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Hello, I’m Brett, the author of this story, and before we dive into the adventure, I thought you might be interested in my sharing a little about the journey that led me here, and how this book came to life.

Many years ago, more than I’d care to admit, my dad stumbled upon a complete set of Famous Five books in a quaint little shop tucked away in a sleepy fishing village called Beer, in East Devon. 
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Now, if you’ve ever visited Beer, you’ll know it’s the perfect place for an adventure. With its windswept cliffs and tales of smugglers like Beer resident, Jack Rattenbury whispered through the ages. 

It feels like the kind of place where anything is possible. 

Even as a child, it wasn’t hard to imagine swashbuckling escapades happening just around the corner.

My dad used to read those Famous Five stories to me at bedtime, and let me tell you, for a boy with a wild imagination, those tales opened up a world full of seaside coves, hidden caves, secret treasures, and daring plots. 

Smugglers and thieves lurking in the shadows? I was right there with the Famous Five, solving mysteries with every turn of the page.

Fast forward to today, and now I’m the dad, of two amazing young boys, George and William. 

Every night, I carry on the tradition of bedtime stories, just as my dad did with me. And by my side, supporting all my wild ideas and crazy schemes, is my wonderful wife, Vikki. 

Not to forget our little Sproodle, Lola, a furry bundle of energy who’s never far from an adventure herself.

I’ve always dreamed of writing my very own adventure story, one that I could read to my boys, just like the stories I loved as a child. 

We bought a home in Condado de Alhama many years ago, and let me tell you, it’s a place brimming with mystery and excitement. 

If you ever visit, you might even bump into a few of the characters from this book, though I admit, I’ve sprinkled in a bit of artistic license here and there. 

After all, what’s a good story without a dash of imagination?

So, with that, I invite you to join us on this adventure. 

Who knows what mysteries we’ll uncover together?
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George’s mum, Vikki, shouted for the third time, her voice slicing through the stillness of the house. “George! You really need to get up!”

Vikki wasn’t just the boy’s loving Mum; she was their travel agent, personal chef, organizer, and decorator. She also bore the unenviable task of rallying the household into action, a duty requiring the patience of a saint. With a husband, two exited boys and a mischievous puppy to manage, mornings in their house were never dull.

George groaned and burrowed deeper into his duvet. His room was dim, the curtains still drawn against the early morning light. The last thing he wanted was to abandon the warm cocoon of his bed. “Just five more minutes, Mum...” he mumbled, his voice muffled by the covers. But today, his usual plea for more sleep wasn’t going to cut it.

“No, George! Your dad’s finished packing the car, and we’re all waiting for you!” Vikki’s tone sharpened with urgency, the sound of her foot stomping on the wooden floor punctuating her words.

George’s sleepy fog lifted like a curtain. Today was the day. The day he’d been dreaming about for months. In a heartbeat, he was wide awake, heart pounding with anticipation. Five glorious weeks of sunshine, sea, and Spanish adventure stretched out before him like a summer dream.

[image: ]But this year was special. They were bringing Lola, the family’s bouncy new black-and-white Sproodle puppy, on her first proper holiday. 

Still a ball of fluffy energy, Lola promised to add her own unique brand of mischief to the trip. George couldn’t wait to see how she’d react to the beach, the waves, and the endless expanse of sand.

Springing out of bed, George dressed with the efficiency of a boy on a mission. T-shirt, shorts, sneakers, check. There was no time to dawdle. Breakfast was a blur, two pancakes with fruit and honey wolfed down in under a minute, crumbs scattering in his haste. 

Teeth brushed? Check. Face washed? Check. Hair? Well, pretty much perfect of course. He sprayed a quick cloud of his favourite cologne, a woody, vanilla scent that made him feel ready for anything.

Pausing for a moment, George caught his reflection in the mirror and grinned, pretending to adjust an imaginary tie. “Spain, here I come,” he thought. He gave himself a mock salute before racing back downstairs.

The chaos below was almost comical. His younger brother William was practically bouncing off the walls, his excitement infectious. Draped in a red hoodie slightly too big for him, William was a whirlwind of motion, hopping from one foot to the other. His chatter filled the hallway as he peppered their mum with questions about the ferry, the drive, and what they’d do first when they reached Spain.

Lola, not to be outdone, skittered across the wooden floor, her tiny paws scrabbling for traction. She darted between William’s legs, her tail wagging so hard it was a blur. She barked, spun in a circle, then barked again, as if to say, “I’m ready! Let’s go!” Her energy seemed limitless, and her excitement added to the charged atmosphere of the morning.

“Finally!” William exclaimed dramatically when George appeared. He folded his arms, his expression a mix of impatience and mock exasperation. “We’ve been waiting for hours!”

“Yeah, yeah,” George said with a grin, grabbing the backpack he’d filled with various items for the trip. “Hope you’ve packed some snacks for yourself cause you’re not having any of mine, and we all know how much you like to eat!” 

William gasped, affronted. “What?! You’re the one who doesn’t stop eating! Remember last summer? Mum had to ban you from the fridge!”

George shrugged, unbothered. “I need fuel. Adventurers are always ready for action.”

Lola barked in agreement, dashing toward the door. She bounced on her hind legs, pawing at the air as if urging everyone to hurry up.

Outside, their dad was securing the last of the luggage in the car. The vehicle was packed to bursting, bags crammed into every available space. A cooler was wedged between the boys’ seats, and a precarious stack of George’s manga books, and snacks occupied the rest of the backseat. Lola’s blanket was spread out beside it, ready for her to settle in.

“Right, boys,” their dad called, locking the front door with a click. “This is it. Everyone ready?”

The house stood silent behind them, a backdrop to the momentous occasion. As they pulled out of the driveway, the sun began its ascent, casting a golden glow over the quiet roads. The cool morning air streamed through the open windows, carrying with it the scent of freshly cut grass and blooming flowers.

As they drove through town, they passed familiar landmarks: the old oak tree in the park where George had once broken his arm trying to climb too high, the bakery that always smelled of fresh bread, and the little Post Office with its red door. George felt a pang of nostalgia, but the excitement of what lay ahead quickly overtook it.

George leaned back in his seat, letting the breeze tousle his hair. The familiar neighbourhood streets soon gave way to the rolling hills of the countryside. The further they drove, the more the scenery changed. Quiet lanes became highways, and soon they were passing fields of green and shimmering forests bathed in soft light.

“I bet Lola’s going to love the beach,” William said, scratching the puppy behind her floppy ears. She responded with an enthusiastic lick to his cheek, making him laugh.

“Let’s just hope she doesn’t chase after seagulls,” their dad remarked with a chuckle. “Last thing we need is her running into the sea after one of those birds.”

“Or digging up someone’s sandcastle,” Vikki added, glancing back at the boys with a knowing smile.

The miles rolled by, but the car’s occupants weren’t content to sit in silence. The boys had already started a game of “I Spy,” which grew increasingly absurd as they ran out of obvious things to name.

“I spy with my little eye, something beginning with... O!” William declared quickly as they drove past a broken-down car on the hard shoulder.

“Overheated radiator,” George answered triumphantly, smirking as William pouted.

After an hour, their dad pulled the car into a quaint tea shop on the outskirts of Devon. The building was charming, with ivy climbing its stone walls and a sign that read “The Weary Traveller” swaying gently in the breeze. George’s eyes lit up as he read the sign. “This place looks lovely.”

Inside, the tea shop was warm and inviting, with low wooden beams and the scent of freshly baked scones and brewing tea filled the air. A kindly woman with silver hair and twinkling eyes greeted them at the door. “Welcome! Passing through on a holiday, are you?” she asked, her voice rich with the local Devonshire accent.

“That’s right,” Vikki replied with a smile. “We’re on our way to Spain, a little place called Mazarron on the South Coast.”

“Ah, I know it well, a long journey ahead,” the woman said knowingly. “Take your time and enjoy a break here.”

The family found a cozy corner by the window, overlooking a garden bursting with brightly coloured flowers. The table was already set with mismatched china, and a teapot decorated with tiny painted ships soon arrived, steaming and fragrant. William eagerly reached for a scone, his eyes widening when he discovered the generous dollop of clotted cream and strawberry jam accompanying it.

“This is the best scone I’ve ever had,” he said with his mouth full, drawing a chuckle from their dad.

The elderly woman returned with more tea and leaned in conspiratorially. “Mazarron and the surrounding area is lovely, but you watch yourselves along that coast.”

George tilted his head. “Why? Is there something we should know?”

The woman glanced around; her demeanour suddenly serious. “I can’t say too much, the walls have ears you know” she said winking “but there’s been talk of smugglers operating along that stretch of the coast. They’ve been using secret coves to move goods between here in Devon and southern Spain. Some say they’re dangerous folk.”

“Smugglers?” William whispered; his eyes wide. “Like pirates?”

The woman chuckled softly, but her eyes held a hint of concern. “Something like that. They work in the shadows, and not all of them take kindly to strangers snooping around.” She tapped her nose. “Just keep your wits about you, that’s all.”

As they left the tea shop, George couldn’t shake the feeling that they’d stumbled onto the edge of an adventure. The seed of intrigue was planted firmly in his mind, and as he climbed back into the car, he couldn’t help but grin. “Smugglers, eh? This holiday just got a lot more interesting.”
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As the car pulled away, the ivy-clad tea shop disappeared into the distance, but the sense of mystery lingered. George stared out the window, his mind already racing with possibilities. 

Whatever awaited them in Spain, he was certain this summer would be unforgettable.

​
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All Aboard the Pont Aven
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When they reached the port in Plymouth, George pressed his face against the car window, eyes wide with excitement as the ferry terminal came into view. The colossal Brittany Ferry, the Pont Aven, towered over the line of cars like a floating city. Its pristine white exterior gleamed in the sunlight, and the blue and orange of its logo seemed to promise adventure and exploration. The scent of salt air mingled with the faint tang of diesel as the family approached the loading area.

“Wow,” George breathed, craning his neck to take it all in. “It’s massive! I can’t believe we’re going on that!”

“It’s like a skyscraper on water!” William exclaimed, bouncing in his seat. Lola let out an excited bark, her tail wagging furiously as if she too, understood the significance of the moment.

As they approached the checkpoint, their dad Brett rolled down the window to chat with the border patrol officer. She was a cheerful woman who asked about their journey and inspected their documents with practiced efficiency. “Off to Spain, are we?” she asked with a smile. “Sounds wonderful. Have a great trip!” she said, waving them through.

George leaned back in his seat as they joined the line of cars waiting to board the ferry. The queue moved steadily, and soon they were approaching the ramp into the belly of the ship. George felt a thrill of anticipation as the dim, cavernous parking deck drew closer. The air was thick with the mingled smells of saltwater and diesel fuel, and the metallic clanking of chains echoed around them.

George couldn’t help but feel a flutter of nerves in his stomach. The Pont Aven was so much bigger than he had imagined.

“Mum, is this a cruise ship?” William asked, his voice filled with awe as he struggled to take it all in.

“Not quite, but close enough” Mum chuckled, turning in her seat to look back at the boys. 

“But it’s got everything you’ll need. There’s a swimming pool, a cinema, and plenty of places to explore. It’s like a mini holiday before we even get to Spain!”

George watched as they slowly inched forward in the line of cars, the ferry’s yawning entrance growing larger and larger until it looked like it could swallow them whole. His fingers tapped restlessly on the edge of his seat. 

Once they were parked below deck, their dad said, “Can someone remember we’re on deck 4 Purple. I’ll forget, you know I have a head like a sieve”. Luckily mum was rather more organised.

George grabbed his backpack and looked around the massive space. He felt dizzy with excitement, or was it the diesel fumes, now even stronger. Lola, curious as ever, sniffed the air eagerly, her little tail wagging furiously.

However, Lola’s excitement turned to indignation as Brett slipped a muzzle over her snout, a condition of having dogs in the ferry’s communal areas. She wriggled and pawed at it, clearly unimpressed. “It’s just for a little while,” George said, giving her a reassuring hug. “Once we’re settled, you’ll forget all about it.”

All she could think is, what if someone were to offer her a sausage, or maybe a biscuit?? This was an impossible situation!

As they made their way to the cabin, George felt like they were stepping into another world. The walls hummed with the steady vibration of the engines.

The family navigated the narrow staircases and hallways, finally reaching their cabin. It was compact but cosy, with a large circular window that William quickly realised he could lounge in as he watched the waters of the bustling Plymouth harbour, their surface shimmering under the mid-day sun.

“I can see everything from here!” he exclaimed. “The cars, the cranes, the seagulls—it’s amazing!”

“Don’t get your fingerprints all over the window,” Mum said with a laugh, unpacking their overnight bags.

Once settled, they ventured out to explore the ship. George felt a sense of adventure as they wandered through the labyrinth of corridors, past the cinema, restaurants, and shops. The hum of the engines vibrated beneath their feet, a constant reminder that they were about to embark on an epic journey.

They eventually found their way through the ship and out onto the top deck where Mum, Dad, George, William and Lola watched as the ferry began to pull away from the port; the cliffs and buildings outside slowly receding into the distance. 

As the ship pulled further away, the details begin to blur and the earthy tones of cliffs and greyness of the port and its buildings merging into a soft palette of blues and greys.  The cries of Seagulls overhead mingled with distant sounds of the harbour, creating a symphony of nature and maritime life as the ship ventured further into the open sea.

On the top deck, George and William leaned against the railing, the cool breeze ruffling their hair. 

“This is it,” George said, a grin spreading across his face. “We’re officially on our way to Spain.”

“Do you think we’ll see dolphins?” William asked, his eyes scanning the water eagerly

“Maybe,” Mum said. “Keep an eye out. They like to jump in and out of the water in the ship’s wake.”

“Well,” George said, turning around with an exaggerated air of importance, “first stop, duty-free. I need to check out the colognes.”

William groaned, rolling his eyes dramatically. “Again with the cologne? You’re obsessed! And yet, you never smell any better” he laughed as they made their way along the corridor, dropping Lola back to their cabin and then on to Deck 8.
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