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CHAPTER ONE 

ROOM 7 AT THE PHOENIX HOTEL 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The movements of her limbs being restricted, Colours depended on her sense of 

hearing, the monotonous drone of moving vehicles passing by was the 

dominating audible offering. The ceiling of room seven, once a gleaming white-

wash now appeared aged and jaundice, nicotine stains crawled and smudged the 

snaking cracks that moved across the surface like a child’s road map drawing: 

the wallpaper had long ago began to peel itself away from the wall, exposing a 

dull grey painted plaster, the wallpaper plunged and coiled from the room’s 

corners and slithered away above the only doorframe. 

From a slightly opened window, an autumn breeze skipped over the nakedness 

of Colours:  the thin, frayed curtains wavered in its wake as if they were 

suddenly granted life. A shudder raced through Colours as the coldness nipped 

at her skin and behind her closed eyelids a brightness seemed to erupt, she 

gradually opened her eyes and the dangling naked lightbulb, two metres or so 

above her head, forced her to flutter her eyelids several times, again, before 

becoming accustomed, and as she did so, her mind began to whirl with many 

differing thoughts and visions, the thoughts were confused, blurred, muddled 

and nagging. Temporarily forgetting about her present situation, Colours moved 

her left hand in an automatic response to scratch her head, instantly a pain jolted 

and sped through her limb and with it she released a soft, almost distant cry of 

discomfort: She gazed at her wrist and saw the mauve-red indents made by the 

tight grasp of the thin blue electrical flex that secured both her arms to the 

wooden tubular bedposts.  

As the hurt in her arm began to subside Colours closed her eyes, she lay still 

and quiet thinking about the seemingly uselessness of it all, of the justifications 

and excuses she used often to propel her own life into what it had become: an 

endless spiral of faces and places, of bars and hotel rooms, of cold lonely streets 

and the dark lingering hours, of empty words and empty spent passions, 

frustrations, of callous inconsiderate greedy hands and the pursuit of money: 



Colours wanted more, she knew there was more but she didn’t know how to get 

whatever more there was and where it was likely to be. 

Earlier, he had taken her with aggression, with a sense of disgust and distaste 

that Colours had never before experienced: Generally, Colours always felt that 

she could sense some kind of warmth or loneliness seeking comfort or the urge 

to fulfil a sexual lust: But earlier she had detected none, nothing, as she recalled 

previous occasions with him, she realized, it had been the same: he seemed to 

have no obvious apparent flaws or vulnerability around him, he came across as 

detached, alien to any form of affection, of a soul that would not succumb to 

revealing an openness of fears and humanness. 

Their first encounter happened, as usual with Colours, on a city street corner, 

about four months ago. He appeared, literally, out of the night’s humidity like 

some nocturnal hunter: he had stood before her in his black three-piece suit, his 

well- built frame looking awkward beneath such conservative attire: Colours 

studied his face as she offered him a working and welcoming smile: he didn’t 

respond or seem to be interested by her gesture: he rarely let his dark eyes meet 

with hers but within those glimpses, Colours sensed something, something that 

she did not know, she felt it to be strange, unclear and this unsettled her a little. 

Colours did not let her smile fade, she was working and she was good at her 

profession and she was particularly intrigued with this stranger: she pushed her 

long fingers through her dyed blonde hair and softly shook her head as if in 

slow motion: she let her hands fall and slide down the sides of her slim twenty 

seven year old body until they came to rest tenderly upon her hips. 

As he stepped out from under the street-lighting’s pale glow, Colours saw the 

features of his face more clearly: he was handsome, in a pampered well-

manicured way, his facial contours were sharp in the half-light, he appeared 

reserved and formal: his face seemed unblemished by life, a few fine wrinkles 

beneath his eyes, that gazed mostly towards the hard lifeless streets. 



He had spoken in a low, near whispering tone: it was difficult for Colours to 

hear what he was saying and what he had already said: she moved in closer and 

as she did so, he raised a hand very quickly, pointing to the heaven’s above: he 

shook his head, silently warning her not to come any closer: Colours backed-

off, feeling puzzled, foolish.  

“Where to?” he asked flatly. 

‘The Phoenix Hotel, it’s just around the corner, a few minutes’ walk’ Colours 

said. ‘Is that okay?’ she asked: Colours waited for an answer, she looked at him 

and after a few moments he nodded his head. ‘It’s this way’ Colours said and 

then began walking, he walked beside her looking straight ahead, his 

movements deliberate and mechanical, his silence demanding in its presence.  

That first meeting, as Colours and the stranger walked away from beneath the 

electric lighting, she knew instinctively that there would be no space for small-

talk or verbal pleasantries: it was customary for Colours to become talkative, 

inquisitive, friendly, to move in closer, to make her work a little more 

comfortable to get through: in order to supress the urge to talk Colours began 

focusing on their footsteps ricocheting into the dark and dull, poor environment 

and empty atmosphere: a brave breeze wandered through the streets as paper 

debris raced after it. 

 Colours then began to feel herself relax a little, the tightness in her neck and 

stomach eased and she again turned to the stranger and smiled: but the stranger 

did not see her smile, he was looking straight ahead and in view was The 

Phoenix Hotel. 

Outside of room seven of The Phoenix Hotel the darkness began to thicken and 

somewhere in the near distance a car-alarm whirled its high-pitched shrill: 

occasionally, Colours could hear the voices of strangers but it was difficult to 

establish if they were from within the hotel or drifting up from the streets. When 



in his company, Colours felt that she had somehow, surrendered any form of 

self-governing, as if she had no will of her own to call upon, even when she felt 

disgusted or disagreeable with what had previously happened and would no 

doubt happen again: with this stranger: Colours had considered this to be fear 

and a dark-excitement, leaving her completely open and vulnerable. After two 

hours it was time to leave, such moments brought a relief, a freedom regained, 

earnt and she would begin to feel alive and in control of her own fate once 

again. 

Time itself, seemed to stagnate within room seven, the minutes stumbled and 

gnawed away sluggish and slow: the two hours that he had handsomely paid for, 

crawled painfully like a broken hearse: time was something that really held little 

significance when working, time was work and vice-versa, but with this 

customer, the time was far from ordinary and its routine decidedly cold and 

unfamiliar to the world that Colours knew and moved within: yet time and 

again, she had willingly agreed to meet with him at room seven and even at the 

moment of doing so, pangs and throbs of fraught tremors wandered through her 

soul and mind, yet she also felt helpless to do otherwise.  

The ritual or pattern that this customer had established, had initially, quite 

naturally, disturbed Colours and a silent forceful panic drenched her veins that 

first time: now she felt indifferent, it was his game and she chose to play, but 

there still remained the under-current of doubt and caution on every occasion. 

When Colours and he had first entered through the doors of number seven, the 

first thing he did , as he was always to do, was to instantly lock the door behind 

him: this was not unusual practice: before closing the door he’d lean out into the 

corridors looking left and right several times, as though he was expecting 

someone: someone he didn’t want to see: nothing unusual about this: most of 

those who visited The Phoenix Hotel would prefer to remain anonymous: once 

he was satisfied, he tried to open the door numerous times to make sure: he then 



reached into an inner breast jacket pocket, and fished-out a thin wad of money, 

neatly bound with an elastic-band, he then placed this upon the surface of an old 

beaten bed-side table: afterwards, he reached into the opposite inner breast 

pocket and pulled out a small automatic handgun, which he then gently placed 

next to the money: the dull thud of the metal against wood echoed around the 

room and in that instant, within that feint echo, Colours glared hard at the 

weapon, transfixed at its deadly gleaming metallic light and grasped wildly in 

her imagination, at how this was going to play-out. 

For several long moments Colours found it impossible to divert her focus away 

from the hand-gun: of course, she wasn’t certain that it was real, but that didn’t 

really matter, it looked real enough: but why display it? Was it a threat? 

Adrenalin rushed through Colours, unheard voices screaming that she may be in 

danger and that transformed into a sense of the unknown, thrilling, scary and 

Colours could not resist but to follow: she became aware of a light perspiration 

gathering upon her brow and walked over to the bed and sat down, brushing 

away the tiny droplets with her sleeve: the stranger moved away from the door 

and stepped the few paces and stood directly in the centre of the room, facing 

the window. 

“Get undressed now” the stranger said, still gazing at the window: his voice 

sliced through the room and startled Colours, who looked away from the 

weapon with a nervous and broken smile: she remained seated and began, 

slowly, almost hesitantly, removing her clothing: she could no longer resist the 

temptation to speak, perhaps, prompted by fear: with a quaking  tone she asked: 

“Look, I’m called, I mean, I’m known as Colours, but I guess that you can call 

me what you wish. What do you like to be known as?” Colours found it hard to 

believe that she had heard herself talking and her words bounced around the 

room like sad spheres. She stared at the customer, it seemed he had not heard a 



word that she had said: he remained motionless, looking at the window. Colours 

waited, quiet, waiting for something and that something frightened her. 

From the centre of the room, the stranger stepped away and made his way over 

to the bed and sat down upon it, just a short distance from where Colours sat: 

there remained no eye contact: perhaps he thought this a weakness or that it may 

reveal his vulnerability: maybe he wanted, he needed to remain invincible, 

impenetrable for survival: Colours knew something of that: Colours felt as 

though she could do no more than to await what could happen in the next few 

moments, the next few hours and this numbed Colours. 

“Mr S” the stranger said: his tone was not as harsh as before when he had 

spoken and his words dripped softly toward the floor, where his gaze now fell: 

“Colours, you have nothing to fear, I will not harm you, do not be afraid”  

Colours felt far from reassured from these words: although his manner had 

lightened, there was, Colours felt, still an element of coldness within his voice: 

but she began to relax a little, felt a little safer, a little more confidence kicked 

in and she again primed herself to say something again: she wanted to ask and 

say so many things but this would not happen: she could not mention the gun: 

she wondered how much money lay on the cabinet: she wondered how much of 

her time he wanted: but right now, she concluded, it would be wise to remain 

quiet. 

The stranger removed his jacket and slid it neatly onto the thin carpeted floor: 

instantly Colours became aware of the two lengths of bright blue electrical flex 

interwoven around his belt: 

“Look, Mr S, I’m okay with you’ her heart was quickening and her throat was 

becoming dry; “We’ve got to talk money and time, you know?” her voice 

sounded pale and weak: ‘I mean, let’s get the business transactions out of the 

way’ Colours attempted to smile but her lips betrayed her: Colours stood up and 



wriggled out of her short skirt and watched it drop to the floor: she sat back 

down on the bed wearing only her skimpy cheap underwear: again Colours 

found herself waiting. 

“Money and time, yes, of course” said the stranger with a sound of boredom in 

his voice: “On that table is £300, adequate for two hours?” Colours nodded her 

head, which he did not see as he removed his shirt: “I assume that out of that 

£300 you’ll pay that slimy creep who haunts the entrance and hands out the 

keys to this shit-hole?’ 

Colours gave a small laugh and followed it with “You mean Mr Draclire, the 

owner of this place: yeah, I’ll square it with him, no problem” 

The stranger’s torso was muscular and well-toned and tanned, his upper arms 

were shaped and ripped: Colours watched on as he secured the lengths of flex to 

the wooden bedposts. Pulling and tugging at the flex several times to make sure 

the knots were tight and would hold fast. 

Colours laid herself upon the bed, manoeuvring into the centre: she outstretched 

her arms towards the posts behind her head: she flinched as the plastic knots 

tightened upon her wrists: she glanced up into his face, seeing clearly for the 

first time, the deep-green morose of his eyes: a fractional streak of sympathy 

dashed through her mind, at the sadness, at the sense of loss within his eyes: but 

this sentiment evaporated quickly as the stranger walked around to the front of 

the bed: he undressed himself further and then moved onto the bed and began 

kissing Colours ankles and then the kisses moved up her legs: he gently pulled 

at her thin panties and removed them: she pulled back her legs and closed her 

eyes, braced herself and waited. 

For several minutes she could hear him furiously masturbating as he knelt 

between her parted knees: Colours heard his breathing become erratic and fast, 



leaping in short gasps and hushed whispers of a name that Colours could not 

hear and then he entered her. 

Aggression pumped through his being and his movements were fierce and hard 

and for Colours the pain erupted as he his large smooth hands forced her legs 

further apart and the flex tightened: Colours was a professional and she began 

writhing and moaning and whimpering and this increased his viciousness and he 

moaned as if in agony: moments before he climaxed, he withdrew and directed 

his discharge over Colours breasts. 

Then quietness again: Colours could hear his breathing slow and quieten down: 

she felt almost afraid to open her eyes, it felt safer with them closed. 

He was to take Colours twice more, in exactly the same way, same ritual: he 

remained mostly silent and each time since their first encounter, nothing at all 

has altered and this itself became a frame of safety. 

As with the initial two hours: after he had taken her the first time, he moved 

from the bed and stood in the centre of the room for twenty minutes, gazing 

toward the window: ‘Again’ he said softly as he picked up her panties, sliding 

them back on Colours before he began kissing her ankles and continued to 

replicate what had happened previously. 

After the third time he had taken Colours: without hesitation he began to 

quickly dress, which he did with a great deal of care and attention and after 

checking his reflection in the dusty mirror, he then untied the flex and wove the 

strips around his belt. 

Colours instantly felt the relief and the blood rushing into her wrists as her 

hands dropped onto the bed: her fingers tingled and were stiff for several 

minutes as she reached for her items of clothing upon the floor. She found some 

paper tissue in the bedside cabinet and wiped her chest clean:  She heard the 

stranger speak but his voice was so low she was unable to hear the words. 



He moved towards the bed and cabinet and picked up the handgun, replacing it 

within his jacket and then moved towards the door: he looked back at Colours, 

who was looking and smiling at him: he nodded his head and opened the door, 

stepped out, closed the door and was gone. 

Colours sat on the bed, listening to his footsteps fade into nothingness, fade into 

the night, into the world, into her mind, into her world: she picked up the money 

and laughed gently and then she left the room, dropping the key and some cash 

to the creep who hung about in the lobby. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO 

AT HOME WITH THE STRANGER 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The décor of the kitchen that surrounded him was stylish and expensive: the 

wall to wall cupboards hung like grand trophy cabinets displaying a carefully 

selected, dietary, healthy array of foods: through the thin slits of the kitchen 

blinds fresh morning light pushed its way into the kitchen, splashing its touch 

upon the fixtures and fittings like an uninvited guest: a coffee machine gasped 

and bubbled noisily as a thick hot dark stream descended into the awaiting jug: 

the ticking of the kitchen clock above the fridge-freezer crept into the room and 

a small portable radio played a work of Sibelius. 

The coffee made, he sat at the kitchen table: steam, thick and white rose slowly 

from the cup and spiralling towards the bright white ceiling: he watched it 

prowl across the room and then disappear into a nothingness: without much 

thought, he raised the cup and sipped the hot liquid, he savoured its bitter taste 

for a moment or two and then swallowed quickly, feeling its burning descent 

against his throat: after replacing the cup upon the table he resumed reading the 

morning newspaper, which mostly, he found dull and uninteresting as he had 

always done: it was a part of his morning ritual. His dark eyes scanned the black 

and white photographs and headlines until his head was filled with helpless 

words and images: finished with the newspaper, he folded it neatly and placed it 

carefully upon the table: he looked over at the radio and rose from the table and 

walked over to the radio and punched a button. 

Distorted, loud pop music instantly jumped and punched its presence into the 

kitchen: startled, he stepped back and stared hard at the radio like it were an 

enemy: A sharp, splintering, cracking sound scattered briefly through the large 

and quiet house, splinters of the radio were strewn across the floor and worktops 

of the kitchen: looking down at the plastic mess he could do no more than nod 

his head in appreciation of the destruction: he eyed it carefully following the 

strange and curious little shadows the larger pieces threw against a flat surface 

and how the occasional broken pieces of metal glinted in the filtered sunlight 



that was allowed penetration into the kitchen: he turned abruptly on his shoe 

heels and then kicked a segment of plastic, watching it scuttle and spin across 

the floor until it collided dramatically with the stone wall and shattered further. 

Seated back at the table he drank the warm coffee: his fingers were shaking 

slightly as he put down the cup and pushed it away: a wave of confused anxiety 

roared through him as he spread his hands upon the table: running deep from the 

base of his right hand thumb travelling up to beyond his wrist, were a number of 

deep menacing scratches: the wounds had long dried and the blood had 

darkened and solidified into hardened cracks: for the umpteenth time that 

morning , he delicately trailed a finger along the scratches and he desperately 

tried to recall, just where, when and how these injuries occurred. 

An asunder of pictures pounded like a jack-hammer into his mind, a hopeless 

juxtaposition of glimpses and images reeled around his head in an attempt to 

capture events of the previous couple of days: but it could come to nothing, the 

only consistency that seemed to emerge was the face and body of Colours and 

he was certain that she had nothing to do with the tearing of his hand, it is was 

the only thing that he was certain of: he shifted his gaze away from his hand to 

fall upon the destruction that lay all around him: he shrugged his shoulders as if 

in mock acceptance of defeat and as he raised his hands to hold his face, his 

hands shook violently and he felt nauseous.  

The powerful jet of water was warm and enlivening, small rivers of water 

cascaded down his spine and legs: he massaged his body with a soft soapy 

sponge, arousing his senses as he became aware of its silk-like touch against his 

skin: closing his eyes he turned around and felt the full force of the shower’s 

stream hit his face, he shook his head from side to side and with his hands he 

blindly began to explore his torso. His fingers crawling over his ribcage like 

manipulating insects: one of his hands pulled away quickly and he spun around, 

opening his eyes to look down to see a newly large bruise had formed upon the 



lower half of his ribcage and it pained him a little: once again, he tried 

fruitlessly for a remembrance of how this had happened, but again, no memory 

came to him and with this came a building rage of self-frustration, of fear and 

an almost overwhelming sense of guilt: 

A clenched hand darted through the falling water and hit a button and the 

shower stopped: he stepped out of the unit and began to dry himself, all the 

while his mind running amok, frantically searching for clues, for reasons and 

justifications, but they remained absent and he did not know how he truly felt: 

he dressed in the suit that he had worn for the past two days: usually he would 

wear a different suit every day, the suit was by his usual standards, filthy, 

shabby, but this did not worry him, not now.  

After he had finished grooming himself he walked into the vast lounge: he 

turned on the rooms lighting and made a safe route over to the drinks cabinet 

and poured himself a large measure of Russian Vodka and ice and then slumped 

heavily into a leather armchair, gazing at the drawn curtains: he frequently 

gulped at the drink and would wince at its cold sharpness but almost straight 

away, he felt the alcohol’s affects: he began to feel his being slow down and 

that there was no urgency to the moment: quietly and briskly he reassured 

himself that he had at some point during the past two days, had some 

communications with his employer and had explained the reasons for his 

absence: but he could not recall exactly what he had reported or to whom: it was 

not that this gnawed at his conscience , but it was something he had somehow 

settled, dealt with, or so he believed: from the curtains he looked over at the 

golden carriage clock that stood above the lifeless fire-place and became aware 

that it was 10 am and from the newspaper, also knew that it was a Thursday and 

that for reasons that were not clear or that he did not know, he felt disorientated 

and restless. 



In a strange way he felt the city air upon his face almost as refreshing as the 

shower he had taken earlier, although now there was a tinge of apprehension 

weaving itself through his veins and thoughts: he had walked the short distance 

from home into the city and was in familiar territory, although his walking pace 

was relatively fast, he would, quite frequently, stop to look at himself in the 

glass shop fronts of departments stores and offices, a short lived grin jumped 

across his face as he threw back his head and laughed silently to himself: he 

noticed the two day growth upon his face, he lifted a hand and rubbed his chin 

and was surprised to feel how coarse it was: he then slipped a hand inside his 

jacket and patted the handgun like it were a fragile and precious thing: he lifted 

his head and looked around and wondered where he would be going. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPETR  THREE 

MR DRACLIRE – HOTEL OWNER 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The proprietor of The Phoenix Hotel was a Mr Draclire, who originated from 

somewhere in the Mediterranean: it was one of the many things, that he would 

never be precise and exact about: he would reply when asked, where he came 

from: ‘Somewhere from the Med’: there were other topics that he was scant and 

vague about: he was inclined to spend six months ‘working’ in The Phoenix 

Hotel followed by six months living aboard a luxury yacht sailing somewhere 

around the Mediterranean and by his own accounts ‘lives like royalty, I have 

what and when I wish’: all around the city there was a diversity of people who 

were a little more than interested about Mr Draclire and his often boastful self-

confessions of wealth: many of these curious characters, were underground and 

lawless merciless figures that kept to the shadows until a treasure lured them 

out. 

Mr Draclire was a short of stature, standing only five feet and two inches in 

heeled shoes: his arms appeared relatively too long in comparison to his small 

structure: his arms draped like elastic tendrils: his small chunky hands plunging 

only an inch or two from his kneecaps: a round balding head that held a gentle 

glowing foolish face that was full of mischief and deviousness and a mouth that 

had a permanent fixture of a protruding smoking cigar: he was always pleased 

to see a face, because a face meant money and he was nothing short of 

obsessive of money: his dark brown eyes were deeply set above his puffy 

cheeks: for the most part they looked always moist and sorrowful, friendly and 

welcoming, like that of a child, but they did not view the world with such 

innocence and wonder: perhaps it was the ‘good life’ that had not helped his 

physique: his stomach spilled over his taught trousers belt like a balloon filled 

with water: from beneath this bulge his two well round and stout legs appeared, 

looking well equipped to carry the above weight and they were complimented 

with a pair of stubby and hairy feet that were always encased in a pair of open 

leather sandals: age was something that he would not discuss, age was an 



enemy: a majority of conservative guesses pin Mr Draclire to be in his mid-

sixties. 

Thursday morning presently found Mr Draclire awkwardly slouched into an 

uncomfortable looking beach-side deckchair in a cramped and dusky dank room 

that lay to the side of the main entrance/exit of the hotel: from this room, that he 

had designated as his office, he had a clear view of the faces that were coming 

and going from his establishment: dense abstract shapes of cigar smoke floated 

from his mouth and slowly slithered and wafted into the hallway: he flicked 

some ash absently onto the floor and looked around at his surroundings: taped 

and pinned to the wall in a disorderly fashion were lurid, lewd photographic 

portraits of women crudely cut or ripped from pornographic magazines: their 

false smiles of ecstasy and shimmering come-on eyes stared back at him: 

amongst the pictures, hung a calendar, its face daubed and scarred with graffiti 

like drawings and notes that made reference to specific days, relevant and 

important to him: the surface of the desk before him was littered with opened 

and unopened mail, newspapers and magazines, an overflowing ashtray, pens 

and notebooks and  jutting out in the disarray of this, was a silver framed 

photograph of Collette,  local gossip referred her to be, the late, Mrs Draclire.  

 Of what had become of Mrs Collette Draclire: many curious, interesting and 

bizarre tales circulated as to what may have happened to her: that Mr Draclire 

had hired assassins to murder her and would then be able to claim the insurance: 

that she had run away with a lover: that she was abducted by aliens: that she had 

drowned somewhere in the Mediterranean: that she was filing for divorce and 

was in hiding fearing for her life:  all the while Mr Draclire would state that his 

wife was holidaying alone and sunbathing somewhere in the Mediterranean: 

Mrs Draclire was just two weeks into her holiday when Mr Draclire received a 

telephone call and a few days later a tape cassette recording of the telephone 

call was posted through the letterbox of The Phoenix Hotel. 



Mr Draclire dismissed the call as a hoax: the call sounded as though it were  

pre-recorded on cassette tape or some such device: it had sounded false, cheap: 

he guessed the voices were of two males and a female but could not be certain 

as the voices had been distorted by some kind of gadgetry, some kind of special 

effects, that constantly altered the tone and pitch of the voices: the voices 

demanded a huge sum of money for the safe release of Mrs Collette Draclire, 

whom they had secreted away in some unfathomable place: the money should 

be paid within the next forty eight hours or she would be executed: the voices 

gave directions of where to drop the money: it was a remote village somewhere 

in the Mediterranean: the voices also warned that if he approached and informed 

the police of the call, Mrs Draclire would be executed. Just a few days ago Mr 

Draclire had received a visit from the local Police asking questions about Mrs 

Draclire and after Mr Draclire had informed them that she was on holiday 

somewhere in the Mediterranean and provided a hotel contact number, they 

seemed satisfied: just before the Police left they asked Mr Draclire if he had 

received a threatening and menacing cassette tape or if he had received any such 

intimidating phone calls: Mr Draclire informed them that he had received 

neither and would let the Police know if he received any such communications. 

A few weeks later, Mr Draclire, having still not received a word from Collette 

or the alleged kidnappers, decided that he would contact and inform the police 

and report her as missing: he decided not to release information about the phone 

call to the police. 

The police duly launched an international investigation, indeed, questioning Mr 

Draclire at length: but soon the investigation exhausted itself, void of leads and 

clues and witnesses the authorities drew a blank and Mrs Draclire became an 

official ‘missing person’. 

Mr Draclire notified the life insurance company of the unusual and tragic 

circumstances of his wife: the insurance company informed Mr Draclire that 



they would be not be able to pay the premium as there was no evidence that she 

was no longer alive and that she had simply ‘gone missing’ and that there is the 

possibility of her returning: Five years, five long years, during which the 

insurance company would undertake their own investigations, five years before 

the company would begin to consider honouring the policy: the company vowed 

that their investigations would continue throughout the duration: this came as 

another fire to fight. 

Mr Draclire looked at the framed photograph of Collette and felt as though he 

was not feeling as one would expect to feel when looking at a picture of your 

wife that has disappeared, who may be dead: truth was that he felt indifferent 

and distant, he felt no emotions stir within: it was only until his thoughts 

automatically turned to money, that he began to be aware of a lively warmth 

creeping through his body and with this he tossed a burning cigar butt onto the 

floor and crushed it beneath a leather sandal. 

Shifting his thoughts away from money he felt his heart quicken slightly as now 

his thoughts fell upon Colours: their acquaintance was young, several months 

old: during this time Colours had become a regular visitor to the hotel: although 

they had barely exchanged words, let alone glances, he began to wonder about 

Colours and he imagined them as a couple, walking hand in hand somewhere in 

the Mediterranean or lounging and laughing upon his luxury yacht somewhere 

in the Mediterranean. 

A darkness appeared to steal away the day dreams when from out of the 

emptiness, the image of a suited stranger, his eyes holding a hard stare as he 

repeatedly tapped a breast pocket: there was something unsettling about this 

stranger, something unnerving, cold and intimidating as he entered the hotel: Mr 

Draclire recalled this stranger walking in with Colours on numerous occasions 

and he would think of the stranger and Colours as they disappeared into a room 

for two hours, he wondered what they were doing and he wished that he was the 



stranger: but now he looked up at the stranger and didn’t know what was to 

happen and to whom and when. 

 

 


