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PROLOGUE

You imagine
when a bullet hits you that the pain will be searing. I was
anticipating mind numbing misery, teeth grinding agony, but in my
case it didn’t happen,
mainly I suppose because I passed out almost instantly. Fortunately
the bullet in question travelled through my right shoulder and came
out on the other side, thereby causing little permanent physical
damage. In fact the healing process of the wound was far more
painful than the event, as I was in constant discomfort and bound
up with stitches, plasters and bandages and taking antibiotics for
weeks.

I do remember
coming round and looking up at the paramedics who were attending to
me. I could also just about make out in the background police
officers standing around my prone body. My wound required a trip in
a siren wailing ambulance to the local hospital. Of the incident
itself my recollections are almost as sparse. I had driven into the
country near my home in Spain to embark on one of my favourite
walks. At the top of a narrow twisting lane there is a small car
park leading to a wooded track. It was a mild day, the sun was out.
I recall getting out of my car, then bending into the back seat for
my anorak. As I did so I heard the noisy roar of a
car’s revved up engine
coming up the lane. I shut and locked my
car’s doors then began to
set off into the wood. My back was to the oncoming vehicle but I
heard it slew into the car park. The next sound was the bang of the
gun going off and that was it. Afterwards they kept me in hospital
for a couple of nights, while a policeman sat outside the door of
my single bed ward.

To relate the whole story we have to go back
some time before the incident.

 



CHAPTER ONE

It all began
one clear Andalucian night. A southerly from Africa had blown away
the rain. Wood smoke from my neighbours’
fires scented the damp air. I was on my veranda
watching the lights of the fishing boats out at sea when a strong
beam, like a spotlight, searched across the water about a mile
out.

That night a gale had raged. While I was
asleep it kept rattling my bedroom window, keeping me awake. I
needed to get up to close it. The road alongside my villa runs down
to the beach. While I was at the window I saw a vehicle's
headlights heading that way. My bedside clock showed ten past
three, I thought it strange. In the height of the summer we did get
courting couples and sometimes campers making their way to the
beach at that time of night, but very rarely at that time of
year.

I thought
nothing more about it until the following morning. I was on my dawn
walk with Ben; the southerly was still behind the breakers. He had
gone ahead, to explore, see what he could find from last
night’s tide. I heard him
bark. At that moment he was out of sight beyond the rocky point.
When I caught up I saw an open wooden boat, about fifteen feet
long, beached on the shoreline.

‘What have we
got here old boy,’ I said.
The boat had either been abandoned or become adrift in the previous
day’s storm. I doubted the
latter, there was no mooring rope trailing loose; an outboard motor
was still clamped to its stern and there was no name on its
bow.

The section of coastline I live on is
notorious for the trafficking of illegal immigrants from Africa. At
night their assorted craft linger out amongst the fishing boats,
then drift in ashore before dawn.

I spotted the
girl later on in the morning when I was shopping. A rampant
bougainvillea covers the archway into the square; moisture from the
previous day’s rain dripped
from its foliage when we both walked underneath. An hourglass
figure forced me to stare. Long legs, straight jet black hair
hanging down her back to her waist, she certainly
wasn’t Spanish. Moroccan
perhaps? A dusky complexion though
couldn’t conceal a shining
black eye.

I completed
my shopping and made my way to the bar. In the corner three men
were sitting huddled together by themselves. They had rugged
features and unkempt clothes and like the girl, North African
colouring. While sipping at my cognac I tried to listen in but it
was a language I didn’t
understand. They appeared to be arguing; their hands wildly
gesticulating all the time.

Later, when Ben and I were on the beach I saw
the girl again, idly kicking her feet at the incoming waves. His
bounding activity caught her eye. She stopped to stroke him.

‘The sea
looks inviting,’ I said. She
was wearing shorts. Without shoes her legs looked even
longer.

‘It’s nice to swim
when the tide comes in over the warm sand,’
she replied. Her broken English was quite
good.

‘Are you on
holiday?’ I asked. Our eyes
met, the black eye was recent, there were also bruises on both
arms.

‘No we're
just passing through,’ she
said and turned her head away.

For a while we walked together. She played
with Ben; her movements were lithe and supple. Eventually we parted
and I headed for home. At the top of the dunes I looked back. She
was making for the old derelict bungalow at the end of the bay.

That evening I couldn't relax, I kept
thinking about the girl. Unable to stand it anymore, I put on my
shoes and called Ben. Outside it was dark, although the gale had
eased. I strode out purposefully across the beach for the old
bungalow. Ben was puffing behind me, trying to keep up.

When I got near I slowed down, there was a
light on inside, and I could hear music, gypsy-type music. A
swirling violin and a guitar produced a compelling rhythm. I crept
closer and peered in through a cracked windowpane. A fire inside
created dancing shadows on the crusted walls. Then I saw the girl's
body hurtle past the window. Salt spray had left a film of grime on
the glass. Straining to get a better look I rubbed on the cracked
pane. The glass was weak, my hand broke through and protruded into
the room.

The music stopped, loud voices echoed from
inside, Ben barked. In panic I dragged my hand back through the
aperture, slashing my wrist on the fractured glass. Blood gushed
out, preventing any thought of running away.

A huge rough
looking man came out and said to me.' What do you want Señor?' He
was one of the men in the bar; tall and thickset with wild black
hair, just like the girl. His shirt was open to the waist, a
dangling medallion hovered in a chest of curly dark
hair.

'I was worried about the girl,' I replied. 'I
saw her today. She had such bruises, now you seem to be throwing
her around.'

'Señor she is
my daughter.'

'But that's no way to treat her.'

He stared at me.

'Iolanthe,' he called inside. She emerged
looking amazing in a white halter top and black tights.

'Iolanthe this man thinks we are treating you
badly.'

She looked at
me knowingly. 'Señor, they are not harming me,' she said awkwardly.
'We are acrobats, from a circus in northern Spain. I am injured.'
She pointed to her face. 'I misjudged one of my turns and crashed
into the bandstand.'

'We had better see to your wrist my friend,'
the big one said. They took me inside. The girl bathed my cut,
smiling at me all the time. I felt foolish.

'We have come south to find a little warmth,
to help with my injuries,' she said while dabbing iodine. It hurt,
I jumped, and she laughed. 'You see my shoulder is strained too but
I have to keep my legs in training. This cut is going to need
stitching.'

The big man drove me to the hospital in a
battered camper van. I needed six stitches, they kept me in for the
night. Ben remained with the girl in the bungalow on the beach.

* * * * *

Next morning
I was discharged and took the local bus back to my villa. After I
had washed and shaved I got out my old Mercedes and drove down the
pot-holed track to the old derelict bungalow at the end of the bay.
The car’s aged springs
moaned all the way. The camper van that had taken me to hospital
wasn’t parked outside. I was
concerned about Ben. Maybe they had taken flight and gone off with
him. His barking response when I rapped my fist on the rotting
wooden door quickly dispelled my worry. The girl opened it and Ben
came bounding out leaping up at me with affection, nearly bowling
me over. The girl shrieked with delight. Again she looked stunning.
That day she wore a tight fitting red polo neck pullover and
clinging blue jeans. Her hair had been pinned up at the back in a
bun.

‘I was
getting worried about you,’ she said. ‘Ben was
also beginning to fret.’

We’d moved inside
the bungalow. The conditions in there were, to say the least,
basic. There was a rickety wooden table and some dilapidated
chairs, but not much else. Sleeping bags were rolled up against the
walls and there were a few oil lamps spread about. She enquired
about the cut.

‘Oh
it’s
nothing,’ I said, trying to
make light of it. ‘Have the
men folk gone away?’ I
asked.

‘Every day
they have to go out to try and find work,’
she replied. ‘We are self employed. If we
don’t work we
can’t
eat.’

‘How long do
you intend to stay here?’

‘Probably
until my shoulder gets well enough for me to resume full time
training. Then we will go back to the circus, but it is cold up
north.’

We talked
some more, then when it was time to leave I said I would take her
into town if she liked and buy her some breakfast, to which she
agreed. Ben had come to no harm and remained relaxed in her company
as we drove. Having her long legs next to me in the passenger seat
was certainly stimulating. I took her to a café I knew where we
would get a decent breakfast. We sat outside in the sun and tucked
into croissants, bacon, coffee and brandy. She certainly possessed
a healthy appetite.

Our
conversation roamed over many things, and I was able to find out a
bit more about her background. She told me her family had always
been a circus act. Her mother, who had died in her middle age, had
also been a trapeze artist. The three men travelling with her were
her father and her two brothers. She and the brothers were now the
major element of the act, but she was the star attraction since her
mother’s death, as well the
chief cook and housewife to the men.
‘Sometimes I get very
tired,’ she
confessed. ‘I think
that’s how I missed my turn.
I was just over-tired.’

I watched at
her tucking into her food. Her nubile body was beautifully formed
in athletic maturity. Her face betrayed a youthfulness that
suggested she would only have been in her late twenties.
‘What sort of work do the men do
when they go off for the day?’ I asked her.

‘I
don’t really know and I
don’t think they would tell
me if I asked,’ she
replied. ‘As long as they
bring back some money for me to buy food I
don’t care. At certain times
of year they do fruit picking but I
don’t know if they do that
here.’

She told me
her family was from Morocco, but she had lived most of her life in
Northern Spain. Because they travelled so much
she’d only occasionally
attended school and admitted that her education was therefore
incomplete. ‘As soon as my
body was developed enough I became part of the
act,’ she added.

When
we’d finished eating I
offered her a lift back to the bungalow but she
declined.

‘I’m not used to
eating such rich food,’ she
responded. ‘I need to walk
it off or I’ll be putting on
weight. Then, I’ll be in
real trouble.’ She made a
fuss of Ben, thanked me for the breakfast and I watched in furtive
desire as she walked away from the café with a fashion
model’s strut. Afterwards I
did some shopping at the supermarket and then returned to my villa
with Ben. After the trauma of the previous day I was glad to get on
my veranda and lie back to bask in the sun.

That night I was again disturbed
in the early hours by the sound of a vehicle heading down the road
towards the beach. This time I was sufficiently motivated to get
out of bed and take a proper look. Grabbing my binoculars I made my
way out to the veranda and in doing so managed to disturb Ben, who
followed me outside. I was only wearing a dressing gown and
sandshoes.

‘You must be quiet,’ I
whispered to him as we crept along the veranda. The night remained
warm and moonlit. At that moment the only sound was the incoming
swish of the waves.

Near the beach I could just make
out the whiteness of a van. I trained my binoculars on it, but it
was partially hidden amongst the trees so I couldn’t get a proper
look, although I would have sworn it was the camper van that had
driven me to hospital the previous evening.

I pulled over a chair to sit and
watch. Ben slumped down at my feet. For some time nothing much
happened. There was no movement around the van or on the beach.
Eventually Ben got fed up and went back to his bed. I was about to
do the same when suddenly, out at sea, I again saw a spotlight
flash across the water. That produced activity around the van,
three or maybe four men got out. The trees still partially blocked
my view making it difficult to be accurate. I did, however, clearly
see the headlights of the van flash on and off three times,
pointing out to sea. Then in the stillness of the night I could
hear a man talking on what I presumed was a mobile phone. He was
speaking in Spanish. A couple of the other men went to stand on the
shore line. It wasn’t long afterwards when I spotted a small craft
heading for the shore. As it got nearer I could see it was a tiny
rowing boat with what looked like four people on board. The larger
boat with the searchlight had by then disappeared around the cliff
at the end of the bay, and, I presumed, back out to sea. Gradually
I began to hear the swish of oars cutting through the water.

When the rowing boat was near to
the beach one of the men jumped into the sea and ran ashore with a
rope. The two men on the beach waded out to meet him. Between the
three of them they pulled the rowing boat ashore. The other three
men eventually disembarked carrying kit bags and small parcels. It
was difficult to describe them as they all wore hooded anoraks and
what appeared to be jeans. Collectively they all pushed the boat
back out into deeper water and slowly it began to drift
disconsolately further down the bay away from them.

I heard the van’s engine start
up. All the men who’d been on the shore ran to it and jumped in. I
dashed back into my villa, grabbed my mobile phone, dialled the
number of the Guardia and was just in time to see the van belonging
to my Moroccan friends disappear up the adjacent road.

Needless to say by the time the
Guardia arrived the van had long gone and the beach was silent and
empty again. One of the officers called in on me, while his
colleague and another police car drove down to the beach. By then I
had changed into my daytime attire. Ben barked when he heard the
policeman’s voice in the hall. After explaining the details of the
incident I accompanied him down to the shoreline. The other
policemen were on the beach flashing torch lights out to sea.
Eventually we caught sight of the rowing boat some distance away,
still drifting in the water. Two of the policemen headed that way.
The other two took a statement from me, while I sat in the back of
their car. I did explain to them my suspicions about the group of
Moroccans, my recognition of the van and their occupation of the
old derelict bungalow at the end of the bay. Afterwards I walked
back to my villa and in time they all drove away.

* * * * *

Next morning I took Ben down to
the beach for his morning walk. We headed again in the direction of
the bungalow at the end of the bay. I could see the rowing boat
which by then had been washed ashore some distance away. Then, to
my surprise, Iolanthe was walking towards me on the beach, wading
through the shallow water of the incoming tide. She was dressed in
a pair of shorts and a dark blue t-shirt. Her hair was tied up in a
bun again. I waved and called a greeting as we got near.

‘Adam I’m glad to see you,
I’ve been so worried,’ she said and explained to me that her men
folk had not returned last night from their previous days work.
‘And then, very early this morning the police were knocking on my
door. My Spanish is not that good and I couldn’t understand much of
what they said. From what I could gather though they were looking
for the men and the camper van. They also said I could not stay in
the bungalow any longer as it is a private property.’

I walked with her back to the
bungalow, while Ben played alongside in the sea. As we strolled I
told her what I’d seen the previous night. She was shocked. ‘I
can’t believe they would get involved in something like that.
That’s terrible,’ she said.

‘I’m pretty sure it was
their van,’ I responded.

As we got closer to the bungalow
I could see the van had not returned. ‘I had better go in and wait
there for them,’ she said. ‘If they don’t come back I don’t know
what I am going to do.’ She ran her hand over the top of her head
and looked a forlorn, if rather beautiful figure.

‘I’ll take Ben back to my
place,’ I said. ‘We’ll have our breakfast then I’ll come down to
the bungalow in my car and see if your men have returned. If they
haven’t I’ll take you to the police station and we’ll see what they
have to say. My Spanish is quite good and I know one or two of the
blokes there.’

So that’s what we did.
Unfortunately on my way back across the beach I ran into Colin
Wright, my neighbour and his two noisy dogs. One is a big Lurcher
type and the other is what I would call a horrible little yapper.
As soon as they saw us they started barking and running in stupid
circles around Ben, something he hates.

‘The early bird catches
the worm eh?’ Wright said with a supercilious grin on his face. I
feigned ignorance. ‘Couldn’t help but see you talking to that
glamorous piece of feminine pulchritude,’ he added.

‘Oh her,’ I replied
succinctly, not wishing to elucidate any more.

I had to tolerate Colin Wright,
not only because he was my nearest neighbour, but also because I
acted as his financial adviser, which was my main income earning
employment in Spain. I worked under the umbrella of a larger set up
but I did it on a self employed basis. My other occupation
consisted of being a writer of fictional novels, which didn’t make
me much money at all. Colin is an ex-pat who moved out to Spain
when he retired. According to him, at the time, his house in south
London was worth ‘a bomb.’ It was at the height of the property
boom and from the proceeds he had more than enough to buy the villa
in Spain. To begin with his wife joined him in the venture, but she
couldn’t stand the life here and went back to London to live with
her sister. As far as I know they still remain married. ‘How is my
money doing?’ Wright enquired when my response to his questions
about the girl dried up.

‘It’s a quiet time at the
moment,’ I said. ‘The markets are a bit flat. But as you know they
go up and down all the time.’

‘I hope you are looking
after it for me Adam. I’m relying on you.’

I confirmed that I was indeed
looking after it then finally managed to extract myself from his
presence, much to Ben’s satisfaction.

Later that morning I drove to
the old bungalow. There was still no sign of the camper van outside
when I drew up. Iolanthe must have heard my car as she came outside
to greet me. Her face still bore a worried look.

‘There’s still no sign of
them,’ she said as I got out of the car.

‘Have you a mobile phone?’
I asked.

She shook her head in a negative
response. ‘They all have, but I don’t.’

‘Do you know any of the
numbers?’

She shook her head again. ‘I’m
afraid I’m not very technically minded.’

I looked at my watch. It was
after eleven o’clock. ‘We’d better go up to the police station and
see what they have to say then,’ I said. ‘Do you have your
papers?’

She went inside the bungalow to
fetch them, change into a skirt and collect a jacket. Afterwards I
helped her to try and secure the dilapidated door. All their goods
were still scattered about inside. It looked as though she had made
an attempt to tidy and pack some of them together. No way would the
door lock properly, but we did the best we could.

At the police station we were
ushered into a back room. I knew one of the men in there and the
other one was one of those who’d called at my place on their way to
the beach the previous night. Thankfully Iolanthe’s papers were in
order. ‘You cannot continue to stay at the bungalow on the beach,’
the one I knew said to her. ‘I know it is in disrepair but the
property is still privately owned, which means you are trespassing.
You will have to move out today.’ She looked across at me with big,
wide, scared brown eyes.

‘Do you know the make and
registration number of your family’s camper van?’ he then asked
her.

She hadn’t a clue about the
number plate, but between her and me we managed to cobble together
a rough guess at the description of the type of van. ‘Acting on
what Señor Adam has told us and what we have seen for ourselves we
have put out an alert for it’s apprehension,’ the police officer
said. ‘We have classed it as a suspected case of assisting illegal
immigrants,’ he continued. Again Iolanthe’s eyes met mine. He then
questioned her about her family's background, the circus where they
worked in Northern Spain and what she knew about their activities
since they’d been in the south of the country. She confessed she
knew very little about the men’s recent work.

‘But what does the lady do
if her family do not return for her?’ I asked.

The policeman thought for a few
moments. He was a tall, unshaven, dark haired man in his early
thirties. ‘We would have to take her into custody and maybe
eventually hand her over to the Social Security. It could be deemed
that she had been aiding and assisting criminal activities,’ he
said.

Iolanthe and I again stared at
each other. ‘We’ll have to talk about it,’ I responded quickly to
the policeman. ‘I’ll let you know what conclusions we come to
before the day is out.’

That’s how we left it for the
interim. They withheld Iolanthe’s passport and papers, then
insisted that she did not leave town in the immediate future. We
left the police station together and walked to a restaurant for
lunch. I ordered a bottle of Rioja which I badly needed.

While we ate we discussed the
alternatives open to her. It transpired she had very little money.
Enough euros to buy some food and bits of housekeeping, but
certainly not enough to pay for hotel accommodation. Even the bus
fare back to the circus in the North of Spain would be impossible
on the amount of cash she had. Eventually I said that she had
better come and stay with me for a couple of nights to see if her
men folk returned. If they didn’t and if the police agreed I would
lend her the bus fare to travel back north. The only other
alternative would have been for her to go into police custody.

With the benefit of hindsight I
don’t know why I had agreed to be so generous. I wasn’t exactly
flush with money myself. That this girl had made a hit with me was
not in doubt. And she and her family had acted kindly towards me on
the night when I slashed my wrist, so in some respect I felt I owed
her something for that, but except for her gorgeous looks and what
she’d told me and the police about her background, I really knew
nothing else about her. And at that moment I did know that her
family appeared to be involved in criminal activities but, I
suppose all of us men are suckers for a pretty girl at some time or
another.

* * * * *

When we had finished eating we
returned to the police station and told them of our immediate
plans, to which they agreed, on the condition that I informed them
of any change in the circumstances, and that she reported in to the
police station every two days. ‘We will rely on you to do that
Señor Adam,’ the policeman I knew said to me sternly. They still
retained her passport and papers. So all of a sudden I had
voluntarily implicated myself into the machinations of her
life.

I drove her back to the old
bungalow and for an hour or two she packed together the items which
she would need or were of any value; all that we could get into my
car anyway. The rest we had to leave at the bungalow for a later
time. Her men folk did not return that afternoon, so after a
suitable time lapse, she wrote out a note for them about where she
would be staying, which we pinned to the front door, before driving
back to my place with the Mercedes fully laden with her
belongings.

To my horror Colin Wright was
passing my front gate with his two stupid dogs when we were
unloading the car. The dogs began to bark, then needless to say
Wright found it necessary to approach us to make some sarcastic
comment. ‘You’re entertaining a visitor?’ he said while leering at
Iolanthe. ‘Lucky man,’ he added, nodding in her direction.

‘Yes, just for a couple of
days,’ I replied, while continuing to busy myself with the
unpacking. ‘A family friend,’ I said and carried the box at hand
into the house while keeping my back to him.

‘Of course,’ I heard him
say as I disappeared inside. By the time I next came outside, he
and his yappers had gone.

‘I wish I had a lovely
home like this,’ Iolanthe said as we moved around inside. My villa
is not that spacious. There is a large open plan living/dining
room, with a kitchen, half portioned off by a breakfast bar. There
are two bedrooms. One en-suite and another separate bathroom off
the small hallway. The accommodation is therefore suitable for two
people. At the front is a balcony veranda with a marvellous view
out to sea. The roof consists of another terrace on which there is
a chimney barbecue. From there on a clear day you can see a view
across the Mediterranean to the Atlas Mountains of Africa. ‘Great,’
was Iolanthe’s added response on completion of the tour. I began to
carry her things into the spare bedroom, while indicating that it
was to be her accommodation. Ben followed us around, sniffing every
bag and box.

When all the sorting out was
done Iolanthe and I were left standing in the middle of my lounge
looking at each other, both wondering what to do or say. At the
back of my mind I had a good idea of what I wanted to do with her,
but caution remained my watchword. I still knew so little about
her, yet somehow I had got myself into a situation where I was
sharing my home with her, which in effect also meant I was sharing
my life with her as well. I decided at that moment that the safest
thing to do was to make us both a cup of coffee.

‘You have so many books,’
she said to me, pointing at my bookshelves, while I was waiting for
the kettle to boil. Ben had settled at her feet on the lounge
rug.

‘I’m a writer,’ I replied.
‘Those in that corner,’ I said pointing to the spot when I returned
from the kitchen area with the coffee, ‘are all mine.’ She turned
to look. Then I had a full view of her long shiny black hair, her
pert rear and long legs. I wanted to reach out and touch it all.
Regrettably the coffee cups were still in my hands.

‘Seriously,’ she
responded, then added after I nodded my confirmation of her
question. ‘How clever. Oh I wish I could write,’ she
said.

‘Well you can read them if
you like. It might inspire you to begin.’ I picked one of my books
out of the shelf and passed it to her.

She took it in her hands and
caressed the cover. ‘H’m,’ she said. ‘There’s only one problem with
that,’ she added.

‘What’s that?’ I
asked.

‘I can’t read, or
write.’

* * * * *

We settled down to drink the
coffee and talk. As time passed I became more and more conscious of
the dilemma I had put myself in. I was completely unused to sharing
my home with anybody except Ben. Years ago there had been a live-in
girlfriend but since then nothing resembling that sort of
relationship had reappeared. There had been a few casual affairs
and one night stands which had involved sharing a bed for a night
or so, but nothing more than that. I suggested I take her out for a
meal that evening.

‘Adam I can’t have you
buying me meals all the time. I’m imposing on you enough already by
staying here. I can cook you know. At least let me be of some use
by helping to cook our meals.’

So that’s what we did. Between
us we managed to cook spaghetti bolognese for our supper. I enjoyed
her company in the kitchen and she produced a different flavour to
my usual concoction of that recipe. Alas, there was still this
enormous temptation to put my hands about her, but somehow I
resisted, mainly I guess because Ben kept getting under both our
feet. Like me he was also unused to company around the house.

The evening proved to be
difficult. After we had eaten we strolled together along the beach
with Ben. The rolling foamy white waves stood out in the darkness.
Afterwards in the bungalow she asked me to read to her some
passages from my novels. She stretched out on the settee while I
sat upright in the armchair and read the stories aloud. I needed to
concentrate hard on the page in front of me to stop my eyes from
wandering in her direction.

‘That’s marvellous,’ she
kept repeating when I finished each reading. ‘You are so very
clever. I wish I could do that.’ The flattery was
invigorating.

When it was time to go to bed we
both became fidgety and slightly embarrassed. I was able to
overcome my edginess by taking Ben out for his final visit of the
night. While we were strolling around the garden, he woofed. Only
once. An agitated stifled woof. Something had disturbed him or
caught his attention. He possessed a sniffer dog’s nose and at that
moment it was working overtime. ‘What is it?’ I said. His head kept
roaming the air like a periscope. I walked him around the edge of
the garden. He sniffed here and there but there was nothing. When
we got back inside Iolanthe had gone to her bedroom. I called out,
‘Good night.’ She repeated the phrase and I retired to my room.

The incident outside preyed on
my mind and so what with that and thoughts of this nubile young
body lying only a few feet away from me made sleep difficult.
Eventually I must have drifted off. However it wasn’t long before I
was reawakened by Ben barking. I got up, put on a dressing gown and
tiptoed to the lounge area. He was standing at the patio window
still clearly alert and on guard. He wagged his tail when he saw
me. ‘What is it old chap?’ I said. He whimpered, jumped at me and
put his paws on my chest. Something had clearly disturbed him. I
looked out through the patio window. There was a full moon, but I
saw nothing move. As quietly as I could I crept back into my
bedroom and looked out of the window there. Ben followed me.
Suddenly I saw the shadow of a figure move on the road outside. I
couldn’t see the actual body but the shadow was of human form. I
opened the window to try and get a better look, but it had gone,
there was nothing in that spot anymore.

Our movements must have roused
Iolanthe. I heard her bedroom door open. Next moment she was
standing, framed in my bedroom doorway, wearing only a nightdress.
Her long hair cascaded down over her shoulders into her bosom. Ben
ran towards her affectionately.

‘Is everything all right?’
she said, while stroking him.

‘Don’t know,’ I responded.
‘Something out there disturbed Ben. I think I saw somebody moving
around.’

‘Oh Lord,’ she replied. ‘I
hope it isn’t anything bad.’

‘You never know in these
parts. Most of the time it’s Ok, but we do get bouts of crime.’ She
looked at me with a worried expression. The tension in her face
made her look even more beautiful. ‘Perhaps they won’t bother if
they know there’s a dog here,’ I added.

‘Let’s hope so,’ she
said.

I took Ben back to his bed and
tried to settle him down again. When I turned back for my room
Iolanthe was still standing in the doorway.

‘I was having trouble
sleeping,’ she said to me. At that moment standing in front of me
was everything any normal red blooded man could possibly desire.
Large areas of dark skinned naked flesh were visible around the
edges of the nightdress. What was underneath appeared even more
inviting. Her lips were slightly pouted. Even in the semi darkness
her eyes looked vibrantly excited. I guess I allowed my resolution
to weaken. I claim any other heterosexual man would have reacted in
a similar manner.

Without saying anything I pulled
her into my arms. Her response was welcoming. Our lips met, firstly
into a soft sweet kiss, which prolonged into a deeper more
searching exploration. My hands met no resistance as they wandered
over her partly covered body. When we came out of that first
passionate embrace I lifted the night dress off and over her head,
then turned her around and into my bedroom. Neither of us said
anything. I shut the door and we both climbed onto the bed
completely naked.

 



CHAPTER TWO

Looking back on it now I suppose
that was the beginning of the real trouble for me. With the benefit
of hindsight I realise I had been gullible. I had weakened in the
face of temptation. Without doubt our night of sex together was the
highlight of my sparse sexual career. The curves of her body, the
soft sensuous texture of her skin and lips provided a wanderlust
for me to utilise. She also used her lips and tongue expertly to
evoke erotic pleasures in me I had not experienced before. Large
breasts and sumptuous nipples provided a playground for me to
indulge myself on. How many times we did it I couldn’t count. In
between there were various bouts of sleep, but each time I was
reawakened by the roaming actions of her hands, tongue and lips on
me.

Eventually when dawn came the
birds singing outside awoke me. At that moment I felt so satisfied
that I was tempted to join in with their dawn chorus. I turned over
and discovered that the space alongside me on the bed was empty.
She’s gone, was my initial thought. Done a runner? She wouldn’t
have been the first. Or had I perhaps dreamt it all. When I leant
over and detected the fragrance of her perfume on the sheets I knew
I hadn’t dreamt it. Stiffly I got out of bed, put on my dressing
gown and padded out into the living area. Ben came to greet me.
There was no sign of Iolanthe. ‘Where is she, old boy?’ I said to
him. He whimpered an unintelligible reply. Quickly I moved towards
her bedroom. I was somewhat relieved to see that all her things
were still in there. My other assumption though was partly true.
After I’d put on some clothes I began to organise to take Ben out.
As I was putting on his lead I spotted her on the beach, jogging,
wearing only a t-shirt and shorts. Her long hair was flowing
decoratively in the breeze. She looked fantastic. I felt another
stirring in my loins.

By the time Ben and I made it to
the beach gate she had also reached it. ‘I was getting concerned,’
I said.

‘I’m sorry. I didn’t mean
to worry you. It’s a beautiful morning and I still have to train my
legs.’ Her glistening white toothed smile lightened up my soul. ‘If
it’s all right with you I’ll take a shower and then I’ll make us
some breakfast,’ she said. I nodded in agreement. ‘Is there
anything you would like?’ she asked.

‘Oh just some toast and
coffee,’ I responded, then headed off towards the beach with
Ben.

As we walked I again conjectured
on my situation. A part of me was obviously ecstatic with
excitement, but deep down I still wondered what I had got myself
into. I really knew no more about this girl and her family than I
did after our initial conversations. Yet I had still given her the
freedom of my home. At that moment she could be rifling through all
my personal possessions with an intent to steal or misuse them at
some time. Since her arrival I hadn’t particularly locked anything
away or even put important things out of sight. I considered I had
been foolish in that respect and made a mental note to make amends
when I got back.

My fears appeared unfounded when
Ben and I returned to the villa. She was in the kitchen area
preparing the breakfast. I attended to Ben’s food needs and headed
for the bathroom to wash and then the bedroom to change my shirt.
From what I could see nothing had been tampered with. No cupboards
or drawers appeared to have been opened. Even the unmade bed looked
untouched. Glancing through the open door into her room I could see
that she had made her bed and tidied up somewhat.

‘What do you want to do
with me today?’ she asked when I was back in the kitchen
area.

I resisted the obvious sexual
response and said, ‘I think we’d better go to the supermarket and
stock up on some food.’

‘I’m sorry,’ she said.
‘I’m being such a nuisance,’ she said.

I shook my head. ‘And while we
are in town we should also go back to the police station to find
out the latest developments.’ She pulled a face. While we dallied
over breakfast I made complementary comments about our night
together in bed.

‘Well I’m pleased I’m of
some use to you,’ she said, with a grin.

At the police station there was
no more news of her family. However, they agreed to allow her to
stay at my place for another seven days, as long as she continued
to report in every two. They still kept her passport and papers. We
went home and ate baguettes for lunch. Afterwards we ended up in
bed together. Again I fell asleep and again when I awoke she had
gone from the bed. When I padded outside she was lying out on the
balcony on a li-lo. There was this terrific temptation to gather
her in my arms again and take her back to bed, but I resisted the
urge.

For the next couple of days our
lives proceeded in much the same manner. One afternoon she wanted
to go back to the old derelict bungalow and pick up a few more of
her things. More pertinently her guitar, she said. That evening she
surprisingly entertained me with a selection of folk songs; some
Spanish, some Moroccan and a few more traditional American ones. I
was mightily impressed. She had a deep, clear, resonant voice and a
certain degree of professionalism.

* * * * *

Big problems began, however, a
few days later. That day I had to go out to see one of my financial
clients. I couldn’t take Iolanthe with me for obvious reasons and
as I didn’t know how long the appointment would last it would have
been impossible for her to wait in the car in the heat. So while I
journeyed off she remained with Ben at the villa. I did wonder if I
was being foolish to trust her so.

My appointment took longer than
I had bargained for. During those months it was becoming
increasingly difficult to find any competitive forms of investments
for the clients. The recession had taken hold and times were hard
for everybody. When I pulled up outside my front gate, on my
return, Colin Wright was waiting for me.

‘You’ve had visitors
then,’ he said as I got out of the Mercedes.

I tended to take everything
Colin said with a pinch of salt so I muttered something like ‘Oh
yes.’

‘Although I guess they
were actually visitors of the young lady,’ he continued. Once more
I hesitated over my reply. He was always fishing for gossip or
scandal, so I just looked at him with a questioning face. ‘Yes,
three very Moroccan looking men,’ he confirmed. ‘Stayed about half
an hour,’ he added with a condescending nod of his head.

‘Oh them,’ I responded
succinctly and made haste to get inside the villa, leaving him
standing in his driveway with a lot of unanswered questions
remaining in his head.

Ben leapt up at me with his
usual enthusiastic welcome when I entered the door. Iolanthe was
out on the balcony sun bathing on the li-lo. I called out ‘Hello,’
to her as I switched on the kettle. She came inside.

‘Everything OK?’ I asked.
She was wearing a skimpy blue swimsuit.

‘Fine. It’s hot out
there,’ she said. ‘You were gone a long time?’

While I brewed a cup of tea I
explained to her some of the difficulties of being a financial
advisor in the recent economic climate. She listened patiently but
said nothing about her visitors. When I had downed my tea I made
moves to take Ben out for his beach walk. I still made no mention
of it and neither did she. She made some excuse about wanting to
practise on her guitar so Ben and I went out alone. I was glad of
the time and space to think clearly by myself. Colin Wright had no
reason to lie to me or concoct anything on a matter like that. He
clearly thought he was showing neighbourly concern.

I decided to make for the old
derelict bungalow to see if anything had happened there. Iolanthe
had been right, the sun was hot. Ben romped in and out of the
incoming waves. When I reached the bungalow there was evidence of
tyre marks near the front door. The note we’d left on it was gone.
I pushed against it and it opened with a laboured squeak. Inside
the remains of the Moroccan’s possessions had also gone. I looked
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