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Chapter One

Isn’t it just sod’s law, thought Anna.

Life with her long-term boyfriend Justin had been going about as smoothly as sandpaper for a couple of months; then, the night before she had to leave England to spend two months working on an archaeological dig in Crete, he seemed to have decided that he did love her after all and what’s more, he wanted to prove it.

Anna couldn’t help thinking about this latest disaster as she stirred two packets of sugar into the barely drinkable coffee she had just bought at the Gatwick North terminal concession of some burger bar. The previous evening, Justin had finished work early, since it was to be their last night together for some time. He had made a special effort with the way he looked too, wearing Anna’s favourite shirt, a soft green one he had had for years which brought out the colour in his gorgeous eyes, and, to go with the shirt, those great black jeans that made the most of his amazing bum.

Anna was more than a little embarrassed when she opened the door to Justin looking his best. All her decent clothes had already been packed away for the trip to Crete and she was wearing her oldest jeans and a T-shirt that had seen better days. Not that the stuff in her suitcase was so much better anyway. After all, there was little call for Armani in the life of someone who spent most of the year knee deep in mud or dust.

So Anna tried to make herself look presentable with a quick trip to the bathroom. She scraped her light brown hair back into a tidy high ponytail, framed her hazel eyes with mascara, and smeared on some deep plum-coloured lipstick while Justin waited in the hall. When she emerged, feeling just a little more butterfly than cocoon, Justin told her to let her hair loose again and take the war-paint off at once.

With Anna scrubbed clean once more, they walked to the restaurant hand in hand. They were only going to the pizza place on the corner of Anna’s street – it did half-price offers on most nights – but it had been their special place at the beginning of their relationship when they were both still poor students. Now Justin was a rich City stockbroker whose biggest problem was in what colour he should order his new Porsche 911. Anna, however, was still quite broke, having decided to stick with archaeology rather than dump her vocation for a nine-to-five, overdraft-free existence in the ‘real world’, as Justin liked to term it.

As they walked to the restaurant, Anna noticed that they were talking carefully about Justin’s day and not at all about hers. It was as though he still expected her to turn around and say that she had been joking, that she wasn’t going away in the morning after all. Justin had tried to persuade her against spending the summer away from him but the Minoan history of Crete was a subject close to Anna’s heart, and the opportunity to work on a major new Minoan site there was one that would become less and less frequent as ancient Greek theme parks with giant labyrinth-style waterslides and rollercoasters took priority over real history in the battle to attract tourism.

But Justin simply refused to understand. He said that Anna was going to Crete because she wanted to run away from him. Perhaps there was an element of truth in that, she thought as he said it for the fiftieth time. But not ‘running away from’, she decided; rather, he was pushing her away, for over the past few months Justin had become so wrapped up in the world of stocks and shares that little seemed to matter to him any more but the manufacture of money from money. Even when he wasn’t at the office, it was still very much on his mind. Anna had noticed his attention drifting to his Blackberry when she talked to him about her work, where once he would have been rapt by her tales from the trenches. After all, archaeology had been his subject at university, too. He could talk for hours about Roman mosaics. But now it was as though he could no longer understand her having enthusiasm for anything that brought home less than fifty thousand pounds per annum, and sometimes Anna had to work hard to stop herself from being made to feel that perhaps what she was doing was slightly trivial compared to his work after all.

At the restaurant, they were shown to their usual table and they ordered their usual food. As Justin snapped the menu shut, Anna remembered how impressed she had been when they went to a Japanese restaurant shortly after Justin got his first real job after graduating. She had never eaten Japanese food before and so Justin had taken charge. He had ordered for her, telling her that he knew her well enough to know what she would like on that menu full of strange words that meant nothing to her. He had grown increasingly fond of being in charge after that. And not just in restaurants, but in bed, too. Moulding her body to his in a way that ensured not just his pleasure but her own.

At first she had enjoyed this change in him. Justin’s high-flying City job had injected new confidence into all areas of his life. Anna remembered the thrill of being rushed upstairs from an important client’s dinner party to be taken roughly from behind while hanging on to the edge of the hostess’s chintzy dressing table. Justin’s expression reflected in the mirror had been so determined, so confident, so powerful. The Justin she had met at college would have been far too worried about causing offence to take the risk of being caught in flagrante. Justin the City boy just didn’t care.

But now things were different again. Anna too had changed, and she was no longer the meek creature who had been grateful for Justin’s continued attention in the face of all those City temptations. Deciding to take the job in Crete had been a turning point for her. It was a sign to herself that she was going to start taking her career every bit as seriously as Justin took his. The confidence her new employers had shown in taking her on had started to rub off on her attitude.

To be honest, the thought of getting on a plane and flying out to meet a couple of complete strangers for a month on an island where her knowledge of the local language was limited to ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ filled her with something approaching terror, but Anna hoped that she would survive the experience and come out stronger than before. She prayed that the same could be said for her relationship with Justin.

Meanwhile at the restaurant, the food had finally arrived. They bolted it down and soon it seemed that Justin was calling for the bill before Anna had decided that she didn’t really want coffee. His hand was already on her knee beneath the table and even under the shadow of her imminent departure, the passion between them was breaking through the strain.

‘Let’s go straight to bed, eh?’ Justin had said as, a very hurried walk home later, Anna pushed open the door to her flat. She didn’t argue, but let him back her into the bedroom, stripping off their clothes as they went, leaving a trail of his and her garments behind them like scattered petals. Once in the room, Justin placed his hands on her shoulders and gently pushed her down on to the unmade bed. Level with his waist, Anna wrapped her arms around him and covered his taut, toned belly with gentle kisses before moving slowly down his body to where his hard-on already bobbed to attract her attention.

‘I don’t want you to go,’ he murmured hotly into her long silky hair.

‘I know,’ she said. ‘But don’t let’s think about it now. We’ve got ages until morning.’

She reached up to pull him down on top of her. Justin nuzzled his mouth against the side of her satin-soft neck, savouring the smell of her delicious perfume as though this might be his last ever chance to smell it. Anna twisted her fingers in his thick blond hair and sighed as he moved his attention further down her body, kissing a trail from her porcelain neck down to her beautiful breasts, greeting each of the perfect hemispheres with a kiss as though they were old friends.

Sighing, Justin cupped a delicate pink breast in each hand and brought them together, burying his face in the deep cleavage he made between them. Now Anna sighed too, as Justin moved to tongue her waiting nipples into hard pink peaks. Then he nipped at them, carefully, until she thought she might squeal with excitement. Justin could always press the right buttons in the bedroom. He knew Anna’s body almost as well as she knew it herself.

‘I love it when you do that,’ she told him as he suckled at her breast. He obliged by doing it slightly harder. Anna drew in breath sharply and ran her hands up Justin’s back, scratching urgent pink pathways on his smooth brown skin with her long fingernails. Justin arched his back in response. His eyes were closed and his mouth already stretched wide into an ecstatic smile.

Then Justin moved down her body again. This time, he hesitated around her waist, first gently tracing the outline of her navel with his tongue, then probing at it, penetrating it, until she began to squirm. Down below his kisses, Anna could already feel herself becoming aroused, her vagina getting wetter and warmer in response as Justin circled her belly button. After a while, she had to push him away again, giggling as she did it, to get him to concentrate on the areas that really mattered.

Justin slipped down from the bed and knelt before her on the floor. Putting a hand on each of Anna’s knees he parted her legs so that she lay fully exposed to him. Teasingly, he began to lick at the bottoms of her tiny narrow feet. As he tickled, Anna curled in her toes and squirmed in a vain attempt to avoid his tongue, but he had a hand on each of her ankles now and she knew that he wouldn’t let her go until he wanted to.

‘Don’t tickle me,’ she begged him. ‘Do something more exciting.’

Rising to the challenge, Justin slid his hands up her calves, following close behind them with his mouth, kissing a damp path along the inside of her legs until his hot lips reached the tops of her thighs. Anna’s hands rested delicately on her pubic bone. Justin moved them away with his chin and nuzzled his face in her glossy pubic hair.

‘Oh, yes,’ Anna sighed. ‘Yes. Do that. That’s good.’

His darting tongue had found her clitoris, already swollen and quietly aching for his attention. He flicked the little nub from side to side with his strong pink tongue, then sucked it between his lips as though it were a miniature penis. Nipping gently at the tiny nub with his perfect teeth, he drew a sharp breath from Anna above.

He slipped his hands between her thighs again, this time finding her labia and parting them carefully like a fisherman expecting to find a pearl. On the bed, Anna twisted luxuriously in anticipation of the feeling of his tongue on those other lips. Her vulva already glistened with the juice of her desire for him, ready to mingle with his saliva and make her wet enough to take him in easily in one ecstatically welcome stroke.

Justin delicately caressed the shining pink lips of her vulva with his mouth. The warm musky scent of her body filled his lungs, mixed tantalisingly with the heady tropical flower perfume of the body lotion she had smoothed on to her thighs in preparation for this last precious evening together. Justin stretched out his tongue and probed deep inside her, holding her thighs steady so that she couldn’t roll away and escape.

‘Take me now,’ she begged him when she thought that she might break down and come before he even got anywhere near her.

But she needn’t have worried, because Justin was more than ready. He moved up the bed until he was lying directly on top of her, then slid his hand down between their hot bodies and guided his stone-hard penis between her legs and her slippery labia. Anna drew breath sharply at the first thrust, quickly relaxing again when she felt his pelvis touch hers. Then, sighing deeply, she thrilled to the singular joy of being filled so completely and expertly by his shaft.

Justin gazed at her face steadily as he began to move, holding himself high above her body with his strong arms. Anna’s own gaze wandered over the taut muscles of his arms and his chest. It was as though she were trying to take in a picture of him that would keep her feeling close to him all the time she was away. A picture of the way that his pumping veins bound his hard muscles like tightly wrapped cord. A picture of the powerful flex of his pectoral muscles as he moved forward above her and took all his weight on his beautiful arms.

Next she switched her attention to his pelvis, to the way he was thrusting slowly in and out of her, so that their bodies appeared like two parts of a fantastically well-oiled machine. To Anna the sight of Justin’s dick plunging into her was almost as good as the feeling it gave her deep inside. She felt her vagina begin to pulse in appreciation of him with the first stroke. It was a steady, rhythmic pulse that began to spread slowly throughout her limbs like the spring sun melting ice.

Justin knew exactly what she wanted. He always had done. When he was sure that she was almost unbearably aroused, he began to change the direction and depth of his thrusts. Whether he was aiming straight for her G-spot or just tickling at the edges of her labia with the very tip of his shaft, each and every stroke was carefully calculated to drive her completely wild.

Anna lifted her legs from the bed and wound them tightly around Justin’s body, at the same time grasping his buttocks with her hands and using them to bring him further inside her still. Her fingers dug hard into his soft warm flesh as she grew more and more excited, forcing him to increase the pace of his movement to keep time with her racing breath.

‘Do it harder,’ she told him huskily. And he responded instantly. His teeth were gritted together in ecstatic determination as he thrust into her powerfully with strokes that hammered against her swollen clitoris and drove her to the edge. Deep down inside, she had the sensation of reaching the very top of a rollercoaster. Her stomach suddenly seemed to flip over inside her and for a moment she felt quite weightless as her orgasm set in and quickly took hold of every nerve in her shaking body.

She was coming long before him. Her vagina contracted and throbbed around his penis as though she were trying to pull him inside her for always. Justin continued to thrust, his face smiling down on her face. Anna’s eyebrows were tipped together in concentration but her mouth was spread in a wide, wide grin.

‘Come, you bastard,’ she shouted as joy racked her body and set her all a-shiver. ‘Come with me now.’

Justin pushed against her once more and this time he stayed there, held tight against her body as his orgasm took off too. Anna opened her eyes just in time to see him coming. Just in time to see his composure disappear completely as his thrusts became uncontrolled and a groan he could no longer hold inside exploded from his mouth.

‘I’m coming!’ he yelled.

She already knew. She could feel it. She could feel the powerful spasm of his penis as it shot his sperm deep inside her again and again and again. Riding his climax, Anna clung to Justin’s body as though if she let him go he might float off into space and be lost to her for ever. Her vagina pulsed in time with his spasms. She wanted the orgasm to go on and on and on.

When Justin had finished, he collapsed on top of her, panting for air. Anna wrapped her arms around his back and held him close, keeping him inside her while they tried to catch their breath. She closed her eyes and savoured the sensation of his penis still hard between her legs, until it began to go soft again and slipped slowly from her vagina, leaving a trail of warm, wet, sticky semen on the inside of her shaking thigh.

She sighed when Justin finally rolled away from her. They hadn’t made love so passionately in ages, and though she knew that the passion had been more than slightly fuelled by anger and frustration on Justin’s part, Anna felt happier than she had done in a long while.

‘You don’t have to go.’ Justin traced a line up the inside of Anna’s arm as they lay side by side in her bed later that night. She didn’t know whether it was an observation or an order.

‘I do have to go. It’s an important job,’ she said for the thousandth time since she had first got the email confirming her success. ‘The position is a recognition of all the hard work I put into my doctorate. And I need the money.’

‘Well, for heaven’s sake, Anna,’ Justin replied quickly, seeing his moment and doing his best to seize it. ‘Why didn’t you tell me that before? Money doesn’t have to be a problem, you know. I could pay you to stay here. How about that?’ He grinned widely. As far as he was concerned, he had just found the answer to all their problems.

‘You could pay me to stay here?

‘Well, I could loan you some money until you find something nearer.’

‘Justin, I think you’re missing the point,’ Anna told him patiently. ‘Why don’t you pay yourself to fly out to Crete to see me instead?’ She smiled. ‘It’d be a nice break for you. You need a holiday. A couple of days in the sunshine. Sea, sand. Lots of cocktails. What do you think? I could get some time off from the dig too … We could hire a car or something. Explore the island. It’d be fun.’

‘You know I’ll be way too busy for that,’ Justin said flatly.

Of course he would. Anna turned her face away from him. There was no way that anything so trivial as visiting his absent girlfriend could warrant Justin having a long weekend or taking even one day off from his precious job. After all, the money markets of the world would surely collapse without him. Anna had to bite her lip to stop an outburst of sarcasm on that particular point.

Justin leaned up on his elbow and stared down into Anna’s shadowed face. ‘Are you trying to prove something to me by doing this Crete thing?’ he asked. ‘Is that it? Do you think I can’t manage without you? Because I can, you know. I can manage very well on my own. It’s just that I don’t want to have to.’

‘It’s not that,’ Anna began cautiously.

‘Do you want more commitment? Is that it?’ Justin interrupted.

‘I—’

‘Is that what it would take to stop you going away …’

Anna snorted. ‘Did you just ask me to marry you, Justin?’ she joked.

‘No,’ he said. ‘But if you decide to stay here instead of going off on some stupid boring dig, then we could talk about moving in together, I suppose. What do you say?’

Justin was already downgrading his proposal. ‘I’m not even going to bother answering that question. You don’t mean it, Justin. They’re the words of a desperate man. I am going to Crete. And you’re not going to persuade me otherwise by pretending that you want anything more than we already have. I’ll only be gone for two months, for heaven’s sake. It’s not as if I’m leaving for ever.’

‘A lot can happen in two months,’ Justin said threateningly.

‘I assure you that nothing will.’

‘Call me when you know the right answer to my question, Anna,’ he persisted. ‘But don’t wait too long or the offer may be retracted.’

‘Then it could hardly have been an offer made in love, could it?’ Anna retorted angrily. ‘Besides, I’m still not sure what you were actually offering. Look, if you really want me to be with you for the rest of your life, surely you can spare me for just two short months.’

Suddenly Justin got up and began to search the floor around the bed for his pants, leaving Anna shivering on the mattress where he had whipped the duvet away in his hurry.

‘What are you doing now?’ she asked him in exasperation as she clawed back the covers.

‘I’m going home, that’s what I’m doing. You’ve made it quite clear that you don’t care whether I’m here with you or not, Anna, so I’m not going to waste any more of your precious time. Or mine.’

‘What do you mean? I didn’t say that. Get back into bed, Justin. Please. It’s our last night together …’

‘Exactly. Our last night,’ he spat. Justin found his pants and started to pull them on, but he was so wired up that he didn’t notice that he was putting a leg through the waistband. Anna couldn’t help laughing as he started to hop about like a cartoon cowboy with his chaps in a twist.

‘I think you might want the leg-holes,’ she told him calmly.

But Justin couldn’t see the funny side. Correcting his mistake, he pulled up his pants so quickly that he might have snapped his dick off had it been in the way. Within seconds he was fully dressed, lacing up his shoes and giving Anna one last chance to ‘come to her senses’ before he left for good.

‘Why don’t you drive me to the airport tomorrow morning?’ she asked him patiently, in an attempt to find another way to say that she was going and that was that. ‘We can talk about all this on the way.’

‘Why don’t you call yourself a taxi?’ he replied.

Then, without kissing her goodbye, Justin left the flat like an angry tornado. But it was a while before Anna heard him start his car. Perhaps he had been giving her the chance to run outside and stop him leaving. Anna sat up in bed and looked thoughtfully at her mobile on the little table beside her. She could easily call him. Tell him to stop being so silly and come back upstairs so that they could kiss and make up.

Anna picked up the phone, but before she had dialled the last digit of Justin’s number she changed her mind. To call him now would be to admit that she was in the wrong – and perhaps it was time he realised that there were things in her life that were almost as important to her as the stock market so obviously was to him. So, instead of calling him, Anna rolled over on to her side with a sigh, and tried in vain to get some sleep. He would be bound to call in the morning anyway. He would want to say goodbye to her properly. Wouldn’t he?


Chapter Two

‘Wake up. Wake up!’ Someone was shaking Anna by the shoulder. ‘You haven’t got time for a nap now, Sleeping Beauty. They’re boarding our flight at Gate 12.’

At the sound of the unfamiliar voice Anna opened her eyes to see the pretty, round face of Miranda Sharpe, her new colleague. They had met briefly while checking in, but then Miranda had raced off to make a few last-minute calls to her university department colleagues to ensure that some important tasks would be done while she was away, leaving Anna to succumb to the sleep she had missed while worrying all night about that argument with Justin. He still hadn’t texted or called, despite the fact that she had caved in and texted him three times.

But as Miranda had said, the airline was indeed starting boarding procedures for flight number CK954, and by the time the two of them reached the departure lounge, a queue snaked all the way back from the passport control desks to the door.

‘No expense spared, eh?’ sniffed Miranda, referring to the fact that they were flying out to their new job cattle class with dozens of tattooed tourists, off to find the best egg and chips in the sun. ‘Bet old Sillery didn’t have to fly out to Crete like this,’ Miranda continued. ‘Bet they hired a bloody Learjet for him.’

‘I heard he has his own,’ Anna replied.

Doctor William Sillery was to be their new boss. He was head of the archaeology department at a prestigious red-brick university and Britain’s number one expert on Ancient Minoan civilisation. Academically, he was brilliant as a diamond, but his books on the subject were as dry as day-old toast. Anna remembered with a shudder wading through Dr Sillery’s Secrets of Ancient Greece fuelled by gallons of coffee, and quoting him wholesale in her final undergraduate exams. She hoped that working with him would prove to be a little more fun than that particular period of her life had been.

‘Have you ever worked with Dr Sillery before?’ Anna asked Miranda.

‘What? Oh, yes,’ Miranda said with a strangely ominous tone. ‘Doctor Sillery and I were together in Cyprus last year. What a scream that was, I can tell you.’

‘Is he a slave-driver?’

‘Makes Stalin look like a real pussy cat. It was the dig from hell.’

‘So why are you putting yourself through it again? Sucker for punishment?’

‘Something like that. Though I don’t think it’s me who’ll be punished this time,’ she added mysteriously. ‘Anyway apart from Sillery, last year I was lumbered with Giles Dawkins. Have you met him? He’s an Oxford university man. Anglo-Saxon specialist actually, so I’m not quite sure what he was doing with us. He had this huge beard that always had bits of food stuck in it. Toast crumbs here. Fish-tail there. Really gross. And, I swear, open-toed sandals were invented especially for him. You have never seen such disgraceful toenails. You look like you’ll be more fun, though.’ Miranda cast an unashamed eye over Anna’s thigh-hugging jeans and close-fitting T-shirt.

‘Well,’ said Anna shyly, self-consciously crossing her arms across her chest and scrunching up her pink painted toes in her Birkenstocks. ‘I hope I won’t disappoint you. I don’t feel all that much like having fun at the moment.’

‘Let me guess,’ Miranda sighed dramatically. ‘You’re leaving some special someone behind?’

‘Is it that obvious? How did you know?’

‘Because that’s always the problem with the girls who come on these trips. They’re always mooning about the wonderful boyfriend they had to leave back home. No doubt you’ve got his picture set as the wallpaper on your phone and you’ll be getting it out to kiss it every time my back is turned. I mean, I’m always leaving someone behind too, but since I never intend to go back to them it doesn’t really matter to me.’

‘Really? Who are you deserting this time?’ Anna couldn’t resist asking.

‘The son of a bitch who got me this job, as a matter of fact,’ Miranda replied dryly. ‘He’s off to Cornwall this summer with his wife and 2.5 children, and he wanted to be sure that I would be safely out of the way. Unfortunately, Crete was about as far out of the way as he could manage.’

‘Oh. That’s rough,’ said Anna, sensing a hint of disappointment in the other girl’s revelation.

‘Yeah, well. You don’t take a book out of the library if you don’t think you’ll be able to give it back, do you?’

The queue shuffled forward half an inch.

‘Let’s hope I meet something that’ll take my mind off him in sunny Crete, eh?’ Miranda continued.

‘Something?’ Anna repeated with amusement. ‘Well, it probably won’t be William Sillery from what I’ve heard of him. Are we the only other people going on this dig?’

‘I don’t know,’ said Miranda. ‘I mean, I think we are,’ she added distantly.

Anna began to ask her new friend what Dr Sillery had found at the site so far, but Miranda’s attention had already been diverted and she was swapping coy glances with a young guy wearing a Manchester United T-shirt, who was carrying a fully inflated crocodile-shaped lilo beneath a tattooed arm. When he got to passport control, he was told that he would have to let the lilo down before he took it on to the plane. Miranda giggled as he turned and appealed to her for sympathy like an unhappy clown.

‘Hope we get to sit next to him,’ said Miranda.

Anna thought out loud, ‘I hope we don’t.’

Fortunately it was Anna’s wish that was granted. Miranda’s fancy piece was seated towards the back of the plane, while the girls were seated together over the wing. For fifteen joyous minutes, as the plane gained its cruising height, Miranda and Anna talked seriously about the dig and its potential. Anna knew that beneath her fluffy exterior, Miranda had a brain like a brand new razor and they were supposed to be forming an academic crack team for this important job. But then the seatbelt sign went off and dinner was served. The unnaturally handsome steward attending to the girls was obviously gay, but that didn’t stop Miranda from batting her eyelids when he poured the tea and squeezing past him quite deliberately on an unnecessary trip to the loo.
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