
  Chapter 1

  It took almost three months before she had the courage to walk past Wim's villa and see the changes. She stood across the street and looked through the open gate at all the busy construction workers. The pool was re-tiled and the beautiful house was now painted in a different colour.

  She thought of Wim and could not hold back her tears. “This is your home too,” he kept telling her. “You are the last woman I will share this with.” She saw his seductive smile, that smile of a big, friendly man.

  The disease that weakened him was brutal. There were moments of happiness and joy, which were then interrupted by attacks of pain... followed by a tired smile and a search for her hand. “I'm glad you waited for me,” he would say and try to hold her in his arms.

  She was shocked when she suddenly heard her name called. “Hey Conny” said the voice again and she looked into the smiling eyes of Eva who held her by the hands and embraced her. “Glad to see you again.” Eva said. “Are you living in Wim's house now?” "Will you have it completely redone?"

  Eva had been Wim's friend for years before she met Johanna.

  Johanna was a conceited young woman in her forties who took advantage of every man without shame until Wim had enough of her demands and ended their relationship.

  Wim always took good care of his exes. Eva was able to live in one of his houses in the Vega Baja and Johanna was given one of his houses in the city with the chance to open a shop.

  It took a moment before Conny could answer Eva's question. “No,” she said softly. “Wim's heirs did not allow me to live there. Wim's will did not state anything about a right of residence and so I was asked to pack my bags and hand in the keys.” She made a little pause and sighed.” Immediately afterwards the locks were changed.”

  Eva came closer to her, put an arm around her shoulder and said, “Come… we're going to the bar.” She pointed down the street. “I have something to tell you too.”

  A little later they were sitting on the terrace of the 'Salt Lake bar' with a drink and Eva hesitantly started her story. She was also evicted because Wim had not put any of her right to live in his will. All the locks were immediately changed for her and the house was sold immediately.

  Conny saw the anger in Eva's eyes that she still had towards the heirs.

  “You get it… just thrown out like a piece of trash.” She took a sip of her drink. “I haven't been able to talk to anyone about this for a long time and I'm really happy that we can share this.” They were silent for a moment. Then Eva jumped up. “What do you think… will something like this also have happened to Johanna?”

  Before Conny could say anything, Eva had already dialed Johanna's number. Johanna reported immediately. She listened to Eva's story. Without Eva having to say anything else, Johanna said: "I'll come right away."

  As always, she greeted Conny and Eva with some restraint. But then she burst into tears. “Wim had bought the property for me and they threw me out again.” She blew her nose into a tissue that Conny gave her. It took a while before Johanna was back to normal and had her emotions under control.

  “So,” Conny began, “All three of us were thrown out by the heirs. It would never have been Wim's will to let this happen. Due to his illness he forgot a lot. He thought he had taken care of us.” She took a break. “But he had not considered the greed of his sons.”

  Then she continued in a determined voice. “The question is... do we trust each other and can we work together without problems?” She looked at the other two inquisitively. She said in an almost whisper, "Maybe we will find a solution."

  Chapter 2

  The 'Salt Lake bar' was located a few blocks from the coastal road in a pleasant residential area of ​​the port city of Torrevieja, which was known for its salt mining. The bar used to be a large Chinese restaurant with a beautiful tea garden, which was laid out in a very playful way. It was an attraction for many tourists.

  Now the garden was divided into various sports fields and a large pool. The bar area consisted of a covered quadrangle with tables surrounding it. The areas of the outbuildings at the entrance of the complex were rented to small shops and the large banquet hall with a bar was used by associations and the Dutch church.

  The three ladies met each other through the church and also met Wim. Conny's husband Daniël was still alive at the time and was good friends with Wim.

  Daniël's short illness and his sudden death had left Conny completely devastated. She was happy with the support of all friends from the church community and especially with that of Wim. He tried to get her used to normal life again, taking her to friends and dinners in restaurants she didn't know yet.

  On walks along the beach she would talk about Daniel, how much she missed him and how happy she was with the support everyone gave her and that the children also visited her regularly. And Wim never tired of listening to her and comforting her.

  Conny was shocked when Eva put her hand on her arm and said very softly that she had the feeling that there was someone three tables away who was watching them.

  Eva took her phone out of her bag and took a photo of Conny and Johanna with lots of commentary and laughter. The man was clearly visible in the background and that was her intention.

  She showed her photo. “Looks like an Arab person.” Johanna said and Conny nodded.

  “Never seen that before,” she said. “Or… the other day there was a pickup at my supermarket and the driver looks like one.”

  “I'm going already…” Eva said and disappeared in the direction of the parking lot. A moment later she came back smiling broadly. “There is a dark blue pickup in the parking lot with the name of the construction company that is working on Cor's house.”

  “But why would anyone follow us?” Conny looked up in alarm, as if something had just occurred to her. “I have to go home urgently to look something up,” she said and looked at the two others questioningly. “Something has occurred to me and I would prefer that you come with me because I suddenly think... “ She did not finish her sentence and looked at Eva and Johanna questioningly.

  Chapter 3

  Conny's house was in Torreta Florida, a residential area bordering the largest of Torrevieja's two salt lakes. Large villas and small bungalows alternated in the streets. A quiet neighborhood, where neighbors had known each other for a long time and all possible nationalities lived together peacefully.

  Twenty years ago, she and her husband bought this semi-detached holiday bungalow and spent many happy years here together. The yard was large enough to place a pool and add another guest room. And all the grandchildren loved the holidays with their grandparents.

  Now the district was very popular, especially among English and Eastern Europeans because there were large supermarkets and a shopping center nearby. Many of Conny's neighbors and friends had returned to their country or had died. The cozy atmosphere of the past was no longer there and the nice Spanish restaurants had turned into pizzerias or Asian restaurants that were expensive and overcrowded.

  Two pubs had not changed in all that time and are still very popular. One was a Spanish wooden terrace/bar and the other a German pub that was mainly visited by regulars.

  They sat on the terrace of the German pub 'Alemania' and Eva was the first to ask Conny what had scared her so much that she could not even go to her own house with them.

  Conny pointed to the opposite parking lot. All three of them saw the blue pickup hidden behind other cars.

  "It's time I tell you what could be causing this car to chase us."

  She looked shyly at the other two. “You know that Wim was able to realize various things for wealthy customers." The other two nodded in agreement.

  "Well... Wim's sons are missing documents about the construction of three houses that Wim commissioned to build. The clients are a Saudi and a Russian. Wim did not want to say anything about the third client. Wim once told me that all three houses had very special items such as air raid shelters, their own water reservoir and their own electricity grid, communication rooms and a landing site for small aircraft or a helicopter."

  Conny looked at Eva and Johanna, both of whom were listening with their mouths open, “Wow,” said Eva. “That's quite something. "And Wim's lads don't know where these palaces are being built?" She shook her head and took a sip from her wine glass.

  “No,” said Conny. “So far, Wim's sons do not know where the locations of these houses are. Perhaps construction has already started or they have already finished?”

  Johanna had gotten up from the table and was looking in the direction of the parking lot where the blue pickup was parked. “Something happened.” her voice sounded hoarse.

  There was suddenly a cordon of police cars around the pickup and it was soon teeming with people curious about what had happened. The site was partially closed by the police.

  A man came to sit on their terrace and Eva asked if he knew what had happened. He plopped down hard on a patio chair and looked very shocked. He downed the drink the waiter brought him.

  “What's going on?” the waiter asked. The man looked at her blankly and asked for another drink. She brought another, which he downed just as carelessly.

  "I got to my car and wanted to drive away. There was a pickup next to my car and the driver was half hanging out of the car. Dead... stabbed to death, the police say."

  The wait staff also sat down in shock. “So murder….” she slugs her hands in front of her face. “In our parking lot!”. Then she walked inside to tell her husband and the other guests what had happened. A little later the guests came out.

  The Guardia Civil sent them all back and later came to the terrace to ask if anyone had seen or heard anything.

  Conny looked at Eva and Johanna questioningly and they both shook their heads. “Better not say anything,” Eva said softly. “No,” they all said to the police. “No… we didn't hear or see anything.”

  Chapter 4

  Tomas Canteras was the commissioner in charge of this murder case. He was the youngest commissioner at the commission in Torrevieja. Together with his assistant Estevan Mantero he formed a successful duo.

  Canteras wanted to solve this murder case as quickly as possible. It always caused concern when someone was attacked or murdered in public places.

  According to pathologist Ernesto Perez, the victim had no chance. The sting was immediately fatal and carried out by a professional killer. According to Perez, he had mainly encountered such stab wounds in the Arab circuit.

  The young man, who was killed in his car, had papers under the name Nadir Habib from Algeria and he worked for Antonio Ventano's construction company. He was very popular among his colleagues because he never complained about assignments he had to complete. In this case, it was unclear who or what had led him to follow someone. Because he was also seen at other locations the same day.

  Estevan Mantero had done his best to find out where the striking blue pickup

  of the victim was seen everywhere that day.

  And that was also the reason why Tomas Canteras and Estevan Mantero were still standing in front of Conny's house at ten o'clock at night. The commissioner made no bones about it and confronted her with the facts that had been discovered so far.

  Conny had no choice and had to admit that she and her friends had seen the deceased before on the grounds of the 'Salt Lake bar'. “No…” she said with purpose. “No…other than that I have no idea why this man followed us.”

  Mantero asked her for the telephone numbers of her two friends and gave her a card with the numbers of the police station. “Please call us if anything else comes to mind or if something strange happens.”

  After the two police officers left, Conny called her friends. They had both been asked to sign their statements at the police station tomorrow morning.

  It was a restless night for Conny. All kinds of things went through her head. Who gave the order to follow her? Was the distrust of Wim's sons so great that they allowed her to be followed? And where should the murderer of the young Algerian be looked for?

  Only towards morning did she fall into a restless sleep.

  Chapter 5

  That same evening, when he heard about the murder of his son, the father of the murdered Nadir arrived at Alicante airport.

  Abbas Habib was accompanied by his eldest son Rayan, who was the pilot of the Cessna Citation Jet Bravo C 525. The plane was owned by the family and most of the nine Habib brothers could fly this plane and regularly accompanied their father on his business trips. The aircraft could accommodate eight people.

  Habib could hardly believe that one of his youngest sons had been brutally murdered. Nadir was a docile young man who interned for a short period with Habib's Spanish friend Antonio Pantano. Pantano was the one who was commissioned to renovate the house of the deceased Wim van Genderen.

  In the forensic institute in Alicante, pathologist Ernesto Perez waited quietly until Abbas Habib and Ryan had arrived. Perez always made an exception for relatives who came from far away to identify their dead.

  Perez led the two men to the body of the young man murdered in Torrevieja this afternoon. The father and brother looked at the man's corpse in surprise and both shook their heads

  “No,” Ryan Habib said in a hoarse voice. “No… this is not my brother Nadir. This man is completely unknown to us.”

  Abbas Habib sat down with relief on the chair offered to him and eagerly drank the glass of water Perez gave him. One could see how relieved he was.

  Perez said he would immediately pass the news on to the commissioner in Torrevieja. He arranged for a taxi to take the two men to the Melia hotel on Alicante beach. It had been a long day with many emotions for everyone. Only twice in his work as a pathologist had an identification ended in this way. Exceptional. But now it had to be discovered who this young dead man really was.

  The deceased had a physical abnormality that was very striking. The little fingers on both hands had grown short and crooked.

  Chapter 6

  Antonio Pantano could understand the unrest among his construction workers. They had now spent four weeks transforming the house of his deceased friend Wim van Genderen to the wishes of the new owner.

  The location of the house was excellent. It was located in a quiet neighborhood across from a small park and within walking distance of a shopping center.

  Most construction workers came from the Alicante region. Only two men were at home in Murcia.

  Pantano had asked the two commissioners to attend. He showed them an email from Abbas Habib asking if his son Nadir could do a kind of internship at his company for a few weeks. And considering the two men had been friends for a long time, Pantano said the son was very welcome. He provided a comfortable apartment and was always available for all of Nadir's questions.

  Abbas Habib and a number of his sons also knew Wim van Genderen very well. On several occasions, Habib had selected a group of highly specialized workers for him for projects for which the client had stipulated that the work crew would not come from the region.

  Nadir Habib had had little private contact with Pantano's team because his Spanish was still in its early stages. Three times a week he spent two hours learning Spanish at a fast pace at a school.

  He occasionally went for a drink in the 'Salt Lake Bar' with the two colleagues from Murcia. He could speak Arabic with them. But these two were also unable to tell anything important about his contacts in Spain. One of them remembered a business card with a Dutch name that Nadir had lost at work. The name started with “J” and had three hearts on it. But the man knew nothing else.

  The team was allowed to return to work and Tomas Canteras asked Pantano if they could talk to him somewhere undisturbed. Pantano walked them to the kitchen. Everything was still new and wrapped in plastic.

  Commissioner Canteras wanted to know from Pantano whether the client was aware of Nadir Habib's internship. And when Commissioner Mantero asked whether the client or anyone from the family had been on the construction site in the meantime, Pantano shook his head.

  Mantero had also inquired in the Muslim communities and there too they did not know the deceased. The imam of the largest community in Torrevieja could not help him further and referred him to Crevillente. He would message Mantero if he knew anything that could help him.

  Before Canteras gave permission to bury the body, he wanted to see the deceased one more time. Ernesto Perez beat him to it with his message. He was talking about the three tattoos the young man had on his shoulders. Two were religious, but the third was simply a declaration of love for someone called Jamila, which meant something like 'attractive'.

  Could that be the J with the three hearts on the business card that the deceased had lost at work?

  Canteras would have liked to speak with Abbas Habib and his son Rayan, but these two had left very early in the morning on their plane. This surprised Canteras because nothing was yet known about the whereabouts of son and brother Nadir Habib.

  “What do you think?” asked Ernesto Mantero. “I think they received a message and know exactly where he is staying."

  “That doesn't make it any easier for us.” Tomas replied. “It all seems like kidnapping and extortion.” He leaned back in his office chair. "By the way, they made a stopover in Malaga on their way to Algeria. But how can all this be reconciled with the death of that boy? Why did he have to act as a substitute for Nadir Habib and then suddenly be murdered?"

  "I think there is more to this than a simple murder. And now Malaga. I will later see what I can find in the papers of the deceased Dutch owner of the house. He was also working in that neighborhood on projects that could be called quite exclusive."

  Ernesto Perez sat down opposite Tomas and looked at him. “What do you think… do the Dutchman's ex-girlfriends know more about this. “I'll dive into it… maybe I'll find out something.”

  Chapter 7

  Conny van der Laan was restless all morning. Her cell phone rang three times and she ignored the call after a brief glance at the display.

  She had to make a decision and was too unsure whether she had made the right one. She called Eva Wassenaar's number. Eva was at home and said she would come right away. They met at the 'Salt Lake Bar'.

  There was still very little audience. Some tennis players were playing and you could hear the monotonous sound of the ball being hit back and forth.

  Conny chose a table on the side of the house under the awnings. She was so lost in her thoughts that she was startled when Eva came to sit at her table with her cup of coffee that she had just gotten from the bar. “Just tell.” Eva said matter-of-factly. “What can I do for you?”

  Conny took a deep breath and said she was happy that Eva could come. Then she said that last night she suddenly remembered that her key ring still had a key from the English postal agency to which Wim had mail sent, which he wanted his family and tax authorities to not know about.

  No one knew about this mailbox… only Wim and her. Sometimes she also found a romantic card in the mail with a declaration of love for her that did not fit Wim's down-to-earth attitude to life at all.

  She took a large envelope from a shopping bag. “I found this in the mailbox this morning.” She gave the envelope to Eva. "It is from a law firm in Malaga. An invitation for Wim or his representative to view a villa plus outbuildings before the surrender. All financial items had been arranged and this was only a formality."

  Eva looked at the contents of the letter and then said with a smile: “It's the day after tomorrow... we can easily get that.”

  “You want to go there?” Conny stared at her in disbelief.

  “Yes of course… I have never seen a project by Wim and now we have the chance.” said Eva. “Just… I'm discussing whether we should take Johanna with us.”

  Before Conny could answer they heard a deafening scream coming from within the banquet hall. Everyone on the terrace stared in the direction and a moment later they saw a hysterically screaming overweight lady falling outside. She just pointed inside and started screaming again.

  Two of the bartenders ran in to see what had happened. They came out as pale as a ghost and immediately closed the entrance to the hall.

  “What do you think?” Eva said and looked at Conny questioningly. “A dead body again?” Conny had to swallow. It was too late to get away unnoticed.

  The entire site was suddenly cordoned off by the police. An ambulance came and left with the siren blaring.

  Commissioners Tomas Canteras and Estevan Mantero reassured everyone and explained to guests and staff what had happened. No one was allowed to leave the site at this time.

  A young man had been stabbed in the men's room. The man had tried to get to the exit, had fallen unconscious and left a trail of blood in the room.

  Canteras sat down at Conny and Eva's table and looked at them questioningly. Before he could ask his question, Eva said that she really hadn't heard or seen anything until the lady came out screaming. Conny nodded in agreement.

  The commissioner wrote down everything and left a card with telephone numbers for Conny and Eva. He looked intently at both of them and then said in a friendly tone: "Ladies... this is in case you need us urgently. We even have three colleagues in our office who speak good Dutch. We are happy with any help we can get with our investigation." He got up and left.

  “He doesn't trust us anymore, Conny.” said Eva. Conny nodded and sighed. “So…when are we leaving tomorrow?” Eva looked at her questioningly.

  “You're right,” said Conny, “Johanna is staying here. But… let's tell Canteras where we are going before he lets us look for him.” They both giggled.

  Chapter 8

  It was still early in the morning when they entered Malaga. The address of the law firm was easy to find. It was located near the beach and had a beautiful view of the tranquil Mediterranean Sea.

  They wouldn't be able to arrive for another hour. Conny had sent a message to the office saying that she and Eva would come that day.

  The coffee shop on the beach was busy at this time. There was a coming and going and an indescribable noise. Outside there was a view of the harbor where the ferry had just entered Iberia.

  Conny had parked her car on the grounds of the law firm. That was completely empty. From there they walked to the coffee shop.

  When they returned, there were already several cars in the parking lot. Conny suddenly stopped. She grabbed Eva's arm and whispered: "There is Wim's old Porsche."

  Eva looked at the car. “Are you sure about that?” Conny nodded: “I know the number by heart. After Wim's death, this car went to his son Gerard in Madrid.”

  "What do you think Conny... could that Gerard be in there now? I can just go to the reception because he doesn't know me."

  Before Conny could answer, Eva had walked up the stairs to the front door and rang the bell. The door was opened by a young woman. She let Eva in and came out with her a little later.

  “Hello Conny, I will be your guide for your house viewing today.” she said in Dutch and stretched out her hand. “My name is Anne-Marie Ballard.”

  They got into Conny's car and Anne-Marie showed Conny the way out of the city. “The house is in the mountains… so we have to drive up a very winding road."

  It was clear from the buildings where the city ended. The road went up gradually and only occasionally would a house be seen that was still under construction but not being worked on.

  Anne-Marie explained that the future owner's wishes were greater than his budget. Construction was halted until money became available again. Sometimes it could take years before work could start again.

  The houses that were inhabited had a beautiful location on the mountain road. “There is a disadvantage to living here,” said Anne-Marie. “There is no service from the municipality of Malaga up here. No postman and no waste collection service. Everything has to be done by the residents themselves. Only the rubbish containers and the post boxes downstairs in the city are free.”

  The road ended at a roundabout which also gave access to two separate houses. One of the houses was built a lot higher and looked lived in with a flowering garden and a car in front of the door.

  The second house could not yet be seen from the road. Only when they had passed the entrance by car and came through the secure gate around the corner did they have an idea of ​​the size of this complex.

  Conny parked her car in front of one of the three garage doors. “Shall we go inside first?” “Oh yes… one more thing: no photos. Explicit request of the new owner, their guide asked. Conny and Eva nodded their heads.

  Next to the garage doors was a double door. “The main entrance is around the corner… but I always shorten it.” said Anne-Marie. They passed a kind of workshop and ended up in a large hall with a loft.

  Apparently downstairs was the space where people could enjoy themselves. Game tables, sauna, indoor pool, sunbed, library, cinema, pool tables and a large separate room with a concert grand piano. This room could accommodate a large group of people. In front of the small closed pantry were five bar stools with a high table.

  You could take the elevator to the first floor. Upstairs they stepped into a fairly large living room with a French-style dining room and a beautifully equipped kitchen with two additional household areas.

  On the other side of the hallway were three bathrooms next to the respective bedrooms. One bedroom was particularly large and had a beautiful view over the forests to the Mediterranean Sea in the distance.

  The living room radiated a sea of ​​tranquility and was classically furnished. The colossal seats could be adjusted to all possible positions and it would not surprise anyone that one could easily fall asleep here.

  A small cocktail bar had been discreetly created in a corner of the room and all the attributes were arranged in such a way that one got the feeling that everything was waiting for an order.

  From every room upstairs you could access the outdoor terrace. The terrace stretched around three-quarters of the house and on each side was a set of benches and armchairs for six people. In the garden below it was clearly visible that at least three of the large cork oaks had been cut down to make room for the house and the large pool.

  Downstairs at the official entrance to the house was also the entrance to a separate wing with two full apartments for guests. Both had a separate covered terrace.

  Anne-Marie asked to take a short break and sit on one of the terraces. Inside, she took a bottle of water from a refrigerator and took three glasses outside.

  “So,” she said. “We have now completed the first part of our tour.” She took a large sip from her water glass and looked at Conny and Eva questioningly while she took a file from her briefcase.

  "We have now seen the house completely furnished. Are there any questions or comments from you that I should mention."

  Conny and Eva were deeply impressed by everything we had seen. "No, Anne-Marie, we really have no questions here. We are very surprised about what we have seen.” Conny also filled her glass from the water bottle. “And…we are curious about the other part that you announced to us.”

  Anne-Marie's attention was attracted by an object floating in the pool. She fished the item out of the water with one of the long rods, which lay neatly at the edge of the pool. It was a blue jacket like mechanics and gas station attendants wore. Furthermore, there was nothing to be seen in the pool that was not there.

  “Remarkable,” said Anne-Marie. She looked in the direction of the large garden house, which was almost invisible because of three large cork oaks. “The technical staff has its own pool downstairs.”

  Chapter 9

  Anne-Marie got up and walked to the garden house. The door was locked and it took her a while to find the right key. She carefully opened the door and looked inside. She opened the door wide and waved to Conny and Eva.

  “I think it's scary that we have to go down there.” Conny said and Eva nodded in agreement.

  Eva shrugged her shoulders. “How bad can it be?”

  Anne-Marie had already entered the house and was just as surprised as her guests. Behind the wooden door was a modern hall with two elevators with double doors. One elevator door said 'technology', the other had nothing to discover.

  They chose 'technology' and stepped into the surprisingly large cabin. Anne-Marie pressed the button

  down. It was barely noticeable that the cabin started moving and stopped after a few seconds. The door parts swung open automatically.

  They were in a large hall that was divided into separate units. There were separate machines everywhere... but only a soft hum could be heard that some of the equipment was in operation. At the top of the ceiling, large pipes and small hoses crisscrossed the walls and exited somewhere.

  The communications center was in the next room. It was surprising that this room not only had a cozy round conference table with comfortable chairs, but also a seating group with the same comfortable armchairs, which could also be found upstairs in the living room.

  The next corridor gave access to the bedrooms and adjacent shower rooms. Comfortable chairs and tables had also been placed near the spacious pool, making this area look more cheerful.

  “Wow!” Eva said and was simultaneously shocked by her own voice that echoed.

  “Yes, it's funny that everything you say here is echoed here.” Anne-Marie said as she walked to one of the bedrooms to take a look.

  She opened the door, turned on the light and backed away in fright. "Sorry" she said and looked in amazement at the bed against the wall. A clothed young man lay on the bed, handcuffed and handcuffed. His mouth was taped up and she instinctively walked over to free him from the nasty plasters that had been stuck over his mouth.

  What they heard sounded more like a thorough Arabic curse than a thank you.

  Conny and Eva apparently had the same idea. “Are you Nadir Habib?” Conny asked breathlessly in English. “Yes,” Eva shouted. “I thought about it too.”

  In the meantime, Conny tried to cut the bows from his hands with a small pair of nail scissors.

  The young man blinked and then said in surprise, “Sorry… I don't know you. How did you get my name?”

  'Later!" Anne-Marie intervened and ordered silence. Laughter was heard from upstairs, a door closed and then nothing could be heard anymore. It became dark around them and only the emergency lights were on.

  Anne-Marie covered her mouth with her hands. Finally she whispered, “I left my keys on the door!”

  “Who was that?” Conny asked. The young man looked at her with his mouth open. Then a shiver ran through him. He shook himself and sighed deeply. “These, ma'am, were probably my captors.” He sighed again and listened. He motioned for everyone to be quiet and

  then carefully went into the hallway to the room with all the machines.

  He came back shaking his head, "We have to hurry because the main switch has been put out of order." "The electricity no longer works, but especially the air supply and the drainage are switched off. In a few hours we are gasping for air like a fish out of water." His English showed that he must have had his education in England.

  Before anyone could say anything he continued. “You apparently already know my name…but who are you and what are you doing here.” His tone was not very friendly.

  Anne-Marie was the first to answer, explaining why they were here and who everyone was. Then she added that there was no reason for him to treat them in this unfriendly tone.

  “If you are from the office in Málaga, then you certainly have a construction drawing with you. I am indeed Nadir.” He smiled shyly and bowed apologetically to the ladies.

  After looking at the drawing for a few minutes, Nadir said that there was only one possible exit. It was the exit to the airport.

  But this was extra secured to prevent uninvited visitors from outside from entering and was located one floor lower. All possible options were mentioned until Eva asked if it was also possible to get out through one of the drain pipes in the machine room.

  Nadir immediately rejected the idea. “There only needs to be a bend in the trajectory and you won't get any further, Eva.”

  In the dim light of the emergency lighting, the drawing showed that the hangar and landing site were even lower than the room where they were now.

  Conny had an idea. On the map it looked like the pool down here and the water reservoir outside were aligned. Would there be a passage here at the pool to get out through the reservoir? Everything was examined and nothing useful was found. The pipelines down here were far too small to let anyone through.

  The door to the outside was examined. This was made of steel and apparently could also be opened with a key. Conny noticed the wide doormat that lay in front of the door. It looked just like the large mat at her house, fitted into an elongated shape.

  Everyone held their breath as Conny dragged the heavy mat aside. Just like at her home, a wooden shutter could also be seen here. Nadir didn't wait a moment longer and looked for the handle that was recessed into the hatch. He pushed it aside with a lot of effort. Below it was a small room with a work table and tools. He climbed down and the women heard him turn a key in a door and open the door. After his cry of joy, everyone felt great relief.

  Outside they were on a straight plain… large enough for a small plane or helicopter. A small hangar was placed on the left side against the mountain. Furthermore, you didn't see any buildings. Except for the steel outer door. Even the villa above was no longer visible.

  The water reservoir lay quietly among many plants and the water looked inviting to jump in.

  A grumbling sound startled everyone. Nadir's face lit up. “That's my father,” he shouted loudly. “He's coming for me.” He pointed to the small plane preparing to land on the plain.

  Two men jumped from the plane and hugged Nadir and shouted his name. Nadir saw the women's completely surprised faces and explained to them that his watch gave a special signal now that they were outside again.

  His father, Abbas Habib, said that in Alicante they had been instructed by Nadir's captors to fly to Malaga to await further instructions. They have been waiting in their hotel in Malaga for two days. This afternoon the call came to go to this location.

  Nadir looked incredulous. “So…it wasn't my watch??” “I'm afraid, Nadir, that your brothers have played a joke on you!” his father said, laughing.

  Chapter 10

  Johanna didn't understand it. Today she found a card from Malaga in her mailbox. The card came from Conny and Eva. Very vaguely there was something about a house of Wim that had to be viewed.

  She had to swallow. They had left without her… They didn't want her there. Was it that? Two days ago when Eva had called her, there had still been the hope that something like a friendship could develop between the three women.

  A little later her phone gave a signal of an incoming WhatsApp. It was from Conny. She urgently asked her if she had any photos of Wim's sons from the period when she was friends with Wim. Photos of their cars were also welcome. This was urgently requested by the Malaga police. Further explanation was promised later.

  Like every morning, she was on her way to the 'Salt Lake Bar' to drink her cup of coffee in peace and think. She searched on her phone and found the photos she asked for. She knew that Conny would not ask for this without reason. .

  At the 'Salt Lake Bar' Tomas Canteras suddenly stood in front of her table. "Hello," he said in surprise. "Didn't you come with us to Malaga?"

  She shook her head. “No… apparently I wasn't allowed to come. But how do you know they are in Malaga?”

  He told her that he had seen her friends here the day the young man was stabbed in the banquet hall.

  “Oh,” said Johanna. “I don't know anything about that. Here in this room?”

  Canteras nodded. "Fortunately he survived... but it was close to being another murder case. We don't know his name yet."

  Johanna decided to tell the young commissioner about Conny's strange message.

  Tomas Canteras listened with interest. “Call her,” he said spontaneously. “I'd like to know what she thinks about it.”

  Conny reported immediately. “Sorry Johanna” she said “We have already had quite an adventure and I am glad you didn't have to experience that.” She told the story of the viewing, the imprisonment of the group and the liberation of Nadir Habib.

  “Wow,” said Johanna. “I have to tell you that this conversation is being listened to by Commissioner Canteras.”

  “Oh” said Conny and continued in English. "That is very convenient because we would like to know which of Wim's sons is currently driving the old red Porsche. And one more thing, Commissioner Canteras. Nadir Habas' father was apparently extorted to pay a ransom for his son. He must have paid, because he knew the location where his son was locked up.." There was a small pause. Conny continued. “On the way back to the

  town we were followed. Eva knew a clever trick around a bend. We wrote down the car number. Now the police are looking for the car in question here. But it might also be useful for you to know.”

  Canteras thanked her very much for Conny's information. “I can tell you tomorrow… we will be back in Torrevieja.” she said and hung up with a short greeting.

  Before Johanna could say anything, Tomas Canteras had called his office and provided the description of the cars and the license plate number.

  Then he looked at Johanna with a smile and asked if she still had time to have a drink with him. Johanna was surprised but smiled back. "You're welcome, Commissioner. They have an excellent Rosado here."

  Chapter 11

  There was a party in the village where Eva lived. The tents were already lit up on the festival site and groups of families went to the site in their party clothes. In the distance a brass band played the usual tunes.

  Eva asked Conny if she wanted to have a coffee with her in the deserted cafe on the corner. They were both tired. They had experienced things that they would rather not have experienced.

  “Tomorrow.” said Conny. "Tomorrow the three of us will have coffee together and discuss the papers we received from the notary in Malaga."

  Eva nodded her head. “Good idea.” They said goodbye to each other.

  Conny drove to her house and parked her car in front of the gate of her neighbors who were still in the Netherlands for three weeks. A strange car stood in front of her entrance. It wasn't a neighbor's car because she knew them all.

  She decided to sit there for a while and wait to see what would happen. A little later the two commissioners from Torrevieja came out of her house and walked to their car. Surprised, she got out of her car and walked towards them.

  "What happened?" she asked, looking worriedly at her house. Tomas Canteras waved an inviting hand towards her terrace and asked if she had a moment to hear their explanation about their presence.

  Conny pointed to the terrace and sat down on one of the chairs. Estevan Mantero explained to her that a telephone alert from her left neighbor came into their office early this morning. He had seen men climbing over her garden walls and he knew that Conny was not at home.

  The patrol arrested two men who were in the process of turning the entire house upside down. Explosives that could be detonated remotely had been placed on the kitchen cupboards and in the two bedrooms. The two burglars were arrested. Their identity had not yet been established, but it was suspected that they came from Russia.

  Conny has to process this story for a while. Tomas Canteras worriedly asked him to get her a glass of water. But Conny shook her head.

  “Our question is of course: What were they looking for in your house?” asked Estevan Mantero. “We assume that the two men were sent by someone.”

  At that moment it all became too much for Conny and she decided to tell the whole story about the missing building plans and that she suspected that the sons of the deceased Wim van Genderen were behind this. It involved a lot of money regarding the construction projects. She also told her own story and that of Eva and Johanna. All thrown out onto the street without mercy. None of Wim's sons had personally approached them or given an explanation.

  The two commissioners listened patiently and then asked their questions.

  “Thank you Conny for telling us the story so openly.” said Tomas Canteras. “Do you think you can stay here tonight?”

  “It's still quite chaotic inside.” said Estevan Mantero. He called Eva Wassenaar and told her about the burglary in Conny's house. To his surprise, he learned that she too had reported a burglary in her home to her local police station in Formentera. Explosives had also been found in her house and everything had been turned upside down.

  “We will contact colleagues.” Mantero promised.

  Eva was temporarily welcome in a friend's house until the investigation was completed and she could return to her own home.

  Worried, Mantero also called Johanna and everyone could listen. He asked if she was okay. Johanna was very surprised. She asked for the reason for this conversation and listened to Mantero's explanation. No… nothing had happened to her. She promised to keep her eyes open and report anything suspicious.

  “Remarkable,” said Commissioner Canteras. “She hasn't asked at all if everything is okay with her friends.”

  Chapter 12

  The two commissioners turned into the driveway to the parking lot at the commissariat. The vehicles that had recently been seized were placed on the left side. They noticed that an old Porsche had recently been added. They had not seen this vehicle here before.

  Mantero looked in his notebook at the description Conny van der Laan had given them. The number on the license plate was the same.

  This was no coincidence.

  Colleagues from the traffic department confirmed that the old Porsche was only brought in an hour ago. The driver of this car was found seriously injured next to the car. He had three stab wounds in his upper body. At the moment it was hard to say if he would survive this. According to the hospital, the next three hours would be decisive.

  It was now known that the car had been registered in the name of Gerard van Genderen in Madrid. He ran his late father's company in Spain. The car was part of the fleet used by company staff.

  He also confirmed that this car was recently driven by his staff member, Wout de Ruiter, who had business to attend to in Marbella. He was not aware of any difficulties there. Now De Ruiter still had a matter to settle in Torrevieja. No…. Here too, Gerard van Genderen denied that there were any difficulties.

  Commissioner Mantero faxed him a photo of the injured man in the Porsche. Van Genderen called back immediately. It was Wout de Ruiter, one of his three architects. Van Genderen could not explain why this man had been attacked. Due to the death of his father, several matters had not been completed on time and De Ruiter was instructed to do this after all.

  The two commissioners were puzzled. The papers that the injured man had with him were issued under the name Michael Kandinsky from Gdansk, Poland. What kind of business did Genderen's firm run? There were three offices. Two of them were in the Netherlands.

  Tomas and Estevan decided to ask for help from colleagues in the Netherlands. Within four hours they had the answers they wanted.

  Michael van Genderen, 45, head of the Amsterdam-Purmerend office with many construction projects in the region. No negative things were known. Married to Anouk Belt and a son, Robert, 10 years old. A bribery scandal three years ago, no conviction due to missing evidence.

  His brother Simon, 43, head of the Rotterdam office, married to Danielle Zwart and a daughter, Clara, 2 years old. The company was involved in several major construction projects in the city center of Rotterdam and in the planning of many new changes in the inland ports. The reputation was excellent and they often collaborated with well-known architectural firms. Nothing negative known in business or private matters.

  At the request of the two Commissioners in Torrevieja, colleagues in Madrid had also sent a very detailed message with many details.

  In charge of the company in Madrid was the eldest son Gerard, 48, married to Eveline Frank and with two children, Judith 6 and Tom 4.

  Gerard was placed here by his father 15 years ago and was an excellent organizer and businessman. In Spain the company was best known for the construction of very luxurious villas and special projects in the coastal regions, especially in the south of the country.

  After the death of his father Wim, difficulties suddenly arose with three villas that had been commissioned and where construction plans had suddenly disappeared.

  Twice, payments were found on bank accounts that had nothing to do with the company's administration. His father once talked about espionage because the clients stipulated very special extras. Sometimes it was governments that gave the orders and demanded total secrecy.

  The company was known for its precise execution and delivery on time. All payments were also carefully settled with Van Genderen's company via a small Spanish private bank.

  Gerard van Genderen was puzzled by the designs of the three different houses. But he did express suspicion to the commissioners in Torrevieja. His father sometimes talked to him about... To that extent, his father had always been very open with him.

  Only a few days ago a special assignment was transferred to the client by a notary office in Malaga. Everything had gone correctly. Even the construction plans were present to everyone's surprise.

  The Saudi client of the project had died very suddenly, shortly before the handover took place in Malaga. But his family allowed everything to continue as planned.

  The colleagues in Madrid did not encounter anything suspicious in this case, but promised to keep the two colleagues in Torrevieja informed.

  It was confirmed from the Polish embassy that a certain Michael Kandinsky had reported the loss of his identity papers a month ago. He worked at a construction company in the Murcia region.

  It was pure coincidence that when an inquiry was made to that construction company, the name Johanna van Velsen was also mentioned. The son Lucas of the construction entrepreneur Carlos Catalan

  had been friends with her for a short time.

  Estevan spoke to Lucas on the phone and asked him if anyone from the Kandinsky family was also missing. Lucas could tell him everything. He thought Johanna was a nice, but very fickle woman. He had always had the feeling that she was looking for something and wanted to use him for it.

  Just before a young cousin disappeared from the Kandinskys, Johanna also disappeared with a short message for him on his mobile phone.

  The young commissioner asked Lucas whether he knew whether the disappeared young man had a striking license plate. “Oh yeah,” said Lucas. "He had that. I thought he was very useful in our office. He spoke three languages. But he said that his disability made him less able to use the computer. He was missing half of his little pinkies and the other half had grown crooked. It didn't matter to me, but he still had to think about it."

  There was a moment of silence on the other end of the line when Estevan told him about their unknown death in Torrevieja. “Murder,” he said in disbelief. “Who would kill a boy like that?”

  Estevan immediately sent him a photo of the deceased, clearly showing the deformed finger, and thanked Lucas Catalan for his help.

  On the one hand, the young commissioner was relieved that the unknown dead person in their file had been given a name. Now it was the task of his colleagues in Murcia to inform the Kandinsky family of his death.

  He now had to first inform Tomas Canteras about the Kandinsky case. Then there was the question of what role Johanna van Velsen had played in this case.

  Chapter 13

  Conny had just finished cleaning up the damage in her house. She sat on her terrace with a cup of coffee and thought about everything that had happened in the last few days. Her previously quiet life was suddenly changed by murder and violence.

  It was clear to her that people suspected the missing construction drawings and that everything in her house had been turned upside down. But the explosives, which could be detonated remotely, were planned to kill her. And someone had given the order for this.

  She shivered when she thought of this. Who would benefit from this… Wim's sons or his divorced wife?

  She thought. Wim was divorced twice. The first time it was from Catharina Bilthoven. She was the mother of three sons. But Conny thought he remembered that he had only been married to his second wife for a very short time. He had mentioned a name but didn't want to talk about her anymore. It was clear that he had regarded this marriage as some kind of mistake.

  Then Conny suddenly remembered that when she heard the name of their guide from the law firm in Malaga, she had thought of Wim's divorced wife. Wim once made a joke about her last name. Her name was Ballard. He thought Ballast suited her better:

  She called Eva and asked her how she had gotten the guide at that law firm. “I was surprised by it myself,” Eva said. “She was already waiting at the counter, spoke to me and said our names. She asked if we were ready to view the villa in the mountains. And we immediately came out together.”

  “Thank you Eva… I'll call you later.” Conny dialed the number of the notary office in Malaga and asked the lady at reception if she could speak to the Dutch guide Anne-Marie Ballard. She had more or less expected the answer: no guide employed and no employee with this name.

  “I have one last question,” Connie said to the receptionist. "Is it customary at this notary office to send invitations for a final inspection of a house?" The answer to this was also negative.

  If this Anne-Marie had been Wim's ex-wife then she had to be part of a conspiracy. She had to have her followed and found out that Conny had a job at a postal agency. And because she knew that Conny was on her way to Malaga, her house could also be examined in peace. Conny shivered at these thoughts.

  She had the police station card in front of her and was debating whether to call their number. She overcame her doubt. Tomas Canteras listened with interest and then said: “We will check this immediately, thank you Conny.”

  She was still thinking about everything and was shocked when her cell phone rang. Eva was on the line. Her voice sounded confused, she was talking about the church and then all she could hear was stammering.

  Conny suddenly remembered that it was Wednesday and on Wednesday morning there was always a small group of church members together for a discussion group led by the pastor. Something must have happened. She called the management of the Salt Lake Bar and asked to see what was going on.

  Commissioner Canteras was surprised that Conny called him again and promised to immediately send two colleagues.

  Conny immediately got into the car. What could have happened this morning?

  In the Salt Lake Bar parking lot, four ambulances were stationed at the entrance and two were just about to leave.

  Conny saw Eva lying motionless on a stretcher. She had closed her eyes and did not respond to Conny's call.

  “She can't respond, Conny.” said Tomas Canteras, who had come up behind her. "They have all been poisoned. The table water, which was placed on the table by the bar for everyone in the church group for your meeting, was apparently poisoned. It is difficult to determine who was in this room other than the staff and it is also difficult to say at this time what their chances of survival are. We have now informed your church council, but so far no one has come."

  Conny had difficulty holding back her tears. “Is there anything I can do?” Commissioner Canteras shook his head. “You have already helped us by raising the alarm so quickly.” He smiled encouragingly at Conny.

  Chapter 14

  The large public hospital of Torrevieja was just outside the city. At the rear one looked out over a plain that ended at the salt lake. The high salt mountains lay open on the site. From there, a company transported the salt via an underground conveyor belt to the dock for freight boats coming from all over Europe.

  The hospital was a modern building with large parking lots surrounding it. Many tourists in particular found their way to the emergency room, but the waiting times were sometimes endless.

  Sister Marie-José should have placed the group from the Salt Lake Bar in different rooms.

  Of the nine people who had been poisoned, all had been stabilized after their stomachs had been pumped.

  But two people were elderly and suffering from serious heart problems. They were the worst off. Carel Benders had just completed a bypass operation and was not yet sufficiently strong. The same applied to Judith Simons after her bladder operation.

  Eva had woken up and looked around in amazement. “Que pasa?” she asked softly to the nurse who stood next to her and looked at her with a smile. This briefly explained what had happened.

  Eva's throat hurt and every sip of water she drank was a challenge. She saw the room at the Salt Lake Bar again and the people collapsing. Instinctively she called the police.

  When she got Conny on the phone, she noticed that she was slowly collapsing and that she could no longer give an explanation.

  She should have known something was wrong. Never before had the management of the 'Salt Lake Bar' put anything of food or drink on their conference table. Drinks were sometimes only brought in upon order and payment at the bar.

  Suddenly a sound came from the bed next to her. Joke van Distel had woken up groaning. She tried to get up but then sank back into her pillow. An unintelligible sound came from her throat. She looked around and saw Eva, who smiled faintly.

  Eva tried to get up in her bed, but lay back down and closed her eyes. Suddenly the room was filled with a group of five nurses led by a charge nurse. After three minutes the whole ghost was over and gone.

  Eva had lay stiffly in her bed and had barely opened her eyes. At first she had thought she had made a mistake. She immediately recognized one of the nurses. It was the guide from Malaga… Anne-Marie Ballard. Despite the wig and nurse's uniform, she recognized the birthmark under the left ear. But what was this woman doing here? Eva was suddenly very worried.

  Her bag hung on her bedside table. With great difficulty she found her phone. She could always easily find what she was looking for in her bag because everything had its own place. Now things had changed and that worried her even more.

  She was debating what to do. She decided to send a WhatsApp to Conny. “Don't call…come.” she wrote. Then she sank back onto her pillow. She closed her eyes and thought.

  Eva woke up. Conny sat on a chair next to her bed and held her hand. She smiled at her and asked if she could talk. Eva thought about her sore throat and shook “No”.

  Conny took a notepad from her bag and gave it to Eva with a felt-tip pen. Eva was writing eagerly and then gave the notepad back to Conny.

  “Our guide from Malaga is here, as a nurse with a blonde wig.” read Conny.

  “Wow” said Conny. “She dares.” She then told what she had invented and Eva listened and nodded her head.

  “What do we do now?” she wrote on the notepad and looked at Conny questioningly. Conny took out Commissioner Canteras's business card from her bag and showed it to Eva.

  She gestured that she was going outside to make a phone call and two minutes later she came back in. “Canteras is alarmed and is sending us help,” she said softly.

  A humming sound came from Joke van Distel's bed. Conny went to her and asked if she could do something. Joke pointed to the notepad that Conny still had in her hand. She carefully wrote on 'Toilet'.

  Conny nodded and pressed the alarm button to call a nurse for Joke. Nobody came. So Conny decided to take a look. No one was visible in the hallway. She walked around the corner to the open desk. There was no nurse here either. But a little further away they stood around a woman who was lying on the ground and bleeding profusely from a wound in her shoulder and head. The stretcher was ready to take her to the operating room.

  The injured woman had apparently been attacked by someone here in the hospital and still had her mobile phone in her hand with which she had called for help. Before she was taken away, two uniformed officers walked in and wanted to know what had happened.

  “Later,” the nurse said curtly and drove the stretcher towards the first aid station.

  Conny walked back to Eva's room. “Where were you so long?” Eva had written on the notepad when Conny opened the door. Conny made a helpless gesture.

  A nurse entered the room at the same time as Conny with a wheelchair and helped Joke van Distel to the toilet. “Tell me, what happened?” Eva wrote on the notepad

  Conny made a calming gesture and told what she had seen. “Does it have to do with us?” Conny read on the notepad. “I don't know Eva.” She looked at the door and saw one of the uniformed officers enter. “Conny?” he shouted.

  Conny nodded and walked towards him. "Yes?" “We were sent by Commissioner Canteras.” the officer said and came closer. “What can you tell me about the incident with the injured woman?”

  "Nothing." said Conny. “I didn't join until later." She looked at the policeman. “But why did Canteras send you?”

  The young officer looked at his notes. “You recognized a woman who was in disguise among the staff.” Connie nodded. “That is to say… Eva recognized her. Disguised… as a nurse with a wig.”

  The officer looked at Eva and she nodded. “Can you tell me the story yourself?” Eva shook her head and pointed to her throat.

  The officer suddenly seemed irritated and walked outside again with an excuse to look for his colleague.

  Conny responded quickly. She called Canteras and got Estevan Mantero on the line. He confirmed what she already thought. The two commissioners wanted to come themselves to look at everyone and had only asked a nurse in the hospital to look out for a female colleague who was strange in her department. When this nurse was attacked by someone, it changed things and it had become dangerous. There was no more time to lose.

  Tomas Canteras asked Conny and Eva if they had a photo of the person they were looking for. Despite the warning from her guide in Malaga, Eva had taken some photos that she had not yet looked at. She gave the device to Conny and he found a photo that was clear enough to recognize the person he was looking for. Estevan Mantero sent this photo to the team of five colleagues who were now in the hospital looking for this woman. .

  Cantera's phone sounded for an incoming call. He signed in and then continued in English. He thanked the caller and then stood looking at everyone indecisively. He sighed deeply and then said: “Letter bombs have just been delivered and exploded at all three offices of the Van Genderen company.” He sat down and took a deep breath. “In Madrid, an employee is seriously injured and in hospital.”

  Then he continued. “In Amsterdam and Rotterdam they were able to respond on time.”

  Chapter 15

  Everyone was busy at Canteras and Mantero's office. The search was mainly focused on two people. Canteras was convinced that these two had found a good hiding place outside the city and expanded the search through other police stations near Torrevieja.

  The denouement was thanks to Conny. After visiting the hospital, she had gone to her postal agency to see if there was any mail for her. In addition to her personal letters, she also found a large envelope. It was addressed directly to Wim and came from an architectural firm in Torrevieja. She opened it immediately and found construction drawings and especially invoices from various specialized companies that had carried out assignments from the architectural firm. For this project too, everything had been settled and the only request was to choose a day for the transfer to the foreign buyer as soon as possible. This was all very similar to the project in Malaga, only this time it was close to home.

  Conny didn't even think about it but immediately called the number of the police station. Tomas Canteras was relieved. "Conny... I think that's where we can find the hiding place of our wanted persons. It's a gamble."

  Canteras promised her that she could see the location after the raid. It was too much risk to be there during the raid.

  Wim had often discussed the road to Rebate with Conny. “Ideal if you want to live undisturbed." He said all plots on this road had the space to create extraordinary features.

  Conny knew the way to Rebate mainly because of the restaurant that was located on a hill. The grounds also included a small chapel that was often used for weddings. It was an ideal location for these parties. The large garden was shaded by the tall trees and offered space for large and small groups.

  Various farm animals walked in the surrounding gardens and the peacocks in particular made their cries clearly heard.

  Conny drove back to the hospital to look at Eva and wait for the raid on Rebate. Eva was also surprised when she told the story. Her voice had still not fully returned and she still complained of a headache and sore throat. “A villa on the road to Rebate as a shelter is ideal.” she wrote on the notepad.

  “How are the other friends at our church doing?” Conny continued reading. She looked at Joke van Distel's bed. But he had fallen asleep again. “No idea,” Conny said in surprise. It had not yet occurred to her to take a look at the other rooms. She took the notepad with her and left for the other rooms.

  Chapter 16

  The raid on the villa was carefully planned. From the street side only the outbuildings were visible and the grounds sloped down in stages at the back and ended at a small lake. On the left bank stood a beautiful Andalusian-style villa surrounded by a lush flowering garden landscape.

  The whole action lasted less than five minutes. Not a shot was fired and all present did not resist. Those three guards immediately handed in their weapons and showed their papers and assignments from the architectural firm in Torrevieja.

  Tomas Canteras was waiting at the entrance to the terrace. It was no surprise to him that he knew the two arrested women who came out. They both protested strongly against their arrest. They had no identification with them and could give no explanation as to why they were present on this site.

  Johanna van Velsen started to act pathetic and cry. She felt misled by Anne-Marie Ballard. “She said that this building still belonged to Wim's company as long as it had not been transferred to the future owner.”

  One of Cantera's men, who were working in the outbuildings upstairs, walked quickly towards him. “Commissioner,” he said, completely out of breath, and pulled him aside.

  > Do not allow anyone to enter the villa anymore. Explosives are hidden. Also everywhere in the gardens. Everyone better go up via the ramp..”

  “How did you discover this?” Tomas Canteras asked softly as he gave his directions to Estevan.

  “A complete control room has been set up upstairs with a panel on which everything can be found.”

  Estevan stopped the small group. “Where have our ladies gone?” he shouted loudly. No one had really paid attention to them in their haste. Now they were gone

  There was only one way to escape undiscovered and that was through a small side door on the terrace that was now closed. Tomas Estevan called their names and asked them to be sensible. He was met with a derisive laugh.

  Disappointed, he went back. He first had to wait until his group was safe again and they knew where the explosives were located.

  The group had just reached the entrance to the outbuildings when a gigantic explosion occurred at the villa below. Glass, wood, tiles... everything flew through the air and when the dust cloud subsided the villa was gone.

  Everyone in the group stared at the smoldering spot where the fairytale villa had just stood. And everyone thought the same. One could be sure that Anne-Marie Ballard and Johanna van Velzen had not survived. Their bodies were soon discovered

  The pity people had for the two quickly turned to pure horror after it became known that more bodies were found in the villa.

  Separately, two large men were discovered in the cellar. Both were handcuffed and showed signs of torture. The pressure wave created by the enormous explosion threw their heads against the walls and suffered several head injuries. They were both still alive and were immediately taken by ambulance to the hospital in Torrevieja. The ambulance staff could not say what their chances were.

  The explosives experts began their work and determined that the danger of more explosions in the gardens was still present. There was a whole network that extended to the lake. Dead fish were floating in the water.

  Her diary was found in Anne-Marie Ballard's car. Anne-Marie's hatred of Wim van Genderen and his family was clear. She wanted to take revenge for everything and make the family live in fear. The two commissioners read in amazement what this woman had planned.

  Wim had once promised her an extraordinary villa. “This will be our dream palace.” he said about the villa in Rebate and then she had to hear that the villa had a different purpose even when it was built.

  Wim always responded lightly. “Okay…I'll build you a new villa.” And she still believed him then. But when the first signs of Wim's illness became visible, she immediately left him. Her enormous demands were reduced to a minimum by Wim's lawyers.

  Out of spite she sent Johanna to him, but Johanna ruined everything because of her greed.

  The death of Conny's husband affected Wim deeply. He had become a good friend of his and the two often sat and discussed endlessly after the Sunday service of the Dutch church about God and his world. He began to seek Conny's company more and more.

  Anne-Marie and Johanna started making more and more plans. The villa in Malaga was one of them. But her two aides planned Nadir Habib's kidnapping and did not inform her.

  She was then told that the villa in Rebate would be transferred to the buyer. She decided to destroy the villa and at the same time find her final resting place here.

  “Would she have also told Johanna what she was planning to do?” Estevan Mantero said, closing the book. “Time for a drink.” he said with a cheerful smile and looked at his colleague Tomas questioningly.

  “I'm glad you said it.” said Tomas. “It's the weekend and everything else can wait until Monday.”

  “We still have to tell Conny what happened to their friend Johanna and Anne-Marie Ballard. She took Eva from the hospital and was supposed to meet us at the Salt Lake Bar.”

  Eva and Conny sat under the awning on the side of the large building. Eva had recovered and had most of her voice back. She looked stunned when she heard of the deaths of Johanna and Anne-Marie Ballard.

  Johanna's death especially touched them. She had been in their church community for years and despite everything she was part of their regular group.

  Conny suddenly jumped up and stared at everyone with wide eyes. The commissioners saw it too. Eva put her hand on Conny's arm and said softly “No, ... that is not Anne-Marie ... but that nurse I saw in the hospital.”

  “There's only one way to find out!” Tomas Canteras said and walked with Estevan to the table where the young woman had sat down next to an older man. They both looked surprised when the two police officers came to their table and asked for their identification.

  Tomas asked if the young woman was related to Anne-Marie Ballard. She nodded her head. He told her the reason. She was quite upset about her sister's death. The older man tried to calm her down.

  She stood up and suddenly had a small gun in her hand. In a sprint she tried to reach the exit to the parking lot and passed the table where Conny and Eva were sitting. Conny pushed a chair in her direction. She fell and was handcuffed by Estevan.

  The Commissioner thanked Conny for the quick response. “Yes,” said Eva. This is the woman I saw in the hospital who looks so much like Anne-Marie Ballard.

  Chapter 17

  Susan Ballard not only looked like her mother but also had her character. The older man who was with her was her father… Jan Ballard. Often he had to calm both women down. After their divorce, Anne-Marie met Wim van Genderen at a party. He promised her everything and she believed him.

  Her disappointment after their marriage was great. He turned out not to be the man she had imagined. His sons were quite dismissive of her and one disappointment piled on top of another.

  The projects that Wim realized were highly sought after and extremely profitable due to all the special features. Anne-Marie often felt left alone by Wim and perhaps that was the beginning of her delusions that became more and more extreme and led Wim to divorce her due to a lack of harmony and togetherness. And that made Anna-Marie completely angry and she wanted revenge.

  The fact that she involved her daughter in her plans did not make the whole situation any easier. Susan's father tried everything to keep her away from her mother's hateful atmosphere. But Susan was fascinated by her mother's willpower and in the end they were always together.

  She selected men for her mother who were technically specialized and could especially handle explosives. She had also recruited the two men who were now fighting for their lives in the Hospital in Torrevieja.

  It was also she who was responsible for the kidnapping of Nadir Habib when she heard that he was coming to Spain. She was always two steps ahead of everyone else and her father could sometimes only watch helplessly.

  Conny and Eva saw how Susan was led to the police bus by two officers. Before Susan got in she asked for her handbag. She hugged her father again and whispered reassuring words.

  She opened her bag and before the officers knew what was happening, a grenade exploded next to the van and Susan had suddenly disappeared in the chaos that ensued.

  “I should have warned you.” groaned the horrified father. “And I'm afraid it wasn't the last explosion today." Before he could explain further, a booming deafening boom was heard not far away.

  Jan Ballard turned to the two commissioners. “I'm afraid....” he said, “that she really made it happen....” and stared in the direction where the huge bang came from.

  “So what did she really do?” Estevan said and shook his shoulder.

  “So she blew up his house” was Ballard's hesitant answer, although he could hardly believe it himself. Then he shouted out “His villa here… that damn house that I had cursed so many times when Anne-Marie started living there with him.”

  He started laughing hysterically and then burst into tears. An officer from the police van took care of him and gave him a glass of water to drink.

  Estevan and Tomas walked up the street to Wim van Genderen's house. They heard the sound of the fire truck in the distance and saw the thick plumes of smoke. They stood in the middle of the street, astonished. There, where Wim van Genderen's large, proud villa used to stand, was nothing but a smoldering pile of rubble. Meanwhile, a small group of people from the neighborhood had gathered.

  “How can she do that in such a short time…” Tomas Canteras did not finish his sentence and looked at Estevan in amazement.

  Estevan also had to process what he saw. "I think about what her father said. I think the plan was already prepared."

  “So...you think everything about explosives was already here and just by pushing...

  heaven…. why didn't we take the bag away from her after that incident with the police car!”

  Estevan raised his hands and said in an almost plaintive tone, “We are just simple police officers who are busy and…”

  Tomas waved away. “Yes…yes…yes…no excuses they will say and a beautiful girl in the game…you know them.”

  “You know what strikes me,” Estevan said hesitantly. “I don't see anyone from Pantano's construction company, not in the yard or on the street.”

  Chapter 18

  It took several hours for the two commissioners to imagine how Susan Ballard had planned all this. Antonio Pantano, the builder, had received a phone call warning of an explosion.

  At first he didn't want to take this conversation seriously. But moments later he received a call from Mario Antegas Cortez's office. Cortez was the lawyer for Genderen's company in Spain and he strongly advised him to take such warnings very seriously.

  That's what Pantano did. Now he was horrified at what had happened. All his work and that of his people had been for nothing and so close to the transfer deadline. He was distraught as he looked at the smoking mess that had once been a beautiful stately villa.

  He nodded at the comforting words of the two commissioners. Only the heirs decided what would happen to this place and he had the impression that they were very happy to lose this loaded place so spectacularly.

  Pantano ensured that the yard was shielded by a small team of his men after the fire brigade and police had left.

  Tomas Canteras showed Pantano a photo of Susan Ballard. Antonio Pantano looked at the photo with a broad smile. “Oh yes!” he said laughing. "I think this woman has been in contact with many of my men. I don't know anything else."

  As he left, he turned around once more. “Oh yeah… I just remembered that she was also hooking up with that Arab.”

  Tomas and Estevan looked at each other. “Do you mean Nadir Habib?” Pantano nodded. “I had them

  seen twice in a restaurant and got the impression that she was doing her best to snare him.” “Thank you,” said Tomas and waved kindly to the departing Antonio Pantano.

  A little later the commissioners were sitting on the terrace of the Salt Lake Cafe with a beer.

  They went over the whole thing again. They thought about where else Susan Ballard could escape to.

  Pantano's last comment about Susan and Nadir Habib in particular did not go unnoticed by them. “Suppose,” said Tomas, “suppose it had worked out with Nadir and she must have a safe place….”

  “Yes….of course….the house in Malaga….No one comes there and no one knows it….except

  Nadir Habib, Conny and Eva! “ Estevan had jumped as he said this.

  Everything was prepared as best as possible by Tomas and Estevan with their colleagues in Malaga and now they could only wait and see whether Susan's arrest would be successful.

  They had heard from the hospital management that the two men from the house in Rebate had survived. They were still unconscious and the commissioners had to wait until they regained consciousness. A whole list had now been drawn up with criminal charges against Susan.

  The redeeming phone call from the colleague in Malaga came the next day. No trace of Susan yet, but there is a smoldering ruin of what used to be a stately villa. Everything was destroyed… including the outbuildings and the runway.

  No trace of Susan.

  For Wim van Genderen's family this was a sour apple, just like the other ruins 
 
 Susan left behind until now.

  The warning was also passed on to Conny and Eva

  Estevan looked at his disappointed colleague. At that moment their phone rang. Tomas called in. A big smile came on his face and with a cheerful gesture he ended the conversation.

  “Nadir Habib is smarter than I thought... this was our police at Alicante Airport. They made an arrest for us, a lady, forwarded in a private jet by father Habib and with greetings from our Nadir. Apparently our message got through to him.”

  A big smile came on Estevan's face. He walked with relief to the large notice board on the wall and with a wave of his hand erased what he had written today: “Susan Ballard… we will find you.”

