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Teresa was lying on her back on the bed breathing deeply with a wide grin on her face next to her 
boss, John, who, at sixty-five had taken far too much punishment in life to be able to take an active 
rôle in making passionate love himself. He liked her to swear as she pleasured them both, but it did 
not come naturally to her, so she usually forgot to in the heat of the moment. Teresa was forty-two 
and proud to have John as her lover. In fact, she had loved him for years despite the large age gap. 
She had first been attracted to the distinguished Englishman when he had used to come to buy 
things from her in Fuengirola market, and had fallen in love with him since almost the first day he 
had taken her on as his cook and housekeeper. Little did she know at the time that his frequent visits
to the market had been excuses to see her.

“That was great, Teri, girl... Oh, yes... You’re enough to make a grown man cry”.

Teresa rolled over towards her lover onto his waiting right arm. She put her right arm across his 
chest as they kissed.

“You are the best”, he said to her.

“It is easy for me to make you happy, Johnny, because I love you. You are my hero and my 
saviour”, she replied, as she frequently did.

An explosion sounded as a muffled crump from outside. The phone rang as John was reaching out 
for it. It was the person he had been about to call just as he knew that it would be.

“What was that, Tony?” he asked without a trace of anxiety in his voice.

“I’m not sure yet, boss, but we haven’t been hit…” He was interrupted by a second explosion 
similar to the first and then a third of a different kind. “It’s coming from down the road some way 
off. I think it’s the O’Leary’s place judging by the plumes of smoke. I’m going outside now to get a 
better look”. Tony was a big man, the shape of a door with a bald head on it. He was John’s chief of 
security and had been with him for ten years. 

John could hear him running over the phone, not breathing heavily at all, and then stop. “I’m about 
two hundred yards from their front gate now. It looks like the house has been hit, and the front 
gate… and there are bits of motorcycle everywhere… Two men are down… on fire… Oh! I think 
they have just been offed with a single baseball bat strike to the back of their necks. Looks like a 
drive-by with RPG’s to me. I’m coming back in. I don’t want to be nabbed as a witness to this”.

“No, of course not. Come back and play dumb, but see what you can find out on the QT. Appraise 
me later”. He rang off.

Five minutes later, John had fallen asleep, as he frequently did, and Teresa quietly got up, dressed 
and went back to work - it was time to arrange her employer’s dinner.

During the meal, Tony gave John his verbal report of the bombing.

“This is not official, boss, but I got it from one of O’Leary’s lads, so I reckon that it’s as near the 
truth as we are ever going to get. It was a drive-by and they did use rocket-propelled grenades. 
Apparently, they fired the first one as they passed by. It went through the railings of the gate and hit 
the house. The gatekeeper, who was probably counting his lucky stars that he wasn’t blown up got a



few shots off.

“The riders then came back past the gate and fired again, but the tail-fire from the RPG must have 
ignited fuel leaking from a bullet hole in the petrol tank and it blew up. The second grenade did 
strike the gate, as the first one was probably meant to, and blew it in. When the bike exploded and 
the riders came back to Earth on fire. O’Leary’s men broke their necks with baseball bats so there 
would be no loose ends”.

“Who was responsible, do they reckon, Tony?”

“He said they don’t know, but when I suggested that it was a rival Irish gang from back home, he 
didn’t say that it wasn’t”.

“Anyone else besides the riders hurt, was there?”

“The gatekeeper is in a bad way. He’s got shrapnel wounds and those big wrought iron gates gave 
him quite a whack when they blew in, but he’ll probably live. A cleaner got some splinters of glass 
in her arris, but she’s all right. The O’Leary’s were around the back near the pool, so they are all 
OK too.

“Did the police get there? I heard some sirens, I think, but I was asleep by then and could have been
dreaming”.

“No, they got there all right… and the fire brigade and the ambulance, after it was all over. The 
O’Leary’s had even put the gatekeeper and the cleaner in the Range Rover and taken them both to 
hospital by then. The ambulance took away the riders’ bodies; the fire brigade sprayed the smoking 
wreckage then checked the house for structural damage and the police cordoned off the area. 
There’s still a load of them out there now trying to look concerned and busy.

“They asked me if I’d seen anything and I said only the smoke. They don’t really give a monkey’s 
as long as there are no Spanish involved”.

“No, you’re right. Well, thanks for that, Tony. Well done, as always. Do you think that we’re in any 
danger?”

“No, boss, it was just the Micks, er, sorry, boss, the Irish, having a turf war. Nothing to do with us. 
I’ve brought a couple of extra hands in though, just to be sure”.

“Good. Have you eaten yet?” he asked motioning to a chair.

“No, but there’ll be something waiting for me in the office when I get back. Thanks”.

“If you’re sure, Tony. You’re always welcome, you know that. OK, up to you, don’t let me keep you
from your grub. I’ll see you later on my rounds”. John liked to walk around the gardens near the 
house twice before going to bed as part of his exercise regimen.
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