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    ‘To have been lost and found, these girls had journeys profound.’

    ‘Drugs are counterfeit freedom, not to be confused with real freedom — there is no comparison.’
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Author’s note





  
  
    Links to my own personal experience in Australia, in resort management, form the basis of my novel.

    True story: a drug syndicate operated out of one of our apartments and disguised themselves behind the good name of the Salvation Army. Stacks of money was seen through a window on many occasions. A young girl who was impaired by drugs left the resort at nights and walked down to the beach with a backpack. In the end, out of fear, we asked for police intervention, so their apartment was bugged.

    To watch a person who is a drug addict is like watching a living person slowly dying while still alive. To be by their side while they recover is the most helpless situation: you can do nothing, but just to be there for them, always telling them they are loved. This can go on for however long … their helplessness becomes your helplessness, but in the end, you are their guiding light, you must stay strong.

    Into a scary lonely darkness they have descended, and while there, they have two choices: either stay in that darkness or claw their way back to where there is light. It is a battle of heroic proportions; one has to fight hard to rid harmful toxins from their body and demons from their mind, to find their palate to recover their appetite so they can hold food in their belly, to build themselves up again and, just as important, to find their lost soul!

    I have travelled down this path with a loved one and shed rivers of tears, but I never gave up. In the end we survived this journey together. His pain was my pain, and shared it became one.

    Facts became realistic fiction, hence my story. But out of this comes truths and fear. Should we be concerned? The answer is … yes!

    Illicit drugs are evil … They steal away everything relating to normality, and robs one of the will to live, instead to become one who merely exists! Even when an addict recovers, their future aspirations have all but gone and they tend to live one day at a time.
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Lauren’s life change





  
  
    Lauren was standing by the window looking out to sea. The waves reminded her of her own turbulent life, as they rolled and crashed onto the rock groin, throwing spray angrily into the air. She was one of those particles that had been tossed about, but she had been rescued by a passing breeze that carried her to a new destination, one where she felt free. Her past was just that … her past.

    Here she stood in this beautiful apartment block. She was now the proud owner, she had bought the management rights. This had been her life for the past ten years, not here, but elsewhere … this was a new beginning. The building housed seventeen apartments, some lived in full-time, some semi-permanent and the others were used as overnight rentals. It was a good mix and seventeen was a good amount for one person to manage. She was pleased with herself, she made this investment on her own without help, she didn’t need Scott in the background needling her.

    The apartments were in a half circle all facing the ocean, beachfront in fact, and the view was to die for. A path led to a set of ten steps which in turn led to the beach. It was the pathway for the guests to reach the sand and surf, typical of a beachfront location on the Gold Coast. Who would want to stay anywhere else but on the beachfront when visiting or staying in such a popular destination? It was a must. Although situated on the outskirts of the main shopping precinct of Surfers Paradise, it was a little less stressful than right in the main drag. A bus service passed every ten minutes so transportation was not a problem, the ocean and the beaches being the main drawcards.

    Lauren loved the views from her apartment, she felt relaxed. The building was only two years old, so the upkeep would be minimal. She sighed, at last she was a free agent, and this in itself made her happy. She felt she had found her lost soul, which had been missing for a long time. After living with Scott for the past ten years, she felt drained of all her self-worth. He had taken over her life, controlled her, she was his puppet and he held the strings. How had it all come to this?

    But here she was today, a new person, with a positive attitude to succeed on her own. She thought it would have taken her a long time to find herself, but the moment her ties with Scott were severed, she had bounced back far sooner than she could have imagined. The suffocation had ended. As she took a deep breath and inhaled the sea air, it was as if all the stale air that had lingered and impeded her thinking had vanished. Now a fresh new mind was emerging from the upheaval of the past. She had backed herself when applying to buy the management rights and she had come out on top. Lauren never believed in miracles, but they did happen — she had just experienced one!

    Her belongings were arriving later in the day in a north-bound furniture carrier, not that there was much, as her apartment was fully furnished. She did have a few personal treasures that couldn’t be left behind, they were part of her life. There had been some good times earlier in the piece, but these had quickly faded. She slid open the glass sliding doors and walked out onto the balcony. There were surfers trying to catch a wave on the angry surf, but they were being tossed from their boards. The waves were short and sharp, they were nothing but a nuisance today. Was this telling Lauren that bad weather was about to arrive? She would have to study the weather patterns, as it was always nice to inform the guests what to expect, although all they wanted was sun, surf and more sun. Lauren had two days before she took over her management position, so tomorrow she would spend a couple of hours in reception and familiarise herself with the goings-on. All she had to do now was to wait for her furniture to arrive. She settled in a deckchair and gazed to the horizon, leaving her mind blank, so as not to have any unwanted thoughts popping in. She was oblivious to all around her. She had not bothered to look into any of the apartments, she was used to blanking out what was happening next door. Several of the guests watched with interest at this new person who had suddenly appeared and made herself at home in the deckchair. Was she there for one night, or would she stay for several days? Tomorrow would tell the story.

    Lauren was brought out of her daydream by the phone ringing. She jumped up and rushed to answer it; her furniture had arrived, would she make her way down to reception. This she did. The managers agreed to lock off the lift so her belongings could be transported up to level four without any interruptions. The trucking guys carried her gear to the lift and offered to come up and help her lift it into her apartment. This offer she kindly accepted. Once they had gone, all that was left for Lauren to do was to find a place for all her treasures, as these were good memories of her past. The bad ones she had left behind. With each placement she relived the memories; where they were bought, how she had saved to buy them, some with Scott’s blessing, others without.

    Come darkness, she had everything in its place. How lovely to be able to put things where she liked them, not where he said they had to go. This was the freedom of one’s own decision-making, one she had missed. These choices that had been taken from her, now they were available to her again. This brought a sigh of relief; feelings of self-worth were returning. She thought they had completely gone, but they had survived the past traumas, and here they were once again! Her life was only beginning, at age twenty-seven she had to make up for the lost years.

    Today, as Lauren had predicted, the weather had changed. It was overcast and dull, even a few spots of rain had appeared, but this didn’t dampen her feelings. This was the first day of her new life, so of course she wouldn’t let anything petty stand in her way. She looked at her surroundings. It was only then she realised she was on show to the guests in the other apartments on her floor. Because of the shape and positioning of the building so all apartments could have ocean views, there was very little privacy in the living quarters, only when the drapes were drawn. This she would have to remember. The bedrooms were fine, as they faced the back of the building. Not that she was a nosy person, but as manager her eyes were open to anything untoward, as this was expected of her.

    After having a bite of lunch, she made her way down to reception and met with the young lady who was on duty. She was presentable and very obliging with the guests, very much like herself all those years ago. This was how she started in the hospitality industry, first in reception, then she was promoted to the manager’s bed … big mistake. This was how she met Scott. He was the resort manager, married and a very handsome, self-confident man. He was a control freak, but this realisation came too late, even after a warning from his wife that she wouldn’t be the last, but this she chose to ignore. Lauren was in his clutches for the next ten years, until their receptionist did her a justice and become his lover. She felt sorry for her, so sent out a warning which, like her, she chose to ignore. What was to come next, she had to find out for herself!

    Lauren learnt that Anna worked reception at this new resort from Monday to Friday from 7.30am to 5.00pm. Then the managers took over each night to 9.30pm, as well as working the weekends. Lauren knew the more work she did, the more money she made. The hours were going to be a big ask, but she was up for it. She was on a strict savings pattern. At this stage there was no thought of another partner, certainly not! She would carry on the same hours of work the present managers did, until she sorted herself out. She would have the week days off until 5.00pm in which she could relax and forget her worries … but what worries? she asked herself!

    She looked through the register to see how many apartments were let permanently and there was six; four were semi-permanent and seven were rentals. This would keep her busy enough. “Can you fill me in on the semi-rentals, Anna?” she asked. “Yes, at this stage they are open, meaning they have not given us a date when they will be vacating. But we have a rule that they must give us a fortnight’s notice in advance. There is a couple and their daughter in apartment twelve on your floor, they have been in for a month now. They seem nice people. They come and go a lot, although I very rarely see the daughter.” Lauren thanked Anna for that information, as it was useful to know a little of what was going on. She would learn more in due course. She knew as manager, one never became too familiar with the guests, as then favours began to be expected. There always had to be that little aloofness; she had learnt this by past experiences. As they were talking, the couple from apartment twelve appeared at reception, so Anna introduced Lauren as the new manager. “Lauren, this is Mr and Mrs Langlands, they have been with us for a month.” “Pleased to meet you, I hope I will see you about often,” she replied. They smiled and took their leave. “What age is their daughter?” asked Lauren. “She is a hard one to pick an age for, perhaps eighteen, I don’t really know. She is certainly different, doesn’t say much, in fact she shies away from any conversation.”

    Tonight, Lauren had been asked down to have a farewell drink with the managers, as they were leaving tomorrow. They were moving back to their home town of Shepperton. Their management days were over, they just wanted time to themselves. It was all up to Lauren after tomorrow, so last-minute information was being handed over. The groundsman worked six days, but only six hours a day. He would come in on a Sunday if there were any emergencies. “You will find it a bit hectic on your own, as we shared the duties,” they told her. “I like being busy, it takes my mind off other things.” They thought with this remark, she must have had a broken relationship that she was still getting over. “It’s onwards and upwards from here,” Lauren told them. Definitely a broken relationship! They said their farewells and Lauren left to go to her apartment.

    Today was the first day as manageress of Blue Water Apartments. Lauren was up early as she wanted to say goodbye to the managers as they left. They may have forgotten to tell her something and remembered during the night, so she felt she had to be there to see them off and get any last-minute instructions. Their furniture had left a week earlier when they vacated the manager’s apartment so Lauren could move in. Yesterday they packed their wagon with the last of their belongings. There were last-minute goodbyes as they were ready to leave on their road trip. They hugged Lauren and wished her well. There was only one cautionary note on departure. “Watch the young lady in apartment twelve, she is strange,” and with this they drove off. Lauren was a little bewildered by this statement. Was this a warning? She would do just that and keep her eye on her.

    When Anna arrived to open reception at 7.30am she was surprised to see her boss was already there. “You’re up and on the job early,” she said to Lauren. “I wanted to be here to say goodbye in case they forgot to tell me something. But they did pass a comment about the young girl in apartment twelve. They said she was strange. Why would they say that?” “Yes, the young lady is different. I don’t see her much, she is not a day person, but she is apparently out and about at night.” How strange! thought Lauren. She thanked Anna and caught the lift up to her apartment to get herself some breakfast. She opened her drapes, only to reveal another overcast day. Then something caught her eye through one of the glass sliding doors. There was a young person crouched down in a corner, she looked like she was sobbing. Lauren quickly retreated back so she couldn’t be seen, then realised this must be the young person from apartment twelve. Why would she be huddled in a corner? she asked herself. She had to have another peep to make sure this was what she had actually witnessed. Yes, there she was, her eyes were not playing tricks on her, but where were her parents? She picked up the phone and rang down to reception. “Anna, the Langlands, have you seen them this morning?” “Yes, they left early but they were on their own, why?” she asked. Lauren decided not to say what she had seen, she would keep it to herself at the moment, so thanked Anna.

    Tonight was her first night on reception. Anna had finished at 5.00pm so Lauren was on until 9.30pm. People came and went. Lauren felt a little lost, as she didn’t know any of the guests, apart from the Langlands, but of course this would change after she had been here for a couple of months. “Excuse me, could you tell me what apartment the Langlands are in?” With this Lauren looked up to find a middle-aged Asian man enquiring. “Apartment twelve on the fourth floor. Would you like me to ring them and let them know you are here?” “No, thank you, they are expecting me,” and he headed to the lift. Lauren didn’t know if the parents had come back or if the daughter was on her own. She felt a little concerned, but decided it was none of her business, she could not become involved in other people’s lives. Just at that moment, her mind was taken away from apartment twelve as a couple came in off the street wanting an apartment for three nights, as they were going to a wedding. Lauren took them up to have an inspection of the room, with which they were very happy, so they signed the register, paid and received their key. They had come down from Brisbane.

    Come 9.30pm Lauren locked up reception and caught the lift to the fourth floor, where she unlocked her door and went in. Tomorrow was Saturday so she was on reception all day, and hopefully she would meet more of the permanent guests. She went over to the windows to close the drapes and just by chance, no, intentionally glanced into apartment twelve, only to see the Asian man was still there. The lonely figure of the girl was still crouched in the corner, but there didn’t seem to be any sign of the parents. Lauren didn’t linger, she pulled the drapes for her own privacy, but she did worry for the girl!

    She poured herself a glass of red wine, she was still excited about the fact that she had the management rights of this fabulous apartment block. She realised she didn’t need Scott to hold her hand, she could make it on her own! Why hadn’t she done this years ago instead of suffering? But it took him to do the dirty on her, and this was her only way out. He thought he could keep her and have his bit on the side. But to find out the bit on the side was their receptionist was the means to the end. She hadn’t told him where she was going, this was a complete break-away, she never wanted to see him again. She did wonder if he had promoted her to his bed. Was this history repeating itself?

    Two months had passed without any problems and she had met most of the other guests as they came and went. Today Mrs Langlands had come to reception to see if a parcel had arrived for her. Lauren noticed she dressed in hippy-type clothes, very modern indeed for a middle-aged lady. She felt she wanted to compliment her on her stylish clothing. “You look lovely today,” she told her. “Why, thank you, I do all my shopping at St Vinnies, the Salvation Army thrift shops.” This took Lauren by surprise, in fact she was totally shocked. She didn’t look like someone who would wear second-hand clothing. “Well, you certainly choose well,” was all she could think to say at that moment. She had never met anyone who shopped at St Vinnies, well no one that she knew of. “Could you please ring me when my parcel arrives?” she asked of Lauren. This she promised to do. Just before closing a courier arrived with a package, so she rang the Langlands, who came and collected it straight away.

    Each Sunday while on reception, she noticed Mr and Mrs Langlands left the apartment block dressed very stylish, but the daughter was never with them. She did wonder where they went. Then one day during a conversation, Mrs Langlands told Lauren they were Salvation Army members and went to church every Sunday. Now she knew what was happening on Sundays! This was one of her questions answered. But what of the daughter? She was never with them. Lauren had only seen her twice. They were a mystery family; they didn’t have a vehicle, several people visited them, but the number of parcels they received was unbelievable. And each time a parcel was delivered, they had to be rung.

    One Saturday night after Lauren had closed reception, she waited for the lift to come down to the ground floor. It seemed to be taking its time, then when it did eventually turn up, the door opened and there crouched on the floor was the daughter from apartment twelve. When she saw Lauren she slowly stood up, but was unsteady on her feet. Her eyes were glassy and she seemed dazed. She picked up her backpack and staggered out. “Are you all right?” “Yes” was the only answer she got out of her. Then she opened the door and walked out of the building. Where on earth would she be going at this hour of night, on her own? she wondered. She looked as if she had been drinking. Where were her parents? Before Lauren closed her drapes that night, she looked across at apartment twelve and the Langlands were both there. She was mystified. What a strange set-up, she thought, should she be concerned? No, it was none of her business, she told herself. They were not causing a disturbance to anyone, but she would keep her eye on them!

    Several months had passed without any incidents and Lauren was run off her feet. She had only managed to take a couple of mornings away from the place in six months, but this she didn’t mind, as she was still finding her way. Once she was more organised, she would take more time off! Her guests in apartment twelve were still with her, but she did wonder how they could afford to pay the rent, as neither seemed to work, although they were out and about a lot. The Asian guy was still turning up regularly, and this was a worry, as sometimes the daughter was there on her own. Then one Friday night, just as Lauren was closing reception, she looked up to see the daughter hurrying out the front entrance door, with her backpack on. She wasn’t sure if she had been spotted, so she waited a bit then she decided to see in what direction she went, just out of curiosity. Lauren walked down the pathway to the front street, but she was nowhere to be seen. That is strange, she thought. She could see for miles as the lights lit the street from both ways, but it was empty. Where had she gone? Obviously not out onto the street. By now it was too late, so she would have to wait until next time. And why was she always carrying a backpack?

    Tonight, as she was lying in bed, her imagination was running wild. So many bizarre thoughts were flooding her brain. Was she a lady of the night? Surely not, as she never looked appealing, but was her façade hidden in her backpack? Did she have a night job? But she wouldn’t go to work if she had been drinking. With all these thoughts in her mind she dropped off to sleep, her brain had shut down. When she woke the next morning, her mind was still focused on the daughter. A mystery, indeed it was.

    It was Sunday again, the Langlands were off to church, nothing had changed with their routine. The daughter, as usual, was not with them. People came and went and the day seemed to pass quickly. Later in the afternoon two parcels were brought in by a courier to be delivered to apartment twelve. Lauren did the usual and rang as soon as they were delivered, and they were collected straight away. Thank goodness it was closing time, so she locked up reception and went to the lift. The light was on showing that it was at the fourth floor. Now was her chance — Lauren hurried to the entrance, walked outside and stood behind a bush, in wait. True to her expectations out came the daughter with her backpack, but she didn’t walk down the path to the street, instead she took the path that led to the beach. Oh, that is why I lost her the other night, but why would she be going onto the beach in the dark? That would be dangerous on her own, she thought. This was enough for tonight, as she didn’t have a torch, so back inside she went. The mystery was deepening and the plot thickening. Then it came to her attention that several parcels had been delivered today. Was there a connection? As she closed her drapes, she had a peep to see if the parents were home, and indeed they were. Suddenly it came to her attention that the apartment always had someone in it, it was never vacated by everyone at the same time. This was why the daughter never went anywhere with her parents. When they were out, she was at home, and vice versa … but why?

    While in reception tonight, Lauren noticed the Asian guy walk straight to the lift, so she had a look to see what floor it stopped at and true to form, the fourth floor. She had never thought to ask Anna if she had seen him visiting the Langlands during the day, but she would ask her tomorrow. Another day had come to a close and Lauren was waiting for the lift to go to her apartment. When it stopped, out walked the daughter with her backpack, and she was none too steady on her feet. Her hair looked matted, she was certainly no lady of the night, nor would she be going to work in that condition. But where was she going? Lauren caught the lift going back up. She unlocked her apartment door and walked straight to the window. The drapes in apartment twelve were partially drawn, but she could see the Asian visitor was still there. As she reached to draw her drapes, she got the shock of her life: the bench-top of the island bar was covered in wads of notes, all in neat piles. So much money. Where did it come from? The Asian man was counting the money. ‘What the hell?’ were the first words that came to Lauren’s mind. Where did all that money come from? Why was Mrs Langlands buying second-hand clothes at St Vinnies when she could afford to buy new ones? So many scenarios were running through her mind. How? Why? But nothing made sense any more. What was going on in that apartment? It was almost sinister, all that money! She quickly closed the drapes for fear she might be seen to be spying on them, which of course she was!

    The next shift that Anna was on, Lauren asked her if she had seen an Asian guy coming and going. She assured her that he was a regular, but she didn’t know who he was visiting as he went straight to the lift, he never came to reception. She asked Anna to watch when he next came to see what floor he got off on, as she had to be sure that was the only floor he was visiting. Would she tell Anna what she had seen? No, it was better kept under wraps until she figured what was going on. She did ask her to ring her when parcels were delivered to the Langlands.

    It was time to hatch a plan. She had to know where the daughter was going at night, so the next delivery to the Langlands was her clue as to when the daughter would next leave the building. This, of course, would be at night. She would ask Anna to stay on and work her shift and she would wait in the sand dunes to see where she went. It wasn’t long before a call came from Anna to say there had been a delivery, she had rung the Langlands and they were on their way down to collect it. With this, Lauren arranged for Anna to do a double shift tonight, then she could have the whole day off tomorrow.

    Just on dark, Lauren left the building with a torch and picked a vantage point in the sand dunes where she could see the daughter as she came down the steps onto the beach. She didn’t know which direction she would be heading, so she stayed close enough that she could follow her either way. Then it all happened. Down the steps she came with her backpack, walking in the direction Lauren was hiding, but she kept to the water’s edge for a few hundred yards then she veered up towards the sand dunes. Then she hesitated and looked around before approaching two sticks that were crisscrossed and sticking out of the sand. Lauren saw her stop by the sticks, which looked like they were there for a specific reason. She knelt down and started digging with her hands, all the time keeping watch. She took off her backpack and lifted something out, then hurriedly buried it. She stood up and retreated back the way she had come. Suddenly a dreadful thought flooded Lauren’s brain. No, it couldn’t be, no way, but reality took over. Was she witnessing a drug drop-off? Was she planting drugs for someone to pick up? Was that drug money she had seen in the Langlands’ apartment? Who was the Asian guy? Was he a money launderer and all those parcels that were delivered was that how they got the drugs? Lauren sat frozen to the spot when she realised one of her apartments was perhaps being used as a drug distribution centre.

    As she was about to leave, a man came down from the dunes and went to where the sticks were. He knelt down and started digging, then he lifted a parcel from the sand and reached in his pocket and took something out and put it in the hole he had dug. He covered it, then stood up and went on his way. Now she had witnessed a drop-off and a pick-up. She waited for a few minutes then shakily snuck along the sand dunes. She was petrified, as she had read what happened to those who interfered in the drug scene. Now she felt she was part of it. What would she do? No way could she tell Anna, that would bring her into it. She didn’t want her to be involved, in case of retribution. No, Anna must not know what was happening.

    When she arrived back, Anna had locked up and gone home. She was pleased that she had given her the day off tomorrow, as she would not have to face her. Lauren needed time to think things over in the protection of her own environment. At least when she was in reception, she could see who came and went, but this was of little comfort to her now. How would she feel when she next had to face the Langlands? As she made her way to the lift, she could see it had just left the fourth floor. Who was she going to meet? As the door opened, out stepped the daughter with her backpack. Lauren was in shock. Where would she be going this time? Then she remembered the pick-up guy had buried something. Was she going to retrieve what he had left? Was it money, perhaps payment for the drugs? She felt sick, this poor girl was the drug courier. Now Lauren knew why she was shaky and had glassy eyes — it wasn’t alcohol, she was an addict! But her parents, why would they feed their daughter drugs? Then a terrible thought came to her. Perhaps she wasn’t their daughter, perhaps she was someone else’s daughter who had been lured into the seedy underworld.

    She let herself into her apartment and walked over to the windows and pulled close her drapes. She had seen enough, she didn’t want to see anything else tonight, as she could hardly cope with what she had discovered. Time for a wine, she convinced herself. She needed something to relax, as now she carried another unwanted burden, one with so many disastrous consequences! What if someone had seen her, what could she expect to happen to her? In all her ten years in the hospitality industry, never had she encountered anything as dangerous as drugs, so she was out of her depth. Should she tell the police? Would the Langlands know it was her that had reported them? If so, what would they do to her? It was all too much — she burst into tears. Where to from here?

    This morning Lauren was in reception at 7.30am. She was still reeling from last night and prayed that the Langlands didn’t come near her today. She didn’t know how she would react towards them. But it didn’t take long for her worst fear to be realised. Mrs Langlands made her way to reception and was on for a chat. This is unusual, thought Lauren. “Today I’m on my way to St Vinnies to do some shopping, as they have a sale and all the clothes are heavily reduced, so I’m hoping to pick up some bargains.” Before Lauren realised, she had opened her mouth and out flowed her thoughts. “But why do you shop there? Other shops have bargains and their clothes are new.” “We are great supporters of the Salvation Army so we like to buy from them. They do so much good for all communities here in Australia and overseas. You must come along one day,” she suggested. Never before had she been so friendly. Did she know something? Fear crept in. Was she trying to lure her away so she could get some sort of revenge? “Perhaps, one day,” Lauren answered in a quivering voice. “Are you all right?” she asked. What could Lauren say? She was petrified and it was showing. She had to pull herself together and act normal but that was easier said than done! “I just overindulged a little last night, but I’ll come right.” “Were you celebrating something special?” she asked. This was becoming a nightmare. When was she going to let up and stop asking questions? What was this leading up to, did she know something? The only reply she could think of and blurted out was “It was my birthday,” which of course wasn’t true. “Happy birthday, Lauren, of course you should celebrate,” she replied, then she took her leave. Never had she wanted to get rid of someone so quickly as Mrs Langlands. She tugged at her hair, nearly pulling it out at the roots in frustration. She was frightened and it was showing! Here she was in her own apartment block and she felt unsafe, all because of the drug situation.

    Suddenly she was disturbed by a cough and she looked up to see a courier guy standing at reception with a parcel, no guessing who that was for! “Please see that this is delivered to apartment twelve straight away,” he asked. “Yes, I will ring this very minute,” and with this she picked up the phone. “Mr Langlands, a parcel has arrived addressed to you.” With this the courier man left satisfied. It was only a matter of minutes before Mr Langlands came down and picked it up. It was only then that Lauren realised that he was quite a pleasant-looking man. He thanked her and re-entered the lift. Tonight, there would probably be another drop-off by the daughter, Lauren presumed. She would stay in reception until she came down with her backpack, and if so, what she had presumed would be verified. The day the drugs were delivered, they were disposed of just as quickly, in case of a police raid. Just before 5.00pm she saw Mrs Langlands arriving with a lot of parcels, so she lifted the receiver off the telephone and talked into thin air, and gave her a wave hoping she would go straight to the lift, which indeed she did.

    After Lauren closed reception at 9.30, she could see that the lift was stopped at the fourth floor. She waited until it came down to the foyer and when it opened, standing there in a daze was the daughter decked out with her backpack. Lauren smiled at her, she didn’t want her to feel she had noticed anything unusual. The daughter dropped her head down and hurried out the entrance door. So yes, this confirmed the day the parcels arrived, there was a delivery. She had to talk to someone, but who? She let herself into her apartment, pulled the drapes and fell into her favourite chair. Who could she talk to? She was frightened, and this showed up today in front of Mrs Langlands. It was almost a display of stupidity and she had told lies, this was not like her, this was another person! She was not in control! If she didn’t go to the police and the apartments were raided, would she be charged as an accessory to a crime? This was a serious situation, yes, she had no option but to go to the police. She had a duty to protect her guests and, of course, herself. Now that she had made a positive decision, tomorrow morning she would be off to the police station.

    Lauren stopped off at reception to let Anna know she would be away for most of the day, but would be back for her shift. She caught the lift to the basement carpark and got into her car. She was nervous, as she had never had anything to do with the police in the past. What was she going to say, how was she going to approach the subject? But at least she had actual evidence, well, in her head, that something untoward was going on. After parking her car several blocks away from the police station, she decided to walk just in case someone was watching her, or she was being followed. This was the effect all this was having on her — she was becoming paranoid.

    At the desk stood a stern-looking policewoman. “How can I help you?” she asked. Lauren was silent for a moment, then she spoke. “I wish to speak with someone in the drug squad.” She looked at Lauren. “I will get one of our officers to speak with you, just take a seat.” She could see this young lady was nervous. After five minutes she was asked to come through to a private office where a man was seated. “This is Detective Flynn, he will speak with you,” then she closed the door and left. “How can I help you?” he asked. Lauren didn’t know where to start. The tears started — was this because some of the pressure was going to be released? She tried to pull herself together. Once she settled, she told him all she knew. “So, you have seen all this yourself? How much money do you think was on the bench?” he asked. Lauren told him she didn’t know, but there were many bundles, she felt frightened so she pulled the drapes. “And you followed the daughter and watched her burying something in the sand, then saw the pick-up. Would you be able to explain where this happened?” Lauren told him she would only be too pleased to co-operate. “But I don’t want the police to come to the apartment block for fear of retaliation,” she told him. “What we will do is send a plain-clothed detective to your apartment as a cover-up. No one will know what is happening, he could just be a man friend. You obviously live on your own?” Lauren verified this. “I’m sorry, I don’t even know your name?” he asked. “I’m Lauren, I am the manageress of the Blue Water Apartments.” “Tomorrow I will send a detective to your building to meet with you, Lauren, his name will be Mike. You can discuss this with him and he can get a feel for the situation. Do you mind if he spends time in your apartment, then he can keep his eye on what is happening next door? Is this okay with you?” Lauren assured Detective Flynn that she would be happy to have some protection, as she was fearful of what might happen next. They both stood up and shook hands. “Thank you, Lauren, you have done the right thing by coming to us.” With this she left the station feeling a little more relieved.

    She walked to a nearby café to have some lunch and a cup of strong coffee. While she was sitting there, she was sure she saw Scott walk by. Surely not, he didn’t know where she was. What would he be doing here? She hadn’t told him anything, so he wouldn’t know of her whereabouts. Who would have told him? Was it coincidence, or had he tracked her down? She didn’t need any more distractions; her life was in enough turmoil. A tear slipped down her cheek so she quickly wiped it away. Was it a tear of despair or one of relief? … She didn’t know any more!

    Lauren couldn’t really settle into shopping, too much was going on in her mind. She decided enough was enough, she would head home for a rest before she took over reception at 5.00pm. After parking her car, she caught the lift straight up to the fourth floor; she didn’t want to stop at reception, she needed time out. Just as she stepped out of the lift, she noticed the daughter from apartment twelve crouched on the floor. Before she could stop herself, she asked, “Are you okay?” Tears were streaming down her face. “Can I help you?” Lauren asked again. At that very moment the door opened, and Mr Langlands pulled her inside. Lauren hurried to her apartment and let herself in. Oh my God, did he hear me questioning his daughter? she wondered. Now what was going to happen? She collapsed into her chair. Tomorrow couldn’t come quickly enough, that was when the detective called Mike was going to arrive. She couldn’t have a drink to steady her nerves, as she was due in reception in a short while. Lauren closed her eyes and wished for everything to disappear. Then she remembered she thought she had seen her ex Scott. Perhaps she had just imagined it, among all her fears. She closed her eyes and dozed off, until she was brought back to life by the phone ringing.

    It was Anna checking to see if she was home. There was someone in reception asking for her. She looked at the time, it was four o’clock, she only had an hour. “I’ll be down in a minute,” she said, then hung up. Had the detective arrived early? This was a happy thought. When she arrived at reception she was surprised, but not happy, to see her ex Scott. It must have been him she saw earlier! “Hello, Lauren, you have a nice place here, I’ve missed you.” “What happened to Lucy?” she asked, she couldn’t help herself. “She has gone, she found someone else. It wasn’t until you left that I realised how much you meant to me,” he told her, trying to win her over. “Well, I’m sorry, Scott, I have moved on. I have a life of my own and I’m happy. I bought the management rights to this property, this is my new life.” Scott looked disappointed, he thought Lauren would fall straight back into his arms. “I have to take over reception now, so you will have to go,” she told him. “I’ll come back tomorrow and we can have a talk then.” She didn’t know how to answer this, as there was so much still going on in her mind. On that note he left. Anna had been privy to this conversation, so she didn’t mention it to her boss, as she could see she was upset.

    She passed on to Lauren what had happened on her shift, now it was time for her to finish for the day. “See you in the morning, Lauren,” she called as she left the building. Poor Lauren now had another problem, one she wished she didn’t have and that was her ex Scott. Strangely she felt no emotions towards him, she had left them behind when she walked out. What had happened to Lucy? Lauren had a quiet smile to herself. Had she discovered his controlling ways? She didn’t last long, she was sensible, she had escaped before it was too late. Now he wanted her back! Not a chance, he had blown their friendship by bedding her!

    Reception was quiet tonight. She looked to see if any parcels had been delivered for apartment twelve, as all inward mail or deliveries were recorded, but no, there was nothing. This meant there would be no drop-offs tonight. It would give her a chance to relax before her ordeal with the detective tomorrow and, of course, her meeting with Scott. She wondered how Scott had found her. Hopefully tonight she would have a good sleep, as she felt she had lightened her burden a little by going to the police. It now meant she would not be implicated in any drug raids on the apartments. She was glad that was all sorted.
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