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Foreword

«The Spanish Spider» is book number three in the great series about the emigration of today to Spain.

The Swedish thriller is taking place mostly at Costa Blanca in Spain, but even in Sweden and the island Jersey.

You will again meet well-known persons like Walter Behrman, an honorable man from Gothenburg and as always the Swedes Benny and Monica Söderman and Matz and Nina Höök. You will follow them on new adventures in The Land of Sun.

As a reader you will again meet the real estate agent Sven Markström and his daughters Angelica and Beatrice Markström who now lives at Costa Blanca.

You will meet Jonathan «the fox» Smith from Gibraltar and Jim and Liz Williams.

The bad and awful man Kenneth Svensson is still in prison on the island Jersey, but he is not harmless in this position. He has evil plans of a terrible revenge…..

Dark and dangerous persons is Edgar «the spider» Burns or The Spider. This man lives up to his nick-name. He is dangerous, poisonous and he is pulling the strings masterly and with ruthlessness! His partner Allan Fraser is scrupulous without any rules. This is a nasty combination in The Land of Sunrise or Shangri-La.

The English detectives Kevin Dorsey and Mark Taylor begin the hunt for the elusive shadow out there in the darkness. There is an ingenious well-built, international spider´s web and in the middle he is sitting as a king. The Spider!

We will not forget the human best friend! Little Lino, the white westie and the New found land dog, Dolly are here in The Spanish Spider in a wonderful way.

Dear reader!

I wish you a thrilling, thoughtful and entertaining reading of this third book in the series taking place at Costa Blanca in Spain, in Sweden and Jersey!

Peter Larsson

Author


CHAPTER 1

It is the first dark autumn-night in Albir. The small village is resting close to the Mediterranean on the north of Costa Blanca in Spain.

It is three o’clock in the night and the peaceful place lays there totally deserted. It is absolutely silent on the main-street, Avenida Albir. Suddenly you can hear a loud metallic sound. Over and over again you can hear this irritating sound. The rain has just stopped falling and the asphalt is glistening in the light of the street-lamps. You can hear the wind in the high pine-trees. The metallic sound is now higher and higher. A bird is suddenly screaming and is flying frightened from his sleeping-twig worried and afraid of the strange sound.

He is totally alone in the dark night in Albir. He is a tall man. He strikes his stick on the pavement. He is limping, but otherwise he is a very tall handsome man, a little bit frightening because of his determined way of moving and walking this dark night. He is holding his stick with a powerful hand.

Now he is just standing there without moving. It is totally silent in the dark night in the small village waiting for the new day to come. The lonely night-wanderer can even hear the sound of the waves rolling in to the sea-shore down in the Albir-bay just some hundred of meters away.

Now he is standing there waiting. He is looking up to the third floor and the balcony there. For a long, long while he is just standing there thinking. Which are his plans? It is lucky that nobody sees his evil glance or his expression in his face. The dark night hides this macabre scene.

On the third floor Matz and Nina Höök are sleeping in the bed-room. On the dog-bed between their beds lays the white, little westie Lino and they have not the slightest idea about the tall man who is looking up to the third floor on the building.

You can hear the metallic sound again. The tall man is limping along the street in the dark night through the sleeping village. After about two hundred meters down on the main-street Avenida Albir he turns to the left on Boulevard de Los Musicos, the beautiful big street with thousands of plants from the Mediterranean area. He can see the silhouette of a high palm-tree against the starry sky and the moon-light. Here in front of the yellow building Los Alamos stops the tall man again and is standing there watching. He looks up on the third floor situated with a view down on the Boulevard de Los Musicos.

His right hand is holding the stick harder and harder. He is mumbling something. He looks huge and colossal in his long coat. He passes his hand over his black hair and tosses his head. He now looks very determined. He has some plans. The tall man flinches when a car suddenly comes in the night and the lights shine on the wet, dark and cold asphalt.

Here up on the third floor in the building Los Alamos are the writer Benny Söderman and his wife Monica sleeping in their beds totally un-witting of the mysterious man down on the street. It is lucky for them.

You can again hear the high, metallic sound of the stick on the pavement and the tall man disappears in the darkness. Finally Albir is totally silent and deserted in the dark night. The rain has stopped falling. The last dark clouds are gone. Soon the horizon will be painted in gold and pink before the sun rises again as a big orange and a new bright, sunny day is here again near the Mediterranean.

This morning the Swedes will meet and have a nice and pleasant day down at the Park of Eucalyptus and the cozy bar there. It is now a tradition to meet there. Here in the park there are a lot of high eucalyptus-trees which give nice shadow hot summer-days. It is like a cathedral of the nature with the high trees and all green leaves. Here in the park it is peace and serenity. To this park the author Benny Söderman often goes who is a sensitive artist and weaves his dreams.

Now Benny calls this park «Park of Dreams» because here he has dreamt his dreams and many of his friends had found better ways and new dreams in their lives in this park. Some beautiful places give positive inspiration and strength. It helps us to think and dream and weave new better lives.

Here at the simple bar, which is a porch of glass will the Swedish friends meet. It is the successful Swedish businessman Walter Behrman from Gothenburg and he is a widower. It is his god friend, the real estate agent Sven Markström, who has his big office at Östra Hamngatan in Gothenburg. Benny Söderman is coming, the author who is near the success as a writer and his friend Matz Höök who is an author and journalist too.

Walter is now fifty-five years old and a handsome gentleman. He is a little bit more than Swedish medium height, with blond, curly hair, parted at the side. He is tanned and good-looking. He is a very positive and honest man. Nowadays he has a nice moustache which makes him even more to a handsome gentleman. Benny and Matz are about forty years old. Benny is very blond and here in Albir they call him «El Sueco rubio», the blond Swede. The real estate agent Sven Markström has just passed sixty years and he is now a widower since some years.

Walter Behrman lives in a big villa near Altea at San Chu Chim. Sven Markström has a nice house at Altea Hills and owns together with his two daughters the luxury tourist complex «Sunset Paradise» at Altea Hills. Benny lives at Los Alamos near Boulevard de Los Musicos near the boardwalk and playa Albir. He can look out over the Mediterranean from his balcony. Matz lives just a hundred meters from Benny at the main-street in a nice apartment in the center of Albir.

Here in the Park of Eucalyptus they have had many cozy moments together. Here they have created their dreams. They have had new ideas about a better life and a new brighter life in the new country. Everybody is on their way to the future. The Park of Dreams has been a positive symbol. They are all near a success. Walter has a success now, but has had very bad days. He was nearly crushed of an evil enemy. Sven Markström has recently moved to Spain and goes on with the successful project «Sunset Paradise». He has his dreams and has now a better life in Spain. Benny Söderman is very near to succeed as an author and is a great talent. His dreams are very near to come true. Matz Höök has many commissions to write for different newspapers and is accomplished. He and his wife Nina have found their paradise here at Costa Blanca.

Most things are bright and idyllic when they meet down here in The Park of Dreams. They all are near to realize their dreams to live in the land of sun and find a better, new life. This is a very serious thing that they have found a better life here near the Mediterranean both literal and symbolic. They can look in to the Land of Sunrise or Shangri-La. They feel that they have found their home in life in a deeper way. They have found the meaning of life. They have found a good life in many, many ways in a fantastic climate.

But the reality gives even nightmares!

Dreams can be crushed brutally! It is lucky that they don’t know what is waiting just around the corner! The Park of Dreams will have a visit of evil and darkness!

Edgar «the spider» Burns is sitting in his hotel-room in La Nucia. He is very serious. He is a tall, handsome man with black hair. The fact is that he stands 2.02 in his stockings. He is tanned and his dark eyes are ice-cold. He is limping a little because of a gunshot injury he had a long time ago under his doubtful career. His nick-name «The Spider» he has had for many years now. He has a lot of authority and power. Furthermore he is very tall, handsome and looks like a movie-star.

The spider has eight legs and eight eyes. Hunting spiders often has two bigger eyes in the middle of the head. The spider injects the poison in his victim which stuns and kills! The spider makes a cobweb and some of them are sitting in the center waiting for the victim. Some of the spiders are hiding, but are holding the tread which is leading into the center of the cobweb. These spiders have an amazing capacity to feel the vibrations of a victim. Some spiders build a trapdoor and the victim falls down. The methods are different, but the purpose is the same. A quarry will be caught, stunned and killed!

Edgar «the spider» Burns is a human variant and combination of the spiders in the nature. He is using many different methods, but he is the big spider in the cobweb. He masterly pulls all the treads. He is spinning the strong cobweb. He is ice-cold and ruthless. He feels all the vibrations from his victims. He pursues and is waiting before he acts. He lives up to his nick-name «The Spider» and he is more and more clever and more cool and scheming.

Now he will make a new cobweb! He will catch a new victim!

Walter Behrman is a man with firm habits. Benny Söderman is working in Walter’s big villa at San Chu Chim in Altea three days a week. The big villa has some rooms as offices. Now Walter shall, as usual take his car down to Altea and buy some fresh buns for the morning-coffee. He drives down the steep hill and it is not far to the Spanish bakery. He takes the car because it is a steep hillside up to his house again. Up here on the hill he has a fantastic view over the Mediterranean towards Benidorm with the skyscrapers against the horizon.

It is a calm and silent morning. The sky is as usual deep blue with some white clouds slowly gliding up there. He is passing big white houses with tropical gardens. In the orange-trees are yellow fruits and the bees are humming among the orange-flowers. In the top of a high palm-tree a black-bird is sitting singing. Walter is humming a famous melody of Frank Sinatra «On the sunny side of the street» when he is driving down the hill. Everything is like it always is.

Nearly as usual!

Walter is parking his Seat on the big gravel-yard up on the other hill outside the narrow streets leading in to the old town in Altea. Here he always parks his car when he shall walk the short way to the Spanish bakery. He locks the car. A small black dog is barking and comes up to Walter. Walter is patting the dog friendly on his head. The little, black dog is waving his tail. Now life is a little bit brighter for you my friend, whispers Walter to the dog. Then he goes the short way down to the bakery.

– Hola! Buenas Dias!

– Hola! Buenas Dias, answers the Spanish lady friendly.

Walter buys four fresh buns. It smells so good from newly-baked things in the small bakery. One of the nicest things in life, Walter is thinking, when he stands there wondering what he should buy more. He gives away to the temptation to buy two big, Spanish sugar rolls filled with lovely, yellow pastry cream.

– Dos, he says and is pointing on the sugar-rolls!

He pays and is walking to his car parked on the gravel-yard. The sun is warm. Walter is breathing the fresh morning-air and looks up on the blue-colored mountains which are a majestic scene with all green pine-trees below. He is so pleased and satisfied with his life. Now he will have a cozy coffee-break out on the big terrace under the arches. Life is so good! He starts to hum on «The sunny side of the street» again. Walter puts the key in the door to his blue Seat. There are no other people around him on the gravel-yard.

Then!

Suddenly two men with masks are coming very fast! They are disguised! One of them is very tall and is limping. The tall man comes quickly up to Walter and prevents him to go in to his car. Walter feels a very hard grip around his right shoulder. It hurts! Then the tall man grabs his other shoulder and he feels a sting in his arm! The other man helps him and is now close to Walter. Walter is surrounded! Walter tries to scream, but a hard hand is over his mouth. He is in on iron grip.

– Help, he is mumbling nearly shocked!

Everything is so unreal. Everything is happening so fast! The idyllic and peaceful morning suddenly falls to pieces. Nobody noticed what was happening. The gravel-yard was empty of people at the moment. Far away comes an old Spanish man with a stick walking, but he doesn’t notice anything. It is a brutal, grotesque scene taking place under the blue sky not far from San Chu Chim, some short effective minutes in the morning-sun.

A jeep is parked near Walter’s Seat. The two men drag the victim in the jeep and put him in the back-seat. The tall man is sitting beside him and puts a dark-brown blanket over him. The other man starts the jeep and drives away with a flying start.

Outside Walter’s car is a white paper-bag with four fresh small buns and two sugar-rolls with pastry-cream from the Spanish bakery.

Benny is sitting in Walter’s magnificent villa in the big room in the corner which now is an office. From the office-room he can look out over the Mediterranean and towards the horizon. Benny has to write and create different texts in Walter’s consult company. He likes his job very much. Here he has an outlet for his writing creativity. It is very pleasant to work together with Walter in this big villa on the hill just outside the old town in Altea.

Walter is a secure person in a fatherly way for both Benny and Monica. Walter is to all his friends an honest man and everybody loves him. Benny writes and creates new texts, but he even has ideas of photos and illustrations to the texts. Walter has the solid and genuine knowledge with all facts. Then Benny is the artist and has the great talent to write the text. The combination of these two men gives finally a very good final result.

This intensive work goes on every morning until the cozy coffee-break comes. Walter has very determined habits and he always drives down to the Spanish bakery to buy fresh bread and lovely pastries. He likes most of all Hawarti-cheese or roast-beef with home-made potato-salad. They always have cozy, pleasant coffee-breaks out on the big terrace at the backside. The white Spanish villa is built in the shape of a boomerang. The terrace has light-beige marble-floor and there are three arches which give shadow and shelter. Outside there is a big swimming-pool and wide green lawns. In the well-kept garden it is a lot of different Mediterranean plants. Here is a big mimosa-tree flourishing in yellow. Here are a lot of roses in red and pink.

Up and around the pillars to the three arches pink flourishing climbing plats are with full of humming bees. Along the high, white wall there are green cypresses which give shutting off from peoples view. There is even a small fountain with a big, white fish which is squirting water through his mouth. Goldfishes are swimming in the little pond. The purling sound is relaxing. It is a small paradise here at the calm backside of Walter’s garden.

Benny is looking up from his pages where he now has written a new text and has some pictures. He looks at his watch again.

– Strange, he is mumbling. It is a quarter to eleven and Walter is not back again from the bakery.

Benny heard when Walter slammed the door and when he started his Seat around twenty minutes to ten as usual. He always comes back in about fifteen minutes. He was always whistling and says always friendly: Now it is coffee-time!

But now it was totally silent. He can hear the tick tack from the big clock in the corner.

– Tick, tack, tick, tack!

Silent and calm and no car returns.

All this makes him shudder. He looks at his watch again. It is ten minutes past eleven. Benny has a feeling of strong fear which comes rolling in a very strange way.

He raises and goes to the window. He looks out over the green lawn and the olive-trees outside. The small birds are jabbing in the trees. He glances over the blue, glistening Mediterranean and the horizon where some big ships are moving north. He sees the Calpe-rock, the symbol of Costa Blanca as a giant sphinx to the left. Benny is standing there silent for a long, long while.

Then he starts to reasons with himself. Of course Walter has met someone he knows. He knows a lot of people now in Spain. Of course he is sitting down and has a cup of coffee somewhere with a friend. Of course he will come back soon at any second.

Benny returns to his desk and computer again. The minutes are a quarter and then half an hour. Another hour and half an hour more passes. Benny has gone to the entrance door several times and has even opened the door and looked down the road looking for Walter. But no blue Seat is coming.

Now it is nearly one o’clock!

A new wave of strong discomfort comes over Benny. He doesn’t feel well!

He turns off the computer and goes out from his office. He is standing a while in the hall just thinking. Then he decides to take a walk down to Altea and look for Walter near some bars or cafès, Walter doesn’t act like this. He was a man with very regular habits and he was very reliable, especially when it comes to such important things as the holy coffee-break in the morning. He locks the big entrance-door and starts to quickly walk down the road to Altea.

He walks the same way as Walter drove with his blue Seat. This is about five, six hundred meters and he passes all the white, big villas at San Chu Chim. Then he turns up to the left on the bigger road which comes up from local-road 332 and walks up to the gravel-yard where Walter always parked his car. From here it was near to the Spanish bakery.

Benny decides to go to the bakery to see if he can find Walter here. He will also ask the Spanish lady at the bakery if «The Swede» has been there recently to buy his bread.

– Hola! Buenas Dias!

– Hola! Buenas Dias, answers the Spanish lady.

Then Benny asks in Spanish if Walter «The Swede» from San Chu Chim recently has been there.

– Si, si. Como siempre. As usual, she answers.

Benny feels a little bit better when he goes out from the bakery, but he can’t understand why Walter not has returned back home as he always, always did.

This is not correct!

Benny walks around and looks at all bars and restaurants which are located in this area. At one bar he meets a Swedish man who has lived here for many years and knows Walter.

– Have you seen Walter this morning, Walter Behrman at San Chu Chim?

– No, I have been here for more than an hour and a lot of people have passed here. John and Asta I said hello to, they live here in the old town, but no Walter Behrman, not today.

Benny walks away very depressed. Everything is so disappointing and mysterious. Suddenly he is very afraid. The nasty thoughts kept going around and around. Then he finally has an idea to look on the gravel-yard and check where Walter always uses to park his car when he walks to the bakery.

He walks around among the cars on the gravel-yard and is looking for Walter’s car. Now here at the right it is! A blue Seat, Walter’s car!

– Yes, yes, here it is, says Benny to himself.

He walks slowly around the car. Everything looks normal. The car is locked, but empty. Then Benny sees a white paper-bag half a meter from Walter’s car.

A shock runs through his body!

He picks up the paper-bag. It is a paper-bag from the bakery! His hands are trembling when he opens the bag. There are four fresh buns. This is what Walter always uses to buy. There are two sugar-rolls with yellow pastry cream too in the paper-bag.

Benny is standing there speechless with the paper-bag in his hand. He looks once more at the blue Seat. He has a feeling of powerlessness. It is totally silent around him. He is so lonely. Strange thoughts keep going round and round again. Panic! In some strange way he had a feeling of that something was going on, something very evil and dark. There was something mysterious and inexplicably in the air waiting to hit The Dream-park and the light, harmonious dreams will be shaken by a big, powerful hand. Night-mares are knocking at the door!

Benny tries to concentrate and to think clear. Now he must focus and not get panic. He takes some deep breath and is leaning against the blue Seat and holds his mobile in his hand. Who will he call at first? Yes, of course Matz. He is his best friend and colleague. They have a deep, warm and very friendly relationship and Benny can call him anytime in the day if he needs help. They are very close friends after these two first years down in the new country Spain. They have walked together the bright, sunny days and even the bad, cold and dark days.

Life is not easy and sadly to say, the friends are not always there or have time to spend or even care at all. But Matz was a friend for life and he took care when Benny walked in the darkness for some time. Now when the days were bright with success they have a very good and even deeper relationship. The good and the evil days have united them closely together. It is good to be two when one is stumbling.

– Yes, hello it is Benny!

– Hello Benny. You seem to be under stress?

– Yes, something dreadful has happened! Walter has disappeared!

– Disappeared? How? Disappeared?

– Yes, he took his car as usual down to Altea about ten o’clock this morning. You know how Walter is. He has the same habits every day when it comes to the coffee-break. He didn’t come back and when he was away for more than two hours I understood that something was wrong. I tried to find him.

– Yes, and what happened?

– I went down to Altea to the Spanish bakery. Walter had been there and bought bread said the Spanish lady. Everything was as always, no strange things at all, but then there is no more trace.

– No trace? How do you mean?

– I went around a long while and asked people if they had seen Walter. I asked in the bars for him, but nobody had seen or met Walter. I met the Swedish couple John and Asta, but they had not met Walter this morning.

– Walter has disappeared without any trace?

– Yes, it is incredible! Then I finally walked to the parking-place at the gravel-yard.

Benny trembles in his voice.

– Finally I found Walter’s blue Seat here on the gravel-yard. The worst thing is that I found a white paper-bag with four fresh bread and two Spanish sugar-rolls outside Walter’s car. The car was locked and empty. This is the worst!

– This is very strange, says Matz. Totally unreal and something has happened to him.

– Yes, what shall we do?

Matz is thinking a couple of seconds.

– Stay where you are and call Sven Markström! He is a rock. Ask him to come at once and then I run to my car and come too. This is not good and we must act wisely. Wait for me now!

– Yes I am standing here near Walter’s blue Seat at the gravel-yard to the right.

Sven Markström is a very good friend of Walter. They have known each other for many years and their friendship started when they were young in Gothenburg. Sven Markström started with his real estate agency and was successful. Finally he had a big office with many employees at Östra Hamngatan in Gothenburg. Sven Markström had wisely invested money and bought plots outside Altea in a luxury area Altea Hills. Here he had built the popular tourist complex «Sunset Paradise».

On this big area with a fantastic view over the Mediterranean, Sven Markström has built thirty-eight bungalows. Half of the bungalows were in the first floor and the others on the second floor. There were two bed-rooms, living-room, kitchen and terraces at the backside and at the entrance. Everything was luxury. All the houses were very tasteful furnished with bubble-bath, stereo-music, satellite TV and all imaginable comfort.

When you drive in to the area you drive under a big, white arch with the words of welcome «Sunset Paradise» in big, blue letters. It is wide, green area and lawns around the beautiful bungalows. The bungalows are built in a big semi-circle. In the center of the complex is a giant area with swimming-pools with an island in the middle with palm-trees. Near the biggest pool, nearly as a lake is the children’s pool. Here is also a bar with a reed-roof and the nice, exclusive restaurant is close to the pool-area with a big terrace. You can hear tranquil music coming out over the green well-cut lawns and all the flowers.

Sven Markström had taken the step and had emigrated to Spain and Costa Blanca. The work at his real estate agency in Gothenburg his very capable colleagues are taking care of. Sven goes to Sweden twice a year to check different things in his office. About a year ago they had bought a big villa at Altea Hills some hundred meters up from local-road 332. Here he now lives together with his grownup daughters Angelica and Beatrice. Sven is a widower since many years now. Here at Altea Hills Sven and his daughters have found their paradise. It is a big Spanish villa with a magnificent, fantastic view of the glistening Mediterranean down there. The plot is big with green lawns and tropical plants.

In the house there are three bed-rooms and a big living-room. Two of the bed-rooms have separate toilets and showers. It is big and spaciously. The house is well-planned with a big, practical kitchen. The best thing is that there is a separate apartment in the first floor on the right side. Here has Sven an open living-room with an American kitchen. Then he has a big bed-room with of course a toilet and shower too. Outside there is a swimming-pool and three terraces. One of the terraces is Sven’s. He can live his life, but as a family they live a very good life together when they want. They have respect and trust in their family.

Sven Markström’s dream has come true. He lives pleasant and practical. The two daughters Angelica and Beatrice who run and are bosses at «Sunset Paradise» have now only a few minutes to drive up to the tourist-complex where they work. Sven is of course there nearly every day and helps them.

– Yes, hello Sven! It is Benny. Excuse me, but something dreadful has happened!

– No, you are not disturbing me. You know that. Friends are never disturbing me. What has happened?

– I will try to tell you briefly.

Then Benny tells the whole story again. Sven is listening seriously and asks questions now and then.

– You said that Matz is on his way? I run in to the car and come to you in about ten minutes. Stay there and don’t do anything before I come! This sounds very, very bad. Something strange must have happened, but we will try to find out it.

It is good that Benny doesn’t see how serious and frightened Sven looks this moment. Sven gets ice-cold. He has his suspicions, shocking suspicions.

– Thank you Sven! Very good! We are waiting for you. We are at the gravel—yard near San Chu Chim.

– Yes. I understand, see you.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
pETERLARSSON "V,V.EVA/S\N;ED\SHTHRMER

THE SPAle
S f_;;.I’fD ER





