alison and I set about the streets to try and establish something we could report on. We called in on nearby bars and in our limited Spanish we tried to interrogate the locals on what was actually going on. Their replies were mostly diverse and contradictory depending on which side of the dispute you were supporting.

Eventually one man said, ‘if you're going to get to the bottom of all this you're going to have to frequent the local bars, discos and restaurants and talk to the locals’. So that's what we did. In between our conversations with the locals, we danced, drank and ate and slowly we integrated bodily with each other on an outdoor basis.

Back in our hotel Alison and I composed the report we would send back to the Mail. Then she followed me into my hotel single bedroom. We didn’t need the spare bed. We went through sex and sleep together on the narrow single mattress. It was a stimulating night's experience.

Next morning as we were eating our breakfast together in the hotel's dining room we both felt that we really had to acquire some more positive details of what was actually going on in the supposed conflict, otherwise there would be no point in us being there and our employers wouldn’t be very happy with our performance. Most of what we had learnt up till then could be best described as local gossip. So firstly we went to the local newspapers office again to download the piece we had jointly written the previous evening. My Spanish surname and background helped in that respect. Then as best as we could in our pidgin Spanish we asked some of the reporters who were in there how we could ascertain some more positive information on what we were supposed to be reporting on. Generally they were very helpful and most of them spoke better English than we spoke Spanish.

They gave us details of addresses to contact, organisations who were instrumental on both sides of the conflict and allowed us to use their office phones to make appointments to see the important people at their premises. There we interviewed the people who were in charge of both sides of the argument. The Catalans wanted to break away as an independent country from the Madrid government and the national party who were intent on keeping Spain as a single unit governed from Madrid. Our conversations with all of them were interesting and revealing so when Alison and I returned to our hotel we were able to cobble together a report which we both considered was acceptable enough to download to our employers.

We spent another satisfyingly sexual night in the single bed in my hotel room although the heat eventually got to us and we had to end up sleeping separately in the single beds alongside each other.

When we eventually arrived home in Cardiff we were both surprised to see that our report had been featured on one of the prominent first few pages of that particular day's edition.

The editor, Dan Marshall, called us into his office. He was sitting behind his desk with his sleeves rolled up and a view over the city from the large double glazed window behind him.

‘We are very pleased with the article you’ve written which you can see we published the other day. We are therefore going to send you both together on more, similar, assignments although I can’t promise that they're going to be as attractive a place as Barcelona. But keep up the good work.’ We were then summarily dismissed.

Outside the room we both faced each other and grinned. Alison patted her hand on my arm and we went back to our respective scruffy desks. Thereafter we were designated various different reporting tasks some singly and occasionally together which we both enjoyed the most. Some were political issues relating to the Principality, whilst others were local or sometimes crime related incidents in the nearby communities. In all though it was interesting and occasionally exciting work. Throughout that time our personal and sexual relationship continued. After our night time experiences in Barcelona we also visited some of Cardiff’s nightclubs and discos. We didn’t actually move in together because we both had our own separate small rented apartments, but when the situation allowed we would spend the night together in one or the other and at weekends and when we had no work we would embark on outings to various parts of the scenic Welsh countryside. By then we had both also become reasonably skilled photographers, partly because of its use in our work, and so we had both bought quite costly modern cameras, with which we managed to take some stunning scenic views around the glorious mountains, valleys and sea coasts of Wales. So up to that point life was pretty good for both of us. Then of course, as it always does, disaster set in.

* * * * *
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One of our joint reporting projects was to report on a potential financial fraud taking place between a city centre firm of accountants based in Cardiff and a couple of financial advisors who they were associated with. The fraud involved ways of avoiding tax which were strictly illegal. The Mail had received an anonymous tip off from someone who had discovered the scheme but who didn’t have the resources or the time to investigate it further, so the editor gave Alison and I the go ahead to dig deeper into the claim. As neither of us had any detailed knowledge of accounting matters, we both initially had to read up on the background of the indicated misdemeanour. The information the informer had provided was also sketchy so it was difficult to put tabs on what was going on that was actually illegal. One of our fellow reporters gave us the name of one of his accountant pals who he said may be able to help us make head or tail and get to grips with the accountancy details we needed to know if we were going to carry a successful investigation. His name was Alan Parker. We spent two hours having lunch with him which of course we, or more pertinently, the Mail had to pay for. However what he told us provided us with enough background information on accounting procedures to confront the supposed people involved in the financial fraud.

Afterwards our first job was to make an appointment to see a partner of the firm which was implicated in our informants scandalous revelations. That in itself was a difficult project, but eventually Alison’s female charm won through against the unhelpful aspects of the female receptionists of the firm. We were given a twelve o’clock appointment for three days hence. We both used the time in between our other Investigative reports to read up further after speaking to Alan Parker on what we could digest on accounting and accountancy practises.

Eventually we were ushered into the office room of Mike Givens who we were informed was the senior partner of the accountancy practice known as Givens, Fletcher and Wallace, situated in a five story office block in the city centre. He didn’t rise out of his seat to greet us but we were invited to sit in the chairs in front of his large semi circular desk. We guessed he would have been in his late forties. He had dark thinning hair and wore a dark business suit and a white shirt which the sleeves protruded out of around the jacket's cuffs to reveal a pair of expensive gold cufflinks.

‘I’m told you wish to talk to me about some supposed financial fraud,’ he said before Alison and I could say anything.

‘That’s right,’ I replied.

‘Well let me tell you firstly that we are a registered firm of Chartered Accountants and have been so for fifteen years without putting a foot wrong. You can check on that with the Institute if you like, and I have to tell you that I have a microphone and a tape on my desk here which will record every word of our conversation today,’ he said and pointed to the said micro alongside his right hand on the desk.

‘That’s fine by us,’ I replied. ‘Alison,’ I responded, and pointed at her, ‘is qualified in shorthand and she will also take down a script of everything we say here today.

That seemed to take him back a bit, but he said, ‘OK, so what do you want to interview me about?’

I then went through the accusations that were made by the man who had contacted the newspaper regarding the supposed frauds, which I had typed out on a foolscap sheet of paper. Givens also made notes on a sheet of paper in front of him on his desk as I spoke.

‘That’s a complete and utter load of tosh,’ he responded when I had finished reading from the list. ‘If you print that lot out in your newspaper we will sue you,’ he said pointedly, then he went through each item I had raised individually giving his reasons why those things could have possibly occurred. He sighed, then said ‘We are also audited by the Chartered Accountants internal audit committee and as you should know they would have picked up on anything like what you have mentioned. Anyway, who has given you all these details?’

‘Well, we can’t reveal our sources, but perhaps more honestly I can't give you any names because the information was given to us anonymously, but the editors felt the allegations were serious enough for us to follow them up, so we thought we’d better see you first.’

‘Well you’ve done that now and I categorically deny all of them.’ Alison was still taking shorthand notes all the time we talked.

I then went on to reveal the names of the two financial advisers, Harold Stokes and Bernard Watt who were also mentioned in the tip off. Givens looked a little surprised when I read out their names. ‘Are you familiar with these men?’

‘Yes,’ he snapped back. ‘We work with both and they sometimes see our clients to organise products that can help them with their financial problems. They are highly qualified in their own right and they are also both clients of ours. In other words we audit their accounts.’

‘We will also be making appointments to see them.’ I replied quickly. I think I had surprised him a bit by that.

‘You do what the heck you like but I re-warn you that we will sue you if you print anything like you just mentioned to me today. You’d both better go now as I am a busy man.’

He pointed towards the door, but didn’t get out of his seat and Alison and I got up, turned around and went out through the door.

‘Not a happy bunny!!’ Alison said when we were outside on the pavement.

‘We’ll see.’ I responded.

We duly returned to our office and between us Alison and I cobbled together a respectable account of our meeting with Givens and took it in to show the editor.

‘OK,’ he said when he’d read it through, ‘but there’s not enough here to put out a decent piece on. You’ll have to see the other two guys mentioned in the feed first, before we have anything good enough to go into print on.’

So Alison put in calls to Stokes and Watt’s advertised phone numbers to arrange appointments to see them but it took several attempts to get any sort of adequate response in that respect. In the end they only agreed to see us jointly at a meeting two weeks later and from what she told me she guessed that they had already been advised by Givens on the subjects and type of questions we might ask them. So in the meantime we both had to concentrate on more local and political events around the area.  Alison and I continued with our own personal relationship which became more passionate and interesting as time went by. As well as the local pubs and clubs we also began to walk together on the local mountains and river walks. The longer our relationship continued the closer we got on personal terms, our ideas and philosophies on life seemed to combine well together as well as our bodies. Once again we had to wait a while before our appointments with the two financial advisers came so we both continued with separate local appointments.

The day arrived when we were due to meet up with the two advisers. We cobbled together the questions we were going to pose to them. We knew we had to be careful and clever with what we asked them as we realised that they would be primed by Givens. Our appointment with them was for eleven o’clock at their small rented office in the centre of town. It was a small room with a cheap desk, on which there was a laptop, various pieces of paper, and a few biros.

They both sat behind the desk and didn’t rise from their chairs when we entered and just pointed to the chairs on the other side of the desk for us to sit on. Their appearances didn’t surprise us. Stokes was a short,thickset guy with jet black hair and wandering wary eyes, which settled mostly on Alison as soon as we walked in. Watt was tall, thin with scruffy brown hair and a greying small goatee beard. They both had taken off their jackets which they’d flapped around the back of their chairs. I certainly wouldn’t have trusted either of them with any money of mine.

‘You wanted to interview us?’ Stokes said.

‘We did indeed and thanks for seeing us,’ I replied. ‘The reason we wanted to see you was because we received some information about some fraudulent financial irregularities which mentioned you two and Mike Givens. As journalists we are duty bound to follow up such leads.’

‘Who supplied you with this information?’ Watt queried.

‘Unfortunately the supplier was anonymous, although we received it over the internet and also by letter, which was typed but unsigned, so that was serious enough for us to want us to follow it up, but we didn’t want to go into print on it until you had a chance to respond.’

‘And what were the allegations?’ Stokes said.

‘It was alleged that Givens was passing on to you clients who wanted to invest money in schemes that as far as the tax regulators were concerned were illegal.’

‘Can you give me details of these so-called illegal tax investments that we are supposed to be involved in?’ Stokes continued. Alison passed me the sheet of paper on which we had noted the said schemes and I read them out. She had also been taking shorthand notes from the start. I read out the list of the mentioned schemes.

‘What evidence have you got that we invested money in those?’ Stokes said.

‘At the moment none,’ I replied, ‘so that’s why we are giving you the opportunity to respond first. I’m sure that if we pass this information on to the Revenue they will find a way of extracting the details.’

Stokes and Watt looked at each other, but said nothing for a few moments, then Watt said, ‘Off the top of our heads we couldn’t tell you where or what our client's money is invested in. We have about five hundred clients between us in total, so we’d have to do a thorough check on our records before we could confirm or deny anything. We just couldn’t do that here and now.’

‘Ok, I responded. ‘We’ll give you two days, but if you don’t come back to us by then we’ll continue with our investigations. You can contact us on these numbers,’ I said and passed him my business card which contained my work number and email address.

With that Alison and I began to leave. Stokes and Watt said nothing and remained in their seats as we walked out. On our way back to the office Alison and I discussed what our next steps should be in this case. We both agreed that there was no point in reporting back to the editor as yet on this matter, so we both went back to our individual tasks until we heard or not from the three people we had interviewed together.

In between all this new work and my relationship with Alison I found it difficult to try to remember what my life had consisted before these current matters had come up. As a young man my main hobby consisted mainly of climbing big mountains. I had climbed Ben Nevis, half the other Munros in Scotland, Snowdon, Cader Idris, and many of the peaks in the Lake District.

Sometimes I stayed overnight on many of them. In Scotland there are lots of bothies which provide sheltered accommodation in isolated peaks for you at night with fires
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