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    ‘This seat taken?’ He slid onto the stool next to me before I could answer. He knew damn well it wasn’t taken. He’d been watching me for twenty minutes from a corner table.

    ‘Go ahead,’ I said, somewhat belatedly.

    ‘You OK?’ He had to shout slightly over the bar’s four-to-the-floor disco soundtrack.

    I took another sip of my rum. ‘Getting there.’

    ‘Quiet tonight.’

    He wasn’t referring to the music. The whole of Ibiza Town was dead. The season hadn’t started, the weather was grey and truculent, and it was midweek. There were half a dozen people in the bar. And that included just one other woman, in her thirties like me, sitting with a younger guy. Both were engrossed with their phones, in that modern way of couples. I imagined she was watching cute cat videos, whereas he’d be trawling through clickbait like ‘You Won’t Believe These Cheerleaders’ Wardrobe Malfunctions’. The beautiful people that Ibiza was famous for were still hibernating. Or, more likely, enjoying the last of the snow in St Moritz or Klosters, partying in Miami or catching the final gasp of the closing parties at Punta del Este. And the summer club fodder that filled the giant dance floors or paid obscene money for table service in so-called VIP areas were still working at their day jobs.

    ‘Buy you another?’ my new friend asked in an accent that was barely there unless you listened out for it. He was in his mid-thirties, dark-haired, flat of stomach and smooth of skin, with a handsome-and-he-knew-it confidence that stopped just short of him being what the locals called a narciso. He had on Edward Green two-tone loafers, J. Crew jeans and a skateboard top which looked like Gap but probably cost twenty times as much.

    ‘Diplomático,’ I said. ‘The 2001.’

    He gave a mock wince. ‘Expensive tastes.’

    ‘Expensive bar.’

    ‘I know. It’s my bar,’ he said with a little laugh. He held out a hand. ‘Pino.’

    As I took it I watched his eyes flick to my neckline and his gaze linger on the curve of my breast.

    ‘Samantha,’ I said, using my full name for once.

    He did some finger flicking at the barman that got me a generous refill and him a vodka and soda. ‘What brings you to Ibiza, Samantha?’

    ‘I looked for cheap flights on the easyJet site and this came up. Seemed as good a place as any. Although I was expecting sun and fun.’

    He shrugged. ‘I can’t do anything about the sun, I’m afraid.’

    The opening he left me was as wide as his grin, but I decided not to step into it. Not yet. I took another sip of rum. Feel no pain. Isn’t that what they said when the booze kicked in? I was still waiting for the numbness to hit.

    ‘What are you running from?’ he asked.

    The police, my former employer, my on-off paranoid boyfriend, my failure as a parent. It was a long list. ‘Who says I’m running?’

    He gave a little smirk, as if I were a child telling fibs. ‘I see a lot of people in this place. You get good at guessing backstories. You’re an attractive woman, alone and, forgive me  . . .’ His fingers brushed my bare arm. ‘Intent on getting drunk as quickly as possible.’

    I swirled the rum in my glass. ‘If that were the case wouldn’t I be doing Jägerbombs?’

    ‘You know what I mean. And you shouldn’t drink on an empty stomach. Not even good rum.’

    I felt a little bubble of irritation burst in me, a sure sign the brakes were coming off. ‘So you’re my father now? Next, you’ll be telling me I can’t go out dressed like this.’

    Even as I said it I could hear an echo of my own father saying just that. I was wearing a sleeveless shirt unbuttoned one step too far and black capris tight enough to show I wasn’t wearing any knickers.

    ‘I don’t give fashion advice. I’m sorry  . . .’ He made to slip off the stool.

    ‘No, wait.’ I looked accusingly at my glass and the smear of rum left in the bottom. The sneaky little bastard obviously evaporates pretty fast. ‘I’m sorry. You’re right. Too hammered, too early. You know anywhere decent to eat?’

    ‘Of course. Most of the good places haven’t opened up yet. But I know one. It’s a little way out of town. I have my car.’ My eyes slid towards his vodka. ‘Don’t worry, I’ve hardly touched my drink. I’m fine to drive.’
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