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Lust in the dust of the Egyptian desert.

 

Adie Hamilton’s lifelong dream of joining a prestigious archaeological excavation in Egypt is finally realised when she lands a spot on maverick professor Killian Carmichael’s team. However, Adie quickly realises her brilliant but grumpy boss has little patience for her youthful enthusiasm and intuitive approach to the dig. Luckily, she forges a connection with fellow archaeologist Anton Kelley, who is more than happy to indulge Adie’s passions – both professional and personal. But as Adie navigates her increasingly thorny relationships with the two men, she learns they have an equally complicated history.

 

Once, Killian was driven by the same thirst for discovery that fuels Adie, until his youthful enthusiasm cost him everything he held dear — his career, his friends, and the love of his life. He’s still haunted by those past mistakes, even as he finds himself inexplicably drawn, against his better judgement, by Adie’s drive and keen spirit. Both of which leave him itching to guide and possess her in equal measure. 

 

As the excavation progresses, the three archaeologists must combine their talents to locate a missing relic before Killian’s bitter rival, a cult leader intent on cashing in on their efforts, gets to it first. With grave robbers, fanatical groupies, and pesky feelings complicating the mission, the team competes in a high-stakes race against time. For Adie, failure is not an option – she’ll stop at nothing to unearth the relic, even if it means making some ethically questionable choices.

 

Don’t Mess with my Relic is a spicy standalone romance featuring a grumpy professor, his keen recruit, and a mysterious adventurer with questionable ethics. It contains sword-crossing shenanigans, sweltering heat, and a lot of playing in the dirt. If you ever wanted to be/do Indy, then this is the spicy archaeological adventure romance for you. 

 

 

 


-AUTHOR’S NOTE- 

Which Includes Spoilers. You’ve Been Warned.

 

Once upon a time, quite a long time ago, I wrote a book. It was an erotic book, and an adventure story set in Egypt on an archaeological dig. It was the second novel I ever completed, and it was fun. Roll forward twenty years and times have changed. My focus and my writing have changed. In 2022, when I got the rights back to Passion of Isis, my intention was to give it a tidy up, re-title it and put it back on sale. However, it quickly became apparent as I delved into the details of the story that it was going to need more than a bit of polish to bring it up to date. Turns out that twenty years is both the blink of an eye, and a very long time indeed.

 

So, here we are. Passion of Isis is now Don’t Mess with my Relic. It still has the same characters, they’re still searching for the same relic, and there’s still quite a lot of shagging going on. But there are a lot of changes too. 

 

Killian wasn’t explicitly bisexual in the original, and it wasn’t a ménage à trois. (Actually, let me correct myself here. It was conceived as one, that part just never made it to the published version.) Nor could you ever have truly labelled the original as a romance. It was pure smut, or erotica by and for women as the publisher liked to categorise it at the time.

 

Now, it’s definitely a romance involving three people. It’s also still smutty. In some ways, more smutty. Killian’s still a grumpy professor, Anton’s still your quintessential smouldering bad boy, and Adie remains young, adventurous and a maker of profoundly dubious decisions, but we can’t all be perfect. It’s been fun rediscovering them and dragging them into the modern age.

 

If you read and loved the original, I hope you love this version of the story too. If you’re here for the first time, I hope it hits every one of your lust in the dust fantasies. Happy reading,

 

Madelynne Ellis. September 2024.

 

 

Note: This book is written in British English and uses British spellings, slang, and idioms. Of notable mention, as Google is sometimes confounded by it too, is the dialect word lozzucked, which means to lounge/idle about being unproductive, and is mostly restricted in usage to Shropshire, Staffordshire, Cheshire, and Lancashire. There are also a few Arabic phrases.


-PROLOGUE- 

Esther

 

20 years ago

“—and then from Giza we’ll go across the desert to Saqqara and see the Step Pyramid.”

“Precisely.”

Her niece rode across the rug as if steering her camel across its shaggy pile, before turning back to her great aunt’s high-backed armchair. “Will we cruise down the Nile, Auntie Esther? I want to see Thebes too, and the Valley of the Kings.” The girl was dressed in her very best adventuring gear: cargo shorts, and a dark pink T-shirt, with a small brown backpack and her all-essential leather fedora perched on her head. The tail of her neatly plaited long brown hair fell down the centre of her back, and on her feet, she wore a smart pair of lace-up boots she’d only recently learned to tie for herself. It made the old woman smile to see her so enthused, to see her eyes light up with the possibility of adventures she’d once too dreamed of going on.

“You’ll do all those things, Adina. All those things and many more. Your adventures will be endless.”

“Show me on the map again, Auntie Es.”

Indy was still playing silently in the background as Adina climbed into her lap. They spread the map over the surface of the jigsaw table, momentarily covering the Sphinx’s broken nose. Then traced a route from Alexandria in the north all the way down the Nile past Luxor to Abu Simbel on the banks of Lake Nassar, approaching the border with Sudan.

“And we’ll stop lots of times and see all the tombs, won’t we? I want to see all the tombs.”

“What, every one? That might take a while.”

“Every one,” the child said in all seriousness. She was a serious little thing, when not caught up in the thrill of an adventure, but that was to be expected, given she’d been barely out of nappies before her mum and dad were gone, and now her grandparents too. “All the important ones, but all the others too, even the ones of the people we don’t know the names of. Maybe I’ll find something and be able to work out who they are.”

“That I’m sure you’ll do.” Esther’s breath grew tight in her chest and became a wheeze as it too frequently did these days.

“Here’s your mask, Auntie Esther.” The girl put it over her mouth and nose. 

Things hadn’t always been this way. Once upon a time, adventures had been outdoor events involving fields and haystacks, puddles, and ponds, mountains, and merry-go-rounds. And though she’d never trekked as far as Egypt, in fact, no further than a day trip to Ostend, she’d lived life wild and free as the birds she only admired from the window now.

Kathy appeared from the kitchen. “Perhaps it’s time you let your aunt rest now, Adina, love. I can put you a DVD on in the little study.” 

“All right,” Adie agreed, far too soberly for a six-year-old. She snuggled against Esther’s side before riding her camel down the hallway.

“You shouldn’t let her tire you out, so,” Kathy admonished.

She hadn’t the breath to reply, to say that the girl was the only true joy remaining to her. Instead, she rested her head against the chair wing and listened to her niece battling thieves on the stairs and squealing with laughter as she whizzed down the banister.

“She’s gonna come a cropper one of these days,” Kathy tutted. “I’ll bring you a cuppa and your meds, then we’ll settle you down for a nap, eh? The little adventurer’s off to a friend’s this afternoon, so you’ll be able to get a decent bit of shut eye for once. Right then, back in two ticks.”

She turned off the TV and folded the map before bustling out again.

Esther shut her eyes and dreamed.
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Adie

 

 

“Damn it!”

Doctor Adie Hamilton slammed her fist into the desk, causing the dodgy lamp to flicker and blink out. It was past nine, and she was still no closer to deciphering the dog-eared hieroglyphic manuscript than she’d been six hours ago. It was probably time to call it a night. She’d catch Joe in the morning and get his take on it. While she hated admitting defeat, especially to the gruff, bushy old professor who’d taken her under his wing during her doctorate, she was never going to progress if she couldn’t crack this damn code.

Adie glanced again at the paper before tucking it away in her satchel. She’d attained her PhD two months ago. All her fellow students had moved on, mostly to clerical jobs. One or two had scraped in as archivists or curators, but she was still lingering about the place, conducting the odd seminar, and holding onto the dream of a gig on an excavation team. Sooner or later, she was going to have to give it up and bury that dream. There just weren’t that many positions, not for the number of graduates the universities turned out, and everyone wanted reams of experience, or the promise of funding attached to your name. She could try for a lecturing position, except teaching wasn’t her forte. Her mind had a habit of wandering. They’d start out discussing one thing, but she’d lose track of the topic and end up somewhere else instead. 

“Night, Rob,” she called to the caretaker, doing his sweep of the building before locking up. 

“I thought everyone had gone but Professor Levine.”

“Joe’s still here?”

He gave her a nod.

Adie about turned. Pushing seventy and ripe for retirement, Josef was a workaholic, who’d confided more than once that if he was forced out, he’d be dead within a year. Still, it was unusual to find him here at this time of night. “I’ll check in on him.”

“Sure chicken, whatever you say.”

The building was in semi-darkness, the primary source of light courtesy of the outside security lighting and the emergency exit signs. It painted stripes across the floor as she backtracked up the stairs and along the top corridor. The door to Joe’s office stood slightly ajar, light spilling from the interior.

“J—” She halted, her intention to knock and march right in, amended by the sound of voices. Who the devil could he be talking to at this time?

Adie peeped through the gap. Joe was sitting behind his desk. No mistaking that shapeless brow suit sleeve. All that was visible of the other figure was a neatly pressed trouser leg. Male, based on the socks and feet.

“—I question your sanity over being back at Saqqara. Why on earth would you think I’d have someone I’d send out there with you?” 

Saqqara! Her ears perked.

“I had to face it someday. It is a rather large necropolis, and the prospects for the new site are good. They’re really good, Joe.”

“So, you say, and yet you’re here.”

“Out of necessity. That’s the only reason. Come on, Joe. I know you’ve got someone.”

Yes, me! Adie damn near stopped breathing. A chance to work on an excavation at Saqqara was her dream come true, but also likely hotly contended.

“Just advertise like a normal person or employ someone already out there.”

“Tsk, I’ve not time for that. Nor do I want to risk being swarmed by tourists and amateurs. If I advertise internally at the university, that’s exactly what’ll happen.”

The furrows in Joe’s brow deepened. He took a long swallow from his stained coffee mug. Adie had once made the mistake of washing it, believing she was doing him a favour. She’d not made that mistake twice.

“Come on, who’ve you got? I know you’ve got someone. You always do. You only take the best. As do I. Just as you taught me.”

The reflected praise brought a smile to Adie’s lips. Oh, my, God! This was so perfect for her. She’d no close family, no specific job, a flat that the lease was about to expire on, and she’d worked on a dig in Cyprus the previous summer along with every dig in the UK she been able to volunteer for that’d happened in the last six years. She dragged her teeth across her bottom lip, waiting for Joe to say her name. Instead, he further hunched down in his chair and scratched a hand through his wiry hair.

“Someone competent, plenty of potential to shape, and that no-one will miss. It’s not a huge ask.”

“Hoping to slide under the radar?”

The man gave a cough. Damn the angles. She wanted a look at him but wasn’t about to barge in. If Joe mentioned her, then… then she could conveniently arrive and speed things along. 

Was mystery man someone she’d met? Not based on that voice. Well to do English, she thought, but probably multi-lingual, his inflections melodic in a way that conjured images of stealthy beauty. Most likely, he spent a lot of time speaking Arabic if he was working in Egypt.

 Josef shook his head. “There’s no one.”

What! She stared at her former professor, outraged. What did he mean? There was no one? Her. There was her. Here. Right here. And he knew she was looking. God, he’d written her reference after reference.

Joe sat back in his chair, bring him full into view. He folded his arms across his chest, his expression grim. “I’m sorry, Killian. I really don’t think I can help you.”

Adie clamped her hands across her mouth to contain a squeak. Killian? Oh, fuck! 

Doctor Simon Killian Carmichael was the leading authority on the Early Dynasties, and had headed high profile expeditions to Giza, Abu Sir, Dahshur and, most recently, Lisht. He was her goddamned idol. There weren’t many famous Egyptologists about anymore; the days of Howard Carter were long past, but Doctor Carmichael certainly made her list, and those of many of her peers. He’d been the most requested guest for the end-of-term lecture for the last five years. Not that he’d ever given one.

Wow! And he was here, looking to recruit.

Rumours had traversed the department in the past that he’d been a former student of Joe’s, but she’d never given them any credit.

“Why do you need someone, anyway?” 

“I’ve had to send Bill Harris home with a broken leg. He slipped down some steps at the dig and won’t be on his feet again for months.”

 Joe’s lips thinned into a tight line. “Assuming you’d want him back.”

To that, Killian made no audible response.

“Come on, Josef. Do you really expect me to believe that all of your recent PhD students have walked straight into their ideal jobs? I’m not buying it. I know you’ve reservations, but can you at least admit that I can offer them something most of them will only ever dream of? It’s potentially a salaried position too, not a short-term contract.”

Josef pushed a stray paperclip towards the small silver mountain by his work-tray. Why hadn’t he said her name? She was the obvious choice! An acidic tang crawled up from her stomach. Say my name, Joe. 

“Fine. I’ll think about it, but I’m not making any promises. I’m really not sure I’ve got anyone for you.”

Tempting as it was to burst in and shriek, “I’m here, pick me,” Adie contained herself.

“And I don’t believe you, but I’m sure after you’ve thought…” Killian stood, which still only gave her a glimpse of his left-hand side from shoulder to toe before she was obliged to step away from the door. “You can contact me at my hotel. I’ll be around for the rest of the week. Don’t keep me hanging around, eh? I’ll be waiting for your call.”

 

 

~Ж~

 

The following morning, Adie sidled into Joe’s office while he was marking papers. She placed a fresh mug of coffee at his elbow before settling in the same seat Doctor Carmichael had occupied the previous night.

“I suppose you’ve heard,” he huffed gruffly, not looking up. “News certainly gets around fast.”

“You’re going to put me forward, right? I mean, it’s perfect for me. And, no one has told me. I overheard you last night, Joe. He was actually here, Killian Carmichael was here, and he wants someone for his project at Saqqara.”

“Hush you. Keep your voice down.” Joe set down his pen on the essay pile, which he still insisted on printing out and marking by hand, despite the departmental policy of submitting work online via the university portal. “Adie, I know you’re hungry, but… I can’t, in good faith, put you forward for this.”

“Can’t or won’t? And why? He wants a PhD and some fieldwork experience. I’ve got that, and nobody’s going to miss me. Or are you saying I’m not good enough?”

“Adie, you’re plenty good enough. I am not saying that. If anything the opposite’s true. You’re too good for him.” He rose and began to pace, taking himself over to the office window and back.

“That doesn’t even make sense. You know how much I want this. How important it is to me. Why would you not support me?”

He turned, putting his expression into shadow. Even so, it was impossible not to detect his frown. “You’ve never even been to Egypt. I’m suggesting Murphy and Longford.”

“What?”

“They both worked on the Luxor project last year, and—”

“Joe, that’s not fair. It’s bullshit.” She slapped her palms down on his desk, causing an ornament and pen to jump. “Chris Longford hasn’t even submitted his thesis yet. How is he better qualified for this position than I am?”

“I didn’t—Adie, you don’t know what you’re asking. You don’t know—” He raked a hand through his thinning hair. “I’ll help you find something; I promise I will, but Killian’s team is not for you.”

“Why not? You need to back that up with a reason if you’re going to be like this. Does he want a man? Is that it? Is he a rampant misogynist?”

Joe recoiled. “No, of course not. It’s just… Adie, I don’t think you and he are a good fit. You’re too intuitive. It’s not his way. He’ll stifle all your best instincts. He’ll drain all the heart out of you.”

“So will being forced to work in Tesco’s.” A prospect that was becoming increasingly likely. She might have a little nest egg of an inheritance, but it wouldn’t keep her going for long.

Joe winced again, so she knew he’d acknowledged her point. 

“Adie, I’ve already given him my recommendations.”

“And I’m sure he won’t mind if you add another. Please, Joe. All I want is an interview… a chance. Do I not deserve that? He might not even want me. If our ways of thinking are so alien, then…”

“Oh, he’ll want you.” 

He scowled when she shot a curious glance at him. Damn it, if he didn’t give in soon, she’d have to do something dramatic like run crying from the room. The tears would be genuine.

She bit her lip. There was one other thing that might nudge him from his position. “I’ll leak the news of the site to the press.”

“Adie, don’t be ridiculous. I don’t believe for a second that you’d go to the press. Some of my students, yes, but not you. Don’t demean yourself, please.”

“I might,” she insisted, her tone even less persuasive than before. “Even a couple of emails to some of the more sensationalist websites would do it, or one of those lunatic fringe writers. You know, Cadillacs of the Gods, that kind of thing.”

A heavy silence fell. 

Joe flicked a speck of lint from his corduroy jacket. The furrow between his bushy brows deepened.

For a moment, Joe looked genuinely worried. Had she touched on a sore subject?

 “If you did that, you’d ruin your career.”

“What career? I’m going nowhere. What is there to lose?”

The crow’s feet around his eyes softened, then his lips twitched as he shook his head. “Dear God, don’t make me regret this. Fine, I’ll call him.”

“You will?” Relief dissolved her tension. 

“Yeah, yeah, get on with you.” 

She scampered around the desk and flung her arms around Joe’s shoulders. “You won’t regret this. I promise.” She gave him a peck on the cheek. 

As she skipped out the door, she heard him mutter, “I already do.”
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Adie

 

Doctor Carmichael didn’t waste time. He conducted the interviews that very afternoon. Adie, the last of the three was patiently waiting her turn, leaning against the photocopier outside Joe’s office when Callum Murphy came out, red-faced and sweating around his shirt collar. “That bad?” she asked, clasping his elbow to stall him. He looked at her like he might puke down her front.

“I was told to tell you to go on in.”

“Straight away?”

“Yeah. Brace yourself.”

“Tough nut, eh?” she said, forcing cheer into her voice. She might not feel confident, but she could fake it.

Callum snorted. “Nothing fazes you, does it?” His head bowed, and he pulled away from her muttering to himself something that sounded a lot like “My God! Oh, my fucking God.”

There was nothing for it but to obey the summons.

Adie knocked and entered the office, not knowing what to expect. Joe hadn’t given her any pointers. In fact, he’d refused to discuss the project beyond what they’d already said. Thus, she didn’t even know what the job was besides being part of an excavation team in the desert. Killian himself was another mystery. There were no pictures of him online, and while her friends in the department had described him as a daring, darkly attractive Indiana Jones type, realistically, he was more likely to look like one of the guys off Time Team: weather-beaten, wiry, and a bit grizzled, but, well… a girl could dream. And she’d take her dream job over her dream man any day.

The man who rose from behind Joe’s desk to shake her hand couldn’t have shocked her more if he’d donned a clown mask.

Killian Carmichael was so unlike anything she’d expected, that when he held his hand out, she stared at him, dumbfounded.

His hair was startling white. Not blond, but fully white, which was crazy, because if he was a day over thirty-five, she’d give up chocolate forever. His eyes were grey like crystal, sapphire tinted around the limbal ring. His jaw, carved of granite…

He cleared his throat, prompting her to wipe her sweaty palm down the side of her skirt before accepting his handshake.

Strong. A quick sense of pressure against the back of her knuckles that she felt in multiple seemingly unconnected places. There was a strange chill to his touch accompanied by a fizzle of static charge. Then the contact was over, and she stood bereft.

“Please, take a seat.”

“Thank you.” She smiled. His reciprocal one didn’t reach his eyes. He folded his hands in his lap as he waited for her to settle.

“I don’t intend to keep you long, Doctor Hamilton. Josef informs me you threatened to go to the press.”

“I… Er…” She gave a sharp cough. Joe really didn’t want her to get this post. Frankly, she was astonished Killian had invited her to an interview at all. Maybe that wasn’t what this was. Rather, he intended to give her a thorough chewing over instead. “I wouldn’t really have done it. Joe knows that. I just wanted a chance.”

For a moment, Killian’s hard expression faded. His lips twitched into something that approximated a smile. Then he leaned forward conspiratorially. “Yeah. That’s what I figured. Josef wouldn’t recommend someone he didn’t consider trustworthy. He likes you, I think, Doctor Hamiliton. Likes you a lot. Has a lot of time for you, is that not so?”

“Yes, I suppose.” How was it he left her feeling so wrong footed with such an observation? More importantly, why did it matter?

“I understand if you don’t want to interview—”

“I want to.” He stretched out a hand over the desk as if to press her back down into her seat, and in so doing, revealed the face of an expensive watch. She instantly felt shabby in comparison. Though really, she ought not to be surprised. Archaeology had always been the pursuit of the rich.

“Shall we get to it?” He glanced at a leather notebook open on the desk. “Why do you want to go to Egypt, Doctor Hamilton?”

Why? What sort of mad question was that?

Because she’d dreamed of it since she was a child. Planned adventures, lived a thousand iterations of them. And she wanted the thrill of unearthing treasures, to feel the desert wind blowing through her hair, to sleep beside a desert oasis…

“Egyptian culture and society fascinate me. I want to see the foundations that the theories are built on.” 

“I dislike theories,” he said intensely. “Facts are what matter. Adventure stories and daydreams don’t interest me.”

“Of course.” Evidently, he wasn’t an Indy fan.

Adie swallowed the lump forming in her throat as he made some notes. Then the interrogation began. He delved into obscurities. Forced an opinion out of her on several ancient controversies. Made more notes. Taxed her in a way no exam had ever done and grilled her harder than the panel had done when she was called in to defend her thesis.

He was a monster.

Her heart was pounding nine to the dozen by the end of her twenty minutes in the hot seat, also hopelessly turned on and wet for him.

“Shall we try an easy one? Can you give me the names of four of Ramesses II’s thirty-odd sons?”

“Ah…ah…” Her mind blanked.

“Not one?”

Not one, and dammit if she hadn’t learned them in the past alongside the alphabet. “I could look them up. I’m very good at that sort of thing. Google. Search engine stuff…” What the hell was she saying?

He gave her another of his curious half-smiles that turned up the very corners of his lips and made her want to reach out and touch his mouth. The man had beautifully soft looking lips.

“Is that your thesis?” 

Adie handed over the leather-bound copy. Killian began to flick through the heavy volume, pausing to ask the occasional question, but mostly hmming and nodding. It gave her the opportunity to really focus on him. The tan-line just visible below his collar, the surprising glint of a stud earring through one ear, and that startling white hair like the colour had been shocked right out of him.

Eventually, he handed the tome back to her. “I’ve one last question for you. Assume yourself in my position, needing to recruit a team player. You’ll interview dozens of recent post-docs, some graduates and, at best, their experience is of polishing exhibits and glueing pots. What could possibly interest you about any of them? What distinguishes one from the other?”

“Depth of knowledge.” 

Killian gave a decisive shake of his head. “They all have that, Doctor Hamilton. Try again.”

“Team spirit.”

“This isn’t an IT company. One last try.”

Oh lord, she needed to think. Think, Adie. Think. What was he looking for?

Then, for a split second, she was back in the dingy classroom of her first A level History lesson. “Never forget,” her lecturer had said, as he wrote a word in big chalk letters on the whiteboard and underlined it twice. 

“Objectivity,” she blurted, in full awareness that it was something she frequently lacked.

Killian observed her calmly for a second or two, then nodded. “That’s it. We’re all done, Doctor Hamilton. I’ll let you know.”

“Wait.” 

He was already out of his seat, heading towards the door. He opened it for her. She followed him as a matter of course. “Don’t I get to ask you any questions?” That was normally how job interviews worked.

That disarming half-smile reappeared again. What would it be like if he ever broke into the full version given this one knocked her so off kilter. It made her ready to accept whatever he said as gospel, even apparently being ushered out of the room without a chance to find out a thing about the job offer.

“If I decide to employ you, you’ll be provided with all the information you need. The salary is non-negotiable.”

“There is a salary, though, right?”

“For the right person.”

Killian shook her hand again and showed her out.
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Killian

 

 

Killian Carmichael prided himself on being a decisive man. While he abhorred idle speculation and facts that couldn’t be properly verified, there were some areas in which he still relied on his instincts. Or at least, the instincts of others that he knew to be honed and sharpened by years of experience. It made the decision over whom to employ that much simpler. Adie Hamilton was the only one of the three Joe Levine had said a damned thing about. It was clear the old bastard adored her.

Sure enough, when he returned to his office, Joe’s craggy face was all scowl and ire. “Don’t,” he pleaded.

“Don’t be absurd, Joe. We both know she’s the standout candidate.”

He got a grouchy growl in response, followed by a deal of hmming. 

Killian wandered over to the bookcase by the window, where a row of dusty photographs occupied one shelf. “You’re being overprotective.”

With some reason, admittedly. Killian’s past was a constant lingering threat to his future, and anyone else associated with him.

“Am I? She’s not the right person for your team, Killian.”

“How so? She’s young, bright, self-assured, knowledgeable—”

Joe’s eyes shone with fury as he marched over to where Killian stood. “She’s impetuous and romantic. Desperate to leap fucking snake-filled pits and unearth secrets and treasures—”

“Don’t we all,” he replied laconically. “At least the last part.” Snakes he’d happily pass on.

“You used to.” The old man snatched a photo frame from near the back of the grouping. Killian did not need to see it to know the contents of the picture it contained. Every line of it was etched into his brain. Hell, he remembered every moment of that day and was never likely to forget it.

Joe thrust it into his hands. “She’s exactly how you were back in the day. Full of hopes and idealism. Do you remember that? What it felt like? How desperate you were to get to Egypt? What you were willing to sacrifice? You were ready to dig up the whole Sahara with your bare hands if you had to. The young Doctor Carmichael and his faithful sidekick.”

“People change.” He did not need this sort of reminder of his youth. “They move on.” Killian replaced the photograph of the two graduates and their professor back in the indent in the dust.

“Have you seen him recently?” Joe enquired, refusing to give up.

Killian sighed. “You know damn well that I haven’t.” Nor would ever seek to. You couldn’t live in the present if you were constantly tethered by your past. Sometimes you had to shed the baggage and not look back. “She’ll be a good worker, Josef. That’s what I need, and if she’s as ambitious as you claim, then she’ll be heading her own projects in a few years. A place on my team is exactly the sort of head start she’ll benefit from.”

“A place on your team is a dual-edged sword and we both know it. You have the respect of your peers at present, but we both know that’s not always been the case, and what’s to say—”

“You worry overly much.”

“What’s to say your past doesn’t crop up and skewer you again?”

He kept the exasperation from his voice. It was a fight, but he did it. “Josef, for God’s sake. That business is long over. Long, long over. I wouldn’t employ her if I thought it would harm her. I wouldn’t employ anyone if I thought the association would do that.” He drew a heavy breath to try to still the anger roiling inside him, then slowly, steadily he breathed his irritation away. “I promise you, there’s no cause for alarm, and I’ll try not to ruin her with my cynicism.”

“Promises are like kisses. Easily given and all too forgettable.”

Killian might have said something about the old bachelor never having been kissed by the right person if he genuinely believed that to be true, but that would be like handing out an invitation to rifle about in his personal life, and that wasn’t something he ever invited anyone to do. And frankly, Josef knew more than enough about him already.

His old professor bowed his head sadly. “I suppose you won’t be reasoned with. That at least hasn’t changed.” 

Killian shook his head, whereupon Joe sagged into his desk chair. “Very well. Then I guess I’m going to have to acclimate myself to the fact that my best student is poaching my second best and find myself a new protegee. Just look out for her, eh? She doesn’t really have anyone, and I’m going to be pissed as hell if you lose her in the desert.”

He’d watch Adie Hamilton with the same vigilance he watched over the rest of his team. “I haven’t mislaid anyone yet.”

Leastways, not unintentionally. 

“Will you let her know, or shall I?”

Killian found his coat. “I’ll leave you that honour. Change of plans. I’m flying back to Egypt tonight. I need to check in for my flight in an hour.”
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Adie

 

 

Freshly through customs, Adie waited outside Cairo International Airport for her ride beneath a canopy providing a meagre bit of shade. The world was so very bright here. The sky uninterrupted blue. Around her taxi drivers in dusty Peugeots were clamouring for their customers, while scores of international visitors milled past, destinations determined. Just over a week had passed since Professor Levine had called to give her the good news. Her arm and bottom still ached from numerous cautionary vaccinations, and her nose was still a bit red from her parting with the grumpy old fool, but she was finally here in Egypt. Finally making steps on her journey she’d been planning since childhood. She’d thought of Esther a lot these last few days, how thrilled her great aunt would have been to know her dreams were finally being realised.

Speaking of dreams, she’d been having some interesting ones about her new boss. Doctor Carmichael had woven something of a spell over her. It never seemed to matter what she was doing this last week; he’d kept sliding into her thoughts. He was a near nightly visitor. And some of those dreams—well, they weren’t precisely dreams, more visualisations—had been pretty spicy. 

She’d been studying all his papers to harvest the tiniest of clues about him, but all she’d learned were decidedly dry and impersonal facts. He was thirty-six, Oxford educated, PhD from Durham—not a surprise, Joe had once lectured there until he’d been lured away by the promise of his own department—now attached to the University of Cairo, where he sometimes lectured, but his excavations were largely funded through private individuals.

To her left, a crowd of people milled around a dirty coach. Their milky tourist complexions, so much in contrast to the darker skin of the locals, had attracted a plague of guides and street vendors. A tall Nubian woman pushed a luggage cart through their midst, followed by a line of wide-eyed children whose lilting voices seemed to hang in the air. Adie clutched her overnight bag for comfort. Suddenly home seemed very far away and the present a little too vivid. She shifted her feet uncomfortably. Her clothes were already damp, beads of sweat rolling down her back into the crease of her buttocks, and her skin felt gritty. She’d been promised someone would be here to greet her, but the stream of people was slowly thinning, and Doctor Carmichael had yet to show his face.

Weary, she closed her eyes and fell back into the fantasy she’d been entertaining herself with during the flight. 

“Can’t you concentrate, Ms Hamilton?” Killian flashed her one of his intriguing half-smiles. They were back in her interview, only she was stripped down to her underwear and he was in his shirtsleeves with his hand inside her knickers. “Such a disappointment.”

“I can… I can remember them. Khaemwese… Merenptah. That’s two of them.”

“So, it is. So, it is.” He rewarded her with the flick of his index finger over her swollen clit. “But I wanted four. You can manage four for me, can’t you?”

“Yes.” Desperate to feel more of his touch, she dredged her memory for more names. If she succeeded, would he thrust those fingers inside her, fuck her with them so that she was ready for his cock? “Amunhotep. Mery-Atum.”

“Well done, Doctor Hamilton. Well done.” This time he caressed her with the pad of his thumb. “But you can do me one more. Josef’s favourite is definitely up to that.”

“And I’ll get the job if do?”

His pale eyes flashed, like lightning over the desert. “You’ll get something. Something we both know you’re desperate for.”

Pleasure coiled within her nub, became intensely focused. One more. She only needed to think of one more.

“Just a single name.” His breath whispered against the side of her throat. She held her breath waiting for the pressure of his lips that didn’t come. 

“I don’t know.” She reached out to him, frantic, and clawed the front of his shirt. “Ramesses… That’s it, Ramesses, after his father.”

“A good guess, Doctor Hamiliton. A very good guess.” His tongue-tip tickled her earlobe, then his fingers slid deep into her sex. “That’s it. Good girl. How well you take them.” She preened at the praise. “I know another. No. Another three… six.”

“I bet you can name me all thirty.”

She proceeded to do just that. It was as if his fingers splitting her, thrusting, and filling her had opened a lock inside her mind, so that all her rote learning was released. It made her gleeful and giddy as a goose, as Aunt Esther would have said. The names rolled off her tongue, while her body thrilled to his touch. He pumped them in and out, a steady accompaniment to her words. Burying them to the fullness of their length, then drawing them out shiny with her arousal, while his thumb bruised her clit. The sight of it, of him so casually penetrating her while he stood there so handsomely dressed had her ribs straining to draw air into her lungs. He was all crisp white shirt pulled over strong shoulders and eyes of pale fire, while she… she was a mess of need.

“Stand up now and bend over,” he said once she was done reciting. Adie draped herself over the wide oak desk so that her burning cheek was pressed against the grain and her arse was aloft.

Killian pulled the damp cloth of her panties down her legs, so they sat like a hobble around her upper thighs. “I think Josef’s good girl deserves a special reward. That’s if you think you’re ready for it. Are you ready for it, little dove? Are you ready to be my good girl instead? Ready to take your professor’s thick, hard cock?”

“I am,” she groaned. “I definitely am. Give me it.”

 “Adie? Doctor Adina Hamilton?” The tap of a hand against her shoulder broke her reverie.

“Yes. Yes, that’s me.” She startled to attention, opening her eyes to find a blonde, slender as a lily with triceps a professional athlete would envy standing before her, two perfectly plucked eyebrows quirked upwards. “Erm. Hello?” Unrealised arousal simultaneously zipped around her body, making her desperate to rub her legs together. The result was an awkward jiggle, she prayed the other woman interpreted as a desperate need to pee.

“Hi. I’m Doctor Lawrence, Siân. Doctor Carmichael sent me to collect you.” The woman offered her a hand, which Adie shook. Then, she seized Adie’s heavy suitcase and lifted it as if it wasn’t only five grams under the luggage allowance. “I’m sorry you had to wait. The traffic’s appalling at this time of day.” She set off through the lines of cars and donkey carts towards a battered old Land Rover leaving Adie to waddle along behind, following the swing of her neatly plaited hair. 

Well lady, you can forget any ideas you have about seducing Doctor Carmichael with this goddess-like creature around. 

Just as well, she was here to work not flirt.

“Climb on board, it’s open,” Siân called as she hefted Adie’s suitcase into the back. “The drive’s not too long. Feel free to wind the window down. You’ll want to, the air con’s kaput.”

From the airport at Heliopolis, they sped south towards central Cairo, past the exhibition centre and the outskirts of the Northern Cemetery, with the dry dusty wind whistling past the open windows. 

“I never expected it to be like this,” Adie admitted, gazing in awe at the sprawling majesty of the city and its mixture of modern architecture and ancient minarets.

“Nobody ever does.” Siân said. “They think it’ll all be stuck in the past. Cairo is the sixth largest metropolitan area in the world, the third largest city in Africa, and largest in the Middle East. Believe me, it has everything any other city has, including the traffic.” To prove the point, she leaned on the horn and shot through a red light.

Adie winced and grabbed for a hand hold, but nobody on the street or in the other vehicles seemed even slightly surprised. A few of them even chased them through.

“Don’t worry about it.” Siân hit the horn again as she slalomed between the two lines of traffic. 

“Fucking Christ!” She’d expected a slow tour along dusty roads bordered by mudbrick houses, not a ride with Steve McQueen’s reckless kid sister. 

“Where the hell did you learn to drive like this?”

“From Vin Diesel.” She laughed. “Nah, I’m self-taught. Passed my test and everything. My Egyptian driving test, that is.” Her grin stayed maniacally huge. “That’s six metres forward and six metres backwards if you’re wondering.”

They skidded around a corner. “Oh, fuck! Is this normal?” 

“Absolutely normal, yes.”

They sailed past two huge bronze lions and out on to a bridge over a vast stretch of glittering water. Along the banks, date palms and flame trees flanked blue stone walkways bustling with people. She was looking at the Nile, the lifeblood of Egypt since pre-dynastic times. 

Siân nodded as she leap-frogged the car down another lane of traffic. 

Adie curled her fingers around the edge of her seat and held on tight. “Where are we heading?”

“Oh, the team’s apartment. It’s on Gezira. That’s one of the two islands Cairo spilled onto during the nineteenth century. It’s mostly leafy residential, not very touristy, but don’t worry, we’ll take you to see some of downtown Cairo tonight. We’ve a table booked at Fishwari’s.” 

That was somewhere she’d heard of. “You’re taking me somewhere touristy?”

“It has to be done.”

They passed another pair of lions and reached dry land.

“Who’s we exactly?” Right now, she wasn’t sure she was going to live long enough to eat supper. 

“Us. The rest of the team. They’re all desperate to meet you.”

The buildings were less crowded here on the island, though taller, and the landscape had become more predominantly green.

“Doctor Carmichael?”

“Hah!” Siân seemed to find that notion amusing. “Fat chance of that. No, he’s very, very busy, don’t you know. You don’t honestly think he slums it with us muck shovellers, do you?”

“Oh, I…”

Siân slapped her across the thigh. “I’m teasing you. He’s busy at the university. Departmental meeting or something.”

“Right. Okay.” She fought not to let her disappointment show on her face. 

“It isn’t anything personal. He did plan to meet you, but something came up and it couldn’t wait since we’re back on site tomorrow morning.” Siân’s eyes glittered in a knowing way. “You’ve taken a fancy to him already I see.”

“What? No.”

Heat streaked across her face to contradict her.

“Sure about that? You must be the only bloody woman around who hasn’t. Even lesbians love him. Actually, they adore him.”

“I do find him intellectually fascinating,” Adie croaked.

“Well, it’s for the best. People have died of old age waiting for him to make a move. He only gets it up for mummies. And you can forget all the romantic crap the media write. It’s just not him. He’s all discipline.”

“Does that mean I can expect a bullwhip being cracked across my arse?”

Siân drummed the steering wheel in delight. “What an image. I like you. You can stay.” She grinned wide, clearly picturing it. “Sadly, unlikely. No, Captain Workaholic will just give you the look.”

“The look.”

Siân delivered her best stern-faced Killian imitation. “And then he’ll tear a strip off you. But overall, he’s a not bad boss, as long as you only speak when you’re spoken to, and never speculate, and denounce Hollywood make-believe at every opportunity.”

“Oh!” she said, sagging into her seat. This might be a tougher assignment than she’d thought. “How about the rest of the team? What are they like? Modelled in Doctor Carmichael’s image?”

“Nah. Leastways, none of them keep their cocks in cold storage like he does, but that’s probably not what you were asking.”

Adie shook her head. 

Outside, someone was listening to a strange synthesis of eastern and western music on a tinny cassette player: wailing Arabic vocals layered over a Balearic beat.

“It’s not a big team. Full-time, besides me and you, there’s Matthew and Lucas. Matthew’s the dark, pretty one, and Lucas is the blond with the glasses. Matty’s good for a laugh, and Lucas will bore you to death after one conversation. His speciality is ancient texts. I always thought linguists would be stimulating. If you know what I mean.” She stuck out her tongue and wiggled it about. “Until I met him that is. Anyway, there’s also Jason and Samīh, but you probably won’t see much of them. They’re Killian’s doctoral students based at Cairo University. They do a lot of the cleaning and analysis and rarely come out to Saqqara, which honestly is for the best, because when they do, Lucas always, always gets his kecks in a knot.” 

“How come?”

“Oh, you know, they breathe mostly. They rarely take anything seriously and Lucas doesn’t approve. You’ll see.”

“So, Lucas must be totally outnumbered, then? I mean by Matthew, Samīh, and Jason?”

Siân shook her head. “The three of them have never quite gelled. Not much in common, plus Matty looks down on them a bit. Thinks he’s the bee’s knees since he’s started getting first line billing on various research papers.” She shrugged and turned the car through a gateway and on to a white gravel drive. 

“And Killian? How do you all get along with him?”

Siân turned off the engine. “He’s the boss, Adie. We do as we’re told. Do the same and you’ll get along fine. Come on now, and you can finally take that bathroom trip you’re obviously desperate for.”
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Killian

 

 

Killian usually avoided his office at the university, which made it all the more unusual that he’d spent the whole afternoon there when he had no actual reason to be present. He was not expected to give a lecture or mark papers, or worse, attend a departmental meeting. All the paperwork for the dig had long been filed and approved. The maps in his possession were the very latest ones, and his doctoral students weren’t even around to test his patience with infantile humour. He could have been doing something useful like organising equipment. Instead, he was staring at a stone-cold cup of tea and ruminating over the sort of ancient history that one never wanted to write a paper on, when he ought to be collecting Adie Hamilton from the airport.

He’d sent Siân instead.

Because, apparently, he was fucking avoiding her, which was dumb, given he’d insisted on hiring her. The voice of his old professor was still grumbling away in the back of his brain, making him question his choices. Joe Levine had a knack for that.

That had to be it. Nothing to do with the way she’d lit up from within when he’d grilled her about Egyptology. The way her passion made him excited to get her in the field, and absolutely nothing to do with the way her hair framed her face making her look ever so studious and simultaneously up for an epic quest.

It was professional excitement he’d felt when he’d shaken her hand, not the sizzle of anything else. He’d hired her because she was the superior candidate.

Joe knew it.

He knew it.

Even Adie herself knew it.

Nothing to do with the fact he’d been half-hard when he’d walked out of that interview and was sporting a semi again now from thinking about her.

Jesus. Shit!

He took a mouthful of the tepid cardamon tea and swallowed it with a grimace.

It was her potential turning him on, that’s all.

Uncomfortable in his current position, Killian rose and poked around his office straightening things that didn’t need to be straightened. The afternoon sun was reflecting off the passing traffic outside, creating a flickering effect across the shelving. He crossed the room to close the blind but ended up poking his head outside the window instead. Below, a group of students crossing the road spied him and waved. His wave in response set them twittering amongst themselves. Had he really become such a dour stick-in-the-mud that a wave prompted giggles?

He guessed, to his teenage students, he was a dreary old man. He snorted because he was hardly old, barely into his thirties. The impression of dry studiousness, though, that was cultivated. Everybody who knew even a little of his history knew his path to his current position of reverence was hard won. What should have been a measured, steady ascent had in fact incorporated several bone-breaking tumbles.

Shit! This was dumb. He had nothing to fear from returning to Saqqara. Bill Harris’ fall was not a bad omen. The bad eggs in his life were long gone, and if he was slightly uneasy, that was only to be expected when on the verge of introducing a new member into a carefully chosen and established team. And his hard-on? A predictable inevitability of prolonged abstinence.

He returned to his desk and flicked through his appointment diary: nothing until the next semester. He’d cancelled them all to give the project his undivided attention, but now he wished that he’d agreed to the lecture at the American University in Cairo. It would have brought some much-needed respite from his whirring thoughts.

Of course, he could just head over to the team’s apartment and join them for whatever evening plans they’d made.

Yeah. And no.

Better he kept his distance and gave them all a chance to bond without him around forcing them to be on their best behaviour. He knew they’d be talking about him. Could even predict what was being said – ice-cold, grumpy workaholic with a stick up his arse, fair, but frugal with his praise.

At least that’s what he hoped was being said. Better that than any of the alternatives—stories from his history that really needed to stay lost and buried. 

He hoped he hadn’t made a mistake.

Fuck it! He slumped forward and pressed his forehead to the desk. Roll on tomorrow, when he’d know exactly where he was with everything again.
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Adie

 

 

The scent of harsh tobacco mingled with that of the bitter coffee in the overcrowded walkways of the Khan El Khalili. They’d eaten at a hotel overlooking the Nile before moving on to Fishwari’s – Cairo’s oldest coffee house. Three quarters of the way through her second cup of the thick sugary beverage, Adie was buzzing. 

“Poor Bill,” Samīh mused about their old work mate, as Adie’s glassy gaze returned to the rickety table around which they sat. “He was all set for his next race when he broke that leg. And I had money on him.”

“Sucks to be you,” Matthew said.

Bill, it turned out, was the black sheep of the team. An architecture graduate who’d ended up in the Middle East designing skyscrapers, wound up working on a few projects with the Egyptian Antiquities Organisation and thence wangled a permanent position on Killian’s team. 

“I mean his skyscrapers are things of wonder,” Jason said, “but his camel wrangling sucked. I don’t know why you kept betting on him. He never won a thing.”

The two young Cairenes, she was rapidly learning, were a double act. 

“You’re not any good at camel racing are you, Adie?”

“I’m afraid not. I’ve never even been near one.” 

Lucas’s seat creaked as he leaned over. “I’d keep it that way if I were you. They’re unscrupulous beasts, and their owners aren’t much better. If you want to go exploring, hire a horse, or better still, get someone to drive you.”

“Boring,” Jason sang, while Samīh nodded in agreement.

“If you want to visit somewhere, just let me know,” Siân offered. “I’ll be happy to take you.”

“Thanks.” Although after her first experience of Siân’s driving, she wasn’t entirely convinced that camel riding wouldn’t be safer.

“On a related topic, I wouldn’t recommend going off anywhere alone. Western women have an undeserved reputation among some men in these parts. Cairo’s pretty safe, but—”

“Too many Hollywood exports,” Lucas embellished. “The image they’re fed is that all western women are promiscuous and available. Some of the tourists don’t help either, so be careful how you dress. Save your skinny fits and shorts for underground at the dig, where there are fewer wandering hands.”

“Which reminds me.” Siân dug into her pocket and pulled out a small box. “Killian asked me to give you this.” She slid the box across the table to Adie. 

Adie opened the hinge and was startled by the sight of a gold wedding band. “I don’t—”

“I’ve one too.” The other woman held her left hand aloft and give her fingers a wiggle. “It’s a safety thing. You’re less likely to be harassed by strange men if they think you’re married. Present company excepted. You’re stuck with this lot.”

Adie stared at the ring thoughtfully, then snapped the box shut and shoved it in her pocket. She couldn’t bring herself to put it on. Too weird. It made for a novel interpretation of being married to the job.

“And on that note, we ought to head back.” Lucas shoved his chair back, provoking groans from everyone else.

“Really? It’s not even midnight yet.” Jason shuffled his chair closer to Adie, closing the gap Lucas had left.

“It’s an early start tomorrow.”

“Yeah, but it’s her first night.”

Lucas merely folded his arms.

“Don’t listen to him,” Jason put an arm around her shoulders. “You need to bleed every second of fun out of tonight. I’m telling you, once you get out to Saqqara, that’s it. No fun. No smiling. And definitely no alcohol. It’s work, work, work. Killian’s a real slave driver.”

Samīh imitated the lash of a whip. “If you think Lucas here is misery, wait until you experience the boss man. Why do you think we have the good sense to stay in the city?”

Jason nodded in agreement.

“I’m pretty sure it’s not work twenty-four seven. There’s bound to be some downtime, even if it’s only at the hotel.” 

 “Hotel?” The group said as one.

“What hotel?” Matthew asked. He’d been quiet all evening. Siân hadn’t been lying when she’d described him as pretty on the car journey from the airport. Matthew was slender and fine-boned with a long straight nose and star-lashed azure eyes. He looked like an artist or a refugee from a Hugo Boss ad, but certainly not an Egyptologist.

“That we’re staying in at Saqqara?” Adie looked sceptically at each of them, taking in bemused grins and shakings heads. “There’s not a hotel? Camping?” she asked, dubiously.

That set them all guffawing.

Siân eventually relented. 

“Dahabiyya. Killian owns a houseboat that’s currently moored close to the site. He claims it’s more convenient than living in a hotel or commuting from Cairo or wherever we end up being based, so I hope you like water.”

“And company,” Matthew added. “It can be a bit claustrophobic. But then, he likes us all in one place. That way he can keep better tabs on us. Just you wait and see. It’s all early night and early mornings. The man doesn’t have a single natural urge, and yet for some bizarre reason everybody loves him.”

“Yeah, including you.” Siân patted him on the back. “So don’t make like you’re not equally devoted to his ass.”

“It is a very fine ass.”

“Truth.”

“Just the right amount of perky—” Jason elbowed him in the ribs. “What, I’m only saying what we’ve all thought.”

“I haven’t thought it,” Lucas said.

“Me neither.” Jason shook his head. Samīh too.

Siân gave him a one-shouldered shrug. “I mean, I may have thought it, but I’m not such a fool as to waste my time and energy on pursuing it. We all know he’s only interested in older women. Much older women.”

“Running joke,” Matthew explained to Adie as they headed back through the canopied streets. “What’s the surest way to get Killian’s attention? Paint yourself gold and get someone to bury you in the desert.”

 

~Ж~

 

Back at the house on Gezira, everyone piled into the kitchen, which Adie considered a pleasing mix of Islamic design and Western gadgetry. The appliances were all high-end, and while the furniture, such as the large dining table, was scuffed and pitted with age, there was nothing cheap or flatpack about the place.

“Is this house Killian’s too?”

“I’m not rightly sure,” Siân replied. “Probably. It could belong to his sponsor.”

“Yeah, his elusive silent partner.”

Lucas slapped Matthew around the head. “Hardly that elusive. He signs your pay cheques.”

“Pay cheques?” Matthew rocked onto the back legs of one of the dining chairs. “What century are you in? Do you not do direct deposit? Next, you’ll be telling me you don’t know what a bank card is.”

“Oh, shut up! Let’s draw lots, so we can all go to bed.”

“Yeah, lets,” Siân said.

Lucas opened the dresser drawer and took out a handful of tapers. “All right, pick your sticks.” He presented the bundle. Each of the team took one. “You too, Adie. You’re part of the team now. That means you get the same deal as the rest of us.”

“What are we drawing for?”

She drew. Her spill was several inches shorter than the rest.

“Ah, bad luck.” Matthew squeezed her shoulder. “Looks like you’re greeting the boss.”

“It’s fine, Adie. You’ll enjoy it. He’s radiant first thing.”

“Siân Lawrence. And you tell me off for tormenting people.” Matthew scruffed her hair, which also gave her a whiff of his spicy cologne. “Sleep well, new girl. Babe?” He held out his hand to Siân, which, to Adie’s astonishment, the other woman grasped, only for Matthew to reel her in to an embrace and start nuzzling her neck.

“Oh, get out of here,” Lucas complained. “No one wants to see it.”

“Speak for yourself. I’m enjoying it.” Samīh leaned across to her and added in a conspiratorial whisper, “Live floorshow. You have to pay good money for this in most places.” His dark eyes gleamed, pupils as wide as saucers, while a delicate flush warmed his olive skin. Meanwhile, Jason blithely stirred a third spoonful of sugar into his tea.

Matthew and Siân lingered a few moments longer, then shuffled off towards the bedrooms, Lucas following close behind.

“So, how early do I need to be up to greet Killian?” Adie asked.

Jason drained his cup in a couple of long swallows, then carried it over to the sink and swilled it before placing it on the draining board. She followed, watching his movements. 

“Well, he’ll be here around five.”

“What? A.M? Seriously?”

He about turned and tidied the spills back into the drawer. “The door’s bolted from the inside, so you have to let him in. He’ll probably want a hand moving things, too. We’ve equipment stored in the backroom, and he won’t be impressed if you’re not zinging with enthusiasm.”

“You’re really serious? You want me to be dressed and ready by five A.M?”

He rested his hands on her shoulders and gave a nod, suddenly all seriousness, “Adina Hamilton, welcome to your new life. Like we’ve all been telling you, the fun ends now.”

“Yeah.” Except it was hard to take them seriously when they all said it with such enormous grins on their faces. “I think I’d better get to bed.” She wasn’t, if she was honest, a morning person.

OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
A LUST IN THE DUST ROMANCE






OPS/image0.jpg





OPS/image1.jpg





