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Prologue
“Tell me again about Aelia’s necklace,” the young girl said as her father sat on her bed ready for
a story.
“Oh, you don’t want that old boring tale again, Nina,” he said, dark eyes twinkling brightly.
“I do, tell me papa!”
“All right,” said Antonio. “Once upon a time, a thousand years ago in the time of the Emperor
Augustus, in the Roman town of Pol.lentia on the island of Mallorca, where daddy grew up, there
lived a beautiful girl called Aelia. Aelia lived with her father, Quintus Metellus, in a villa in a beautiful
part of the town. Metellus was the chief lawman of the town and was very important. When it came
the time for his daughter to marry, he wanted only the very best man as his son‐in‐law, so he went
on a journey to the mainland to find his beautiful daughter a groom. But, Aelia had other ideas.
While her father was away, a Roman legion camped near to the town and in charge of the legion
was the handsome General Marcus Scaevola. When Aelia saw Marcus for the first time, her heart
fluttered and she knew that this was the man she would one day wed. Marcus felt the same about
her and began wooing the beautiful noblewoman. After several weeks of courting, Marcus asked
Aelia to marry him. She didn’t hesitate in saying yes. But there was still one problem. Marcus still
had to ask Aelia’s father for permission and the couple were forced to wait until he came home.”
Her mother always paused here for effect.
“Tell me what happened next!” squealed the excited Nina.
Antonio smiled and continued: “On return from his search three months later, Mettellus was at
first angry with his daughter for encouraging such a match as it was not of his choosing. Didn’t he, as
the father, have the right to say who she should and should not marry? Anyway, who was this
Marcus Scaevola? What were his prospects? But, when he saw how much his daughter loved the
dashing General, his heart melted and he gave them his blessing. The couple were very happy and
began making plans for a lavish wedding in the spring. Then, tragedy struck, the Emperor called
Marcus back to Rome. He and his legion were to go and fight the Gauls in the north of France.
Marcus managed to return to Mallorca to see Aelia before he left. He presented her with a necklace
so beautiful that it took her breath away. It was made of pure gold and had the most beautiful
amethysts that Aelia had ever seen. He had commissioned the necklace to present to her on their
wedding day, but decided to give it to her before he left for the war. He made her promise she
would wear it every day until he returned to marry her.”
“Why did he do that papa?” the little girl asked.
“So that she would not forget him,” replied her father. “Marcus went off to war and Aelia waited
and waited for him to come back. As promised, she wore the necklace every day and she never
forgot him. Days, weeks, months went by and still she waited. Then word came that the General had
been killed in battle. Grief‐stricken, Aelia lay down on her bed, her necklace around her neck, and
died right there and then of a broken heart.
“Metellus gave his daughter a grand funeral, befitting her station in life, but fearful that her
body would be disturbed by grave robbers and her necklace taken from her, he had her buried in a
secret grave. Since then, many people have tried to find the whereabouts of Aelia’s body and the
legendary necklace, but her family had hidden her well. To this day, no‐one knows where Aelia and
her necklace lie.”

Chapter 1

NINA flopped into her aisle seat and clipped her belt around her slim waist. Made it...just! She
sat back in her chair and caught her breath, her face florid from the effort of running. She felt
uncomfortably sweaty – ‘glowing’ as her mother would have put it – and her legs were a little shaky
from the mad sprint from the taxi to the check‐in desk to the terminal. She closed her eyes and
breathed in deeply. In for three…out for four, just as her yoga teacher had taught her. The fake air‐
conditioned scent of the cabin filled her nostrils with a cold vapor that coupled with the breathing
gave her the reviving lift her soul needed. She felt her body slough off the creeping anxiety of the
last manic hour and when she opened her eyes again she was relaxed and ready for the journey
ahead.
The plane was packed, but she barely noticed the excited chatter of her fellow passengers ‐
holidaymakers sparkling in their new clothes and haircuts ‐ choosing instead to drown out the
babble of their voices with the pleasure of planning the days ahead. She was excited and scared and
elated all at the one time and her stomach flipped as she mused over what she had to do. It was not
going to be easy and she knew she had to get a grip of her emotions if she was to carry out her
mission and achieve her goal. She must not lose her head to the romance of it all…failure was just
not an option.
As the plane’s engines whined into life, ready for take‐off, Nina felt a thrill jolt through her body
like a shock of electricity. This was it…she was really going to do it.
“Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking…” the tannoy announced, but Nina chose
to ignore the dissonant tone of the pilot. She had heard this diatribe so many times before on so
many flights, she could practically write the script. She did not want to know how high they would be
flying or what the weather was like at the other end, although she knew them so well; she was just
anxious to get there and quickly.
Nina had nearly missed this early morning charter flight. Her alarm clock had failed to go off and,
but for the anxious calls of her flat‐mate, Gracie, she might still have been in her cosy Chelsea
bedroom dreaming of Aelia’s treasure. Thank God for Gracie! She was a little scatty at times, but her
friend had never let her down in all the years she had known her. Gracie was the kind of person Nina
trusted with her life. They had met when Nina had moved down from Glasgow to London to take up
a job with the British Museum. Gracie, fresh out of a doomed relationship with a long‐haired
musician, was looking for a flat‐mate; Nina a flat. They hit it off and soon became firm friends
despite Gracie’s penchant for bad‐boy boyfriends and cheese and strawberry jam sandwiches. Nina
smiled when she thought of her and was grateful Gracie was such an early riser. Without her, Nina
knew she would not have been on this flight.
She was feeling a bit easier now and more comfortable or at least as comfortable as one could
feel in the tight confines of ‘cattle class’. Members of the cabin crew took up their positions at the
front, middle and back of the plane to take disinterested passengers through the safety display and
she watched languidly as the nearest stewardess, an over made‐up girl of about 20 with a tight
smile, went through the motions. She placed her handbag under the chair at her feet as instructed
and got herself mentally prepared for the flight. She had a lot to do when she reached her
destination and wanted to think things through.
“Sleep in, Dr Esposito?” a familiar voice drawled in a New York accent.

She turned to see who had spoken and was shocked to be confronted by the handsome face of a
smirking Jay Reynolds.
“Dr Reynolds, how nice to see you,” she lied, quickly composing herself. She had not seen him
since…since... She managed the bare minimum of a smile. “Now what is a man like you doing on a
holiday flight to Mallorca? Hardly the type of place you’re normally seen.”
“I’m here for the same reason as you, I suppose,” he said grinning. His soft blue eyes were
startling in the sunlit cabin of the aircraft.
She flinched. Did he know? How could he know? A flutter of panic dipped from her chest to the
pit of her stomach. She was not sure what was causing the sensation: fear that he knew what she
was going to Mallorca for or the distant memories of a nearly begun love affair that were swarming
into her head like an invading army of ants. She blushed.
“And what’s that?” she said, voice controlled, lips tight.
“Going on holiday of course.”
He sat back lazily in his chair, legs stretched out as much as they could be, arms behind head,
studying her.
“Well, it’s more like a busman’s holiday,” he admitted, “got an appointment to see a man about
an artifact in Palma.”
“Anything I should know about?” she asked coolly and then mentally punished herself for letting
him think she was interested.
“Nothing that you need to worry your pretty little head over, Nina, honey,” he schmoozed. “It’s
too small for you to be interested in. I’m sure you’ve got much bigger fish to fry.”
“And what’s that supposed to mean?” she said carefully.
She was beginning to feel the strain of being nice him. She was letting him get to her, she knew
it, but she could not help herself. He was so…so…infuriating. She could not stand the man. Putting
aside the thing he had done to her, he was just so insufferably smug. She did not know what she had
seen in him all those months ago when she had thought him charming. Charming! Sickening more
like.
“Just that I’m sure you’ll be too busy enjoying your holiday, topping up your tan and supping the
local vino to be bothered about work,” he answered with a smirk.
A scowl brushed her face. She opened her mouth to retaliate, thought better of it and turned
away from him. He was nothing to her…nothing. He did not exist. She did not have to look at him or
speak to him if she did not want to. She leant down and fished her novel out of her bag, and began
to read. She would just ignore him and he would go away. She could hear him chuckling from the
other side of the aisle and twisted her body away from him.
The engines of the plane revved to an almost deafening roar.
“Oh, looks like we’re for the off,” he said loudly, settling more into his seat.

No shit Sherlock, she thought and fought back the urge to voice the remark. She looked
resolutely at her book, lips pursed. She would not speak to him again. She had too much to think
about. He was just an irritant she would have to put up with for the flight and then she would be rid
of him. Even though her eyes were fixed on the words on the page, the ones she had read at least
twice by now, she knew full well he was trying to catch her attention again. He did not say anything,
but she could feel the heat of his eyes on her neck willing her to turn round and it made her skin
prickle. She tried desperately to ignore him, but could not stop the intense feeling of being watched
creep over her. She put down her book and tried to busy herself by concentrating on the air
stewardess giving the safety talk. Still she could not shake her discomfiture. She turned.
“What?” she asked harshly.
He laughed.
“Hope you have a good holiday,” he said quietly, “...and, if there is anything you want me to get
for you, just let me know.”
He grinned, adding conspirationally: “Be careful now. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do...like
losing an artifact!”
Before she could answer him, Jay lay back in his chair and closed his eyes, haughtily signalling
the conversation was over. She scowled furiously at him. That man was impossible. He was always
impossible. The last time she had seen him was six months ago in Venice when she was on the hunt
for a rare Roman perfume bottle to add to the collection at the British Museum. They had been
staying at the same hotel, met in the hotel bar and she had been flattered by the attentions of this
interesting and handsome man who shared her interest in antiquity. Then she had stupidly allowed
herself to relax and she told him she was there on a buying trip. He was too and before they went to
their separate rooms they agreed to meet the following afternoon to compare buys. The next
morning, thinking no more of it, she had made contact with the seller, turned up at the agreed
meeting place to find that Jay Reynolds had pipped her at the post. He had offered the man a
ludicrous amount over the asking price and snatched the bottle from her grasp for a private
collector. Exasperated, furious with Reynolds and herself, she immediately returned to London
empty‐handed and explain to her museum bosses why an experienced archaeologist like her had
been gazumped by the infamous Dr Jay Reynolds. She glanced over at her sanctimonious rival and
then angrily pushed back into her chair. He was ignoring her now. He was... insufferable!
The rest of the flight passed uneventfully. Breakfast was served along with the morning papers,
and Nina soon found herself lost in the day’s news. Jay continued to lie against the back of his seat,
eyes closed, appearing to sleep, and stayed that way for the entire journey leaving Nina the peace to
think about the days ahead.
She was flying out to the holiday island of Mallorca to try and unravel a mystery that had
fascinated her since childhood: the whereabouts of the legendary Aelia’s Treasure, a necklace of
fabulous proportions and legendary beauty. Reputedly forged by the best goldsmiths in Rome,
decorated with the biggest and brightest amethysts, the necklace’s current resting place was a
mystery. Nina pulled a tattered leather‐bound notebook from her bag and, keeping it out of Jay’s
eye‐line, opened it. Written by the eminent archaeologist, Joseph Harper, in the late 1970s, Nina
was positive the notebook held the clues that would lead her to find the necklace. Just like Harper
before her, she was sure of the necklace’s existence even if the rest of the world was not. She was
only too aware of the slating Harper had taken over his empty search for the legendary treasure and
that was something Nina was going to put right.

The handwriting was clear and firm; a strong prose written by a strong personality. She read:
3rd September, 1979
I’ve returned to Alcudia on the Spanish island of Mallorca to once again look for the treasure of
Aelia. Mary was angry that I wanted to ‘waste money’ (as she put it) on this trip again, but, as I
explained to her, it would give her and Jack the opportunity of a holiday abroad while I search. She
calmed down a bit when I told her I had booked us in to the best hotel in C’an Pastilla. There’s a
swimming pool and night entertainment. Just what Mary and the boy need.
I am hoping to drop in on Juan Sebastian Gomez during my stay here. He’s chief curator of
museums and artifacts for the island authority, based in Palma. I hope he may be able to provide a
greater insight into the legend of Aelia’s necklace. He, of all people, must have some thoughts on the
matter as to whether the necklace is still on the island or not? And if so, where it might be? I hope
this is not just another wasted journey.
Nina read the words and thought how pertinent they were to her own trip. She had come into
possession of Harper’s notebook three months before following his death at the age of 81. His
widow had wanted his life’s work to be preserved forever and had gifted the book, along with
several other artifacts and personal belongings, to the British Museum for safekeeping. The
notebook had lain in a drawer in storage for a couple of weeks before Nina had accidentally
stumbled over it during research for another project. She had recognised its significance
immediately and went to her boss.
George Rayburn sighed when his best archeologist and researcher bounced excitedly into his
office, notebook in hand. It was the end of the week, he seemed tired and he looked like the last
thing he needed was Nina Esposito in his office with another mission she “just had to go on”.
“This is a sign, George,” Nina gushed, placing the notebook on his desk, “a sign. I was meant to
find this notebook and I’m meant to find Aelia’s treasure. You’ve got to let me go!”
“I see you’ve found Harper’s notebook,” he said quietly.
That was the worst thing that could have happened, the expression on his face said. Nina had
the reputation of being a bit of a pitbull once she had an idea in her head about finding an artifact.
She was not one to let go of anything easily.
“Take a seat. I was going to talk to you about this I’ve just not had the chance.”
She threw herself into a chair and stared at him expectantly. Her eyes were shining with
excitement; she could not believe her luck. She had Harper’s notebook, THE book belonging to
Joseph Harper. The man was a demigod to her. He had been an Indiana Jones‐like character in his
day. Tall, dashing, moneyed, he had travelled the world uncovering new civilisations and making
new discoveries. She had worshipped him since childhood and he was the reason for her interest in
Ancient Roman artifacts, his specialty. She had read every book he had written and watched every
television programme featuring him. She hero‐worshipped him and here she was, sitting in her boss’
office, holding his notebook. She did not care that the archaeological world had laughed at Harper’s
theories on Aelia’s treasure, pooh‐poohing the idea that the fabulous necklace had ever existed.
Nina believed in him, she believed in the necklace and she was going to find it.
George did not seem to know where to start. What he had to tell Nina was explosive. He was
straight with her.

“Nina, a contact of mine in Madrid has uncovered papers written by an 11th century priest
known as Padre Cornelius which talks about Aelia’s necklace. It talks about the legend of a Roman
noblewoman being buried with a fantastic treasure close to the Roman town of Pol.lentia, where
modern day Alcudia is located. They are only a few lines, but we think he's talking about Aelia. As
you are aware, everything we do know about her comes only from Mallorcan folk tales and stories,
many of them greatly exaggerated.”
“Yes, but this is the first time we’ve ever had written evidence that the necklace might actually
have existed,” she said, barely able to breathe.
And that would mean Joseph Harper’s theories were right. She knew it!
“Well, we don’t know for sure…” George began.
“You’ve got to let me go to Mallorca,” she said, her voice quick with excitement, her hands
shaking with nerves. “I’ve got to find it. It’s got to be me.” She stood up. “Please say you’ll send me.
You’ve got to let me go, George.”
“Hold on a minute,” he said, “I’ve got to get the permission of the Board before I can let you go
anywhere. You know what they’re like. They may think it’s all a waste of time and money. Let’s face
it, if Joseph Harper failed to find it, what makes you think you’ll be any luckier?”
“If what you say is true, then there's a tomb somewhere in northern Mallorca that's just waiting
to be found and I can find it, George,” she assured him. She was determined she was going. “I have
to do this. I have to do this for Joseph Harper, I have to do this for the museum and most of all I have
to do this for myself.”
George looked steadily at her. “I’ll try my best to persuade them,” he said.
Nina had three agonising days to wait before the Board met to take the decision. It was all she
could do to stop herself from lobbying the Board members personally as they passed her en route to
the meeting. As they met in the museum’s huge boardroom to discuss the proposal, Nina waited
outside. She hoped and prayed that their decision would go her way. She pleaded with every god
and deity she could think of to let the Board come out in her favour, but, when the meeting finally
ended, when they finally spilled out of the boardroom, when their eyes would not meet hers, she
knew what was coming next: their decision was not the one she had hoped for. George broke the
bad news to her in the echoing corridor. Nina felt her world drop away when she saw the grave look
on his face.
“Why won’t they sanction the trip?” she snapped when he confirmed it. “Are they mad? This
could be the find of the century. Don’t they know what this will do for the reputation of the
museum?”
“I know, Nina, you don’t have to tell me...” he began.
She grabbed him by the shoulders and looked him straight in the eye.
“I’m sure of this, George. I know I can find Aelia’s necklace. I know it!” She was having difficulty
controlling her disappointment, stopping the tears that threatened to fall. “You’ve got to get them
back in there and persuade them to let me go. It’s important, George. All the documentation’s there.
I've got Harper's notes, all the clues are there. I know it. I will find the necklace.”

“Nina,” he said, releasing himself from her grip. “I tried everything I could to persuade them to
release the funding, but they were adamant. They said they needed firmer evidence that the
necklace exists before they would pay for you to go and find it. I’m sorry. Now, if you’ll excuse me,
I’ve got another meeting to go to.”
He started to quickly walk away, his feet pit‐patting on the tiled floor. She caught up with him.
“But, George it’s really important to me. You know how I feel about Aelia’s treasure.”
He gave her a sympathetic look, the type of expression her mother gave her after her first
boyfriend finished with her at the impressionable age of 12. Well, there was no amount of chocolate
digestives that were going to put this one right.
“I know it was the story your late father used to tell you when you were a little girl. I know how
special finding the necklace is to you,” George said, “but my hands are tied.”
“Are they George?” she snapped, anger flashing in her eyes. “Or are you just too chicken to
stand up for your staff?”
She was standing still now, hands on hips. Defiant.
“Now hold on just a minute!” He turned to face her. The colour rose in his cheeks. “If the Board
says no, it’s no. I can’t do anything else.” His nostrils flared with irritation. “Now, if that’s all, I’ve got
work to do.”
He resumed his original course, angrily striding away, head high in indignation and she knew
there was no use following him. It would be a waste of time. In her desperation, she had enraged
him and there was no getting through to George when he was in a mood. She turned and made for
her office. She might not have the Board’s backing, but there was no harm in reading Harper’s book.
Nina couldn’t pinpoint the exact time when the decision was made, but she was sure it wasn’t
long after she had started re‐reading the diary. There were clues in it that would get her started. It
had made her mind up for her. If the museum would not back her, she would back herself. Before
George could object, she booked two weeks off and a plane ticket to Palma. She had to find that
treasure before someone beat her to it. Armed with Harper’s notebook and her late father’s tale
ringing in her head, Nina was confident she would break this mystery once and for all. How could she
fail? The story of Aelia and the necklace is real, she thought to herself, and I’m going to prove it. She
was absolutely determined to unlock the mystery.

Chapter 2

Palma Airport was jammed with pasty‐faced tourists wheeling an assortment of bags and
fractious children in and out of the luggage collection area. As the mothers soothed their whining
offspring, close by the fathers, faces set tight with anxiety, made their way to the scrum that was the
luggage belt. The crowd bottle‐necked at the side of the belt where they believed their luggage
would come out, each determined that they would grab their case first. As the snaking black belt
whirred into life, the crowd surged forward, eyes locked on it for signs of their belongings.
Nina, who hated this part of the journey, stood off to one side and waited until most of the
people had got their suitcases and disappeared outside to meet their reps.The area now cleared of
the clutter of holiday makers, she moved over to the belt and lifted her small leather case.
She looked around her, searching for the tall silhouette of Jay Reynolds but the treasure hunter
was nowhere in sight. She had not seen him since they had disembarked and was pleased she at
least would not have to face him again. Nina unclipped her suitcase’s long handle and, with a shake
of her dark hair, strode happily towards Arrivals dragging it behind her. She was on her way.
To keep down costs and to allay any hurt family feelings, Nina had opted to stay with her
father’s sister Aunt Rosita and her family in the old town of Alcudia where they had their own cafe
and hostel. Nina had called them a couple of days ago and, with a shriek of delight, her aunt had
agreed to have her. They had arranged to pick her up at the airport and it was with excitement at
seeing them again that Nina stepped out through the swing doors to the public area of the building.
The Arrivals area was a sea of brightly coloured t‐shirts and bustling travellers and it took Nina
some time to make out the familiar black hair and comfortable curves of her favourite aunt. Rosita
was a tiny woman, but what she lacked in height, she made up for in personality. On spying her
niece, she became over‐excited and it was all her daughter, Carmel, could do to hold her mother
back from climbing over the barrier. Rosita had to make do instead with waving frantically at the
smiling Nina and wringing her hands with joy.
“Nina! NINA!” Rosita called. “Has she seen us? Did she hear me?”
Carmel sighed.
“How could she not? I think the whole airport must have heard you, mamma.”
Nina pushed through the stream of people to the barrier and was greeted with a hug and a kiss
from her aunt and cousin.
“My goodness, little Nina!” Rosita cried. “You’re so grown up now. The last time I saw you you
were just a young girl. Now look at you, you’re a woman.”
“Aunt Rosita, I was 19 the last time you saw me, hardly a baby,” Nina answered her in perfect
Catalan and laughed. “Carmel?” She recognised her cousin. “Is that you? The last time I saw you, you
were...”
“I know,” smiled Carmel, “fourteen going on forty!”
“I hardly recognised you,” Nina laughed. She looked around. “Where’s Uncle Javier and Jaume?”

Rosita rolled her eyes.
“In the car, listening to football on the radio. Can you believe it? Our Nina comes to visit and
they want to hear how their team is doing in the league! Men!” Rosita sighed.
“Who’s running the cafe?” Nina wanted to know.
“No‐one. We closed especially to come and pick you up,” Carmel said. “Mamma insisted.”
Nina shot Rosita a look of surprise. Her aunt merely shrugged.
“Well how often is it that my favourite niece comes to visit?” she said with a smile.
“I’m you’re only niece,” Nina gently reminded her.
Rosita patted her on her cheek.
“And you get more like your father every day,” she said sadly eyes misting at the memory of her
dead brother. Then: “What are we all doing standing here? I’ve got a lovely lunch planned for you.
Come on! Let’s go and get those football daft men of mine!”
Although it was only 10.30am local time, Nina still felt a blast of heat from the Mallorcan sun as
she followed her aunt and cousin outside the airport terminal to the car park. The sun’s rays
bounced off the tarmac and added to the intense temperature and Nina was glad she had worn light
clothing for the journey. Squinting in the bright light, she looked around for her uncle and cousin.
“Lost something?” Jay was suddenly at her side. He had a loopy grin painted on his face that got
Nina’s hackles up right away.
“Just looking for my uncle,” she replied steadily. “Haven’t you got somewhere to be?”
“Nina! Don’t be so rude!” her aunt chided. Rosita smiled and held out her hand in greeting to
Jay. “Who is this lovely man? Is he a friend?” she asked her scowling niece in heavily accented
English.
Jay grinned broadly and before Nina could say anything, he turned his full attention – and
devastating charm ‐ on Rosita and Carmel.
“Enchante,” he said taking the older woman’s hand and kissing it. “That’s what you say here in
Mallorca isn’t it?”
Rosita giggled. Nina rolled her eyes.
“They do that in France!” she hissed, but he didn’t seem to hear.
“Hello,” Rosita giggled. “I’m Nina’s Aunt Rosita, this is my daughter, Carmel…and you are?”
“Jay Reynolds, a colleague of Nina’s. I’m surprised she hasn’t spoken of me before.”
“Nina never introduces us to any of her charming men friends,” said Rosita pointedly. “What are
you doing on our lovely island? Holidaying?”
“No, I’ve got some business to attend to in Palma,” he replied. “Then it’s back to Pennsylvania
for me.”

“Pennsylvania? In America?” Carmel gasped. She looked impressed.
Nina rolled her eyes again, exasperated.
“Yes, I work there.” He smiled at Carmel.
She gushed: “I’ve never been to America. I’d love to go some day.”
“Perhaps you can come out and visit me sometime. I could show you around,” he said then shot
Nina a smug look.
Nina’s lips tightened. Stay‐away‐from‐my‐family, her eyes growled.
Carmel returned the smile: “That would be lovely.”
“So,” her mother interrupted, “will you get to see the island while you’re here? Are you planning
to come to the north of the island?”
He sighed.
“I’m not sure. I had only intended meeting my contact in Palma and then head off home.”
Rosita looked shocked.
“Oh, no no no!” she said, “you must experience more of our lovely island. Starting tomorrow,
the Sant Jaume Fiesta takes place in Alcudia. You can’t miss it. It’s fantastic, you would enjoy it. We’d
love you to come and visit our lovely town. “
“Aunt Rosita,” Nina began, horrified at her aunt’s good natured invitation. She didn’t want that
man anywhere near her. “I’m sure Dr Reynolds has better things to do with his time on the island.”
“Dr Reynolds? You’re a doctor?” she shot an ‘I’m impressed look’ at Nina who grimaced back.
“How wonderful,” Aunt Rosita added with a wink to her niece.
She leaned into him and whispered conspirationally: “You will definitely have to visit us now and
tell us all about your work.”
Jay seemed genuinely delighted.
“I’d love to,” he replied.
“Hey Rosita! Hurry up!” The heavy frame of Uncle Javier was half in, half out of the car which he
had driven round to the front of the terminal. “I’m hungry. I want my lunch.”
“Javi, can’t you see I’m busy? I’ll be there in a minute!” Rosita shouted. She could barely contain
the irritation in her voice. Sighing, she turned back to Jay. “We own the Café Bolo in Alcudia Old
Town.” She patted his arm. “Please come.” She winked at him now. “Then you can tell me all about
how you met Nina.”
“With pleasure!” he said with relish, grinning from ear to ear like a six foot Cheshire cat. “I’d love
to tell you all about it. It’s really an interesting story, isn’t it Nina?”
“Is it?” Nina said through thinned lips, ice in her voice. To Rosita: “Aunt, hadn’t we better go?”

“In a minute,” Rosita said. She patted Jay on the arm. “You will come, won’t you?”
He nodded.
“Rosita!” Uncle Javier sounded more urgent.
A police car was hovering nearby threatening a parking ticket.
Rosita sighed.
“Everybody always wants me,” she said. “Coming!” She shouted back to her anxious spouse.
“Goodbye Dr Reynolds. It was very nice to meet you.” She shook his hand. “I hope we’ll see you
soon.”
She turned and trotted over to the waiting car, dragging Nina’s case behind her. Carmel followed
her mother’s lead, leaving Nina with Jay.
“You have a nice family, Nina,” Jay said. He seemed amused by her obvious discomfort. “I’m
looking forward to meeting the rest of them.”
She shot him a look that would have withered a lesser man.
“Don’t even think about it,” she hissed. “Stay away from me and my family.”
“Why not? I could do with some good old Mallorcan hospitality,” he teased.
“You know ‘why not’. You stole that artifact from me.”
“It was business, Nina, nothing personal, you know that,” he said. “Are you sure you’re not all
uppity for any other reason? Like maybe you haven’t totally gotten over me.”
She did not answer, preferring not to confirm the fact that he was irritating her. Huffing, she
pushed past him and followed her family to the car, not looking back to see whether he was still
watching or not. As she reached the car, Rosita stuck her head out of the front passenger side car
window and shouted to the man still standing at the entranceway to the airport.
“Remember: it’s the Café Bolo in Alcudia Old Town!” she called, waving to Jay.
“I won’t forget!” he shouted after her and waved back.
Jay remained standing in the hot morning sun while Nina squeezed into the back of her uncle’s
small car. Sharing the back seat with Carmel and Jaume, there was not much space, but, as the car
drove off, Nina just managed to twist round and see if he was still there. He waved. Huffing again,
she faced front again, arms folded across her chest in annoyance. Damn, he caught her looking.
“Why did you invite Jay Reynolds to Alcudia, Aunt Rosita?” Nina asked when the car had moved
out of the airport grounds and the hateful man was finally out of sight.
“Why not? He seems like a really nice man,” her aunt replied seemingly puzzled by her niece’s
question.
“He’s not. Appearances are deceptive in his case,” grumbled Nina.
“Oh, I don’t think so,” Rosita replied. “He’s got such nice eyes.”

“You can’t tell what a person’s like by his eyes, mamma,” Jaume interjected.
“That’s how I chose your father!” Rosita chuckled patting Javier fondly on the shoulder. “And I
made a good choice!”
“That’s true!” Javier was quick to agree. Everyone laughed and the tension melted away.
The journey to Alcudia only took an hour and it was one that Nina greatly enjoyed. As they
raced along Mallorca’s only motorway to the north, Nina caught up on family news whilst
reacquainting herself with the mountainous beauty of the island. It had been a long time since she
had been to this part of the world and she wondered why she had not come back sooner. What was
she saying? She knew only full well why she had failed to make her annual journey south to visit
Rosita and family and his name was Roberto. She had been only 19 when she had fallen for the Latin
charms of student Roberto Hernandez. He had been this 22‐year‐old dark‐eyed, dark haired,
muscular God of the Sea who had been working as a waiter during the summer for her Uncle Javi.
From the moment she had first set eyes on him, the teenage Nina was smitten. She had pursued him
quietly, spending hours sitting in the café mooching over the handsome object of her affections. He,
in turn, was flattered that this lovely girl was showing an interest in him. They became friends first,
but, before either of them realised what was happening, love sent them dizzily into each other’s
arms. They spent the rest of the summer glued to each other. Where you would find one, the other
would be close by. He was her first love and swore she was his. She thought it would last forever;
that they would grow old with each other and in her head she began to plan their wedding and the
future life together. What she was not prepared for the shock that came next. It hit her like a sledge
hammer…it was over.
It was Roberto who took the step to end it, but he turned out to be a weak‐willed man who did
not have the guts to say it to her face. Instead, he waited until she had flown home to resume her
studies at university. He had promised to call or write, but no communication came. At first she tried
to dismiss it as his being busy. Then she tried to get in touch with him, but he was never available to
take her calls. Then, two weeks after she had returned to Britain, a letter arrived telling her it was
over, he had met someone else. She was sick at the shock of the speed at which he had forgotten
her. How could he? What had she done? She picked over everything he had ever said, everything he
had done to see if there was any clues, any way she could have known this was coming. There was
none. She never could find an explanation, a reason for his behaviour and it had cast a long shadow
over her life for many years after.
Nina had not really given Roberto much thought on the way over here, but as the car drew
closer to Alcudia, a sadness descended on her as she remembered the good times they had had
together. She wondered what he was doing now, if she would bump into him while she was here.
She wondered if she wanted to bump into him. He had, after all, unceremoniously dumped her for
someone else. She was annoyed with herself for even thinking about him. That meant she still had
some feelings for him and that was something she was not comfortable with. It’s better to let
sleeping dogs lie, she told herself. It was a long time ago and best forgotten. She had to focus. She
had a lot of work to do if she ever had a hope of finding Aelia’s Treasure and she did not have time
to mooch over her past or anyone in it. But as she silently scolded herself she knew her return to
Alcudia was going to open up a lot of feelings that had lain dormant for years. She knew she was on
the verge of an emotional rollercoaster because, despite there being nearly ten years since she had
last seen him and numerous boyfriends in between, Nina had never forgotten her first love.
Frightened of how she would react if she met him again, she hoped to hell their paths would not
cross. That was a blow to her self esteem she could do without taking again.

“Nearly there!” Aunt Rosita shouted cheerily from the front seat of the car. “Oh Nina! I’ve made
your favourite for lunch.”
“Sobrassada? You’ve made me Sobrassada? But it’s not January!” Nina was delighted.
She loved the tangy Spanish sausages, roasted over the fire and served with fresh vegetables.
Her mouth watered at the prospect of tucking into a plateful of these delicious treats.
"Of course it’s Sobrassada!” Aunt Rosita was beaming. “I know it's a bit out of season, but I
thought I would get them in especially for you. I know you love them so much,” she added.
“I love everything you cook, Aunt Rosita,” Nina replied truthfully.
The car drew up to a set of traffic lights and right ahead Nina could see the familiar sandy‐
coloured ramparts of the old medieval city walls. On one corner, the Sant Jaume Church loomed
over the small town, standing guard against the world’s evils. Its huge round, stained glass window
gazed out over the dry Mallorcan landscape, ever watchful for signs of wrongdoing. Nina’s heart
gave a little leap with excitement. She would find Aelia’s treasure, she resolved. As they passed the
church, Nina looked up at its beautiful glass window for divine inspiration. Please let me find her
necklace, she whispered. The sun sparkled off of the many tiny coloured panes of glass, winking at
her as if someone up there was letting her know God was with her. She smiled to herself. Was this a
sign? She felt sure it was.
Aunt Rosita and Uncle Javier’s café was all closed up as they approached it on foot. They had to
leave the car in a lockup in the outskirts of the old town ‐ municipal regulations to preserve the
conservation area of the old town, Uncle Javier explained ‐ and walk for a few minutes down the tiny
cobbled streets to the café. It hadn’t changed a bit. The vivid green of the door and window frames
contrasted beautifully with the soft sandy tones of the brickwork. Green plastic chairs and tables
were stacked neatly underneath brightly coloured sun‐awnings; the familiar chalkboard declaring
the day’s specials was still nailed at the door and Nina was delighted her family had left in place the
ancient metal cigarette advertising board at the corner. Rosita unlocked the glass paned door and
ushered her in enthusiastically. The cool tiled interior of the main cafe was also how she
remembered it and, as she ran her hand across the smooth wooden bar, she was taken back to all
the summers she had spent there, ordering cokes for her and her cousins. Rosita guided her to the
back, ordering Uncle Javier, Carmel and Jaume to stoke up the old Aga stove in the kitchen for lunch.
“I’ve given you our nicest guest room,” Aunt Rosita explained as Nina followed her up the bright
internal stairwell to the dwelling quarters above the café. Her family rented out rooms during the
summer and Nina was relieved they still had a room for her to stay in. Hers was at the top of the
house, away from the other guests and with a bathroom across the landing. It overlooked the town
square giving Nina a perfect place to people‐watch without being seen herself. Nina placed her
suitcase down on the floor and surveyed her new home. An old metal double bed decked out in a
hand‐embroidered bedset took up most of the room. At the netted window, an ancient dressing
table sat just waiting to be filled with Nina’s things.
“Make yourself at home Nina,” her aunt said. “Lunch will be half an hour if you want a little time
to freshen up.”
“Thank you, Aunt Rosita,” Nina said, suddenly tired from her journey. “I’ll be down shortly. I just
want to change into fresh clothes first.”
“No hurry. I’ll see you downstairs,” replied her aunt as she closed the door behind her.

Alone at last, Nina lay down on the bed and closed her eyes. Outside, she could hear the familiar
sound of the Alcudians going about their business, tourists chatting merrily to each other and the
local 'Mafiosi' ‐ as a group of elderly men who habitually sat in the square outside were fondly
known ‐ debating animatedly about the merits of some footballer or other. The scent of fresh sea air
and wild flowers wafted through the open windows to where she lay and, for the first time in ages,
she felt herself coming alive. Then it came to her, a smell so tantalisingly wicked that her nostrils
strained for more and her tastebuds burst into life. She sat up and sniffed again, making sure her
nose had not fooled her. Yes, she was sure she was right. She stood up, yanked off her jacket and ran
to the door. Freshening up could wait. She had Sobrassada to eat!
The family was already sitting chatting happily around the huge kitchen table when she entered
and realised, with a small pang of sadness, just how much she had missed them. Since she had been
a very small child, Nina and her parents had returned every year to Mallorca to visit their family and
enjoy the famous island hospitality. Her mother had kept up the tradition following the death of her
husband and, when she was old enough, Nina continued to come over on her own….that was until
she met Roberto. The break‐up had hit her so badly, she stopped coming. That was a mistake, she
realized.
Nina sat down beside the huge girth of her uncle and smiled at him as he passed her a glass of
local wine. I’m going to make sure that no man ever stops me seeing my family in future, she vowed
to herself. I won’t leave it for ten years to visit here ever again. The meal passed quickly as the family
tucked hungrily into the hot greasy sausages and laughed and joked together. Nina learned that her
cousins were doing well for themselves. Jaume had just finished studying to become a vet and his
older sister, Carmel, was working as a temporary lecturer in English at the university in Palma. She
had just heard she was being taken on in a permanent position.
“Which is perfect timing,” said Carmel, “considering I’m getting married next year.”
“Married?” Nina was delighted for her cousin. “Oh, Carmel, that’s great news. Who’s the lucky
man?”
“His name is Christophe. He’s a pharmacist. He lives in Palma and he’s lovely,” her cousin replied
a little bashfully.
“Well? Let’s see the ring!”
Carmel shyly extended her left hand for her cousin to look at. It was a beautiful diamond
solitaire set on a band of gold. Nina hugged her cousin tightly. She was genuinely pleased for her,
although a little envious. It had been a long time since she, herself, had been in love. She wondered
sadly if it would ever be her turn.
She looked around at her family and smiled. Who needed a man when she had all these?
Later, as she was helping Rosita with the washing up, her aunt asked her how she was.
“It’s been a long time,” Rosita said, “too long. We understand why you stopped coming, but
don’t you think it’s time you put Roberto behind you and started living again?”
“I’m fine, Aunt Rosita,” Nina replied busily drying a glass, “and what do you mean ‘started living
again’? I live. I have my job, I have great friends and I have a life.” She placed it back on the shelf
where its siblings were.

“Do you really?” her aunt asked. “When we brought you here to the restaurant, I saw that look
in your eyes.”
“What look?”
“The look of pain! He’s still here in your heart isn’t he?” she asked jabbing Nina in the chest.
“Ow! Who is?”
“That Roberto!”
“No. I hardly think about him now. He is nothing to me.”
“Really? I think you still love him just a little bit.”
“No,” Nina replied wondering if she was lying to herself as well as her aunt, “that was over a long
time ago. He left me for someone else, remember? How could I still love a man like that?”
“Hmmmm.”
“Why did you have to bring up Roberto again, anyway? It’s not like I’m going to bump into him,
is it?” Nina asked. She desperately hoped the answer would be negative.
“Well, he still lives around here and…”Rosita began.
“And? What is it you’re not telling me Aunt Rosita?” Fear gripped her heart and refused to let
go.
“Well, he’s…well he…”
“Out with it!” Don’t tell me he works here, she thought. I should have checked. I was so busy
rushing over here, I forgot to ask. I should have asked. Maybe I can find a hotel room somewhere else
in the town.
“He supplies Javi with some of his wines. It’s nothing. He comes only sometimes. You’ll not see
him, I promise.” Rosita shrugged as she washed the last of the plates and placed them on the drying
rack.
“How could you let him supply wines when you know what he did to me?” It was out before
Nina could stop it. She clamped her hand over her mouth. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that. It’s
none of my business.”
“You’re right, it is none of your business,” replied her aunt, but Nina could see from the sparkle
in her eyes that she was not angry with her. “Javi needed a new supplier, Roberto’s prices were good
so we went with him.”
Then she added: “He’s not due to come and see us for a few days. You won’t have to see him.”
Good, thought Nina as she took the plate and dried it, good.
The afternoon passed uneventfully. Nina unpacked and then joined her family downstairs in the
café. Now open, the little business had already attracted a number of tourist customers and Nina
was delighted to help Javier and Rosita behind the bar. She was surprised at how quickly she

remembered how to pull a pint and before she knew it she was back into the old swing of things,
working as a barmaid like she had been born to do the job.
By dinner time, Nina’s feet hurt and she was glad when Rosita called her through to help set the
table for their evening meal. Rosita sang as she cooked paella for the family and Nina joined in the
parts she remembered. The table laid, the café closed for an hour, the family gathered around the
table. Nina took her place and they tucked in, all excitedly chattering about their family news and
catching up with Nina’s more recent history. It felt like she had never left and she laughed along with
them as Jaume entertained them with an amusing story.
Dinner over, they sat drinking wine, enjoying the peace before the evening rush. This is just what
I needed, thought Nina as she took another sip of her drink. I’d forgotten what a real tonic this lot
were!
Her thoughts were interrupted by a loud banging on the front door of the café. The family
turned as one towards the kitchen door, Uncle Javier half out of his seat.
“Is someone at the door?” he said. “I thought I heard knocking.”
They heard the café door squeak open and footsteps filtered through. Javier took a few steps
and peered out into the café.
“Hello? Anyone home?” A man’s voice could be heard from the interior of the café. “Hello?”
“Who’s that? Don’t they know we’re closed?” Aunt Rosita said.
“I’ll go and see who it is,” Uncle Javier said. “I’ll get rid of them.”
The family watched as he strode into the dark interior of the café. There was a muffled
conversation and then sounds of welcome. Nina leaned over to Jaume.
“Any idea who it is?” she asked.
He shrugged and looked towards the door. It wasn’t long before they found out. Within seconds
of her asking the question, Javier strode through the kitchen door with his arm around…
“Roberto!” Nina gasped.
God he looks great, she thought absently smoothing down her hair.
“Nina!” He smiled widely, his eyes shining brightly with the genuine joy of seeing her again. “I
heard you were coming back.”
“Roberto,” Aunt Rosita’s hostess mode came into being. “Come and join us. Have you eaten?
Would you like some wine?”
She nudged Jaume to move up and make space for their guest.
Roberto did not seem to hear her. He could not take his eyes off Nina.
“Roberto? Roberto! Have a seat,” Rosita said firmly. “There’s enough time later for catching up.
Javier, get Roberto some wine, will you?”

“So, how’ve you been?” Roberto asked as he sat down next to Nina.
She suddenly felt shy. Her stomach was in knots and her head was racing. Why was he here?
Why now? Had he come to see her? She didn’t know what to think. She remembered only too well
the pain of separation from him, all the hurt their break‐up had caused. She did not want to see him,
be around him right now, but could not leave without being rude. She was rooted to the spot. Her
family had gone to a lot of trouble to put this meal together, they had even shut down the café for
the morning, she could not walk out on them now. She was stuck.
“Fine, and you?” was all she could say. Her throat was tight, words sounded strangled,
constricted.
“Great. I’m working for myself now as a vintner. Been doing it for five years. It’s good.” He
sipped his wine. “Javier, this wine is magnificent. Is it one of mine?”
Nina’s uncle smiled. “Roberto, you know there’s no winemaker even matches your father!” He
replied. “No, this has come from your family’s vineyard.”
“Glad to hear you’re keeping the old man in business. Have you seen him lately?” Roberto asked
accepting a plate of paella from Rosita.
“Spoke to him the other week. He’s well,” Javier replied. “He’s asking after you.”
“Is he now?” Roberto said.
Nina detected a slight hardness in his voice. She looked at him quizzically. Roberto caught her
drift right away.
“Small family rift,” he said and dropped the subject. “So tell me about you. What have you been
doing these past ten years?”
*
After dinner, Nina jumped to help Rosita with the dishes. She did not want to stay around
Roberto any longer than was necessary and the distraction of scrubbing the juice from the plates
would help her focus her mind on the real reason she was there. Up to her elbows in suds, Nina tried
to block out the sound of Roberto’s voice chatting amiably to her uncle, a voice that was once so
dear to her, but had caused her so much pain. She busied herself cleaning the plates under the
watchful and knowing eyes of Rosita.
“Are you all right?” her aunt whispered as she stood at her niece’s side, expertly drying and
putting away the dishes.
Nina managed a small smile.
“Yes. It’s just a bit strange seeing him again, that’s all,” she whispered back.
“I know what you mean.” Rosita picked up large knife and began to dry. She suddenly smiled.
“Hey, Nina, if he ever gives you trouble again,” she said in a low voice so the others wouldn’t hear.
“You can always cut off his cojones!” She brandished the knife and gave it a downward swipe.
Nina giggled. She could always rely on Rosita to make her smile.

Nina was so engrossed in her dishwashing task, she barely noticed Roberto standing up to leave.
He actually had to walk over to her and touch her on the shoulder, before she was aware anything
was happening.
“Nina, may I have a word?” he asked quietly, “in private?”
Rosita sprang into action. “Don’t mind us,” she said, “we’ve got to go and get the café ready for
opening.” She ushered her family out of the kitchen. “Come on everyone. Out! We’ve got work to
do.”
They exited merrily, each exchanging quizzical looks with Nina who stood at the sink feeling
awkward and wishing that the ground would open up and swallow her.
Aunt Rosita called back: “We’ll just be through here if you need us, Nina.”
Alone at last, Roberto drew closer to Nina. She moved away, unwilling to allow him into her
personal space. He was not going there again.
“What do you want Roberto?” she asked, chin tilted up, eyes looking directly into his. “I’m busy.
I’ve got a lot of things to do.”
“So hurry up? Is that what you’re saying?” he asked sounding a little hurt.
She shrugged.
“Oh Nina. I just wanted say sorry for the way I treated you all those years ago. It was terrible of
me and I’m sorry.”
She looked away and sighed. How did she reply to that? She wanted to tell him, let him know, of
all the pain and anguish she had suffered, all the longing for him, pining for him, but good sense
prevailed. He did not care then, so why should he care now? He only wanted to salve his guilty
conscience that was all. He wanted her forgiveness so he would feel better about it all, but there
was no point in digging up the past.
“It was a long time ago, Roberto. Forget about it.” Her eyes met his again. “I know I have.”
“I know, but when I heard you were coming back, I wanted to see you to ask your forgiveness
properly,” he began. His eyes dropped to the floor. “I’m sorry, Nina. We were so far apart. It was
never going to work. We….I should have known that.”
She shrugged.
He continued: “I know I can’t ask nor expect anything from you, but I wondered if we could at
least be friends?” He extended his hand. “Please?”
Nina looked at this man standing sheepishly before her and, for the first time in ages, did not
know what to do. A decade had almost passed since they had split up and she could see no real
reason, nor had a valid excuse other than her own feelings, as to why they could not be friends. If
she refused, she would look petty and childish. If she agreed, what would it really cost her? Nothing
really: just the exchange of a few pleasantries while she was here. She took his hand and shook it.
She would probably not see him again after this anyway, so had nothing to lose by acting graciously.
Her Scottish mother had drummed good manners into her from very early childhood and she was
not going to let her down now. Roberto smiled.

“As my friend, would you like to join me for the Sant Jaume Fiesta celebrations tonight?” he
asked. Nina grimaced. “My brother, Santos ‐ you remember him don’t you? ‐ owns the bar round
the corner. He’s having a party. Would you like to come?”
“I don’t know, Roberto. I’ve only just arrived,” she began. “I’ve got a lot of things on.”
She was feeling uncomfortable and part of her wanted to run away.
He looked disappointed, misunderstood her meaning.
“Don’t worry about Rosita and Javier, they will be busy with the café. I’ll square it with them.
Leave it to me.” He smiled. “Please come. I’d love to take you.”
“It’s not that...it’s just...well I’d feel weird. I’ve not seen Santos since....”
“It’s okay, I understand. This would just be two friends having a drink together,” he assured her.
“No strings. No expectations.” He grinned, the dimples on his cheeks springing to life. “If you don’t
have a good time, I’ll bring you straight back home. I promise.”
He added: “I’m just asking you to join me for one drink, Nina, that’s all. It’s my way of
apologizing.”
She was unsure, did not want to go, but could not think of a good enough excuse to get out of it.
“All right,” she said quietly. “But, just the one and then I’m going home.”

Chapter 3

Joseph Harper’s Diary ‐ 4th September, 1979
Juan Sebastian Gomez was not as helpful as he could be. I met up with him this afternoon while
Mary and Jack went souvenir hunting round the shops in Palma. Senor Gomez claims that many
people have tried to find the last resting place of Aelia, but none have found it. He said they weren’t
even sure if she ever existed. Many people, he told me, thought her just a figment of imagination, a
story handed down the ages to make men sick with greed as they fought each other to find her. I told
him I thought she did exist and that I meant to find her and her necklace. He laughed. It was then I
knew he would be of no further use to me.
Tomorrow, I will hire a car and drive the family up to Alcudia. What I do know is that Aelia is
reputed to have been a noblewoman who lived in the Roman town of Pol.lentia which, we think, was
on the outskirts of the modern town. What I have gleaned so far on the Aelia legend is that locals
believe her to be buried in the countryside, some miles away from Alcudia. I believe the Alcudian folk
song, ‘My Lady of the Morning’, may hold vital clues to the whereabouts of the burial site. The verse:
My Lady did not wake one morning,
She did not see the day was dawning,
They took her and they laid her down in a chosen meadow fair.
My Lady slept a dreamless sleep,
Her beauty they did let her keep,
They took her and they laid her down betwixt her favourite places.
Does this song relate to Aelia? Does the beauty relate to her fairness or are they talking about
the necklace? Where is the chosen meadow and why was she laid betwixt her favourite places?
Maybe I will see these places when I go there tomorrow.

NINA took her time getting ready. She lay in a luxurious bubble bath for an hour trying to read
Harper’s battered diary, but her mind was not really on it. For the first time in ages, she felt excited
and scared about seeing a man, going out with him, enjoying his company. She could not remember
the last time she had gone on date, although she was unsure as she could actually call going out with
Roberto a ‘date’. And then there was the problem of going out with an ex, especially one who had
dumped her all those years ago. She did not know how to feel about it: on one hand she was still
angry and hurt at his tawdry treatment of her; on the other she knew she still found him
dangerously attractive. Was this really such a good idea? She mused. Oh be quiet, she scolded
herself. The last thing you want, Nina Esposito, is to become involved with again, particularly with a
man who has already left you once. This is only one friend going out with another…that is all.
The flutter in her stomach proved that it wasn’t.

Rosita and Javier had been surprisingly quiet when she told them after lunch she was attending
the Festa party with Roberto. Javier had said nothing, merely smiled at her. Rosita had given her a
hug and told her to enjoy herself, but neither of them had commented further. The only thing they
wanted to know was did Nina want anything to eat before she went out. Nina politely declined. She
was too nervous to consume anything. Besides, she had to get ready and wanted to give herself
plenty of time to look her best, precious minutes that would not be wasted at the dinner table. She
did not really know why she was so anxious to look good for that night. Part of her wanted to show
him what he had been missing; part wanted him to want her again so that she could do the leaving
this time and get her own back. But, whatever the reason, Nina was going to make a major effort. If
she was to go out with him, she wanted to make sure she was looking gorgeous.
So it was that she found herself half an hour later, lying up to her chin in bubbles, trying to get
her mind on the following day and only thinking of Roberto. As she lay there, Nina could not help but
be afraid of the days ahead. What if she fell for Roberto again? A familiar knot tightened in her
stomach and she could feel her resolve clawing its way to the surface of her conscience. She had a
job to do and she could not allow romance – any romance ‐ to get in the way. She would see
Roberto tonight ‐ for old time’s sake ‐ and that would be it. Then she could concentrate on finding
Aelia’s treasure. That was, after all, the real reason why she was here.
Indecision over what to wear is the plague of modern women and Nina was no exception. She
was glad she had given herself plenty of time because she could not decide. Eventually, she opted
for a pair of loose black linen slacks and a black halterneck top finished off with flat strappy sandals.
Her long hair was clipped back into a loose chignon to show off the elegant curves of her neck and
shoulders and she finished the ensemble off with pearl earrings her mother had given her and a
silver bangle. She grabbed her only clutch bag and skipped downstairs.
Aunt Rosita was in the kitchen busy making traditional Mallorcan Festa fare for the tourists and
locals that would drop in to eat at the café that evening. She sighed with pleasure when she saw her
niece.
“Nina, you look beautiful,” she said with pride. “That Roberto is a lucky boy to be seen out with
you tonight.”
Nina shifted uncomfortably.
“We’re just going out as friends,” she said looking down at her feet.
Rosita shrugged.
“Good,” she replied. “He doesn’t deserve you.”
She walked over to the younger woman and gave her a hug. Her eyes smiled.
“Have a lovely time anyway,” she whispered and kissed her on the cheek. “Remember – if he
gives you trouble, I have plenty of knives!” Nina laughed.
“Nina! Roberto’s here!” Jaume called from the front of the café.
Her heart lodged itself in her throat and her stomach flipped.
“Coming!” she called back, the words tumbling out in a half squeak. She gave Rosita a quick kiss
on the cheek. “I won’t be late,” she said as she trotted out into the hallway.

*
Roberto was standing at the bar talking to Javier looking devilishly handsome. At first, he did not
notice his former girlfriend approach, but Javier gave him a quick nod causing Roberto to turn round
quickly. His mouth opened in surprise when he saw Nina. He whistled his appreciation.
“Nina, you look great,” he said giving her a wolfish grin.
“Thanks. So do you,” she automatically replied, then wished she had not been so
complimentary. She still wanted him to suffer.
She looked at this tall man before her and was annoyed with herself for still being impressed by
his good looks. Roberto had put on his best Chinos and wore a white short‐sleeved designer shirt
that set off his honey‐coloured tan. His short dark hair was worn in a fashionable spikey style and he
was grinning from ear‐to‐ear.
“Wait until Santos sees you,” he said, “he’ll never recognise you as being the scrawny teenager
he knew before.”
He stood back from her to have a better look.
“You’ve filled out really well.”
“Thanks,” said Nina, but she was uncomfortable. “I think.”
Roberto held out an arm.
“Is Cinderella ready to go to the ball?” he joked.
“I believe she is,” Nina laughed slipping her arm into his. It felt reassuringly familiar and her
heart skipped a beat. Steady, Nina, she scolded, steady.
Breathing deeply to calm her nerves, Nina called goodbye to her family and arm in arm, she and
Roberto walked out into the warm Spanish night. It felt good being with Roberto again, like they had
never been apart and they chatted happily as they walked down the medieval streets.
Nina was struck by how alive the town became at festival time. Everywhere she looked, she
could see strings of tiny white festival lanterns twinkling from the sides of the sandstone buildings
and through the leaves of tiny potted bushes. The narrow cobbled streets of the old town were
packed with tourists and locals all enjoying the festival atmosphere and music rang out from every
café vying for airspace with the sounds of laughter and shouts of ‘salute’ as wine glasses were
chinked in celebration of Alcudia’s great saint, Sant Jaume. Roberto led her down a side‐street which
emerged on to the main road next to the old fortress gateway of Porta del Moll.
“Where are we going?” she asked suddenly unsure of him.
“I told you, Santos’ bar. It’s just down here.” He patted her hand. “This is a shortcut.”
She allowed herself to be led across the main street into the more modern area of the town.
Built in the 70s and 80s, the design of this quarter was in stark contrast with the beauty of the old
town and Nina began to wish she had stayed at her Uncle’s café. The flat‐roofed ugliness of the
buildings in this part of Alcudia did nothing to invite a person in, yet the streets were mobbed with
revelers. They passed a couple of small grocery shops, turned a corner and came face‐to‐face with

the gaudy pink neon of a bar proclaiming itself to be Santos’!. Europop throbbed from within its
American‐themed walls and the strong smell of hotdogs, chips and stale beer spilled out into the
streets. Nina wrinkled her nose in distaste, but Roberto did not seem to notice.
“Here we are,” he said proudly beaming at Nina. “Now what would you like to drink?”
“A beer would be great,” Nina replied looking around for an empty table outside the bar.
“Okay, you get the seats, I’ll get the drinks.”
Roberto walked to the entrance of the busy bar and was soon lost in the tight throng of people
drinking within. Left alone, Nina found a couple of seats at one of the street tables and sat down.
The street was crowded with smiling party‐goers noisily walking from bar to bar. Some wore
garlands of flowers around their necks, other carried baskets of pastries which they handed out to
strangers as they passed. Everyone was smiling and having a good time. She sat back in her chair,
taking in the atmosphere. She felt relaxed and happy, two feelings that had been lost to her recently
and which she was glad to have back. She smiled to herself as she watched a young couple, tourists,
probably German, kissing in the street and she wondered who they were and how they met. A voice
snapped her back to the cafe.
“Boyfriend abandoned you?”
She turned around sharply and saw Jay standing at the table next to her. He was with an elegant
dark‐haired Spanish woman who nodded and smiled at Nina. She wore a sexy red strappy dress and
elegant high‐heeled shoes. Nina suddenly felt inadequate next to this gorgeous woman.
“No,” Nina snapped. “He’s gone to the bar to get some drinks. What’s it to you anyway?”
“Just asking,” he said.
He gallantly ushered the woman into a chair, pushed her in before taking a seat himself directly
behind Nina.
Nina snarled: “What the hell are you doing here anyway? I thought you said you were going to
Palma.”
“I was and I did,” he grinned, eyes twinkling. “You’ll like this...the meeting turned out to be a
sham. The guy didn’t have anything worth selling, so I split. Decided to swing by the north of the
island before I left and look up the lovely Francesca.”
He smiled over at his companion. She smiled back. Nina felt disgusted. They were like two love
sick puppies, she thought.
Leaning forward, Jay’s dark haired friend spoke to him in a sultry accented voice: “Jay, darling,
aren’t you going to introduce me to your friend?”
“I’m not his friend,” Nina said quickly. “I’d never be friends with a liar like him.”
The woman flinched. She looked at Jay, obviously confused by Nina’s rudeness. Jay interjected.
“That’s true,” he said, “but I have manners and I’ll introduce you anyway. Francesca Almovar,
Nina Esposito,” he said through gritted teeth.

Francesca nodded.
“Hello,” she said.
Nina returned the greeting before turning her back on the couple.
“So how do you know darling Jay?” Francesca wanted to know forcing Nina to turn back to them
once again.
God, does this woman never give up? Nina thought spitefully. If I had wanted to be her friend, I
would be talking to her. She sighed and swivelled round in her chair.
“He stole my bottle,” she said bitterly.
Jay laughed. “I didn’t steal it. It was there for the taking.” He looked her straight in the eye. “You
were just too slow.”
“I had my seller all set up,” she snapped. “You….” She fought for a word, “gazumped me.” Her
voice rose in anger.
“Gazumped? Now that’s a great word. I didn’t gazump you at all. You’re just angry because I
beat you to it,” he replied smugly.
Nina turned her back on him again, arms folded tightly over her chest.
Jay leaned over towards her and, ignoring her scowls, spoke to her softly. Nina shivered as his
hot breath caressed her neck.
“I know a little secret about you Nina Esposito,” he said.
“I have no secrets,” she answered quickly.
“Oh, I think you do.” He shifted closer to her. “I know why you’re really here and it’s not for a
holiday.”
Nina felt the colour drain from her cheeks. She was grateful it was getting dark so he would not
see the deathly colour her face had probably turned and would not realise the impact his remark
had had on her.
“Oh really?” she said with an air of nonchalance. “If I’m not here on holiday, why am I here?”
There was no way he could know.
“I believe you’re here over the matter of some treasure,” he said, grinning from ear to ear. “Am I
right?”
Nina’s dark eyes flashed in anger. How did he...? She wouldn’t let him know he had rattled her.
She composed herself. “I don’t know what you mean,” she said airily. “What treasure? I’m here
to visit family and take a well earned break. Not that it’s any of your business.”
“Ah, but it is if there’s booty to be had,” he said. “Want to hear my theory on the real reason you
are here?”
She shook her head.

He continued anyway: “I reckon you’re here to search for something special. Considering this is
Alcudia, I would hazard the guess that you’re here to find a certain infamous and mythical necklace.
Am I right?”
“No, you’re not right, smart arse,” she hissed. “I’m here to visit my aunt and uncle. I’ve not
visited them for years. I fancied a break, so I came here. Okay?”
“Then why did my source tell me differently?” he asked.
“What source?”
He tapped the end of his nose and said nothing more, merely sat back in his chair and smiled.
Nina threw him a dirty look and turned her back on him again. She hated him with a passion and
wished he would go away. Where was Roberto? He had been away for ages. Surely it did not take
this long to get two glasses of Cerveza in? She swung round again, this time looking for her missing
companion. She could not see him in the crowd. Hmmph.
Then an idea entered her head.
Turning to Francesca, she said: “So, are you two going anywhere to celebrate the festa tonight?
If you are, you’d better hurry or you’ll miss the procession through the Old Town. It’s the best bit.”
And then I will get rid of you both and relax and enjoy the rest of the evening, she thought.
“Jay’s taking me to a concert in Palma,” Francesca smiled. “I’m really looking forward to it. He’s
been promising me he’d take me for years.”
“Sounds like him.” Nina turned on Jay. “He’s the type of man who lets women down.”
“Now hold on a minute!” Jay protested. “I never promised you anything…!”
“There’s not use denying it, Jay,” Nina said triumphantly. “You’re just a cad who tries to
seduction as a way of stealing from other people.”
He glared at her. “I can see there’s no use talking to you in this mood,” he said quietly. “Perhaps
Francesca and I should go and leave you to it.”
“Perhaps you should,” she snapped.
Lips pursed, she pretended to be fascinated by a group of tourist who were dancing past in a
long snake of limbo dancers. She watched them, telling herself that Jay was not really there. He was
nothing but scum anyway. She tapped her nails on the table, impatient for rescue by Roberto, but
still he did not return. She sensed Jay and the woman rising from their table and make ready to go.
Then the hated man leant over and had the audacity to speak to her.
“I think you’ve been abandoned,” smirked Jay.
“Leave me alone,” Nina growled. “Roberto’s obviously been held up at the bar. That’s all. He’ll
be here in a minute.” She strained to see him. “In fact, here he is.”
Relief washed over her as the handsome Spaniard emerged from the crowded bar holding two
large glasses of foaming beer. He smiled as he caught sight of Nina. She smiled back.

“It was really busy in there,” he said by way of explanation. Then on seeing Jay and Francesca, he
said: “Hello? Are you friends of Nina’s.”
“Apparently not,” Jay answered smoothly, throwing Nina a look. “C’mon, Francesca, we’ve got a
concert to attend. The atmosphere in here’s decidedly chilly anyway.”
Francesca gave Nina a stern look before taking Jay’s arm. The couple squeezed past Nina, Jay
making sure he gave her a rough shove, before he took Francesca’s arm. Together they walked off
into the night, neither looking back at the open‐mouthed and indignant archeologist they had left
behind.
“What was that all about?” Roberto asked plonking himself down in a chair beside Nina.
She sighed.
“That was Jay Reynolds,” she replied, “but forget about him. He’s a nobody. Let’s just enjoy our
drinks.”
She took a sip from her beer and tried to relax. She would have plenty of time tomorrow to start
her search for Aelia’s treasure. Jay might think he knew all about her plans, but he did not know she
had Harper’s transcript and the priest’s text. Or did he? He had found out about her hunt for the
necklace. Very few people knew the real reason for her coming to Mallorca. Who could have told
him? If he knew of her mission, what else and how much did he know? Maybe he had information
that she didn’t! Maybe he was going to look for the necklace himself. She could not let him snatch
the treasure from under her nose again. She suddenly felt sick. She took a nervous swig of her beer
and sat the glass on the table.
“Roberto,” she said suddenly anxious to go home. “I hope you don’t mind. I’m feeling a bit tired.
I think I might go back to my aunt’s house. I’ve got an early start tomorrow.”
His eyes twinkled as he smiled.
“Going treasure hunting again?” he asked slowly.
Was there anyone on this island who did not know her business?
“What do you mean?” She fought to keep the annoyance out of her voice.
“It’s your job, your passion,” he answered, dark eyes twinkling. “Nina, honey, I know you. I’m
guessing you’re going looking for Aelia’s treasure again. You were always looking for that necklace
when you were here before, so why should you be any different now? You can’t help yourself. Am I
right?”
She shrugged. He grinned.
“Maybe I can help you.”
She was unsure. Could she trust him?
“I don’t know...I didn’t have any plans….”
Oh what was the use? Roberto could always tell when she was lying, why should that ability
have diminished in ten years? She decided to be selective in what she told him.

“Okay, you got me. I had thought I might have another look for Aelia and her necklace while I
was here.” She did a hands‐up. “What can I say? I’m an archeologist. I can’t help myself.”
“Would you like a companion on your search?”
He leaned across the table. He smelled great, he looked great. She felt a sudden wave of desire
wash over her. God, he’s still as sexy, she thought. She felt her resolve to keep him at arm’s length
weaken. Well, maybe she could do with some help. It felt good having Roberto around again. No, it
wasn’t a good idea.
“No, thank you.” She didn’t need a distraction.
“Okay,” he replied, disappointed.
“Now, if you don’t mind, Roberto. I really would like to go home.”
“But, what about the Festa? Santos was really looking forward to seeing you.”
She thought for a minute. “Well maybe I could stay for a little while longer.”

