Extracts

Chris sped up the beach, sand flying from his soles and a white shirt fluttering in the moonlight as he
headed for the track towards the car. Tina stood up, still naked, her hand pulling back her hair from her
forehead as she tried to peer through the night in his direction.

The little Japanese car started after a brief spin of the engine and the front wheels scrabbled for grip on the
loose surface. Indecently noisily, it headed screaming in first gear, then second, towards the village, weaving
through the parked bicycles and scooters outside the apartments and shops in the tiny street.

Outside a still-lit hotel he stopped, wheels locking and grinding the dusty layer of sand into the tarmac
outside. Chris ran into the polished reception area and shouted for a line as he grabbed the ivory phone in
the clear, brown perspex acoustic hood on the wall. Impatiently repeating the international dialling code for
the UK again and again, slamming the two black points in the set until eventually he was able to continue the
dialling, each number coming instantly to mind without pause. He strummed his fingers on the edge of the
hood and glanced over at the man on the desk. Realising that he looked a little strange in just half-done-up
trousers and his other clothes in a heap on the floor, he returned the enquiring look with a hand held up in
acknowledgement.
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