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  BEWARE GREEKS BARING [sic] GIFTS




  Vav Garnek




  Ancient Greece had fascinated Helen Marshall for as long as she could remember. So when she got a decent Christmas bonus and decided to book her summer holiday there was only

  ever going to be one destination.




  She managed to find what looked to be a halfway decent hotel at a very reasonable price at Glyfada on the outskirts of Athens for a week at the end of May, together with an EasyJet flight from

  Stansted airport.




  The journey was completely uneventful except that she couldn’t help but notice the exceptionally good-looking “trolley dolly” who squeezed past her in the aisle on one

  occasion. She was taller than Helen, around five foot ten, dark but with piercing blue eyes and definitely “have-some” in an intriguingly Mediterranean way. Helen guessed she was about

  her own age, twenty-six or twenty-seven, and wondered, idly, what she might be like in the sack and if she’d be up for a little holiday romance if the opportunity presented itself. Helen was

  currently between “squeezes”, in fact it was nearly nine months since anyone had even opened the sack . . . except herself . . . and part of the reason for choosing Greece was the

  possibility of some sea, sun . . . and sex.




  Athens airport was hot, crowded, noisy and dirty . . . as usual. A coach eventually appeared and about thirty people from Helen’s flight got on. To her surprise this included the trolley

  dolly and she found the young woman sat in the seat across from her own. They exchanged pleasantries: moaned about the heat and the age of the coach as it rattled its way to Glyfada and, during the

  course of the journey, they discovered they would be sharing the same hotel. The young woman told Helen that her name was Zoe – short for something completely unpronounceable in Greek. She

  was first-generation English, born in London to Greek parents, but also loved her native land: for its historic past rather than its touristy present. Zoe explained that she had a long weekend

  stopover before her return flight to England. She said that she knew her way around Athens fairly well and that she was intending to explore some of the more off-the-beaten-track – and

  therefore less commercial – temples. Helen was rather charmed when Zoe suggested, almost shyly, that she wouldn’t mind some company: “but only if that’s all right by

  you”.




  After they had checked in at the hotel, Helen didn’t see Zoe for the rest of that day – and to be honest she was blissfully happy doing her own thing – but caught up with her

  after breakfast the following morning as she was unwinding by the hotel pool.




  “What’s that you’re reading?” she asked.




  Zoe explained that it was a Greek book on ancient temples in the area: “There’s a particularly good one dedicated to Aphrodite. It’s about an hour’s drive from here and

  I’m planning to hire a car later and go and have a look at it this afternoon.”




  Remembering Zoe’s earlier offer, Helen asked, “Would you really mind if I tag along? I promise I won’t get in the way and I’ll go halves with you on the car.”




  Zoe laughed and agreed, but Helen had still been more than half surprised when Zoe had appeared in the lobby, on time, just after lunch, dangling the key almost suggestively from one finger.

  Helen also couldn’t help noticing that Zoe looked “hot”, dressed in crisp white linen shorts – sheer enough to suggest the outline of a ludicrously small white thong –

  a tight neon-yellow top and sparkly gladiator sandals.




  The drive was long and hot and took nearer two hours than one. The temple was well away from modern civilization, reached by a rutted track and at the end of a narrow ravine. It was in

  surprisingly good condition, with most of the roof intact, and cool and dim inside, out of the heat of the sun. With a little shiver Helen realized she could almost feel – rather than hear

  – the faintest of hums as you sometimes can in ancient buildings in hot climates.
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