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Chapter One

Susie Parmenter let out a heavy sigh and
closed her book, then put it down on the table beside her. She
closed her eyes and let her head loll back on her shoulders,
enjoying the warmth of the summer sunshine on her skin, which was
pleasant but not too hot. It wasn’t the book that was boring
her—under normal circumstances, she’d have been riveted by the
crime fiction novel featuring a hunky lead detective—it was
life.
Just lately, her
world had become so dull, so predictable, that she just couldn’t
summon any enthusiasm for anything.

The worst of it was, she
couldn’t tell anyone. It was a problem so utterly first world it
was embarrassing. Humiliating, even. Admitting her permanent state of apathy
would be ridiculous, and she doubted anyone would understand where
she was coming from, anyway. After all, how could you possibly tell
your friends, your family, your husband, that you were bored out of your damn mind
when you had, quite literally, everything? Since winning a lottery
jackpot twelve months ago, Susie and her husband, Peter, had had
their worlds turned completely upside down.

At first, of course, it had
been amazing. They had won more than enough money to live incredibly
lavish lifestyles for the remainder of their years—even if they
lived to be very old indeed. So, once the cash was safely in the
bank, they’d quit their jobs. Then they’d taken off on an
incredible round-the-world trip, spending much of their travel time
plotting and planning what else they were going to spend their
winnings on. By the time they arrived home, they were ready to hire
an architect to draw up plans for a custom-build home. Another two
weeks later, they’d found and purchased the plot of land, and were
talking to builders. Things moved fast—but then, Susie had found
that was often the case when large sums of money were
involved.

Now their dream home was
complete. It was, naturally, stunning. The huge house stood high on a hillside in the
Derbyshire countryside, with only a handful of other properties in
sight. It was situated so that from one side of the house, you
could watch the sun rise in the morning, and from the other, you
could watch it set in the evening. There was a covered and heated
swimming pool, a Jacuzzi, a sauna, a gym, a home cinema...
everything a person could possibly need or want, and then
some.

They employed a cleaner and a
gardener, so aside from cooking meals three times a day—if they didn’t eat
out or order takeaway, that was—there was nothing to do around the
house. Susie had moved the furniture umpteen times, which was a
novelty at first, given their old house had been so small that
every single item had a place that it fitted into—barely, in some
cases—and that was that. She now found herself swapping pictures
around and tweaking the positions of ornaments on a regular basis,
often putting them back where they’d been to start with.

She’d gotten into a routine of using
the pool, gym, and sauna every morning, but that still left hours
and hours of the day just waiting to be filled.

It was all right for Peter—he might have
ditched his job, but these days his time was divided between
playing golf, and being involved in a bunch of stuffy business
boards. She didn’t really understand what he did at the meetings,
if she was honest, but it didn’t matter. What did matter was that,
only weeks after moving in to their beautiful new home, Susie’s
boredom was at fever pitch. She was climbing the walls. Surely even
board meetings were more exciting than this?

Her new life wasn’t at all how she’d thought
it would be. Like most people, she’d fantasized for years about
jacking it all in and becoming a lady of leisure. She’d imagined
being able to relax all day, watch TV, read books, go for walks,
meet friends for coffee or lunch... whatever she fancied doing. Or
not doing.

Unfortunately,
the reality had soon
gotten old. There was definitely such a thing as too much
relaxation, too much TV, too much reading, too much walking—which
she hadn’t thought was possible until it happened. And as for her
friends... that was another story altogether. She and Peter had
gone public with their win—figuring it would get out anyway when
people noticed they’d gone from being Mr. and Mrs. Average to
having lots of money to spend—and gradually, one by one, Susie’s
friendships bit the dust. Some because the begging bowl had come
out, and some because the other person simply couldn’t handle her
change in circumstances. Jealousy had eaten them up, eaten up the
friendship until there was nothing left.

As a result, Susie deeply
treasured the
relationships that had survived, but those friends still had lives
of their own, jobs to go to, children to raise, houses to look
after. They couldn’t simply drop everything and come running
because Susie fancied going out for coffee or lunch. And nor should
they.

Rolling her head back to its
rightful position, Susie opened her eyes and gazed out at the
perfect view. It truly was perfect, too. Trees, fields, beautiful green hills,
rocky outcrops, animals grazing, no neighbors for miles... it was
the stuff dreams were made of.

Before the
win, she and
Peter had worked hard; first to make ends meet, buy their home, pay
their mortgage and bills, raise their children. Then, once the
children had left home, they continued their fight to pay off their
mortgage, save for retirement, and treat themselves to two or three
modest holidays a year.

The working, the fighting, it was all
part of the life experience. It was what drove them forward. So now
everything they’d ever wanted was available at the drop of a
hat—what else was left? What was there to strive for? To dream
about?

Nothing, she realized. And that
was the problem. She had nothing to worry about, nothing to strive
for, nothing to dream about. Nothing to fucking do.

And it had to change. Something
had to give. She couldn’t live like this any longer. It might be a
ludicrously first-world problem, but it was her problem. Her life. And she was damned
if she was going to spend the rest of it sitting on her backside,
unable to concentrate on a bloody book because she was bored
shitless.

She’d rather go back to
work!

Incensed, she jumped out of her
seat,
thrilled to be feeling something more than apathy for the first
time in weeks. She grabbed her book and bottle of water, spun on
her heel, and marched through the open patio door and into the
house.

She’d just dropped the items
onto the gray marble breakfast bar and reached for her
mobile phone when
the front door slammed.

“Suze?” came Peter’s voice.

“In the kitchen,” she shouted
back, dropping her hand to her side, since she no longer needed the phone—he
was here. Instead, she walked around the bar and made for the
coffee machine, wondering how she could put into words how she was
feeling without sounding like a spoilt brat or a diva.

A moment later, Peter strode
into the kitchen, looking... determined. She couldn’t think of any
other way to describe his demeanor. “Hey,” he
said,
flashing her a smile.

“Hi...” she replied, wary. She wasn’t used
to seeing him like this—he was usually so sunny, so chilled out.
“Everything all right? I wasn’t expecting you until
later.”

He gave a curt nod. “Better than all
right. Everything’s perfect. Don’t bother with that.” He waved a
hand towards the coffee machine. “We’re leaving.”

“Leaving? What? What do you
mean?” Frowning, she turned and switched off the gadget, a flicker
of annoyance running through her. Why had Peter gotten so bossy all
of a sudden? “What’s wrong? What’s going on?”

With a sigh, he replied, “I
already told you everything is all right. Please, Suze, just
trust me.
Let’s go upstairs and pack, quickly. We have to be at the airfield
in an hour.”

“The airfield?”

“For Christ’s sake, come
on!” With that, he left the room, and seconds later she heard the
gentle and rhythmic thudding of him climbing the stairs.

There was nothing for it—if she wanted
to know what the fuck was going on, she’d have to follow him. So
she did.

When she arrived in their
master suite, he’d
already retrieved both their suitcases from the wardrobe and put
them on the bed. He’d unzipped his own and was currently in the
process of carrying a pile of T-shirts from his dresser towards the
bed. He put them in the suitcase, then turned to her with a smile.
A smile, she realized, that lit up his face and made his eyes glint
with... was that mischief? “Get a move on, you. Pack for...” He
paused. “Actually, I’ll pack your clothes for you. Dash into the
bathroom, sweetheart, would you, and grab our toiletries? Make sure
you include plasters, insect repellent, and diarrhea
tablets.”

She opened her mouth to
respond, then,
coming to the conclusion she had no idea what to say, because she
had no idea what to even think, closed it again. Her brain whirling, she padded to
the bathroom to fill their wash bags with the items Peter had
specified.

In a daze, she scooped up
shampoo, conditioner, toothbrushes, toothpaste, sun lotion,
deodorant... What the hell is he up to? He’s buzzing. He’s excited about
something.

She groaned as a thought
occurred to her. If he’s taking me along on a golfing holiday, I might just
have to file for divorce.

“Forty minutes, Suze! Hurry
up, darling!”

This had better be
bloody well
worth it. “Yes, Peter, I’m hurrying!” Then, under her breath, “It’d
be easier to get shit together if I knew where the fuck we were
going, darling.”

She scolded herself. Hadn’t she
literally just been building up to a wobbly over being bored? Now
her beloved husband had blown into the house like a hurricane and
was sweeping her off somewhere—location currently unknown, other
than it was far enough away to warrant flying, and they needed plasters,
insect repellent, and diarrhea tablets. Plus he was packing for
her, so he didn’t have to specify what sort of clothes she needed.
A mystery holiday.

Suddenly, things weren’t so dull,
after all.



Chapter Two

The past couple of hours had
been a blur. After completing their packing, then double and triple
checking everything was safe and secure in the house
and setting the
alarm, Susie and Peter had got into the car and driven to the local
airfield, where their chartered flight waited for them. And now she
was settled into the large cushioned seat in the luxurious
aircraft, and they were airborne. Already the plane was eating up
the miles between them and their mysterious destination.

Susie shook her head, still,
even after a year, struggling to comprehend the fact that they no
longer had to cram into tiny seats on budget airline planes, hang around
airports for hours on end, wait at carousels for luggage that may
or may not turn up... Travel was, these days, a much more
pleasurable experience, made efficient and comfortable by
considerable amounts of money changing hands.
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