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1: An Offer They Can’t Refuse 

Miles Sutherland, Carter (Gil) Gillespie, Lyle Ashley Tate, Aiden Parker, 

Sandra Pierce, Agent Breslaw and mentions of Flynn Archer 

___________________________________________________ 

9pm Saturday 22nd January, somewhere in small-town America 

Miles stretched out his legs and gloomily surveyed the other occupants of the room. Gil 

and Lyle had their heads together and were having a deep and meaningful by the looks of it. Pity 

he couldn’t hear what they were saying. Lyle looked like he’d been sucking lemons, so it 

probably wasn’t going well between them. 

Glancing out the corner of his eye at the young man sitting beside him, Miles noticed that 

although Aiden seemed relaxed and was stroking the fur on his dog’s head, he kept checking the 

doorway, as if hoping to see Flynn walk in any minute. The dog seemed just as interested in 

something in the passageway, his mouth open and tongue lolling out. 

Roofie lay sprawled at Miles’s feet, nose resting on his forepaws, his tail thumping on the 

floor every now and then. His silly mutt obviously wasn’t picking up on the tension in the room, 

more interested in Aiden’s Akita, Dante, than anything. 

They’d all been told to meet at Lyle’s place at nine p.m. and been greeted at the door by 

the agent who’d been part of the clean up team after Vale died. What the fuck was his name 

again? Breslaw, that’s right. Miles gave a silent chuckle; no doubt Flynn would have been 

referring to him as Coleslaw if he’d been here. 

Miles had been snowed under with work at the local clinic for the last few days and 

hadn’t heard much about Flynn’s condition except for the odd forlorn comment from Aiden that 

he still hadn’t regained consciousness. The strange thing was that when Miles finally managed to 



get time to give the hospital at Asher Bay a call, they said he wasn’t there. “Have you heard from 

Flynn, Aiden?” 

Glancing up from the tiny spot on the floor he had been staring at, fingers still moving in 

Dante’s fur, Aiden nodded, making a small noise of agreement. “I saw him this morning… he 

was still unconscious,” he answered softly. “So I guess technically I haven’t heard from him.” 

He looked up briefly at Miles, then returned his gaze to the interesting spot on the floor. 

Gil detected scarcely-held-in-check emotion in Aiden’s voice. “It could be a while yet. 

Head injuries are funny things; one person can take a while to wake up, another can be awake in 

minutes. It’s not really predictable, is it, Doc?” 

Miles ignored the young paramedic’s question for the moment. The brain did weird 

things and seeing it was Flynn’s brain under discussion, the chances were even greater than usual, 

especially given the amount of shit and secrets the young man had locked away in there. But 

something Aiden said didn’t make sense. “You said you saw him, Aiden? When? Where?” 

Aiden paused before replying. “At the hospital before school.” Why was it that big of a 

deal when he had seen Flynn? Of course he knew where he was; he’d been with him when he 

was transported to Asher Bay. “I’ve been to visit him every day since.” 

Miles blinked at the news. “Strange, when I rang the hospital before I came here tonight, 

they said he’d been discharged, or at least was no longer there.” 

Aiden sat up straight and looked at him, shaking his head. “No, that’s not possible. He 

couldn’t have been discharged that fast. He wasn’t even awake this morning.” 

Gil frowned at Miles. Why was the doc ignoring him now? Fine, if that was how he 

wanted to play it, he could ignore him too. “Did they misunderstand, Aiden? Mistake the name, 

maybe?” He turned back to Lyle who was looking distinctly uncomfortable. “You okay?” 

“Ask Marshall Breslaw, apparently he makes all my decisions now.” Lyle wished he’d 

not said that, but it escaped before he could think it down. Being told who to invite to his home 



and when, without being told why, had him pissed as hell. Lyle felt he’d practically been under 

house arrest since Flynn Archer had killed his former boss, the town’s mortician, Henry Vale. 

Lyle’s original handler, Agent Tyler, had vanished into the woodwork the same night 

Vale died. It was her negligence, or her deliberate betrayal, that had placed him within Vale’s 

field of influence to start with; he still wasn’t sure which Tyler was guilty of. He was still 

missing her, though. Marshall Breslaw, who claimed to be Tyler’s superior, was not Lyle’s ideal 

flatmate; the big man was graceless as a guest and uncommunicative as a guardian. Breslaw had 

spoken on the phone to people Lyle had never heard of before more than he had spoken to him 

since he moved himself in. 

Gil resisted the urge to put an arm round Lyle. He figured it wouldn’t be all that welcome 

right now. He was himself a little unnerved by the summons. “So, anyone know why we’re here? 

What do we know, apart from the fact that we are, or were, linked by a common enemy?” 

Nobody said anything. Not a surprise, Gil thought. Something occurred to him. “Flynn wasn’t 

his real name, was it? Any chance the hospital had him under his real name?” 

Miles shuffled his feet on the floor; he’d checked that, too. Would Flynn want the others 

to know his real name was Errol Ashton and the dismembered hands that had caused all this 

kerfuffle had belonged to his father? Aiden seemed confused which wasn’t surprising. Given 

he’d been kidnapped and imprisoned in a tiny room under the mortuary, he probably still thought 

of Flynn as a knight in shining armor coming to rescue him, by slaying the dragon with a 

fountain pen through the eye. Pity Flynn had nearly killed himself in the process, by falling and 

hitting his head on the edge of a shelf. But Miles was on pretty good terms with his counterparts 

at Asher Bay, and they wouldn’t give him a bum steer. Flynn definitely hadn’t been in the 

hospital an hour ago. 

Aiden shook his head. “No, he’s listed under Flynn Archer. I was there when they 

checked him in, and I gave them what I knew.” He hesitated a moment, lightly tugging on 

Dante’s ear as the dog whined. “I… put myself down as next of kin, just in case something 

happened. He doesn’t have any other family….” 



“That was…kind,” Gil responded quietly. He met Aiden’s gaze briefly and sympathised 

with what he saw. At that moment the door opened and the now-familiar bulk of Marshall 

Breslaw blocked the entrance. His gaze swept round the room taking in the sight of the 

assembled company and he nodded, once, and moved out of the way. As he did so, he revealed 

another figure behind him, a woman dressed in brown, her blonde hair pulled severely back from 

her too-thin face. She reminded Gil far too much of one of his teachers at primary school, Mrs 

Atkinson…He shuddered. Her eyes were such a pale washed-out blue there was hardly any 

colour in them at all, and her smile, he was disturbed to see, was almost pasted on; it didn’t reach 

her eyes. 

“Gentlemen,” Breslaw said, without hesitation. “This is Ms Sandra Pierce. She has 

something she would like to discuss with you.” Pierce, Gil thought, how appropriate. 

“Gentlemen, hello. It seems you have a problem. Are you all aware Henry Vale, or as he 

was known to most law enforcement agencies, Heinrich Petrov, was a high ranking member of 

the Russian mafia?” She smiled blandly. 

Shit. Looked like the mentions of Bratva, the Russian mafia, in the bloody diary Flynn 

found were accurate then. Miles sighed to himself. Given the insincerity of the woman’s smile, 

getting involved hadn’t been the smartest thing to do, but if they hadn’t done their own sleuthing, 

Flynn would probably be dead by now. It was only his and Gil’s arrival on the scene that had 

stopped him bleeding to death, and Aiden had been an emotional wreck if not a physical one. 

“As you might imagine, they’re not terribly happy with what’s become of Vale. They’re 

the kind to hold grudges. We could hand them Archer, he’s nothing, but I don’t think they’d be 

satisfied with simply him. You’re all involved. You’re all targets.” 

Miles winced at the word ‘target’ and her offhand dismissal of his cocky friend, but kept 

quiet. Who was this bitch? Her accent was almost non-existent. Was she even an American? 

“Are we ‘nothing’ also, then?” Gil had gone cold at her reference to Flynn. 



“No, clearly you’re something, or we wouldn’t extend this offer to you. We can give you 

new lives, out of the reach of the Russian mob. We’re the only ones who can.” 

“So what are we supposed to do, fall at your feet in grateful thanks?” Anger was forcing 

itself through Gil’s carefully maintained exterior and he was having a hard time pushing it down. 

Now was not the time to lose it. 

“Hardly. Just be ready to catch our plane out tomorrow. Follow our rules, and I can 

guarantee you will be safe.” 

“Your rules? Do we get to find out what those are before we make the decision?” Gil 

frowned at her. “And what do you mean, catch your plane tomorrow? What’s the urgency?” 

A small cough from the doorway drew their attention back to Agent Breslaw, whose 

color had heightened somewhat. “I’m sorry, but circumstances have altered since the other night. 

We have reason to believe Agent Tyler may have been working with Vale for some time and 

may now have wholly turned to the Russian Mafia. This is why a decision was made to involve 

Eidolon. They specialise in protecting people and creating good cover stories for their 

disappearance. We don’t want to alert the Bratva to our suspicions about Tyler, but we do want 

to get you out of harm’s way. I gave you my word we would keep you safe, remember?” 

“We all have jobs, people relying on us,” Gil protested. “People who will ask questions if 

we simply leave. What can we bring with us? I cannot imagine that Miles or Aiden will want to 

leave their dogs behind…” 

“You’re right. I’m not leaving my dog behind. But what I want to know is if this offer, or 

whatever it is, extends to Flynn. What do you plan on doing with him? Are you really going to 

turn him in?” Aiden’s eyes were narrowed at the woman, and he held on tightly to Dante’s collar. 

A flick of a well manicured hand indicated that Ms Pierce thought these were only trivial 

concerns. “Your cover story is that you are joining Eidolon International to assist with rebuilding 

on Rapatoka Island, which was recently affected by a cyclone. You will be helping them, if that 

is acceptable to all of you. But you will, in actuality, be staying in the resort village on a nearby 



island we are calling “Mystery Island”. You can bring dogs, but do be careful. It’s a tropical 

island, and there’s all sorts of brand new hazards to manage.” She smiled, showing all her perfect 

white teeth in a canned beauty queen grin. 

“Island? Where is this island then? Will we need vaccinations?” Gil was alarmed. These 

arrangements seemed way too sudden. 

“Simply typhoid shots, which we will happily provide. We’re not asking you to join the 

Peace Corps. We’re all civilized people here. You’re not going to be living in mud huts.” 

“I don’t care if I’m living in five star luxury, what do I do about my family?” Gil knew 

his mother would start to panic if she couldn’t call him. “They’ll worry if they can’t contact me, 

and I was only here on secondment from the UK for a year. Exactly how long are we going to be 

working for this Eidolon thing? If it’s longer than a year I might not have a job to go back to…” 

“But you would be alive to go back.” Pierce said pointedly. “You will have email 

accounts that I advise you use exclusively. They randomize IP addresses so you’ll be impossible 

to trace. I’d also advise you keep your location vague. We are trying to protect you, after all, and 

if you tell your family precisely where you are, they’re in danger too. Keep it quiet. Make it 

sound as if you want to go there to aid in the humanitarian effort. We will liase with the agency 

that brought you here, Mr Gillespie.” 

“But you didn’t answer the question, how long do you expect us to be working for 

Eidolon?” 

“Before you answer any other questions, you never answered mine,” Aiden said 

forcefully. “What about Flynn? What’s going to happen to him?” 

“We will bring him with us, if you insist. Although it might make it easier on all of you if 

you left him behind.” 

“Frankly, after the way he’s behaved…” Gil looked at Aiden. “Still, I wouldn’t feel right 

leaving him to a bunch of wolves…” 



“He saved my life. I’m not leaving him anywhere.” 

“Let’s be honest, whether he is with us or not, I doubt we could be in more shit than we 

already are. Aiden, Flynn got you into this in the first place, he got us all into it, but having said 

that, I’m not even sure he knew how much shit he was in, and he did save you, can’t deny that.” 

Despite how much I would like to. Gil grimaced at the thought. “None of us is in this by choice. 

Shit happens, fact of life.” 

Aiden gave Gil a blank stare before shaking his head. “Shit happens? No, this is more 

than that. Way more. Shit happens when you lock yourself out of your car, or when you lose 

twenty bucks. Shit happens when you’re walking down the street and a bird flies over you and 

shits on your new jacket. Getting kidnapped and watching your… watching someone die and 

another person get hurt? You can’t even begin to categorize that unless you place it along the 

lines of… oh let’s just say Hell. That’s what this is. Hell.” 

Gil sighed. In his line of work he saw people die and others get hurt almost every day. 

Aiden wasn’t inured to it like I am though, and let’s face it, I wasn’t kidnapped and tortured and 

in fear for my life either. It’s all relative, he thought, looking at the young man’s distress. Aiden 

hasn’t experienced anything like this before. He hoped Miles had noticed the first signs of PTSD. 

Pierce just stood there, smiling, hands clasped in front of her. “So, is this an agreement?” 

“What? That Flynn comes with us?” Gil glanced around at the others. “Looks like it, 

unless anyone else has a comment…” 

“Yeah, actually, I do have some comments,” Lyle interjected. “We haven’t actually 

agreed to go anywhere yet, so whether Flynn is coming with us or not is a bit of a moot point 

right now. I also understand he’s still comatose, so how would he get the care he’d need? And 

what if he doesn’t like that he’s been transported to your Mystery Island without his consent? 

Are you happy to face a charge of kidnapping, Aiden?… And ‘Eidolon’? What is that for 

heaven’s sake? Phantoms Incorporated? And “Mystery Island”? Really? This is sounding more 

like an episode of ‘Scooby Doo’ than a plan, Ms Pierce! Do the dogs get Scooby Snax too?” 



Gil smiled despite himself. “Guess that makes us a bunch of meddling kids?” he 

suggested. Lyle huffed a small laugh. 

Pierce had the good grace to look a little affronted, although Lyle had seen statues with 

more emotion. She swallowed a retort and smiled her professional smile but before she could 

open her mouth to reply, Lyle was speaking again, this time to his friends. 

“And another thing… Do you guys understand what ‘tropical island’ translates as? 

Rampant homophobia and Victorian ‘Family Values’. Might as well give us Hansen’s disease; 

we’ll all be about as welcome as lepers on this island of theirs anyway!” 

“I can safely say you will be as welcome as any other aid agency operatives. These 

people have suffered a disaster, they will welcome your help.” 

“As long as we conform to your rules, eh?” Gil sighed. “Doesn’t look as if we have much 

choice.” 

”Cake or death,” Lyle muttered under his breath. 

“Pardon?” Gil was close enough to have heard him. 

“Eddie Izzard.” Lyle explained. Gil smiled in understanding. 

“Exactly,” Pierce said, ignoring their muttered comments. “Just tell anyone who asks that 

you will be away at least six months on a Humanitarian mission.” 

Aiden groaned and dropped his head into his palms, muttering to himself. “I’m going to 

lose my teaching certificate. Shit.” 

“We’ll supply you with whatever you need,” Pierce said and added with another 

dismissive flick of her hand, “including any relevant documents…” 

“Are there any decent roads where we’re going? I don’t want to leave my bike behind, 

but if there are no good roads there’s no point in taking it. I’ll need it shipped home if I can’t take 



it with me.” Gil glanced across at Miles. He noted that the doctor had been suspiciously quiet for 

a while. “Miles? Nothing to add?” 

“Up to you.” Miles shrugged. “I ain’t going anywhere.” 

“You are aware this will get you killed quite quickly?” Pierce asked. 

“Miles?” Gil was concerned. He hadn’t foreseen this development. 

“You’re making the assumption I care whether I live or die, Ms Pierce.” 

“Do you care about your friends? You will most likely be tortured for information.” 

“Well, I’m certainly not putting myself in the hands of a couple of people I don’t know 

from Adam who waltz in here and try to take over my life. If I need to disappear, I’m quite 

capable of doing that by myself, thank you very much.” 

Pierce chuckled mirthlessly. “No, you can’t. You’ve worked overseas, yes? You know 

how truly corrupt most institutions are. For the right price, anyone is for sale.” 

“You’re assuming that when I disappear I’ll keep working as a doctor. Australia is a big 

place, lots of ways a man can blend into the landscape. I don’t and won’t be going.” Miles stood 

and pulled at Roofie’s chain. 

“Let me get this straight. You’re fine with yourself dying, your friends getting killed, and 

the natives of Rapatoka Island suffering horribly as well?” 

“Spare me the melodramatics, hon. I’m sure once some photos of little kids with bloated 

stomachs hit the internet, the place will be swarming with volunteers let alone crews from the 

Red Cross and Medecins sans Frontiers. Been there, done that. I can’t for the life of me see how 

putting us in that environment will be any more secure than me finding a nice hidie-hole 

somewhere the back of Bourke and going native. Heck, until I cleaned up recently I looked the 

part anyway.” 



“You will be dead the moment your foot touches Australian soil, presuming you’re lucky 

enough to survive the flight. As for the natives, no pictures will be hitting the internet. No one 

knows the island exists; it couldn’t be more off the map. They’ll simply die, unknown by the 

world. Much like you.” 

Gil watched the exchange thoughtfully. He hoped Miles was simply pushing to see how 

far he could go to get Pierce to react. He hoped. He actually hadn’t thought about any one of 

them refusing. It worried him more than he was comfortable with that Miles might actually be 

serious. 

Miles snorted. “Since when could three or even four people make that much of a 

difference? You need a team of people for disaster relief: equipment, money, facilities to treat 

the injured, materials for rebuilding. The whole thing sounds like a lot of hoo-ha to me.” He 

shortened Roofie’s lead; the dog’s hackles had risen at his tone of voice. Seemed his mutt was 

the only other intelligent person in the room. “Plus, given the way you referred to Flynn, why 

should I have anything to do with you? You certainly don’t come across as a bunch of bleeding 

hearts. Why would you care what happens to us?” 

“You’re that afraid of failure again, Doctor Sutherland?” 

“Failure? If you’re referring to the fact I was thrown out of Somalia, that had nothing to 

do with failure.” 

Pierce made a small noise in her throat, which almost sounded amused. “We have money; 

we simply need medical personnel who are familiar with disaster relief. If you feel you can’t do 

it, so be it. “ 

“I’m not ‘medical personnel’, “ Lyle chipped in, “I just bury their mistakes—no offence 

intended to present company. And I’m not even qualified to do that yet. What the hell use would 

I be, even if I did believe your fairy tales?” Lyle’s interjection was low and quiet, his eyes fixed 

directly on the woman. 



Pierce and Breslaw exchanged a brief glance and then Breslaw addressed Lyle quietly. 

“We can discuss your options later, Mr Tate. I’ve already spoken to Ms Pierce concerning your 

skills.” Lyle glared at Breslaw, his stare openly challenging. He was angry enough to snap the 

big marshall’s neck, but retreated into silence again. He’d said what he felt the others needed to 

know, for now anyway. 

“As for helping you,” Pierce continued, “we were asked to. Petrov was part of a federal 

sting that now has to be refocused because of his untimely, rather gruesome death. Now, they’d 

be happy to reset the sting and watch the mobsters pick each of you off, but they’d have to 

intervene at some point. They’d rather take down the big bosses, not the street thugs who would 

be sent after you.” 

Miles had had enough of this bullshit. “All this talk of ‘they’ and ‘we’ – people who are 

too shit scared or too full of themselves to actually say who they are. There is no way you’ve 

come anywhere near convincing me that they, whoever they are, give a shit about what happens 

to one simple Aussie doctor. If the mafia want my butt, they’d steamroll me before I was even 

aware of it, and, quite frankly, Ma’am, I wouldn’t give a damn.” 

“They honestly don’t give a damn, also. But we’re doing this as a favor. Perhaps you’d 

like to ask your friend Mr. Tate about that?” 

Fucking Lyle? He was the last person Miles would ever want to ask for anything. 

“Miles?” Gil’s voice was quiet, tentative. He glanced back at Lyle but the man was 

almost lost inside himself. He doubted that what he was about to say would do their budding 

relationship any good, but Gil couldn’t in all conscience let this be. 

“Yes, Gil. Whadda you want?” Miles stopped at the doorway and turned back. Gil’s face 

had gone white. The young paramedic seemed to be struggling to find something to say. Before 

Lyle fucking Tate had arrived on the scene, the thought of not seeing Gil again might have 

actually hurt, which was strange as Miles hadn’t felt anything at all since Darren’s death, but 

now the thought of being stuck on an island with the two lots of lovebirds made him feel sick 



inside. Darren was here in the States, even if he was dead and buried. There was no way Miles 

wanted to go any further away from him. 

Gil glanced once more at Lyle and, getting no reaction there, he threw caution to the 

winds. Crossing the room, he pushed Miles into the corridor and turned him right, guiding him 

into the kitchen. “Miles, what the fuck was that all about? You can’t…” Gil dug his fingers into 

Miles’ arm. “How can you think like this? They might not give a damn… but I do!” 

Miles swallowed as Gil shoved him back against the wall and stepped right into him. 

Now their bodies were touching in so many places he lost count. God, the young man was 

gorgeous; there was some clean smell about him that got every one of Miles’ senses working 

overtime. 

Gil’s heart was thumping too fast, coherent thought had evaporated. He did the only thing 

he could think of, something he had wanted to do for so damn long, and leaned in, his mouth 

closing over Miles’, his tongue demanding entry. 

The touch of soft lips against his made Miles moan and his knees buckle. Part of him was 

responding to the kiss, the part that sent blood coursing through his body straight to his groin, the 

other part was vaguely registering that no-one had kissed him since the last simple chaste one 

he’d given his late husband shortly before he succumbed to AIDS. Then thought disappeared and 

he gave into the demanding tongue and let his body melt into the exchange. A soft whimper 

sounded, was it him or Roofie? 

Pierce cleared her throat as she pushed past Gil and Miles. “Well, that’s settled then,” she 

observed in passing. She hefted up her briefcase, clicked it open, pulled something out and 

handed pieces of paper to both of them: glossy but seemingly amateurish printed brochures. 

“We’ll pick you all up at eight a.m. sharp. Dress for warm weather.” 



2: A Word or Two Before Bedtime 

Lyle Ashley Tate, Carter (Gil) Gillespie and US Marshall, Adam Breslaw 

___________________________________________________ 

A little before midnight, Saturday 22nd January, Lyle Ashley Tate’s home 

“Your Guardian is ready to escort you home as soon as you want to go, Mr. Gillespie.” 

Adam Breslaw did his best to wear a smile. It was easier now than it had been whilst Sandra 

Pierce was in the house. That cheerful facade of hers was so obviously fake it had a dampening 

effect on everyone. It grated on his own integrity. He liked what he’d seen of the four men who’d 

been here tonight. Flynn, he couldn’t give an opinion on as he hadn’t met him, but judging by the 

loyalty they’d just displayed, he was probably an okay kid too. 

“Lyle, can we talk…?” 

Breslaw swore under his breath. Damn. The English paramedic would want to hang 

around. The others had already left, presumably to go get their packing done, but he needed Gil 

to leave so he could talk to Lyle Tate privately; staying here for a couple of days and nights had 

allowed him to gain a sense of Lyle’s changing moods, and right now he was worried about his 

charge. Gillespie was currently in the way, regardless of the feelings Lyle seemed to have for the 

man. 

“I was going to make some supper actually,” Lyle said, smiling at Gil, “Do you want a 

cuppa and something to eat?” 

Gil looked at Breslaw. “Could my ride wait a while?” 

Breslaw sighed, shrugged and walked to the door. “I’ll tell your driver to go get some 

chow, he can come back in half an hour or so.” 



Gil waited until the broad back of the burly man was completely out the front door and 

then followed Lyle into the kitchen. His mind was churning through the events of the evening. 

He found Lyle going through the contents of his fridge, putting together the makings of a cold 

supper. 

“Might as well use up what we can,” said Lyle, placing the food on the bench. “It’ll just 

be going in the rubbish tomorrow morning otherwise, I guess.” 

“God, this is really happening isn’t it?” 

“Well it is for me. I don’t get much choice. Vale threatened me with exposure, with 

telling…” Lyle stopped, suddenly realising Gil had no real idea about his true history. The man 

had taken him at face value, willing to trust him without needing to know the ins and outs. 

“How did Vale know about you? Did you know him?” 

“I never met him until I arrived here, which, from what I can gather, was just the day 

before you. I spotted the vacancy in a professional journal and went through most of the usual 

stuff to get the job. He did some digging after I got here, I think.” 

“Why would he though? What could you mean to him? I wouldn’t have thought exposing 

the fact that you were trans would get you in trouble with anyone. After all, he was your boss. 

Look, I’ve never asked you anything about your past, I don’t have the right to know, but…” Gil 

was unsure how far he could go. Well, he could ask anything, but Lyle wouldn’t give him an 

answer to 90% of it, most likely. 

Lyle took his time preparing the snacks, trying to work out what was safe to tell Gil and 

what wasn’t. Vale exposing him as a transman would have been difficult, but Vale ratting him 

out to his contacts in the US Mafia was a whole lot worse. He’d already been running from them 

for over eight years, fighting tooth and nail to get Tyler to relocate him again, getting her to help 

him make his appearance match what he had always felt he was inside, providing him with a 

masculine identity. 



Gil lowered his voice, he could sense the tension in Lyle. “Sorry things have come to 

this.” Well, that was a bit lame. Yet Gil was genuinely sorry things had come down to having to 

leave the town. The agents milling around the house were all armed to the teeth. Was it def con 

one then? Not def con two or three? Gil let out a breath and shivered. He hoped he had 

persuaded Miles to take it seriously and stay with them. He had no idea what was going to 

happen now and seeing Lyle’s face; he wasn’t sure he ought to spill out what he had done with 

the doctor in Lyle’s kitchen. 

“I’m sorry, too. If I’d stayed away from here…” Lyle paused, wondering whether things 

would have been different for the others without him in the mix. “Well, I suppose your lives 

might still be intact.” He dropped his gaze to the floor. 

“Hey, Vale started this, then Flynn sucked us all into his business when those hands 

showed up. None of it was down to you”. 

“Tyler…Breslaw…Pierce. They’re here because of me.” 

“Good job, too, or we’d be in a hell of a mess.” 

“You think we’re not now? I’ve been through this before, Gil. You’re all about to lose 

your history, your loved ones, your identities…” 

“Like hell, nobody said anything about that…” Gil glared at Lyle. There hadn’t been any 

mention of changing identities. Why would Lyle think that? “I reckon that agency of yours is just 

putting us somewhere safe until they know whether the Bratva really is gunning for us, or if it’s a 

false alarm. After all, no real need to spend money on changing our identities if it isn’t necessary, 

eh?” 

“Pierce isn’t ‘my agency’. I don’t know what she is.” Lyle took a bite of his sandwich 

and sipped his tea. 

“She’s what you’ve got, Mr.Tate.” Breslaw stood in the doorway. Lyle had no idea how 

long he had been there. “Tomorrow is going to be a long day for everyone, I suggest you get off 

home now and do your packing, Mr. Gillespie.” 



That’s me told then. “Fine!” Gil snapped, the word coming out somewhat savagely in 

Breslaw’s direction before turning back to Lyle and adding more gently, “I’ll see you tomorrow, 

Lyle.” 

“Night, Gil.” Lyle didn’t mention that he’d made Gil food too, since his friend now 

seemed eager to get going. “Stay safe. Make sure you pack the things that matter to you.” 

In truth Gil knew he had hardly anything to take; his clothes and a few photos, his laptop 

and bike and that was pretty much it. He nodded and headed for the door, spying a man in a dark 

suit waiting for him. 

“Agent Alessi, sir,” the man said, holding out his hand. “If you’d like to get in, I’ll take 

you home.” The agent shut the door behind them, closing off Gil’s view of Lyle standing there in 

his hallway looking lost. 

@—}–—}—— 

“Mr. Tate, Lyle, I really need to talk to you.” 

Marshall Adam Breslaw was taking up too much room in Lyle’s living room. Ever since 

Vale’s death, Breslaw had been following Lyle closer than his own shadow. The big man was 

wearing to be around, and intimidating as hell. That was his job of course, to be intimidating, to 

keep the bogey men away from his charges—Lyle included—but he was an uninvited presence 

in Lyle’s home and not a particularly welcome one. Lyle valued the privacy and serenity his 

home afforded him, both of which were being compromised by having to accommodate his 

protector. 

“Then sit down while you do it. I’m sick of getting a crick in my neck where you’re 

concerned.” Lyle gazed up blearily at the Marshall from his favourite chair. He was exhausted by 

recent events and a late night chat with the spawn of Godzilla was not something he felt he could 

handle right now. He was relieved when Agent Breslaw sat down, overwhelming his couch in 

the process. 



“Mr. Tate, you remember I told you Ms. Pierce and Eidolon have plans for you…” 

“Glad someone does. Right now I don’t give a shit about my future, if I have one at all.” 

Lyle was too tired to put any expression into his words. They were flat, matching how he was 

feeling. 

“Lyle, they’re trying to help. I wouldn’t have involved them if I thought all this could be 

handled in house.” 

“So this is bigger than what started all this for me? Great.” 

“You are especially at risk, you know that, don’t you?” 

Breslaw was speaking slowly, softly, as if to a child. It was annoying Lyle enormously. 

He wasn’t a child. He wasn’t unused to this cloak and dagger bollocks. He knew it had come 

time to run again. “Yeah, thanks for reminding me. And now my new-found friends are in 

danger too. Whoop-de-fucking-doo!” 

“I can’t stop all this from happening, Mr. Tate, and frankly I think it needs to happen in 

order for you all to hang onto your lives. Ms. Pierce didn’t tell you everything. Not only has 

Nicole Tyler disappeared, we can’t find Vale’s muscleman, Dmitri Radimov.” 

“That’s his surname? I never knew, just knew I didn’t want to meet him in a dark alley at 

any point.” 

“We don’t know what Dmitri knows or where and who he might have run to. More 

worryingly, though, as Ms. Pierce said, is the possibility that Agent Tyler has now joined the 

Bratva camp. She knows everything there is to know about you, Lyle. She knows about your 

friends and their families too; we found files on each of them on her computer. We’re still 

investigating why. Until we find out how far this mess extends we need to keep you and them 

safe and well.” 

Lyle had a good idea why Agent Tyler had files on Gil, Miles and Flynn. If she had 

anything on Aiden that would be more strange. He didn’t know Aiden personally, it would be 



like her having a file on the hairdresser he’d visited a week or so ago. Almost as strange as her 

NOT having files on Henry Vale or Dmitri Radimov… 

Lyle had no idea which of the Agency workers to trust, if any. The men outside the house 

were supposedly protecting him, as was Breslaw. Tyler had been charged with the same duty, yet 

she’d set him up with Vale. If she was on the side of the angels, why had she set him up to work 

for a mortician who disposed of unwanted Bratva leavings by cremating them alongside his 

legitimate ‘customers’? The man had even threatened to add him to his furnace if he didn’t 

accede to his wishes or if he interfered with his pursuit of Flynn Archer. 

“But when the coast appears to be clear, you’ll dump us? Terrific.” Lyle’s made sure his 

mistrust rang loud and clear. 

“I wouldn’t dump you,” Breslaw murmured, clearly offended by the suggestion. Then, in 

a firmer tone, he added, “You’re my charge, Mr. Tate, I won’t leave you in the lurch. I’ve read 

your file. I know how much you’ve lost, what doing the right thing has cost you. I’ve been in this 

business long enough to be able to read between the lines, too. I’m sorry this has happened; it 

never should have, but I’ve tried to do right by you. Eidolon have resources the Agency can’t 

even come close to. They do this stuff so well that no-one has ever heard of them, even though 

they operate on a global level. You need them right now, Mr. Tate.” 

Lyle sighed and lay back in his armchair. 

Breslaw shook his head. His charge looked utterly done for. Much to his frustration, 

moments later Lyle was snoring. Now he couldn’t give him the intended update on his own case 

and a heads up on what Eidolon had in store for him when he reached the island. He wasn’t sure 

if it would be safe to talk later on the plane, maybe in the airport before they boarded? 

Breslaw watched Lyle sleep for a while, contemplating the man he was being paid to take 

care of. Adept at reading people, Breslaw knew Lyle resented his presence in his home; Lyle’s 

dislike of him might be rooted in how he had come into his life. Maybe, though, it was because 

Breslaw knew Lyle’s real history too. Living as a man, Lyle hated any reminders that he used to 

be a woman, someone’s daughter, someone’s sister. That Breslaw also knew he had been 



someone’s wife, and the circumstances of how he’d lost his husband, just made it all a whole lot 

more painful. 

Maybe it was better not to tell Lyle about developments on the Mafia front? He would be 

safe on the island Eidolon was taking them to. No need to distress him with stuff that might well 

be resolved by the time he was ready and able to leave there. It was a lovely place, according to 

Pierce; Lyle might even decide to stay there for good, especially since he would be able to make 

full use of his natural talents if Eidolon’s plans for him came to fruition. 

Deciding that Lyle was going to hurt in the morning if he was left to sleep slumped in the 

armchair, Breslaw scooped Lyle up in his arms, careful not to wake the good-looking blond. Lyle 

Tate was five foot ten, maybe 160 pounds soaking wet, so it was no hardship to tote him across 

to the bedroom and roll Lyle into his quilt. Breslaw turned the light off on the still-sleeping man, 

then plodded back to the couch in the living room, settling himself down once he was sure his 

handgun was fully loaded and stashed safely, close to hand. 



3: Now or Never 

Carter (Gil) Gillespie, Miles Sutherland, Agent Tony Alessi 

___________________________________________________ 

Before midnight Saturday 22nd January, Miles Sutherland’s home 

Warning: explicit sex 

This is unreal, Gil thought as he was escorted to Miles’ front door and seen inside by his 

very own Man in Black. His agent’s name was Tony Alessi and he was a rather ordinary guy 

which took the romance out of it somewhat, but Gil was left in no uncertain terms that Tony was 

fully capable of protecting him. He was armed; Gil had noticed the unobtrusive and serviceable 

handgun tucked in a holster under his open jacket. That brought the unwelcome thought that this 

was a very serious situation they were all involved in. He went inside somewhat subdued. He 

almost hoped that Miles was in his room packing, and he wouldn’t have to face him, but then 

told himself sharply not to be such a wuss. He had felt Miles respond to that kiss, not to mention 

his own reaction. 

Miles started at the sound of voices outside. After stopping for a few minutes to talk with 

Aiden before he’d left Lyle’s house, the magic he’d felt at the touch of Gil’s lips on his had died 

somewhat. His heart was still racing fit to bust though. Fear? Nerves? He wasn’t quite sure 

which. The thought of being sent to a tropical island had filled him with dread. Too many 

memories. All he’d managed to do so far was drag down a suitcase. It still stood empty in the 

hallway. What to take? 

Rather than have to decide, he’d spent most of the time waiting for Gil’s arrival in getting 

Roofie settled, but then he’d been drawn to the small holiday snapshot taken when he and Darren 

first met. They were only thirteen at the time: same height, same build, the same happy grin on 

their faces decked out with snorkel gear and spear guns. For the next few years, the two families 

made sure their visits to the resort in Fiji coincided; the parents getting on just as well as their 



sons did. His sister, Siobahn, had felt left out at first, but she’d soon made her own friends, 

leaving the two of them to do everything together: discovering they had the same dream of being 

doctors and working in far off exotic places. They’d also discovered another thing that set them 

apart from the other teenagers at the resort: they were both gay. 

Miles kissed the photo gently and returned the frame to its place in the centre of the 

mantelpiece. Heck, there were stacks of other photos of Darren around, but for some reason this 

one always meant more to him. Christ, how much luggage would they be allowed to take to this 

God forsaken place? These photos had been his link to Darren. He couldn’t leave them behind. 

Gil stepped into the hall, said a quiet goodnight to Agent Alessi and closed the door. He 

didn’t hear the agent move off until he had locked the door securely behind him. Letting out a 

breath he had not been aware he was holding, Gil realised someone was in the living area. He 

spotted Miles over by the fireplace, back to him, intent on something. The look in Miles’ eyes as 

he turned to face Gil was positively guilty, and he knocked over a photo on the mantelpiece, 

fumbling it back to rights with trembling hands. “Miles? You okay?” 

Miles wiped his hands on his jeans and took a step towards Gil. What was he supposed to 

do now? “Yes.” He didn’t feel fine. You’d think he’d just been out jogging for half an hour, not 

standing here, waiting. Waiting for what? 

“You don’t look okay.” Gil closed the distance between them. When he had stepped 

through the door, he truly hadn’t had any idea what to do or say to the doctor. That kiss had 

been…amazing, and now he had no clue what Miles was thinking. If anything, the man looked 

scared. 

Miles took another step towards Gil until he stood within inches of the younger man. He 

drew in a deep breath to calm himself. Once again, the clean smell of his aftershave or whatever 

Gil used as a shampoo infiltrated his defences. His hand shook noticeably as he reached out to 

touch Gil’s arm. Had the kiss been just to get him to fall in with the other’s plans or was there 

more here? Ever since they’d met, they’d been jockeying like two adversaries in the arena, sizing 

each other up: sometimes colleagues, sometimes friends, sometimes even enemies, but always 

the interaction had been strong. 



It hit Gil with a suddenness that the dynamic between the doctor and himself was set to 

change, probably already had. He allowed himself a smile, tried to put warmth and reassurance 

into it, and failed to be certain that he had succeeded. If they were both set on this course, they 

would no longer be employer and subordinate. Gil almost heard a clatter as one of the barriers 

between them fell away. 

Miles swallowed and slid his hand up Gil’s arm to his shoulder, resting it there for a 

second, waiting for a reaction. None came, so he slid it higher, tracing the side of Gil’s jawline 

with the back of his thumb, stroking the short stubble. God, it felt good to touch someone like 

that again. Gil was so gorgeous, but young, damn it, at least ten years younger than he was. Why 

would he be interested in him? Gil’s eyes opened and the young man gazed at Miles with a smile. 

Miles finally found he could speak. “That kiss back in the hallway was…. incredible. Was it just 

to make sure I joined the team?” His thumb flicked the corner of Gil’s lips. 

“I won’t lie to you, I did the first thing that came to me.” Gil turned his cheek toward the 

caress, trapping Miles’ fingers gently against his shoulder in reassurance. “I just couldn’t…” 

there was a catch in his voice and he swallowed and cleared his throat, looked away for a second. 

“I couldn’t just let you go.” Gil turned his gaze back to Miles again. “I admit I wanted to do 

something, anything, to make you stay…. The thought of you not coming with us…” Gil 

shuddered, “but you have to know, Miles, surely you know, how I feel?” 

Miles stopped stroking and turned his hand, cupping Gil’s jaw so he could see his eyes 

better. The brown seemed to have grown darker, more intense, reflecting the depth of his 

sincerity. His heart skipped a beat. “That’s the problem. I don’t know how you feel. From the 

looks of things, you and Lyle had a thing going. I…” but Gil was shaking his head. 

“I like the man, a lot. He’s…. going through some personal shit right now, quite apart 

from this business with Vale. I think I need to tell you about that later because I want to be there 

for him, but we never made each other any promises…” but Gil knew it would hurt Lyle anyway, 

if he found out. 

Miles swallowed; his brain wasn’t functioning too well. All he wanted to do was see if 

those lips felt as good as he remembered. He closed the distance between them and brought his 



mouth down on Gil’s. God, he was out of practice. Teeth clashed and he pulled back in a start 

with a nervous chuckle. 

Gil couldn’t help himself, he began to laugh. The tension broke. Grabbing Miles by his 

shirt front Gil pulled him closer and pressed their lips together. His tongue demanded entry, he 

wanted to experience the taste of Miles’ mouth again, and more, much more. He could but hope 

he didn’t scare the man away. He had no desire to push too hard. Well, not in that sense anyway. 

Miles groaned, he felt like a starving man at a three course all-you-can-eat banquet. It had 

been too long since he’d been kissed like that. A tiny part of his brain tried to tell him to go slow, 

think of Darren, but his body revolted. He wrapped his arms around Gil and pressed into him, a 

low guttural sound escaping as he returned the kiss with interest. He peeled his lips away and 

turned his attention to kissing along the jawline where his thumb had been stroking, working his 

way down around one side before coming back the other and returning to the man’s soft lips. The 

sensations seemed to travel through every part of his body, setting his nerves on fire. He ground 

his hard cock against Gil’s body, feeling more like a rutting stag than a human. He broke off the 

kiss and stood back, panting. Christ, the poor guy probably hadn’t bargained on that. “Sorry,” he 

muttered. 

“Sorry?” Gil’s eyebrows rose. He already missed the warmth of Miles’ body pressed 

against his. “What in hell have you got to be sorry for? That was…” he shook his head as his 

vocabulary failed him. He was panting hard. That’s not the only thing that’s hard either, he 

thought. He couldn’t ignore the response he had felt in Miles’ body; the man had been rock solid 

against him. 

“It’s just that I suppose I’ve wanted to do that for so long, but I was your boss and I 

wasn’t sure you’d welcome my… advances.” Miles sniggered at the term, he sounded like 

something out of an old-fashioned bodice ripper. He clenched his fists, trying to get his reactions 

under control. Gil didn’t seem too fazed by his rough and ready caveman technique. God, 

perhaps once he’d got this out of his system, he could start acting like the civilized man he was. 

He shook his head and laughed. Nah, he hadn’t been civilized for ages and wasn’t likely to be 

anytime soon. He moved closer again. “You’re not running away, I see.” He reached for Gil’s 



shirt and carefully undid the top button. Pausing, waiting for Gil’s response as his fingers slid to 

the next one. 

“Did you honestly expect me to?” Gil kept his eyes on Miles’. “You should laugh more 

often, you know. You’re more handsome when you laugh like that.” 

Miles blinked in surprise. “Me, handsome? You had your eyes checked lately?” He undid 

the second button and sped up as his fingers fumbled with the third and fourth. Once they were 

all open, he peeled the shirt back off Gil’s shoulders and using his eyes, just devoured the broad 

expanse of chest in front of him. 

“My eyes are working perfectly. You honestly don’t see it, do you?” Gil stared at him, 

the smile had slipped a little. 

Miles groaned. The light sprinkling of hair and the pleasure trail heading south made his 

cock even fuller. Even though he’d lost weight, his bloody jeans were still too tight. The sleeves 

of the shirt were still wrapped around Gil’s arms. Miles twisted them around, trapping Gil’s 

hands behind his back and leaned in to lick his nipple. He glanced up and saw that the smile had 

disappeared. In its place, Gil’s pupils had grown larger, blacker. He stopped licking for a 

moment. “You like that?” For answer, Gil arched toward him and growled an affirmative, his 

eyes glittering with lust. 

Sometimes having a few pounds weight advantage came in handy. Miles twisted the shirt 

even tighter and placed his arm into the small of Gil’s back, stretching him backwards as he 

latched onto the other nipple, rolling it around in his mouth, biting sharply. Gil moaned and 

gasped as he did so. 

Miles brought his free hand down and cupped Gil’s package, squeezing and stroking it as 

he sucked on the nipple. Gil bucked under his touch, but his hands weren’t struggling to break 

free although Miles could feel the tension there. Somehow, he managed to undo the button of 

Gil’s dress trousers with one hand and pull down the zip. Gil’s cock was struggling to escape his 

boxers so Miles set it free. A drop of pre-cum sparkled at the tip. The sight of it drew another 



groan from Miles. He sank to knees that were almost unable to bear his weight anymore and 

drew the glistening head into his mouth. 

This was one hell of a ride. Gil’s brain had disengaged when Miles had squeezed his cock. 

He had known about the doctor’s dominant personality, had thought more than once that he was 

probably bossy in bed, but this? Then the wet heat of Miles’ mouth closed around him and 

coherent thought fled completely. 

Miles swallowed Gil’s cock and didn’t care that he seemed to be moaning louder than Gil 

was. It seemed years, was years since he’d been able to let himself go like this. To suck, heck 

feast on cock, and not any cock, but Gil’s cock. Some part of him must have been lusting after 

the man even though the sane part had been denying the attraction. Now it was here in his mouth 

he couldn’t get enough of it. He tightened his lips around the nice sized girth and drew back, 

relishing the feel of the hard length as it passed through his lips until just the tip rested inside his 

mouth, his tongue lazily exploring under the foreskin, tracing the head. He glanced up, searching 

Gil’s face for some sort of sign that he was enjoying this as much as Miles was. Gil’s eyes were 

shut though, his head tipped backwards, mouth open slightly, gasping. 

God, he looked like a fucking angel. Miles stroked the smooth skin of his hip a couple of 

times then tightened his grip, preventing Gil from thrusting forward as he swallowed his cock all 

the way down. For a second Miles just stayed there, his nose buried in the hairs at the base, 

inhaling the musky smell he loved so much, then he pulled back to the tip and sucked him in 

again, gradually picking up the pace as his body started to remember his old tricks. How to suck 

cock like a pro. 

Some part of Gil’s brain was telling him he shouldn’t submit so completely to this, that 

he should object to being restrained and should challenge for dominance, or at least equality. But 

another part of him, the compassionate empathic side, knew Miles probably needed it this way. It 

was the way he was, and with a slight shock, Gil realised he was probably only now seeing the 

real person. Miles was being totally honest with him for the first time since they had met. If Gil 

couldn’t accept that, then they had no business being together. It didn’t change the fact that he 

desperately wanted to run his hands through Miles’ hair and thrust his hips into that amazing heat. 



Miles moaned as he swallowed. The tip of Gil’s cock was lodged deep. How long had he 

denied himself this? This feeling of being so close to another man. He sucked hard and was 

rewarded by spurts of cum flooding down his throat. Gil’s hips jerked under his touch. Vaguely 

he became aware that Gil was struggling to get free. 

Miles let go of the shirt, releasing Gil’s trapped hands and dropped back on his heels. 

Gil’s cock making a soft plop as it fell out of his mouth. Miles licked his lips and swallowed, but 

was too afraid to look at the younger man’s face. When he’d arrived in Haven Falls, Miles had 

looked like the wild Man from Borneo, now he had acted like it. Shit. 

Gil couldn’t move. He was struggling to bring his breathing under control for one thing, 

for another he was trying to engage the higher functions of his brain. He felt as though his legs 

might collapse if he didn’t sit down. Then again, he felt like he might collapse if he moved at all, 

so he stayed standing. He flexed his shoulders and was sure he heard something pop back into 

place. When he could finally manage coherent thought, he wondered at Miles’ lack of response 

and looked down. 

“Sorry,” Miles muttered, addressing the floor. 

There it was again. What was the matter with the man? He seemed almost…submissive 

in his posture, his body language as apologetic as his words. Gil sank to his knees beside Miles 

and cupped his chin, lifting his face so that their eyes met. Leaning in, Gil kissed him again, a 

soft kiss, undemanding. “Miles,” he said gently, “what’s wrong?” 

Miles blinked back a tear at the gentleness of Gil’s touch. In some ways the contrast 

making his own rough love-making even more reprehensible. He tried to turn his head away, but 

Gil’s fingers tightened. Miles swallowed; the taste of Gil’s cum lingered at the back of his mouth. 

“I feel… “ the words seemed to dry up in his throat. “I forced you…” Miles swallowed again, 

and closed his eyes, unable to look any longer into the warmth of Gil’s brown ones. “I’m sorry. 

I’m not normally as rough as that. I shouldn’t… I just couldn’t help myself.” 

Gil chuckled. “Did you see me struggling? Did I tell you to stop? I’ve seen more honesty 

tonight than you’ve ever shown me, Miles. You needed that as much as I did. If I hadn’t enjoyed 



it, do you really think I’d have let you do it? Do you think I’m such a pushover?” Without 

warning, Gil wrapped his arms round Miles and threw his weight forward. 

Caught by surprise, Miles felt himself toppling backwards. Soon he was sprawled on the 

floor with Gil’s body pinning him down. He stared at Gil for a few seconds, guilt churning his 

gut, relaxing only when he noticed the glint of amusement dancing in the younger man’s eyes. 

“Just so you know you don’t call the shots entirely…old man. Look, Miles, stop 

apologising. If I hadn’t wanted you to do what you did, I hope you believe me now, I wouldn’t 

have allowed you to.” 

Miles growled and rubbed his still hard groin up against Gil. “So, I didn’t need to render 

you immobile to give you a BJ?” He wriggled a bit more. Gil’s weight and heat making him 

even harder than he’d been before. The sight and touch of his bare chest almost as intoxicating as 

a carton of beer. Heck, he’d nearly come himself just from sucking the man off. “Sure you 

wouldn’t like me to tie you up properly next time?” He gave Gil’s butt a quick slap. 

“What’s the matter? Do you think I’m going to bolt or something?” Gil grinned. “Maybe 

I should be the one to punish you, after that little display?” He shoved a knee between Miles’ 

legs and thrust his hips forward, grinding his rapidly hardening erection into Miles’ hip. Damn, 

so soon? When was the last time he had been so aroused? 

The groan came from deep inside Miles, and he shuddered, Gil’s words making his cock 

twitch at the thought. Rope. Bondage. Maybe one day. 

“You know, you are wearing entirely too many clothes,” Gil observed. 

“What are you going to do about that?” Miles grinned. “I’m sort of trapped here and can’t 

do much, oh Lord and Master.” 

“Yeah, like I believe that? Lord and Master? You’re not very submissive…” Gil’s 

expression changed, losing the fun and turning entirely more serious. He rolled off Miles and 

stood up, extending one hand to him, hanging onto the waistband of his open trousers with the 

other. “Come on, let’s take this upstairs….” 



“So, do I get to fuck you now?” Miles asked, half joking and half serious. Gil’s butt had 

attracted him from the start. He found it hard to believe the opportunity to possess it had 

presented itself. 

“You want to? I must admit I had you pinned as a top, a bossy bottom at the very least.” 

“Takes one to know one,” Miles muttered with a grin, meekly following Gil out of the 

living room, their hands still joined. He dug in his heels at the doorway of his room. Gil turned 

towards him with an enquiring look in his eyes. “Damn, I don’t have any condoms,” Miles 

sheepishly admitted. 

“Good job one of us was a boy scout then?” Gil replied gently and tugged him down the 

corridor into his own room where he knelt on the bed, deliberately displaying his ass, and 

rummaged in the night stand drawer. He tossed a foil packet and a small tube over and rolled 

onto his back in invitation. “You are still wearing too many clothes,” he observed. 

Miles ignored the comment and reached for one of Gil’s shod feet, deftly undoing the 

laces. His groin was rock hard, but he was determined to take this slower, even if it killed him. 

He tossed the first shoe over his shoulder and peeled off Gil’s sock, watching Gil’s face as he 

stroked the bare foot underneath a few times. Gil snatched his foot away. Ticklish, huh? He’d 

have to remember that. Miles repeated the action with the other shoe and then worked his hands 

up the sides of Gil’s legs, enjoying the feel of firm hard muscle underneath his hands. A pang of 

guilt hit him briefly as he remembered how thin and frail Darren had got before he died. He 

shook his head, willing those thoughts away. Reaching the open waistband he peeled the trousers 

and boxers down in one smooth motion and threw them on the floor. Now Gil lay totally naked 

on the bed. 

The perfection of his body made the breath catch in Miles’ throat. So young, so healthy. 

Already Gil’s cock was stirring again, thickening as he stared at it. In some ways he just wanted 

to devour it again, but he forced himself to stand straight. He didn’t take his eyes off Gil as he 

slowly removed his own clothes. His excess weight and pale skin was such a stark contrast, it 

almost felt sacrilegious to put them side by side, but he needed to feel skin on skin, to be really 

close. 



Gil watched Miles get undressed, watched as he revealed himself, bit by bit, almost 

reluctant in some way. Gil had seen the fleeting look of pain cross his face, gone as swiftly as it 

had appeared, but noted never-the-less. He felt it was to be expected and understood. He didn’t 

expect the man to forget Darren, just hoped he didn’t see him when he looked at Gil. He knew 

the two of them didn’t look alike, which was a plus, but Gil had to admit he had no idea how 

Miles’ mind was working at the moment. 

Miles slid upwards so he was above Gil, knees between his outstretched legs, resting on 

elbows planted on the bed, his body held just inches away. The compassion in the young man’s 

eyes churned in his gut. He didn’t want pity. Didn’t want Gil feeling he was doing this as a favor, 

a pity fuck. He wanted him to enjoy it. He closed his eyes and kissed Gil as tenderly as he had 

been kissed just moments before. The young man gave of himself all the time, caring for the 

people he collected in his ambulance, always wanting to do the best job he could for them. Even 

though his desire to follow rules riled Miles like crazy sometimes, he could still appreciate why 

he did it. He pressed his lips against Gil’s again, revelling in their softness then started to work 

his way down. 

Gil employed his hands on Miles’ skin, running his fingers across his ribs and over his 

shoulders, mapping bones and muscle beneath his fingertips. He ran them up through Miles’ hair, 

back down to pinch and roll each nipple. He had to admit it was good to be on a bed, at least his 

legs couldn’t collapse beneath him this time. Miles’ lips on his skin felt amazingly good, the 

man’s warmth and weight against him almost intoxicating. 

“Not squashing you am I?” Miles drew back and took all his weight on his knees, running 

his hands over Gil’s smooth skin until they reached his hips. He lifted one leg and pressed soft 

kisses on the inside as he propped it over one shoulder, repeating the action with the other side. 

A soft chuckle met his suggestion which turned into a moan. Now Gil’s butt was lifted slightly 

off the bed, his cock once again filled, the head poking through the foreskin. Miles brought his 

own cock up next to it and stroked the two together, noting there wasn’t much difference 

between them in size and length. Thanks to the barbaric protocols of the doctors when he’d been 

born though, his cock had been cut. Thankfully, nowadays, the staff in the maternity hospitals 



were more enlightened. He glanced up and caught Gil watching him, his bottom lip caught under 

his teeth. “Is this pace better?” 

Gil nodded, moaning softly. This pace was incredible. “Miles, I just hope you’re not 

planning to go this slow all night…” 

“I just may.” Miles winked at him and leaned down to capture one of Gil’s balls in his 

mouth, rolling it around a few times before releasing it, then he ran the tip of his tongue down 

the taint heading for Gil’s hole. Realising what he was about to do, Gil’s fingers flexed in his 

hair and he groaned, his back arching, hips lifting. 

The musky smell, made Miles even harder. In some ways he wanted to just let go and 

pound the living daylights out of Gil, but he’d probably already half scared him off with the 

rough blow job. If he wanted a repeat performance, he had to make this so good that Gil would 

want to come back for more. The little devil inside him wondered if he was just trying to drive 

all thoughts of other lovers Gil might have had out of his brain. Nah, he wasn’t the jealous type, 

was he? Miles drove his tongue into Gil’s hole as his brain finally admitted he definitely was, big 

time. Green as Kermit and probably just as frog-like sometimes. A toad. Gil may have kissed 

him, but he certainly hadn’t turned into a poncy prince. 

He curled his tongue and just played around with the inside of Gil’s pucker before 

bringing it out and running it back up the taint. Gil was squirming under him as he repeated the 

process, getting the area nicely wet and delving a little deeper inside each time. Miles reached for 

the lube, thankful that his nails were nice and short as he slicked up a finger and slid it gently 

into Gil, pressing gently around the rim before sending it in deeper. 

Gil writhed beneath him, he couldn’t help himself, his moans getting louder. Hands 

fisting into the bed covers, Gil’s knuckles had gone white. Nobody had ever done that to him. 

Simon had considered it distasteful, although Gil was finding out Simon had talked a lot of 

bollocks about some things. His previous partner had been lacking in other areas, if Gil’s recent 

encounters were anything to go by. He was quickly learning that Si had been a little…. 

conservative between the sheets. Conservative between the ears as well. Boring would be 



another way to put it, pedantic and boring. Somehow, he wondered how he had stuck it for six 

years. 

A small sigh of satisfaction escaped as Miles finally worked his way to the almond 

shaped prostate. One of the advantages of being a doctor? He knew his way around a body. He 

traced its outline, then drew back as Gil’s moans grew even louder. If he didn’t hurry up, the 

man was going to come again. It was almost worth it though, just watching him. Gil was always 

the one who seemed totally in command of himself. For once Miles was going to make him lose 

control. He reached for the tube again and added more lubrication. He didn’t want Gil to have a 

moment of pain. This was all about pleasure. The area was relaxing more and more as Miles 

worked his way around, always watching Gil, listening to his reactions, learning to read his body. 

Gil might be relaxing, but the throbbing in his own cock was almost making Miles dizzy. 

He reached for the condom and froze. They hadn’t even discussed the question of whether he 

was negative or positive. Shit. Had he even told Gil his husband had died from AIDS? He paused 

with the condom gripped tightly in one hand. “Gil, I told you about Darren, didn’t I? I’ve had 

tests, I know I’m HIV negative and have no other STDs. We were always so careful. But I 

shouldn’t just presume…” Miles stared bleakly at Gil, the fingers of his other hand still gently 

stroking around Gil’s hole. He couldn’t drag himself away. Couldn’t stop touching him. 

Gil growled at him. “Don’t you dare stop now!” 

Miles shook his head. “I would never do anything to hurt you. You know that don’t 

you?” 

Not intentionally, Gil thought to himself. “I think I know you well enough, Miles, to 

know you wouldn’t lie to me. I hope you know, if you did, specially about something as serious 

as this, I’d probably kill you. But I really don’t believe you would. And yes, you did tell me 

about Darren.” 

Kill me? Wouldn’t that be ironic? Miles slid the condom onto his cock. He wasn’t sure 

whether his hand was shaking from the anticipation or just sheer nerves.This was the first time 

he’d ever made love to anyone but Darren. Should he tell Gil? The poor guy would probably 



blow a gasket if he apologised once more. Miles licked his lips as he spread lube over his cock. 

Some guys refused to be kissed after someone had rimmed them. Until he was sure of Gil’s 

reaction, he wouldn’t risk it. Instead he laid a trail of kisses along the inside of Gil’s legs before 

going back to driving him crazy. 

When he felt Gil relax again, Miles carefully lined up and pressed in gently, just resting 

the rim of the tip inside. Gil reached for his cock and started to pump it, but Miles squeezed 

some more lube onto his fingers, knocked Gil’s hand away and slowly slicked up and down the 

firm length. 

Gil watched him. Fuck, he had never expected Miles to be so…. so what? Adventurous? 

What had he expected anyway? Honestly, Gil didn’t know. He was dominant, but not 

uncontrollably so. Gil didn’t feel in the least bit threatened. Challenged maybe, but not forced or 

coerced. It seemed to Gil that this was love making, not simply fucking the living daylights out 

of each other. Despite his rough dominance, Gil trusted that Miles had no intention of hurting 

him. That was just the way he was, the way he needed to be and Gil forgave him for it. 

Gradually Miles felt the vice-like grip around his cock release as he slowly eased his way 

inside. Fuck it, the guy was tight. Had he even bottomed before? He paused as Gil adjusted to 

him and then pulled back, adding more lube before pushing back in again. “Is that okay?” he 

murmured. 

Gil groaned and reached for his cock again, but Miles laughed throatily before knocking 

it away. “Mine.” For tonight at least. His hand sped up to match his cock speed, thrusting quicker, 

still not all the way in. Dimly, he marvelled at how well he was stifling the urge to just let go, 

even though he wanted to, desperately. Perhaps some of Gil’s restraint was rubbing off on him? 

He reached over and tweaked Gil’s nipple, and was rewarded by another groan as Gil arched and 

then relaxed back against the bed, eyes dark with lust. At last! Miles thrust all the way in and 

stopped. Just being inside someone again and being encased in their tight, hard heat was nearly 

enough to make him come. But he wouldn’t. He couldn’t. Not yet! He groaned and threw his 

head back, trying to think of anything that would stop him. Twelve times tables, the muscles of 



the body, bones of the fingers, his anatomy lessons. All he could see though was Gil open for 

him, accepting him. 

It was no good. Grabbing hold of Gil’s legs, he stood, pulling Gil up with him, so the 

young man was supported only on his shoulder blades. Miles rammed his cock into him like a 

jack hammer. Fast and furious. Wailing as he did so. Pouring all his months, his years of 

frustration and want into the act. Tears streamed down his face; the wail turning into a screaming 

howl as he came. 

The sudden change of speed caught Gil by surprise. It looked like any restraint Miles 

might have possessed had just snapped. Gil met each aggressive thrust with one of his own, 

matching his lover’s urgency with wild abandon. The noises Miles was making were positively 

obscene and Gil felt the unmistakable sensations of his own orgasm beginning to uncoil in his 

guts. He felt his balls tighten under the rough handling and then Miles angled to hit his prostate 

and he lost control completely. His head pressed into the pillow, back arched, muscles straining 

as his cock swelled, cum bursting over Miles’ hand. Wave after wave of pleasure blotted his 

senses to anything other than the man above him, Miles’ cries echoing in his ears. 

Miles lowered Gil carefully back onto the bed. His knees were threatening to give out as 

his body kept spasming from the experience. Miles tore off the condom, threw it on the floor 

beside him and gathered Gil up in his arms, stroking his back. The young man was panting hard, 

chest heaving. Shit, he’d probably hurt the poor guy. So much for being gentle! So much for 

taking it slow. Miles grimaced to himself as he rubbed his palm tenderly over Gil’s arm. 

“Sorry,” he said again. He couldn’t help it. He wasn’t though. He’d never forget this 

night, no matter how long he lived. “Been watching too many porn videos.” 

A ragged laugh escaped Gil’s lips as he lay there, a boneless heap in Miles’ arms. He 

opened one eye and regarded the doctor silently for a moment. 

“Well, it’s been a long time between drinks you might say,” Miles added defensively. 

“What else was I going to do?” Shit, talk about desperate and depraved. Not good. Miles 



propped himself up on one elbow so he could look at Gil. The man looked at peace, relaxed. He 

was smiling anyway. 

“Perhaps if we fuck more often, I’ll learn how to calm down and take it slower.” Miles 

chuckled and then retreated to the end of the bed, ducking to avoid the pillow Gil pulled out from 

under his head and threw at him. Now what? Neither of them could leave because they were 

already home. He glanced around Gil’s bedroom. This was the first time he’d ever really spent 

any time in here and in the morning he’d be gone. They both would be. “I suppose it would have 

made more sense to spend the evening packing instead of…” fucking your brains out, making 

love… which was it? “This was probably a huge mistake.” Miles caught himself before he said 

sorry again. 

Gil frowned, even though he felt absurdly happy, and sat up, grabbing some tissues to 

clean himself up. “Damn sure I hope you don’t mean that,” he said, reaching to grab Miles’ arm 

and drag him back to the warmth of the bed. “Come on, we both need to rest. We can grab a 

shower and a few hours packing before we need to go…” he paused, feeling the resistance. 

“Miles? What’s wrong?” he asked as the man almost pulled away. 

Wrong? Everything was wrong. After a lifetime of devotion to one man, he’d fucked a 

guy he barely knew. Someone much younger than himself. Someone untouched by all the shit 

Miles had endured over the last few years. In the short time he’d known him though, Gil was the 

only person who had managed to get under his defenses. The first one who had even wanted to. 

But did Gil just see him as another “case”, another person to care for? And what had he said 

about Lyle? Something about wanting to be there for him, but no promises. Promises. Promises 

were dangerous. Promises meant giving something of yourself. Laying yourself wide open, 

vulnerable. Could he go through that again? Maybe he should go back to his own bed. Let this 

just be about sex. One more notch on Gil’s belt. Thankful for what he’d been given. He should 

get up, leave, put some distance back into their relationship. Miles tried to pull away, but the feel 

of the healthy, young body beside him: the warmth, the caring was like rain falling on parched 

earth. He took a deep breath, trying to absorb it all. 



Gil sighed and pulled Miles into a hug. He wrapped his arms round him and held on, 

rubbing the flat of one hand across the small of his back, trying to soothe. He lay back down, 

pulling Miles with him, enfolding him in a warm embrace. Gil would NOT let the doctor back 

out now. 

Miles pulled away slightly, easing back so he could see Gil’s face. The young man 

looked tired, but didn’t seem to have any regrets. Hopefully he wasn’t too sore. “You sure you 

want me here? I apologise in advance if my snoring keeps you awake.” 

Gil eyed the man who had just fucked him into the mattress and grinned. “Of course I 

want you here. If your snoring gets too loud I’ll poke you in the backside.” One eyebrow rose 

eloquently, but he didn’t add what he would be poking Miles with. “If you say sorry once more, 

though, I swear I am going to punish you….” 



4: Can’t Sleep 

Aiden Parker, Agent Matthews with mention of Flynn Archer 

___________________________________________________ 

After midnight, Sunday 23nd January, Aiden Parker’s home 

So much had happened in the last few hours, it was little wonder Aiden couldn’t sleep. 

After nearly an hour of pacing nervously after he’d gotten home with Dante, Aiden started 

packing, but his mind was elsewhere. 

Where the hell is Flynn?  

They had to have taken him. That woman, what was her name? Pierce? He didn’t like her, 

and he wouldn’t trust her. After what she had said about Flynn being nothing, how could he? 

How could anyone find any life insignificant? 

And what about the others in the group? Apart from the gruff Doctor’s brief offer, before 

he left, to call the hospital in order to confirm Flynn’s disappearance, none of the others seemed 

to give a shit. But Flynn had saved his life! If he hadn’t shown up when he did… who knew what 

Vale would have done to him. He had no doubt he would have died, but what would he have 

died from? A shift of a broken rib, puncturing a lung? Bleeding to death? At the memory, he 

reached up, wincing as the bandage squeezed his chest, and touched the scar on his face. Maybe 

it would fade with time, along with the pain, but the memories wouldn’t. 

Dante whined at his feet, and Aiden stood uneasily. “You need to go out, boy? Come on.” 

The distance from his seat to the back door wasn’t far, but he had difficulty getting there with 

Dante trying to weave between his feet like a large cat. He managed to get him outside and 

switched the yard lights on, so he could stay inside but still keep an eye on his dog as it circled 

the yard, looking for a spot. 



Aiden sipped at the warming beer and made a face. He didn’t want to leave this place. 

This was his home now. After he’d left Peter, he had come here to start his life over, and he had 

found acceptance here. The job was great, the scenery was amazing. And this house… it must 

have been built with him in mind. It was everything he’d wanted and had everything he needed. 

All of the built in bookcases… 

I really don’t want to leave, but what happens if I don’t? What happens to Flynn if I stay 

and he goes? Will that woman even keep her word? The thought that Pierce had lied and they 

were really going to abandon Flynn and leave him at the mercy of the mafia made the beer in 

Aiden’s stomach curdle like sour milk. He felt sick. 

Dante barked from outside the door and Aiden was pulled from his reverie. He let his dog 

in and locked up as the growing pup found his bed and settled down. “I hope you’re ready for a 

new adventure, Dante.” 

Setting the now empty bottle in the sink next to another, Aiden walked back into the 

living room. Sitting on the table was the box of books he had picked out from his collection that 

he simply could not leave behind. He pulled them out one at a time and looked at them again. 

A leather bound Divine Comedy was one of his favorites. It was a more modern edition, 

but the feel of it in his hands was comfortable and soothing. His grandparents had given it to him 

when he graduated college. 

Another one, again bound in leather, was a complete collection of Poe’s works. It had 

belonged to his mother and was the one thing of her he still had. Though he was angry with her 

for leaving him with his father, he understood why she had to go. After all, he’d had to leave, too. 

One by one, Aiden went through each book in the box. They were a part of his soul. 

Reading had taken him away on adventures as a child, and let him flee his troubled home and 

even more troubled life with Peter. Where people had failed him, books never had. 

The last book he had picked would not have been one of his choices a month or two ago. 

An edition of The Merry Adventures of Robin Hood by Howard Pyle, which he had picked up 



randomly at a library book sale. It wasn’t of much value in the condition it was in, but it 

reminded him of Flynn. 

Robin Hood… Little Red Riding Hood… Flynn called me that. The memory made him 

smile. When was the first time he had called him by one of his silly nicknames? It took Aiden a 

moment, but he remembered. At the drive-in. We were watching those horror movies.  

Reminded of that, he got up and searched through the books on the shelf above the 

fireplace. He did have some room in the box. Lovecraft. When Flynn first came over, he had 

pulled this book off the shelf. He liked horror. Too bad it caught him in real life. Aiden set the 

book in the box and looked around. There was one more, now that he thought about it. It was 

silly, really. But Red Riding Hood… Grimm’s Fairy Tales. That book was upstairs in his 

bedroom. 

A quick trip upstairs and he found the book, but that brought other things to mind. 

Flynn in my shower when he was upset. He was upset a lot after the drive-by shooting… 

What he wouldn’t give to have the other man in his shower again. Or just here, for that matter. 

Returning to the living room, he sat on the couch. The couch he and Flynn had first had 

sex on. Pierce said Flynn was nothing. He set The Complete Fairy Tales of the Brothers Grimm 

in the box with a frown. A glance at the clock showed it was nearing one in the morning. He 

should get some sleep, but he wasn’t tired. He was restless. His fingers itched to pick up the 

phone and call the hospital. Flynn was gone, but maybe if he called he would discover that it had 

all been a mistake. Maybe he’d regained consciousness and been shifted to another room. 

Perhaps the paperwork hadn’t been done yet. Would the nurses station even answer at this hour? 

Before he could answer his own question, the phone was in his hands and he had the 

number dialed. A nurse did answer with a polite, if bored voice. She stated her name and the 

name of the hospital, and then waited. 

“Hello?” she said after a moment. “Can I help you?” 



“Umm, yes… I’m looking for a friend. Flynn Archer. I know it’s late, but could you put 

me through to his room?” 

“We generally do not accept phone calls at this time of night.” 

“I know, I understand. I’m sorry, but could you at least tell me his room number, and I’ll 

call back in the morning? I’ve forgotten it….” 

“Just a moment, please.” The sound of typing filtered softly through the phone, and 

Aiden held his breath. Please let him be in the system. “I’m sorry, sir. But I don’t see a Flynn 

Archer on record. Maybe you should try your friend at home.” 

The breath he had been holding escaped in a rush and he nodded, though she couldn’t see 

it. “Yes, I’ll do that. Thank you.” Aiden hung up the phone and leaned over, resting his head in 

his hands. If he called Flynn’s house number he’d get no answers there, either. 

It’s going to be one hell of a long night.  

Maybe calling Flynn’s house wouldn’t get him answers, but what if he went there… 

He’d have to get past the guard stationed at his door, but that shouldn’t be too difficult. 

He’d learned a little about sneaking around from Flynn, and the man outside didn’t seem to be 

too much of a threat. 

Rousing Dante, he grabbed his leash and clipped it to his collar. Outside the guard was 

sitting on a chair beside the door, seemingly asleep. Aiden crept out, holding tightly to Dante’s 

leash and hoping it wouldn’t make a sound. As soon as he placed his foot on the first step, 

however, the man jumped up. 

“Where are you going?” the man asked gruffly. 

What was his name again? Matthews? Madden? Something with an M… Oh hell. “Dante 

needs to go for a walk.” 

“Can’t you just let him out back?” 



“Dogs need to be exercised properly. He’s a big dog,” Aiden argued. “If I don’t walk him 

now, he’ll be wired for the flight.” 

The man grunted and fell into step next to Aiden. Aiden frowned but kept going. The 

night air was cool and silent aside from their footsteps and breathing. Dante panted happily, 

seemingly oblivious to the tension in his owner. 

He had Flynn’s address memorized from their first date, when he had written it on the 

back of an old receipt. The receipt was still in his possession, too. Upstairs in his dresser. He 

wasn’t sure why he kept it. Maybe as a memento? 

Aiden took a left down a side street, and then a right at the next, letting Dante pull ahead. 

Just two more blocks and they would be at Flynn’s apartment building. How am I going to get 

rid of this agent? 

“We’ve been away from your place too long. It’s not safe out here,” the agent said, 

putting a hand on Aiden’s arm. 

“Look, Agent Matthews, I need to walk Dante. Just two more blocks and we’ll go back.” 

“Then let’s go this way,” Matthews suggested, turning him down a side street. He hadn’t 

corrected the name, so Aiden’s guess was right. But the tightening grip on his arm and the 

direction he tried to force him set his alarm bells off. 

He’s trying to keep me from Flynn’s place. What the hell?  

“I don’t see what difference it makes,” Aiden argued, trying to turn back. The grip on his 

arm only tightened. Okay, not going to work. He went along with it and walked down the street, 

getting only further from his destination. Dante gave a sharp tug on his leash, scenting something 

in the air, and in that moment, he had a burst of inspiration. He dropped the leash, letting Dante 

run. “Dante, come back!” He took off after him, and sure enough, Matthews ran after them. 

Aiden had no idea where Dante would run to, but he knew the dog would make it home. 

He was smart enough, and even if he didn’t, he wouldn’t leave him behind. Putting on a burst of 



speed and letting his legs stretch out, he settled into a full out sprint and dashed down a narrow 

alley. 

Behind him, Matthews cursed and his footsteps faded. Aiden didn’t stop running until he 

reached Flynn’s apartment building. There was no sign of the agent or his dog, and he hoped the 

latter would be okay. 

Now that he was in front of the building, though, he realized he had a problem. Before 

he’d had to ring up to Flynn’s apartment. The doors were locked and had to be opened by a key 

or someone from inside. He didn’t know a damn thing about picking locks, unlike Flynn, and he 

doubted he could just buzz someone else and demand entry, either. 

“Shit, I didn’t think of this.” Feeling foolish, he put his hand on the door handle and 

tugged. He expected it to be solidly locked, and fell back when the door moved suddenly. Aiden 

froze with the door wide open before him. That’s so strange…. This door should be locked. 

Not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, Aiden headed inside and up to the apartment 

that Flynn said was his. Even though the front door had been unlocked, he still – perhaps naively 

– expected this apartment to be bolted. But he was wrong again. As he put his hand on the knob, 

it opened with the least bit of force. 

Someone has been here. Who? Vale was dead. Flynn? Could Flynn really have been 

released from the hospital of his own will and have come here? But if he had, why hadn’t he 

called him? 

Leaving the door open to ensure a quick flight if necessary, Aiden cautiously crept into 

the room. It was sparsely furnished. Flynn had mentioned that, but he hadn’t realized how little 

there actually would be. 

The room was dark and eerily silent. He expected at least some noise from other tenants, 

but there was nothing. “It’s after one in the morning, Aiden. Probably two. Of course no one’s 

awake,” he said softly to himself to break the silence. Nervous energy filled his body as he snuck 

around what barely passed as a living room. He was not cut out for this kind of work. 



A book left laying on a low table caught his eye and he picked it up. It had a bookmark in 

it peeking out slightly at the top. A photo of a woman and a man. Flynn’s parents. Who else 

could they be? Carefully putting the photo back into the book, he shut it and tucked it under his 

arm. Remembrance of Things Past would go with him, then. At least he could give that to Flynn 

when he next saw him. 

One quick search of the apartment produced very little Flynn would probably want to 

take. Aiden found a dufflebag and packed it with some clothes and set the book on top. It wasn’t 

much, but then, Flynn didn’t have a lot to begin with. Shouldering the bag, Aiden checked the 

apartment one last time, searching for something Flynn may have kept hidden. Finding nothing, 

he reluctantly shut the door behind him. 

“Find what you were looking for?” 

Aiden jumped and turned to look at Matthews, leaning calmly against the wall by the 

door. He clutched the straps of the bag tighter and nodded. “Flynn needed his things. I figured no 

one else would think about it.” 

“It wasn’t safe for you to come here.” 

“Well, I did and I’m still alive, aren’t I?” 

Matthews grunted again and turned Aiden, pointing him to the stairs. “We need to get 

back. It’s not safe to be here.” 

Aiden didn’t resist and quickly made his way back to the entrance. He was well aware of 

Matthews behind him and wondered vaguely if he was carrying a gun. He hadn’t seen one, but 

he probably was. “Did Dante give you the slip?” 

“Your damn mutt took off. I have no idea where he went.” 

“Probably home. He’s a smart dog.” 



“Well, I guess we’ll find out once we get there, won’t we?” Matthews grinned. 

“Thankfully at least one of you is smart.” 

Aiden didn’t like the way he looked, but he fell into step next to him. Minutes later they 

arrived and sure enough, Dante sat whimpering at the front door. He let out a yip of excitement 

when he saw Aiden and rushed him. 

“Easy boy. Let’s get to bed,” he said, pushing the dog down and letting himself in. 

Matthews took up a position just inside the door before Aiden locked it. 

Soon after Dante was settled on his cushion in the kitchen, Aiden made his way upstairs 

and got ready for a few short hours of sleep. Before he climbed into bed, he pulled out a shirt 

from Flynn’s bag. It smelled just like him. 



5: Identity Theft 

Flynn Archer 

___________________________________________________ 

Time & Place: Who knows? 

Flynn wondered if now he was finally going to discover what the fuck was going on. 

Waking up to discover you were in a hospital in some other part of the world was bad 

enough, and to find out your boyfriend somehow authorized this was slightly worse. He wished 

he could talk to Aiden (okay, not so much talk as chew him a new one), but he’d been relatively 

isolated since coming to. He hadn’t been in a coma long enough to be really weak, so he made a 

big stink, escaped from their restraints, and was basically just a hell of a patient until finally he 

was granted an audience with … someone. Someone who was supposed to explain some things 

to him. Her name was Ms. Pierce. 

He wasn’t going to wear a stupid paper gown, but they had no clothes for him beyond 

shapeless, drab coveralls in dishwater gray. They looked like the kind of clothes a prisoner on 

work detail might be assigned if they were out of shocking orange, and Flynn wondered if that 

was a clue to what was really going on. This was some kind of prison set up, wasn’t it? Maybe 

he should just be glad he didn’t end up in Russian mafia hands, but somehow he wasn’t. 

He was escorted by beefy armed guards through the hospital, and out some kind of secret 

passage to a waiting windowless van. Yep, felt like a prison transfer, only he wasn’t cuffed. 

The two men, built like the unfortunate offspring between the Hulk and some industrial 

freezers, refused to say a word to him when he asked where they were going. So he decided to 

try their patience. He prattled the whole trip, mainly regaling them with tales of this muscle 

queen he knew in San Fransisco who had a shoe fetish and a brief day job at the Foot Locker, 



until the inevitable happened. He knew he was pissing them off, but sadly, before he broke them, 

they arrived at their destination. 

He was escorted straight into a bland, empty lobby, and beyond it into what appeared to 

be a modified conference room. There was a long table, and at the end of it was seated a middle 

aged woman with Clariol blonde hair done up in a severe bun, the harshly angular features of her 

face making it look like she was a particularly cruel Greek goddess carved out of marble. Her 

eyes were such a pale, watery blue they were more of a suggestion than an actual color. From 

what he could tell, she was wearing some kind of brown “power suit”. 

“Please, Flynn, have a seat. I understand you’ve been causing as much trouble as a coma 

patient possibly could.” 

“If I could have made a bomb, I’d have blown up your fucking hospital.” 

One of the muscle queens tightened the grip on his arm so it became painful, but the 

woman seemed unfazed. “Yes, your reputation proceeds you. Please, have a seat.” 

Although it was said in a mild, bland way, he got the sense it was an order. When it felt 

like the Beige Hulk number one was going to force him down into a seat, Flynn simply sat down. 

The shaved apes stood behind him, python arms crossed over barrel chests. “What reputation is 

that?” Flynn asked, curious. 

“That you’re an asshole.” 

That actually startled a laugh out of him. “Well, yeah. I could have told you if you just 

asked.” 

She made a dismissive gesture to the shaved apes. Her fingernails were well manicured 

and painted a pale pink. “Wait outside. I’ll let you know when we’re done.” 

There was some hesitation, but the goons left as they were told. She had some power, and 

since she was not afraid of him, he had a feeling she either had a panic button or was armed. Not 



that he had any plans to attack her, he wasn’t a maniac … but was the table nailed down? He was 

curious. 

Flynn watched the thugs go, and then asked, “So who are you? Prosecutor, attorney 

assigned to me by the state, what?” 

Her lips curved in a thin smile that wasn’t too convincing. “You still think you’re a 

prisoner?” 

“I am. I can’t leave this place, I can’t talk to my boyfriend, apparently I can’t call an 

attorney, and I haven’t the slightest fucking idea why I’m here or where I am.” 

“Beyond killing Henry Vale, also known as Heinrich Petrov, with a fountain pen?” 

“Wow, German and Russian? I bet he was fun at parties.” He crossed his arms over his 

chest. “It was self-defense, you know. He kidnapped my boyfriend, and he was trying to kill us 

both.” 

“True, but pounding a pen through his eye? Even the most sympathetic jury is going to 

see that as somewhat egregious.” 

“It was all I had. I’d have killed him with a gun if I had one.” 

She reached beneath the table and brought a suitcase up to her lap. He heard the solid 

click of opened locks, and she took out a single manila folder, which she put on the table in front 

her. She made a small show of shutting the briefcase and stowing it away again before resuming 

her pitch. “We appreciate resourcefulness. So does the Russian mafia, although in a very 

different respect.” 

“Was that a threat?” 

“No, not yet.” She opened the folder. He couldn’t see what was in it, but he took some 

comfort in the fact that it was rather thin. “But the Russian mafia doesn’t look too fondly on 



people who kill their members, especially if that person in a two bit street punk. It makes them 

look bad.” 

“Hey, two bit? I’m easily four bit.” 

“Does that work for you?” 

That question caught him off guard. “What?” 

“Aggressive, immature humor. Do people find that amusing?” 

He glared at her. “I’ve gotten this far, haven’t I?” 

She smiled, and this time it seemed genuine. “Indeed. It seems that if the Russian mob 

didn’t get you, the police would. Were you aware that Anders didn’t deactivate all the security 

cameras? He forgot one.” 

“What? What are you …” Flynn trailed off as he remembered Anders, the oxy junkie 

given the responsibility of taking out the cameras on the pharmacy break in way back when. It 

seemed like a lifetime ago now. He’d almost successfully forgotten the second worst night of his 

life. “I was just cracking a lock. I had no idea that Butch was gonna get his ‘roid rage on and take 

out that security guard. By the time I even knew there was one, he was already dead. I don’t do 

violence.” 

“Except when it came to killing Heinrich Petrov.” 

“That was different and you know it.” 

“I absolutely do. But you’d be surprised how few prosecutors and judges will make that 

distinction.” 

Flynn sagged back in his chair as he sighed heavily. This conversation was going 

nowhere good. “What do you want from me?” 



“You have a choice to make, Mr. Archer. Or should I say Mr. Ashton. Which name do 

you prefer?” 

“No one calls me Ashton.” His real, dorky name was Errol Ashton, a name he never felt 

fit him at all. Now that he’d had a dozen different identities in a similar span of years, it seemed 

as unreal as all the rest. 

“Archer it is, then. Would you rather be released into police custody, or turned over to the 

Russian mafia?” She asked the question lightly, as if she was asking him whether he’d like soup 

or breadsticks with his meal. 

“Door number three.” 

“This is your lucky day, Flynn. There is a third option.” She slid the manila folder down 

the table. It stopped short of him, but he reached out and brought it towards him. “Work with us, 

and we’ll make all your problems go away.” 

“Who’s we?” he asked, opening the folder. He was greeted by a cover page with some 

kind of vague starburst symbol on it, a diamond shaped set of jagged, irregular black lines on 

crisp white paper. Beneath it was a single word: Eidolon. 

“The people who only want to utilize your natural talents to help people, not hurt them.” 

That sounded wonderfully sinister. He’d have laughed, except she was perfectly serious. 

“And if I say no?” 

“Then it’ll be interesting to see which group gets you first. Although I imagine the 

Russian mafia will get you in the end. They always get their man.” 

Flynn’s stomach felt like it had turned to ice-coated lead, and was now plummeting 

through the floor, heading for the center of the earth. He was completely, utterly fucked. And not 

in a good way either. 



6: Tapes, Red and Otherwise 

Lyle Ashley Tate, Agent Breslaw with mention of Carter (Gil) Gillespie 

___________________________________________________ 

Sunday 23rd January, 4.10 am, Lyle’s house 

Lyle woke early. Discovering that he was still fully dressed was a relief when he realised 

Breslaw must have put him to bed. He would change later, once Breslaw was up and about. He 

had things to do before then and didn’t want the sound of a running shower to disturb his 

overseer. 

Checking he hadn’t missed anything important when he’d got his belongings together, 

Lyle looked around at his home. It really had become a home in the few weeks he’d been here. 

He would miss the place. The memory of making love with Gil—Lyle’s first time making love 

as a man—was the best memory associated with the place for him. He supposed his next 

residence would be a lot different, though he had no idea in what ways as yet. 

His bags were packed. He knew the drill—approximately how much he could take, what 

to destroy, what to hang on to. For the first time his current identity papers were going with him, 

which seemed very odd. A lot about this Eidolon deal seemed off kilter, as he’d tried to tell the 

others the night before, but they had chosen not to hear him, or had been so shit scared they 

wouldn’t listen. They didn’t know he had done all this before and knew what the script should 

read like, and it was nothing like this. 

Breslaw was still snoring, sprawled all over his sofa. Lyle hated the intrusive sound. The 

racket drove him into his panic room, which was, mercifully, sound-proofed. Bored, he started 

reviewing the recordings from the meeting with the Eidolon rep. It was a mistake; now he was 

seeing stuff that had him wondering whether he had completely lost his ability to judge people. 



One particular scene was giving him especial pause for thought. He ran the recording 

through again, then twice more. There they were, making out in his very own kitchen, Gil and 

Miles. Of course he’d realised Gil liked Miles, maybe even wanted Miles more than he wanted 

Lyle himself, but this was reality picked out in black and white with neon signage. What a damn 

horrible week it was turning out to be. 

Lyle pondered what to do with all the recordings. Whilst he knew about the panic room, 

Breslaw didn’t seem to know about the very elaborate audio-visual kit Tyler had gotten installed 

in the house when he had first moved in. That seemed like a good thing. The Eidolon recording 

was the most important, probably. That thought made Lyle chuckle; even though the scene from 

the hallway between Gil and Miles had sobered him; he was now thinking he felt like he was an 

actor in a sixties spy film, Harry Palmer, maybe. 

He’d gathered from Breslaw that Eidolon had at least as much info about him as the 

Marshall did. Apparently once he reached the island and they had gotten through their first 

couple of weeks as ‘rescuers’ the organisation had some additional plans for him. So, time now 

to lay down some insurance for later; all very ‘Ipcress’. 

Would he have a later? Hard to say. The idea of being beholden to Eidolon, of being sent 

to an isolated tropical island full of bigoted natives, and now realising he didn’t even have Gil’s 

undivided attention was too big a mess to contemplate. He’d been through relocation before, and 

changes in identity, and he hated it more each time. It was like he lost a piece of himself every 

time it happened; one day he wouldn’t even remember his own parents names. He’d almost 

forgotten his own original name already, though not just because of the repeated identity changes 

he’d endured. 

Lyle’s fingers flew over the keys of the audio-visual and computer decks. It was a while 

since he’d needed to do this stuff, but he hadn’t lost his touch; he knew that. When you did it 

without permission it was called hacking and stalking. When you did it with an FBI stamp of 

approval it was called ‘computer forensic analysis’ and ‘audio visual security’. This was what 

had killed Lyle’s husband Richard, and had gotten Lyle himself into so much shit when he took 

on Richard’s burden of bearing witness against the mafia-linked accountants and bankers they 



had accidentally stumbled across one fine May morning nearly ten years ago. Using his talents 

and skills to protect the interests of himself and his friends felt good, even managing to push 

aside the angst that would come later when he let himself think about Gil kissing Miles. 

If only I had just poked around in Vale’s computer systems I might have saved us all a lot 

of trouble, Lyle thought to himself. He’d still been trying to live a quiet life then, though. Passing 

through without drawing attention had become second nature to him since he joined the witness 

protection scheme. Over the years he had learned how to turn a blind eye to a lot of stuff in an 

attempt to stay as safe as he could. This time had been different. This time there had been Gil. 

The memory of their date, that damnably awkward conversation about his gender 

reassignment, their lovemaking–all that meant that the scene between Gil and Miles cut deep. I 

should just delete it and hope for the best. 

Gil was so patient, persisting with me, not letting me go. Once he knew, once he 

understood, he took my current body in his stride. Then, when he and Miles came to me for help, 

I set aside my own rules. Stupid. He shrugged mentally. I could be staying here, oblivious and 

content, near to Richard’s remains.  

That’s going to be the hardest thing to accept in all of this, leaving Richard behind. Lyle 

had scattered his husband’s ashes here, in this small town he would probably never see again. 

The place held memories of their life together, which was why when he’d seen the advert for a 

trainee mortician job he’d pounced on it. Too perfect. I should have realised. Just like Gil. 

Lyle satisfied himself that the recordings were safely stored, as well buried as one of 

Vale’s enemies, but that he would still be able to get to them if he needed to. Then he shut down 

the house systems for a final time, making sure that the data left behind would be utterly useless 

and meaningless to anyone who might end up trying to unravel what he’d done on his last 

morning here. He really was that good, better than Eidolon realised, better than the FBI realised 

too. He chuckled again, contemplating the idea that if he ever was really up against it he could 

always offer to re-write the Bratva’s systems for them so that no-one could ever do to them what 

he and Richard had managed to do to the Italian Mafia. 



That reminded him, he would need to strip some of the gear from the house to take with 

him. Would he be able to get it past airport security? Then again, they aren’t likely to be taking 

us out through JFK…  

Moving around without disturbing Breslaw was not easy. Lyle understood the man would 

be a light sleeper, being in his line of work. One of the things a woman learns, though, is how not 

to wake others, and once upon a time he had been good at it. He gathered his tools and quietly 

went about acquiring the parts he would need to set up surveillance at key points on the island 

once they got there. They made it look stupidly easy to bug a place on TV shows, but there were 

some items that Tyler had made sure were hidden more deeply, and he would need those bits too. 

Eidolon were not going to have this all their own way, he didn’t trust them enough for that. He’d 

been running long enough to know who his friends were, and this organisation wasn’t anywhere 

near making that list. Lyle figured that Eidolon might well search their bags, but there were 

places to conceal the small components he needed. The rest he could order in once they got there, 

using various excuses based around the ‘rescue work’ and general ‘home improvements’. 

It amused Lyle to find himself stripping parts out of sex toys in order to conceal the bits 

and pieces he needed. Eidolon might wonder at his collection, but they were unlikely to know the 

difference between one set of electronics and another, at first glance anyway. There’d be an 

element of luck involved too, but he couldn’t control that. If all else failed he figured he could 

encourage one of the dogs to provide a distraction if needs be. 

@—}–—}—— 

Breslaw was still sleeping by the time Lyle had collected everything he felt he’d need. He 

put coffee on and then went to shower and dress. The shower felt good, waking him a bit more. 

Sandalwood and chypre scents wrapped round him as the water turned to steam, and for a few 

minutes he managed to feel more relaxed and in control of his life than he had since Henry 

Vale’s death. 

He couldn’t really think of it as murder. Lyle still didn’t understand what the problem had 

been between Vale and Archer, but despite having reservations about Flynn Archer he was pretty 

certain that compared to Henry Vale he was on the side of the angels, albeit probably fallen ones. 



Yesterday he’d managed to ignore all his savagely nagging doubts, but this morning Lyle 

was worried. Most of all he was worried about his supply of medications. He very much doubted 

there was a pharmacy where they were headed. He’d made good progress in transitioning thus 

far; discontinuing his T-shots wasn’t an option. 

Stepping out of the shower, Lyle grabbed a towel and then headed for his bedroom. He 

took his shot of testosterone and then bound his chest flesh. This whole tropical island thing was 

going to make his life hell. Here he could bind, pack and wear suits and other structured clothes 

that helped disguise his body shape. In a hot and steamy climate he was going to swelter or be 

exposed very quickly as a transman. 

How much did Breslaw really know about him? How much did Eidolon truly know? 

Would they really look after his sex change for him like they’d promised? He was filled with 

doubts where they were concerned. It was a fact that he’d actually trusted Agent Tyler more than 

he trusted his new ‘protectors’. 

@—}–—}—— 

Adam Breslaw was a bit disoriented when he woke. His neck was aching and his feet 

were cold. He remembered then that he had slept on Lyle Tate’s couch. Judging by the scents of 

food and coffee circulating he figured Tate was already up and about. 

Taking a change of clothes from his case, Breslaw headed for the shower. Not knowing 

how long they might get before Eidolon started owning their lives again he hurried. There was 

stuff he wanted to tell Lyle whilst they were out from under them. 

On cue, Lyle made his entrance. He was carrying two cups, one of which he passed 

across. Lyle set his own cup down and returned to the kitchen. When he came back he put two 

plates loaded with what Breslaw had learned was called ‘a full English’ on the dining table and 

sat down without waiting for the agent to join him. 

“You’ve been a good host, thanks.” Breslaw slid into the seat opposite and sipped his hot 

coffee appreciatively before tucking into the entirely unhealthy mass of fried foods on his plate. 



“You’ve looked after me; a decent breakfast is only fair return.” 

“Mr.Tate, I wanted to say a few things yesterday. I need you to know that Eidolon have a 

very good picture of your situation, and everyone else’s.” 

“Right. They’ve promised me… surgery and so on. Will they deliver, do you think?” 

“They will. So long as you and your friends co-operate, anyway… These are people not 

to be messed with, Mr.Tate.They are more than capable of protecting you all, as long as you 

comply with their instructions. They are humanitarians, they look after people, in many ways…” 

“Forgive me if I seem sceptical, but that Ms.Pierce of theirs didn’t seem anything like a 

humanitarian, not really like a human either.” 

“Ms Pierce is a…spokesperson,” Breslaw offered by way of explanation. He didn’t want 

to malign his…what? Colleague? Not exactly. ‘Associate’, that would do. He didn’t want to 

malign his associate but Pierce was not an easy woman to be around, never mind work with. She 

gave the impression she was more important that she looked, or acted, but then, he had never 

been one for underestimating people. It didn’t pay in his line of work. “She represents Eidolon, 

but she isn’t Eidolon, she’s just a figurehead”. Breslaw lapsed into silence and shovelled eggs 

and bacon into his mouth. He tried not to bolt the food but time was getting on and he was aware 

of their schedule. 

Breslaw watched Lyle mop at his egg yolk with some toast. His charge had poached his 

own eggs rather than frying them. Breslaw wasn’t sure their breakfast would do them any 

favours when they got to travelling, but he was enjoying it. It was only made better by sharing it 

with Lyle. He liked the man, had done from the moment they’d met. 

“They have plans for you, Mr.Tate.” Breslaw had hoped to be on first name terms with 

his charge by now, but the invitation to address him thus had never been offered. “Big plans.” He 

forked up the last of the food and washed it down with the dregs of his coffee. “That was good, 

thank you.” Breslaw started to move away from the table, but Lyle grabbed his wrist. 

“So tell me about their big plans. What’s really going on, Adam?” 



Breslaw’s jacket slipped open as Lyle snatched at him and he was treated to an 

expression that told him the Englishman was still unused to guns. It seemed odd, given how long 

Lyle had been living in the States., but then he remembered that his husband had been shot dead. 

There was bound to be some discomfort there. 

Breslaw was just processing all this when his phone rang. He listened a few moments, 

then snapped the handset shut. “I’m sorry, Lyle, we have to go—plane time has moved up by an 

hour and we need to collect Mr. Parker on the way.” 



7: Rude Awakening 

Carter (Gil) Gillespie, Miles Sutherland, Tony Alessi, George Jones 
introducing Lance Peabody 

___________________________________________________ 

Early Sunday morning, 23rd January, Miles Sutherland’s house 

Gil reached out and hit the alarm, expecting the thumping noise to stop. When it didn’t, 

his groggy mind registered that alarm clocks didn’t usually make thumping noises. He sat up, 

realising that the noise was coming from downstairs. Someone was hammering on the door, an 

urgent banging. He glanced at the clock. The display said 0550. 

What the—? He’d set it for 7am giving them an hour to pack. They were not due to be 

collected until 8am. He looked down. Miles was stirring, his long limbs half-tangled in the top 

sheet. Sweat glistened on his pale skin. Miles, in his bed. Who would have believed it? More 

banging intruded on Gil’s pleasant recollections of the previous evening. 

Yawning and scratching his head—it felt as if he had barely had any sleep—Gil rolled 

out of bed and stumbled downstairs, cautiously maneuvering around a large rucksack Miles had 

left in the hallway. 

“Who is it?” he called through the door. 

“Alessi,” came the urgent reply. “Gil? Def con 3 went to def con 2 about ten minutes ago. 

Everything has been pushed forward an hour.” 

Gil opened the door. He knew it was Alessi from that phrase. He had been joking with 

the agent on the way over about def con 1. “We need to move,” the man said simply. 

“Sorry, late night…” 



The agent moved past him into the hall and Gil shut the door behind him, dimly 

registering the presence of another agent in a large SUV at the roadside beyond. 

“We’ve been told to take you to the airport asap.” A small smile played across the agent’s 

mouth. “I’ll…er…leave you to get dressed.” 

Gil realised in his haste he had not stopped to put his shorts on. He grinned, only slightly 

embarrassed. “Sorry,” he murmured. Alessi raised an eyebrow. His grin widened. 

“No apologies necessary, sir. I’ll see you outside.” He consulted his watch. “Best make it 

no later than twenty, if you can, otherwise the boss will rip me a new one.” 

“Before you go…” 

“Yes?” 

“If you were me, what would you take with you?” Alessi regarded him for a moment 

before replying. 

“I would advise you to pack what you need, travel light; clothes, washbag, paperback or 

two. Do not try to take the kitchen sink. You won’t need it. Pack as if you were off on holiday. 

The house will be safe. Anything else, you don’t need to know.” 

Somehow, Gil did not find that reassuring. He watched the agent leave and then took the 

stairs two at a time. 

Miles scrambled out of bed and headed for the shower as soon as Gil disappeared 

downstairs. Shit. Agreeing to the bitch’s demands had been the worst of a whole swagger of bad 

decisions he’d made last night. Towelling down and dressing in record time, he grimaced as he 

grabbed the empty backpack and dumped it on his own bed. Difficult to rank his actions 

afterwards in order of merit. Or order of disasters-waiting-to-happen might be a better 

description. 



His brain refused to drop images of last night’s sex-fest. How do they counsel people 

who’ve been deprived of food and water for a long period? Sip it slowly. After his long stint of 

celibacy, he’d crammed a veritable feast into his mouth all at once. He smiled for a second as he 

dropped a pile of undies into a side pocket. Gil’s cock was a feast literally and figuratively. Shit, 

he needed to get his mind off the subject and back onto practicalities or he’d be up shit creek 

without a paddle or in this case a stitch to wear. The experience of living and working in hot 

environments finally surfaced. Light weight pants… check; long sleeve shirts… check; baggy 

green cricket hat… check. He’d probably look a dork wearing it, but red hair and pale skin were 

a bad combination. Better to cover up than smear up. 

What the blazes would this place have? Was there really a disaster there? If there was, 

he’d need goodies. Was Darren’s medical kit still tucked away at the back of the cupboard? He 

hauled out a battered canvas hold-all that contained as many memories as it did items. Darren 

had always been the organized one. The one who made sure Miles survived. He sank back on the 

bed, clasping the bag to his chest. A feeling of guilt and regret threatened to engulf him. Could 

he cope with all this without Darren’s protective presence? 

A loud bark sounded outside as he heard the quiet voices downstairs cease and the door 

close: Roofie. No way was he leaving his dog behind. 

He threw a few more things on top of all the things he’d colected from his bedroom and 

bathroom and ran down the stairs, passing Gil on the way up. “Roofie,” he said as if the word 

alone would convey everything he needed to say. He avoided meeting Gil’s eyes. Oh shit. 

Gil stood to the side as Miles passed him, allowing him unimpeded passage. It was no 

surprise that Miles was giving him the silent “let’s not talk about what happened” shit. Whatever 

the doctor was thinking, judging by the activity, at least he wasn’t considering staying behind. As 

far as Gil knew, anyway. On the way back to his own room, Gil grabbed a quick shower, barely 

doing more than dipping under the hot jets, wondering at the way fate was taking hold of his life. 

He felt massively out of control and yet, his pragmatic deal-with-it-as-it-comes attitude was 

kicking in. In terms of disaster management, he knew how to handle all this. 



He towelled off quickly, then rummaged for clothes. He needed his lightweight stuff, 

specially if they were going somewhere hot and humid. Gil packed his rucksack carefully, as he 

had been taught. Gear lasts longer that way, and where they were going, he had no idea if his kit 

would end up being a precious commodity. Gil doubted that there would be a camping supplies 

outlet anywhere within a thousand miles. He hunted out his trainers, sandals and his tracksuit 

bottoms and added them. Equipped with this kit, Gil felt ready to meet the challenge. While he 

might lament his lack of experience in a tropical situation, Gil had plenty of skills where hiking, 

camping and survival were concerned. A two-man bothy, a sleeping bag and camping mat were 

still packed into the base of the army surplus bergen and the side compartments still contained 

his microfiber towels, mosquito net, emergency blanket and travel wash kit. The other pockets 

were packed with plenty of useful bits and pieces which he didn’t intend to leave behind. 

Miles grabbed some food and filled Roofie’s dish. Who knew when he’d get a chance to 

feed him again. The dog seemed surprised but didn’t need an invitation to scoff up the proffered 

biscuits. He was still little more than a puppy and growing fast. He never knocked back tucker. 

The kitchen cupboards yielded a few packets of dog biscuits and Miles grabbed other 

things his dog needed, shoving them all in a plastic shopping bag. He didn’t have any sort of 

carry cage for him. Hopefully Eidolon would have one, or his dog could just sit on the seat 

beside him. His mutt’s legs were quivering. Had he caught a whiff of the tension that seemed to 

echo back and forth? It was a wonder the sudden arrival on the scene of a bunch of strangers 

whose appearance screamed Feds hadn’t alerted the whole town. 

Miles took Roofie outside and checked the windows of the neighboring house. Sure as 

eggs, the blind on the house next door twitched: Mrs Danvers checking up on what was going on. 

Pity she couldn’t have seen into Gil’s bedroom last night, then she would have really copped an 

eyeful. Just as well they were all leaving. It was a wonder she hadn’t filed a complaint about the 

noise they’d made last night. Gil said he’d been loud. Miles hadn’t been aware of anything 

except a roaring in his ears as his body seemed to take over his brain. 

He watched as Roofie wandered around looking for a place to take a dump. Of all 

mornings, the dog decided to take his time, as if saying goodbye to all the smells he’d carefully 



marked the yard with. Miles couldn’t stand by, idly watching. He’d let Roofie have his freedom 

for as long as possible. Who knew what was going to be in store for them? As Miles headed back 

into his room he could hear Gil muttering to himself in his bedroom. Miles shut the door and sat 

on the bed for a second, trying to gather his thoughts. Did he have everything? 

Gil stuffed his mobile and MP3 player into the pockets of his cargo pants, shoved his 

wallet into his back pocket and patted the pockets on his polar fleece. He had his pouch at his 

waist with his emergency first aid kit in it and his passport tucked into the pocket on the reverse. 

He stood and counted off all the things he was taking with him. Satisfied, he shouldered the 

rucksack and went downstairs. Gil checked his watch and wondered where Miles was, imagining 

the doctor packing everything in a hurry. Agent Alessi chose that moment to bang on the door 

again. Gil went to open it. The man was looking harassed. 

“Sorry to urge you along, but my boss has called. We really need to start moving.” He 

glanced past Gil as if hoping to see Miles but was disappointed. Gil handed the rucksack over 

and looked back, but there was no sign of the doctor. 

“Put that in the boot… sorry, trunk,” Gil corrected himself. “And I’ll be out in a moment. 

I’ll go see where he’s got to. I have my other bag to pick up.” Alessi nodded and turned away, 

carrying the backpack to the car. 

“Please hurry him up,” he said over his shoulder as he walked away. “We do not want to 

miss that flight.” His voice was getting a hard edge to it; stress, Gil thought as he turned back 

inside. He wouldn’t have the agent’s job for love nor money. 

Gil went inside and listened. Sure enough he could hear Miles moving about upstairs. For 

a brief moment, Gil wondered why he hadn’t gathered any of the photos of Darren that were still 

lying untouched on the mantle-piece. Making a spot decision, Gil went to the shelf and examined 

the selection of pictures in their frames. If he remembered correctly, the one of the two boys—

Miles and Darren when they were teenagers—was the one Miles had shown him when he had 

first visited. He took that one and chose another three, the happiest ones, and the one of Miles 

and his dark-haired sister. He had no idea if he had done right or not, but he wasn’t going to 

leave them now. He quickly wrapped them in a tea towel from the kitchen and stowed them in 



the outside pocket of the canvas bag that his laptop was carefully packed in. He could but hope 

they would survive the trip. 

He was ready. For what, he didn’t know, but he was ready. Now all he had to do was 

make sure Miles was as well. “Miles, hurry up. We have to leave now!” There was no response. 

Gil yanked open the door to Miles’ bedroom. The man was just sitting there, his head 

buried in his hands. 

“I can’t do it.” Miles stared at the young man in front of him. Clothed or unclothed he 

was fucking gorgeous. All he wanted to do was rip the clothes off him and carry on from where 

they’d left off last night. “Once I would have had no problem organizing myself. Heck, we used 

to do these things all the time. Leave at short notice with little or no preparation. That was half 

the attraction of the job. Feeling we were needed, that what we did mattered. Quite frankly, these 

people scare the shit out of me. It took me ages to find somewhere safe to live, a haven, and now 

I have to leave.” He glanced at his watch. “I’m on shift in an hour. Mrs Fitzpatrick….” 

“Will be fine. They’ll look after her. We, on the other hand, need to move or we won’t be. 

Come on, Miles, snap out of it. They’ll find someone else.” Gil grabbed the doctor’s’ elbow and 

hauled him to his feet. Miles seemed to be at a total loss in this situation. There was a submissive 

willingness to be directed so at odds with the way he was in bed. Gil glanced at the barely 

completed packing. He leaned over, stuffed the remaining articles inside and fastened the bag. If 

anything was missing, Eidolon could no doubt provide. 

Alessi ran into the room and virtually propelled them out the door. “I am sorry, 

gentlemen, but we have run out of time. We cannot wait any longer, we’re going, now…” 

“Not without Roofie, I’m not.” Miles shook his head. Maybe it was the lack of sleep or 

something, but he really felt lost. As if by going with these people he’d be cutting himself adrift 

from everything he’d known and been close to. Gil had hold of his backpack so Miles flew 

downstairs and collected Roofie from the backyard, ruffling his ears as he fastened the lead. 

“‘Fraid there’ll be no more digging in Delphina Danvers’s dahlia bed for you, mate. Not even 

sure there’ll be gardens where we’re going. No buried hands either, I hope.” 



Passing back in through the kitchen, Miles grabbed the bag of dog food and other goodies. 

He glanced around. There were still some cups in the sink. Should he bring implements for 

cooking? What would the island have? Most of the gear in here didn’t belong to him anyway as 

the house had come fully furnished, but there were so many things that might come in handy. He 

grabbed some scissors and other things he was sure the Hospital Board wouldn’t miss and 

shoved them in with the dog biscuits. 

The agent placed a hand under Miles’ elbow, urging him out the front door. 

Gil deliberately allowed Miles to go in front of him, to be ushered hastily into the big car 

as he locked the door to the house and followed on behind. He was concerned that the situation 

seemed to have thrown the doctor off balance rather badly. Miles was complaining that he wasn’t 

ready, that he still had some things he needed, that the fridge wasn’t emptied. Alessi was busy 

placating him, telling him that their own clean-up crew would be along to tidy and secure the 

property, and to store their gear until they received instruction from Eidolon what to do with it; 

either ship it, store it or burn it. Miles looked alarmed at that, but Alessi grinned mirthlessly and 

explained that the crew often had to clear property belonging to murder victims, not just live 

clients. “They do know what they’re doing.” Alessi’s brand of humour wasn’t lost on Gil, even if 

he couldn’t say the same about Miles. “They will take care of things, they’re experts at what they 

do.” 

“The house isn’t mine, it belongs to the Hospital Board. Christ…” Miles wondered what 

the Board would do in his absence. They would have to appoint someone else. He vaguely 

wondered if they would try charging him rent while he was away. Possibly. They were stingy 

bastards. 

“Buckle up gentleman and restrain your dog; we’re going to have to push it if we’re to 

get to the airport on time.” 

“No rest stops then?” Gil smiled but his attempt at humour was ignored. 

“Where are we going?” Miles knew the words came out tersely, but he couldn’t give a 

shit. He didn’t only get out of the wrong side of bed this morning; he’d been in the wrong bed. 



“There’s a private airfield about a hundred and fifty miles down the road. Eidolon said to 

take you there.” The Agent turned in his seat to talk to them. “Apart from that, I’m as much in 

the dark as you are.” 

“What about Flynn? Will he be joining us?” Something flickered in the man’s eyes at the 

mention of their missing friend’s name. 

“I’m not at liberty to divulge any information about Mr. Archer’s whereabouts. All I was 

told to do was get you to the airstrip by ten hundred hours and we’ve still got a fair way to go.” 

Miles broke eye contact with the Agent and stared out at the passing scenery. Given the 

speed they were travelling at, they’d be lucky to arrive there in one piece. He hardly had time to 

mentally wish the Falls a brief good-bye as they passed through the town and onto the road 

leading to the freeway. 

Gil studied Miles as they travelled. He was doing his best to hide in plain sight and there 

it was again; between the abstracted periods of stroking Roofie’s head, Miles was playing with 

his ring, twisting it round his finger. Gil couldn’t blame him for being worried. There were too 

many unanswered questions and half-truths flying round for any of them to feel secure. He could 

but hope that the others were waiting for them, that Lyle and Aiden—even if he didn’t know the 

teacher all that well—were safe and secure. His chief concern was Miles, though. The doctor was 

anxious, upset and seemingly unable to do anything but be swept along by the current. 

“Miles, I meant to say….” Gil paused, his ears catching a familiar wail behind them—a 

police siren. Alessi twisted to glance out of the rear window. 

“Shit. Better pull over, George.” The agent looked across at their driver who had so far 

remained the strong silent type. George nodded and took his foot off the gas, coasting over to the 

roadside and allowing the pursuer to catch up. “I’ll deal with this….” Although to go by the look 

on Alessi’s face, the agent wasn’t certain how. Did they not have contingencies for this sort of 

thing, Gil wondered? For the first time he wondered whether Alessi was FBI or Eidolon or 

something else entirely. On impulse, Gil unbuckled his seat belt and opened the door. 



“Mr Gillespie, stay in the vehicle…” Alessi began, but it fell on deaf ears. 

“Lance?” Gil looked the surprised Sheriff up and down and smiled tentatively. Behind 

him, the door opened as Alessi followed him out. “You’re back.” 

“Gil? Hey, man. How are you? I got back last week after wrapping up some stuff left 

over from my job back in Connecticut. What’s going on? Who are all these people?” 

Lance leaned over and peeked into the car to see who else was in the big SUV. “Oh, hi 

Miles.” Lance saw the driver, but he didn’t recognize either of the strangers. He knew Miles, of 

course, and assumed that was Miles’ dog, since he had heard Miles talk about it before. 

Damn, now what could Gil say? He had jumped at the chance to see Lance but now he 

wasn’t sure what explanation to give. He glanced back at Alessi. The man was wearing a neutral 

expression, just waiting. Gil turned back and smiled what he hoped was the most professional, 

reassuring smile he owned. “Er… colleagues. Look, Lance, we—Miles and I—we have to go 

away for a while. We’re both on the books of a rescue agency, so we get called up now and again. 

There’s been a disaster, and we’ve been asked to help with the rescue effort.” 

“Oh? What disaster? I haven’t heard about anything; well, not in the States, anyway.” 

“These men were sent to collect us and give us a lift to the airfield. Our destination is in 

the back of beyond… somewhere in the Pacific; my geography is crap. It’s been hit by a 

cyclone….” Well, that answered one of Lance’s questions. Pity he didn’t look satisfied. “Sorry, 

Lance, I’d love to talk, but we have to meet a plane heading out in….” Gil checked his watch. 

“Less than two hours, and we’re already late.” Something occurred to Gil as he stuffed a hand in 

his pocket and his fingers connected with his keyfob. Could he ask…? 

Lance nodded in agreement, although frankly he was a little puzzled at the escort. Two 

men to escort two medical professionals? And the one standing outside looked more like secret 

service or something. 

“Well, sir,” he said, looking over at the man near Gil. “I clocked you going twenty miles 

over the speed limit here, and I’m going to have to give your driver a ticket.” Lance had pulled 



out his tickets while speaking and walked over to the driver’s door, rapping on the window to get 

the driver to lower it. “I need your driver’s license and registration, please,” he said as he 

checked out the driver. He looked solid and muscular, and was dressed a little too nicely for a 

limousine driver, but that could just be the man’s style. 

“Lance, this is an emergency. We have to make that plane. Could you overlook this just 

once?” Something in Lance’s eyes said he wouldn’t, but Gil still had to ask. “Please? He’s only 

doing his job, and this is for charity.” 

Lance was checking out the documents, and looked over at Gil as he mulled it over. 

“Well, since you’re on a mission of mercy, I guess it wouldn’t be too charitable to give you a 

ticket for rushing to the rescue. I don’t want you to miss your flight.” Lance handed the 

documents back to George Jones from Ridgewood, New Jersey, committing the name to memory. 

Something just didn’t seem right, but there was nothing illegal going on other than speeding, so 

he couldn’t really do much more. Gil was not his usual calm self, but maybe that was because he 

was on the way to the Pacific and was rushing to catch a plane. “I’ll do it for you, Gil, but you’ll 

owe me one.” 

“Might owe you more than one then.” Gil smiled and drew the keys out of his pocket. He 

wasn’t entirely trusting that this so-called clean-up crew would take care of his beloved bike. 

“Lance, could you do something else for me? I just don’t know exactly how long we might be 

away. It’s my bike… I can’t take it with me where we’re going. Would you be able to look after 

it? You could speak to the hospital, get the number of the agency who arranged my transfer. 

They can ship it home for me; they shipped it out in the first place. It’s just… it’s in the yard at 

Miles’ place, I….” He paused, realizing Lance didn’t know about his move. “I’m renting a room 

from him; you know, reducing costs. Now that we’re leaving, it’s not going to be safe to leave 

the bike out back.” Gil hated not being able to tell Lance the whole truth; he was the law after all, 

but Gil knew Alessi would never allow him to get away with it. In truth it made sense. They had 

no idea who they could trust. “They should ship my leathers back too. They’re in the bedroom.” 



Oh, those sexy leathers, Lance thought. He remembered seeing Gil in the total red and 

black leather outfit, and how sexy he was sitting on his motorcycle. “Sure, I guess so. You’re not 

going to let me keep the bike for you, huh?” Lanced smirked at Gil. 

“Well… I guess you could. I just don’t know when I’m going to be home. I tell you what, 

yes, you keep it for me. As long as it’s secure… Might even agree to you going for a spin if you 

promise to take care of him?” 

“That’s okay, I was just pulling your leg. I’d hate to have something happen to it while 

it’s under my care. I’ll make sure the bike and those leathers are shipped back, don’t worry. But 

you don’t know when you’ll be back? Damn, that sucks. I was hoping to catch up with you.” 

Gil let himself smile as he started handing the keys over. “Sorry, that’s the way of these 

things.” Gil reached out and made to put the keys in Lance’s hand, but the Sheriff had other ideas. 

He grabbed Gil’s hand and pulled him into a quick hug then planted a hard kiss on his mouth. 

Knowing it wasn’t the place to do anything more, and that the men were in a hurry, he smiled 

back at Gil as he let him go, grabbing the keys as he stepped away. 

“Don’t be a stranger, Gil. Give me a call or something so I know you’re staying safe.” Gil 

was looking a little stunned, but he nodded in agreement as he was bundled into the car by the 

man who had been standing quietly by his side. 

As the car pulled away, accelerating back onto the two-lane highway, Lance walked back 

to the car and opened the laptop there. He entered all the information from the driver’s license, 

the license plate, the car make and about the cyclone in the Pacific. He listened to the news fairly 

often, but he had totally missed that story, and now he was curious. That done, he wrote up the 

event and shut down the computer to get back onto the road. 

Damn, Gil looked good, he thought as he also pulled out onto the highway. Lance hadn’t 

seen the sexy man in ages, but hadn’t forgotten him or the time they’d spent in bed. He had been 

pulled away soon after that night to testify in a case that he was involved with in Connecticut 

before he had left the State Police—more than six months ago—and hadn’t been able to get back 

with Gil. Now that he was home again, Lance was trying to catch up on what he had missed at 



work and hadn’t had time to do anything socially. But Gil had been at the top of the list. That 

opportunity was now gone, at least for a while, he realized and was a little surprised at the regret 

he felt. Oh, well, that’s how the cookie crumbles. Life goes on. 



8: The Flynn Supremacy 

Flynn Archer, Sandra Pierce with mention of Aiden Parker 

___________________________________________________ 

Time & Place: Who knows? 

Flynn decided this was a prison long before he was escorted to his “quarters”. 

They wouldn’t tell him a damn thing. They wouldn’t answer his questions, beyond giving 

him bland PR bullshit about Eidolon being an “organization that helps the world”, blah blah blah. 

Everyone believed they were doing good; every bloodsucking bastard out there had what they 

felt was a good reason for doing their sick shit. That’s what made evil so insidious. It was bland 

and boring and could spin a confident web of “it’s really in everyones best interest” linguistic 

hoodoo that you would swear was an Amnesty International press release when it was really 

advocating wiping Amnesty International off the face of the Earth. All Flynn really knew was 

life was one big shell game, and everybody rigged the table for their own benefit. The best you 

could hope for was their benefit was your benefit as well. 

Maybe Eidolon really were as well-meaning and good as they claimed. But he couldn’t 

trust anyone who presented themselves through a corporate talking head who could only mouth 

platitudes that seemed to have the CEO’s seal of approval. That’s all Pierce was, someone’s 

puppet. Who was pulling the strings? Probably not the Russian mob, he had a feeling they really 

didn’t do subtle, but then who? 

Where he was, wherever he was, was no help at all. He seemed to be in a very large 

building with metallic walls and industrial gray carpeting, and there weren’t a lot of people 

around, at least not where he was. Save for his big goon companions, who never talked, no 

matter how much he goaded them. “So, are you guys into dudes or chicks?” he asked, making 

one last stab at getting to them as they led him down a long corridor. “Or do you not care as long 



as you’re drunk enough? ‘Cause I knew this one guy down in Resida who said he was straight, 

but you got half a bottle of Jack into him and he was anyone’s fuck toy. He -” 

“We’re here,” the first one said, as he opened a door at the end of the corridor. There was 

an edge to his voice, an implied “shut the fuck up”. Well, at least Flynn knew he was straight. 

Flynn looked in. It was a small room that looked like a hotel room. Brown carpet instead 

of gray, but the walls were still metal, not even livened up by a bad painting. There was a small 

single bed in the center of the room, a nightstand with an ugly ceramic lamp, and a small door 

that led off to a private bathroom. That was it? “No TV?” Flynn asked. “What if I want to watch 

some porn?” The goons just glared at him. Had they no sense of humor? “What about my one 

phone call? I should get that.” 

“This isn’t a jail,” the second goon said, with a barely suppressed sigh. 

“Oh? Then why won’t you let me call anyone?” 

They didn’t answer him, but he really didn’t expect them to. One of them gave him a 

slight push in the lower back, sending him stumbling into the room, and they shut the door 

before he could turn around. It shut with a heavy clunk, letting him know a lock had engaged. 

“Hey!” he shouted pointlessly, banging the door with his fist. “You guys are douche bags, you 

know that?!” 

He then shook his hand, as the door was hollow core metal, and it fucking hurt. He was 

glad he didn’t punch it at full strength, as he’d probably have broken his hand. 

Examining the door, he found it had a heavy duty industrial knob, the kind with no 

exposed screws, seams, or openings, which meant picking it would be impossible. But there was 

a metal plate underneath the knob, and there appeared to be a tiny seam where it met the door. 

He tried to get his fingernails under it, but no go. Of course it wasn’t going to be that easy. Did 

he really think it would? 

The room was plain, and what he saw originally was all there was to see. They didn’t 

exactly break the bank furnishing this place. Not only was it cheap, but it kept any potential 



weapons or tools out of his grasp. Wonderful. “Thought of everything, huh?” He said it aloud 

because he was fairly sure he was being monitored, even if he didn’t see any cameras. 

He went to take a piss, and the bathroom was as sadly small and utilitarian as the rest of 

the place. Even the mirror was plastic, not glass but some reflective coating. Not that he cared, 

glass wouldn’t help, but the metal frame might have. 

He looked around the main room, but there was nothing new. The bed frame was basic, 

metal, but welded together, so he couldn’t do anything with it. It suddenly occurred to him there 

wasn’t a window in here, but then again, he couldn’t remember seeing a single window 

anywhere. Weird. That probably meant something, but he wasn’t sure what right now. At least 

he knew they were up to something not kosher, mainly because they refused to tell him anything. 

As a person with something to hide, he knew people hid things for damn good reasons, but they 

were almost never good. 

He thought about breaking the lamp to be a dick, but they probably expected that. He 

crouched down to look under the bed, and felt like an idiot. Did he think someone left a tool kit 

behind? But while there, he looked at the nightstand. It had rather pointless decorative wood slats 

nailed to it, which he hated, mainly because they just made them look uglier. 

Before he could stand, he suddenly realized something: nailed to the table. Of course. 

Flynn stood and swept the lamp off the nightstand, and picked up the table and threw it 

hard against the far wall. It cracked, but didn’t break as it bounced down onto the floor. Flynn 

stomped the table, grabbing hold of the top as he kicked in the side. It finally broke like a cheap 

Ikea piece of crap, and just like he expected, it wasn’t just held together with glue. 

He picked out about a half dozen small wood nails from the wreckage, and returned to 

the door. He was able to wedge the point of the nails in the seam of the plate, but attempting to 

pry it off bent three nails until they were useless. Still, he was able to move it enough that he 

could get his fingertips beneath it, and pried up the plate. 



Beneath it was a tangle of multicolored wires, telling him it was an electronic lock. After 

some trial and error – and a couple burnt fingertips – he found the right wires. As soon as he 

crossed them, he heard as well as felt the lock retract with a hearty clunk. 

Flynn tossed the rest of the nails aside and opened the door, leaving at a run, figuring he 

wouldn’t have long. He had to stop almost immediately, and even then, he almost collided with 

Pierce, standing in the center of the hallway with a clipboard. Far beyond her, he saw the 

shadows of his big thug friends. 

She didn’t seem surprised to see him. In fact, she made a note of some kind on her 

clipboard, and said, “Frankly, I thought you’d break out sooner.” 

“Sorry to disappoint you,” he replied sarcastically, before his anger kicked in. “This was 

a fucking test?” 

“We know you, Mr. Archer. We knew you’d never believe we aren’t nefarious, so we 

thought it might be instructional to see how long it would take you to escape.” 

Flynn ran a hand through his hair, so furious he was nearly paralyzed by it. “Just tell me 

the fucking truth! Who the hell are you people, what do you expect of me?” 

She sighed wearily, and lowered her clipboard, holding it loosely at her side. “I have told 

you the truth. There are some things I can’t tell you because they’re on a need to know basis, and 

your security clearance is at the entry level right now.” 

Flynn glowered at her. “Oh, bra-vo. That doesn’t sound sinister at all.” 

She fixed him with a look that was slightly less chilly than he expected. “Work with us, 

Mr. Archer, and I promise you it will be worth your while.” 

“Ah, great, this is where you wave money in my face like I’m a hooker, right? Better be 

good, ‘cause I’m an expensive whore.” 



“For a couple of days, work with us. Humor us. And you will be reunited with Mr. 

Parker.” 

Aiden’s name made Flynn tense. He was aware the big goons were now close, but he was 

already making plans to get past them. Pierce was nothing. Even if she could bust out some 

Maggie Q martial arts moves, she was a middle-aged woman who, quite frankly, looked like 

she’d never wrestled anything more truculent than a shopping cart with a bad wheel. She was 

nothing in a battle equation except perhaps something he could use. He could shove her into the 

goon on the left hand side, and his move to catch her would mean he’d only have to get past the 

goon on the right. Difficult, but doable, as long as he was faster than that golem. He was willing 

to bet his life he was. “Is he here? If you’ve hurt him …” 

“Oh please, Mr. Archer, we’re not thugs. He isn’t here, but we know where he is, and 

we’d be happy to reunite the pair of you. But if you want to keep him safe from the mobsters 

currently hunting you down, it would be in both of your best interests to work with us.” 

Goddamn it! Was there a dirtier trick in the world than to throw down the Aiden card? 

And if she was telling the truth – big if; subway car sized if – she was right. Aiden was the weak 

link; if the mob wanted to make him hurt, they’d go after him first and save Flynn for last. It 

wasn’t like he had any family the mob could kill first, as they’d already hunted them all down. 

They knew he had no family left, and it was a good bet they knew from Vale that all he had was 

Aiden. That was as good as slapping a big GPS enabled target on his back, with the words “Aim 

Here” written on his forehead. And it was all his fault. No, strike that, it was all his father’s fault. 

He was the one who got mixed up with the mob in the first place, and everyone else had to suffer 

for it. “If I -” he paused. He had to force himself to say it. “If I work with you, you protect 

Aiden.” 

“I assure you, Mr. Archer, we have no interest in -” 

“Listen to me,” he interrupted, forcefully enough that the two goons were now glaring at 

him. “This is a non-negotiable point. I will be your goddamn puppet, but you protect him. Full 

stop. If he is not protected, if he is hurt in any way, I will burn this place to the fucking ground.” 



The goons really didn’t like that. Eye fucking him wasn’t enough anymore, they were 

converging on him, but Pierce held up her hand, making them suddenly stop. They didn’t look 

happy about it, though. “I think we have an agreement then, Mr. Archer. Would you like to be 

taken to your real quarters now?” 

“Do I have a choice?” 

She smiled at him but didn’t say a word, simply stepped off to one side and held out her 

hand, as if showcasing this beautiful hallway. He glared at the gorillas, but they seemed to be his 

escorts, so with reluctance he followed the first, the second one following right behind him. He 

was the filling of an ugly sandwich. 

Flynn had no idea who he’d really just made a deal with, but he was reasonably certain 

calling it a deal with the devil wasn’t an exaggeration. Now he had to figure out how to get him 

and Aiden out of it without getting them both killed. 

@—}–—}—— 

When Pierce returned to her office, there was a call waiting for her. She put in on speaker 

as she sorted through her paperwork. “Report,” the voice said. 

“Satisfactory,” she replied. “His ingenuity is impressive, although subtlety isn’t his strong 

suit. He doesn’t trust us, and we won’t be able to trust him.” 

“Will he be able to unlock it?” 

“I think, right now, he’s our best bet. But he will become a liability sooner rather than 

later.” 

“That’s what we expected. Prepare the contingency plan.” 

“Already on it,” she said, dropping Flynn’s files in a desk drawer. 



She hoped Flynn fell into line pretty quickly, because replacing him was going to be a 

paperwork nightmare. 



9: Planes and…Planes…and Feeling Low 

Lyle Ashley Tate, Aiden Parker, Carter (Gil) Gillespie, Miles Sutherland, 
Agent Breslaw and introducing Gideon Sterling 

___________________________________________________ 

A private airfield, somewhere in America, 23rd January 9.50am 

Agent Breslaw was watching him, Lyle could tell. He’d only got up to buy a bottle of 

coke, for god’s sake! The agent had told them not to move. Aiden and his dog were sitting 

obediently by his side, but Lyle was restless. 

Aiden’s pet, Dante, looked at him too, cautiously wagging its curly, fluffy tail. The poor 

thing was going to find the ‘plane ride stressful, Lyle guessed. They probably all were. Nothing 

much had been said yet about where they were heading or what they would find when they got 

there. Lyle wished he’d got a look at a paper this morning, but they had been hustled into this 

room almost as soon as they got to the airfield. He hadn’t seen or heard anything on the news to 

suggest there had been a humanitarian disaster anywhere lately, other than the flooding in 

Australia. He wondered briefly if that had concerned Miles Sutherland at all? He didn’t know 

which part of the place the Aussie doctor was from. 

The scene from the previous night—Gil and Miles sucking face—kept running through 

Lyle’s mind. He couldn’t moan to Aiden or Breslaw about it though, because the recording 

system in his home was a secret, between Lyle and the missing agent, Nicole Tyler. Right now 

he was so pissed, he wanted to punch something. He kicked the drinks machine, winning an 

extra bottle for his efforts. Dante barked in response to the sudden bang and the motion. Breslaw 

looked at him with obvious concern and Aiden flinched.“Mr. Tate…” Breslaw began, a bit of a 

growl in his voice. Evidently he was feeling the strain too. 

“Yeah, I know, stay calm. I’m not calm though, Marshal. The Bratva could be anywhere; 

we left early for a reason. We’ve all been up-rooted with less than twenty-four hours notice, and 



you and I both know what’s going on is not kosher for ordinary witness protection.” Lyle could 

hear the tension and anger in his own voice. Dante growled at his raised voice, placing himself 

between Lyle and his master. 

Despite being pissed at Gil, he realised he was worried about him too. Lyle hadn’t 

expected them to be split up for the drive to the airport. He knew he wouldn’t settle until they 

were all together again. God knows how Aiden is holding it together, Lyle thought, he’s been 

suffering ever since the Pierce bitch expressed her opinion on Flynn’s potential as a pawn set for 

sacrifice. 

@—}–—}—— 

“Well gentlemen, we’re at your departure point. George and I bid you bon voyage.” Tony 

Alessi sounded positively delighted to be washing his hands of them, Gil thought. Mind you, he 

couldn’t blame the Eidolon operative, the last fifty miles or so had been like sitting in a fridge as 

far as he was concerned. He hadn’t realised quite how possessive Miles could be. One little hug 

and kiss from another man and Roofie was going to have to make room for him in the dog house. 

“You’re not coming with us then?” Gil asked. 

“We have work to do here, especially since you sent your policeman friend over to Dr. 

Sutherland’s house. That was quite an annoying move on your part, Mr.Gillespie.” Alessi 

sounded testy. 

“Annoying? That bike is my pride and joy, I’m not trusting it to any Tom, Dick or 

Harry.” With emphasis on Dick, Gil thought sourly. “I trust Lance, he’s the Sheriff. I know he’ll 

do what I ask.” Unlike you, he considered. Gil realised he would be heartily glad to see the back 

of both agents. Alessi had developed an annoying tendency to treat them a little like second class 

citizens, as though the fault for all this somehow lay with him and Miles. “Neither of us had 

anything to do with Vale, and now we find we’re having to uproot ourselves and travel half-way 

round the world, to some backwater island in the middle of nowhere to stay for God knows how 

long on the advice of an agency we’re never heard of before, because we might—,” he raised a 

hand in emphasis, “—and I stress, might—be on the Russian Mafia’s hit list? Oh, you have not 



seen annoying, Mr Alessi. I am nowhere near annoyed….” Gil abruptly grabbed his bags from 

the boot and walked away. Fucking prick, Gil was more than frustrated with the whole thing. 

Guilt by association, Miles acting like a dick and then Lance… It was nice to be wanted but 

sometimes… maybe it was better he was heading to the middle of nowhere. He could keep his 

head down for a while. 

A small passenger terminal stood adjacent to the runway and a faceless Eidolon suit held 

the door open, not really looking at them as they passed inside, his eyes roving beyond and 

behind. It was so disturbingly reminiscent of a presidential bodyguard eyeing the territory for 

snipers, that Gil was almost felt relieved to be under cover. He was also relieved to see that the 

others were already there, Breslaw sitting nearby and what was presumably another Eidolon suit 

standing off to one side. Lyle seemed to be having a heated conversation with the Marshal; Lyle 

was more animated than Gil had seen him be since their situation had flared up in his face. 

Aiden’s dog, Dante, was bouncing around his master, clearly excited by the whole situation. 

“You can let your dogs off their leashes, sirs.” The newest Eidolon guy to appear in 

Miles’ field of vision was as faceless as the rest of his colleagues, and just as unlikeable as far as 

Miles was concerned. “There’s not much they can get up to in here,” the man added. 

“You’d be surprised. You going to catch him if he takes off?” Miles smirked, he’d like to 

see him try. The guy didn’t look much faster on his feet than he was. 

Breslaw stepped forward. For some reason he seemed to think Miles trusted him more 

than the rest. “Dr. Sutherland, we are about to go on a quite lengthy flight. Everyone is taking a 

chance to relax for ten minutes or so. Mr. Parker here…” Breslaw gestured to Aiden, “insists his 

animal travels in the cabin with us…” 

“Bloody right. Roofie will too, I’m not shoving him into a luggage compartment.” 

Aiden came over. “They’re putting them into cages, Miles. They want to sedate them 

too.” The young teacher seemed quite distraught. 



“The fuck they are!” Miles was steaming. Roofie had been ill treated before and was 

liable to bite anyone who tried to manhandle him. He didn’t want to know what response that 

would evoke in their gun-toting escorts. “They need to pee, just like the rest of us! If this is a 

long flight we can’t tell them to cross their legs and wait.” 

“It’s standard practice on flights.” Gil offered into the conversation, but it appeared 

nobody was interested in what he had to say. “A cage will keep them safe, and the sedation 

shouldn’t put them to sleep; it’s only to calm them down a little. Or at least, it should be. If we 

hit turbulence, the dogs need to be able to balance themselves…” 

“How come you know so much, you don’t even have a dog?” Miles frowned. Gil always 

seemed to have the bloody answers. At least he had the good grace to look a little embarrassed. 

“My Aunt brought her dog over to the UK when she last visited. She was with us for 

three months, couldn’t bear to leave her baby behind—spoilt little Bichon Frise—she told us all 

about it, chapter and verse…” 

“Well, I want to speak to the vet.” 

“We don’t have a vet here, Dr.Sutherland,” the faceless suit interrupted, “the doctor who 

is here to give you all your inoculations says he has something with him that’s suitable for the 

animals.” 

Miles growled and swore enough to convince the men he needed to consult with this 

doctor of theirs. He handed Roofie’s leash to Aiden and strode off further into the terminal on the 

suit’s heels. 

“They’re probably going to sedate us too.” Lyle murmured softly. “Not that I mind, I 

have stuff I’d rather not dwell on while we travel.” Gil wasn’t sure how to interpret the sour look 

Lyle gave him then. 

The ease with which Lyle was taking on all this cloak and dagger crap was startling, 

really, but then Gil remembered his fuck buddy and he had that secret code they had arranged 

between them. Maybe Lyle’s middle name was James after all. 



@—}–—}—— 

The private airfield was quiet. It seemed theirs was the only scheduled flight right now. A 

beautiful, unmarked, white jet was waiting on the tarmac, its steps down and ready for them. The 

long, sleek, narrow wings were set toward the plane’s rear, elegant blades sweeping back at a 

steep angle towards the tail. Its twin engines were mounted either side of the base of the tail fin. 

Gil’s breath hitched, stunned as he was by the handsome lines of the aircraft. It brought into 

mind his long-held dream to learn to fly, dissolving the sour feelings he had for the now-departed 

Alessi and their tight-lipped chauffeur, George, and easing his disquiet about their journey. 

This wasn’t a utility vehicle, though, this plane was built for fast transfers and to impress. 

Its presence on the tarmac screamed ‘money’, reinforcing the concept that Eidolon had unlimited 

resources. Gil doubted the corporate line they had been fed, the spurious claim that Eidolon 

resources were being applied in humanitarian efforts worldwide. He’d never heard of them 

before and corporations doing good works liked to publicise the fact, if only to claim the tax 

relief associated with doing so. He couldn’t fault the luxury, though, and for the first time that 

day, Gil found himself almost eager to get going. 

@—}–—}—— 

Lyle’s predictions were right. Two of them were asleep minutes after eating their in-flight 

meals. Aiden was parched, but having seen how quickly the others fell asleep he had no intention 

whatsoever of eating or drinking anything Eidolon might offer him, not until one of the others 

was awake enough to take over watching out for them all, anyway. A bottle slid between the 

head rests and Aiden turned to see Gil, who patted his bag and indicated the water bottle. He had 

brought it with him? So he wasn’t the only one who distrusted their hosts. Aiden slid the bottle 

out and watched as Gil winked and then slid his eyes shut, feigning sleep. Aiden took a grateful 

swallow and tucked the bottle beside him, out of sight. He wasn’t completely alone then. 

The plane certainly was something. The interior was all leather and real wood. The blinds 

had been lowered the moment they were off the ground, so Aiden had no idea which direction 



they were heading. For the most part, once they figured out he was on some sort of hunger strike 

the Eidolon guys pretty much left him to his own devices. 

This was very much not how Aiden had been expecting to spend today. When he hadn’t 

been able to speak to Flynn he’d protested loudly as well as physically, but to no avail. He was 

terribly worried about his lover, even though he figured whatever was happening to him Flynn 

would cope, having seen a lot more of this world and these types of men than he had. 

It was worrying though. Flynn had been unconscious the last time he saw him, knocked 

into a coma by the blow to his head sustained whilst rescuing him. That brought back memories 

Aiden wished he didn’t have. Dante twitched, whining; maybe he sensed his master’s distress 

even in his sleep? 

Breslaw approached, sitting in the seat beside Aiden. “How are the animals, Mr. Parker?” 

“They’re doing okay, I think. I don’t like that they sedated them, and us.” Aiden had 

noticed that Breslaw, too, had been refusing refreshments. He figured that meant the Marshal 

was on their side, or at least being treated that way by the organisation that was now in charge of 

their safety. 

Breslaw nodded, almost imperceptibly. He reached in his pocket, causing the suit nearest 

them to twitch, but pulled out a flask rather than his gun. He took a draught and then offered it to 

Aiden. “It’s rum…appropriate I guess. Wherever they’re taking us I figure we’ll find rum or saki 

or kava.” 

“Yeah, ‘tropical island’ suggests somewhere in Oceania. You don’t know where we’re 

going then either?” That was a cause for anxiety to Aiden. He shook his head at the flask and 

thanked him. He drank from it, so it must be fine, but better safe than sorry. He really didn’t 

want strong spirits right now. 

“It’s all part of the programme, Mr. Parker. Witness relocation at this level has a whole 

different set of protocols to what I’m used to. Don’t worry though, Eidolon are very good at what 

they do. You’ll be safe from the Bratva and the Mafia both.” 



“The Mafia? They’re involved too?” Aiden knew he sounded alarmed. 

“Mr. Tate…” Breslaw hesitated, and Aiden thought he might have heard him swear under 

his breath too. “He managed to piss them off also, long before the rest of you pissed off the 

Bratva. The guy seems to have a talent for such things, unfortunately for him.” 

Aiden looked at Lyle, slumped in his chair fast asleep. Apart from the time they had spent 

in the terminal building together he didn’t really know the man. He was a friend of Gil’s, but 

Flynn had seemed to have some reason for disliking him. He had been working with Vale, but 

had he been working for Vale too? Was there a ticking time bomb amongst them, a member of 

the Bratva hiding himself as one of their victims? 

@—}–—}—— 

Gil ‘woke’ some time later, moved to sit beside Aiden and took over the vigil so the 

teacher could get some rest. A while later Lyle joined him, albeit still a little cool towards him. 

Gil wondered if somehow Lyle knew what had happened in his kitchen, and then recalled 

something about his home being covered by cctv… shit, maybe he did know. Now was not the 

time to discuss it though, no matter how much he was kicking himself for not fessing up that 

same night. Anyway, they hadn’t made any promises to each other, right? 

Aiden woke just in time to hear the seat belts warning ping on. They were down on the 

ground before he had properly shaken off his grogginess. He heard Miles grumbling about the 

risks of DVT on such a long flight, implying he thought they had been drugged, though not 

actually stating it. Aiden was sure they had. 

“We’re transferring to another plane. It’s not finished fuelling up yet, so you’ll be on the 

ground a while,” one of the goons informed them. “Your animals will be exercised while we are 

waiting, and you gentlemen can refresh yourselves over in the private lounge. Our hosts at this 

airfield are very accommodating.” 

Miles and Aiden again refused to let anyone else look after their dogs. This time the dogs 

were kept on their leashes and their owners were escorted on their ‘walkies’. It gave them 



enough of a glance at the place for Miles to realise this wasn’t a public airport, though. No 

wonder they had separated them from Flynn; the notices and banners on the various hangers 

looked to be in Japanese; having some Japanese blood in his background, Flynn would have been 

able to interpret if he’d been there, and maybe they’d know where they were. 

The rest of the men took the opportunity to freshen up and stretch their legs, but their 

guards made sure they didn’t see anything more of their current location than the private lounge 

and bathrooms. When Miles and Aiden returned and reported what they’d seen during their leg-

stretching, Lyle quietly pointed out that signs could easily be faked, as could the distant chatter, 

seemingly Japanese, which they had heard in the distance during their stay here. 

@—}–—}—— 

In under an hour they were trailing back across the tarmac toward a different plane. This 

one was obviously a seaplane, evidenced by the float at the end of each wing. A rough-looking 

man with close-cropped dark hair, dressed in black cargo pants and a black wife beater, greeted 

them. “I’m your pilot, Gideon Sterling.” He certainly didn’t fit the Eidolon mould, Aiden noted. 

He was handsome, muscular, late thirties at a guess, with an English accent of some sort, though 

different from either Lyle’s or Gil’s. Despite the rough appearance, his whole demeanor oozed 

confidence and quiet authority. 

“Good to see you, Gideon,” They watched as Breslaw first shook hands with the stranger, 

then pulled him into a hug which was enthusiastically returned. “I’m glad they’re going to be in 

safe hands. Look after them, they’ve had it rough.” 

Lyle noted the almost imperceptible drawing together of Gideon’s dark eyebrows. Lyle 

had become too adept at reading people to miss the nuances. Gideon was curious, but he didn’t 

ask questions. “You know I’ll do my best.” His voice was pitched to reassure. “Adam, come visit 

soon, okay?” Sterling smiled a little crookedly. “It’s been too long.” 

“I will if they let me,” Breslaw turned to his charges, “I’ve got to leave you here, but 

Gideon is one of the good guys, my Eidolon contact. He’ll make sure you stay safe. Good luck.” 



Breslaw saw their expressions, the betrayal they felt. He hadn’t told them he wasn’t 

travelling all the way to the island with them. There was a brief kerfuffle, but his orders couldn’t 

be changed. Only Lyle took it on the chin, and that hurt Breslaw more than he expected. He 

wanted to hug the man and apologise—to take a proper leaving of all of them in fact—but they 

weren’t even on first name terms. Regretfully, he turned and left, not risking himself by watching 

their plane depart. 



10: The Flynn Conspiracy 

Flynn Archer, with mention of Aiden Parker 

___________________________________________________ 

Time & Place: Who knows? 

Flynn was starting to wonder if this was the world’s most elaborate practical joke. 

Okay, so his real “quarters” were lower rent motel nice, and he actually got a TV, but the 

TV was satellite with no local channels, so he still had no idea where he was. Also, he was 

locked in his room every night at eleven, and they made sure there wasn’t a single way to access 

the lock from the inside, so he was indeed stuck. They weren’t going to make the same mistake 

twice. 

He managed to discover a couple of things. The no windows thing was a continuing 

theme, and eventually he had to ask about it. He got some bullshit feng shui answer that made no 

sense, as feng shui was very much in favour of windows. As for what they expected of him, he 

had a sinking feeling he was being roped into some weird Awmay/Scientologist crossover 

scheme. 

There were other people here, wet behind the ears and fresh faced in a way only 

comfortable upper middle class people were, and they said they were “trainees”. It seemed Flynn 

himself was a “trainee”. In what, exactly? He’d done the short order cook deal, he had his food 

handling card (okay, under the name Jason Collins, but it still counted), so he felt he should be 

allowed to skip orientation. He talked to a lot of these little kids, and he found out not only was 

he the old man of the group (average trainee age: twenty), but he was the only person who ended 

up here not of their own accord. All the other trainees came here because they wanted to, 

because they thought this was a way to “give back” to the world. They were from Ivy League 

schools, MIT, and they could tell him virtually nothing about Eidolon except it was the most 

bestest thing ever in the whole wide world. Okay, that was paraphrasing, but it captured the 



general mood. Eidolon was, according to Up With People 2.0, a cutting edge humanitarian 

agency that also worked with cutting edge technology and “alternative real world solutions”, but 

it sounded like PR buzzwords regurgitated for naïve ears. 

The “trainees” were assigned a “personal facilitator”, and his was a perky, plain faced 

brunette named Mindy. They were supposed to answer questions and take requests, although 

Flynn found that to be false advertising. He never got answers to his questions, and while he 

requested a Tom of Finland air hockey table, it had yet to show. After sitting through yet another 

orientation film extolling the virtues of super wonderful Eidolon, he told Mindy he really needed 

to talk to Pierce, because he just wasn’t putting up with this bullshit much longer. She stared at 

him with her big, moon cow eyes, and said, “It’s been one day.” 

“Well, it feels like eight years.” And it did. Loss of personal freedom had that effect on 

him. 

After the orientation film, he was sent with about a dozen trainees to a small room with 

padded gym mats on the floor. He knew what this was going to be long before the thick necked, 

muscle guy with a face like a cow pat appeared, dressed only in a gi and hair gel. He introduced 

himself as “Sensei Poulin”, which just made Flynn shake his head. He was whiter than an 

albino’s inner thigh, and on top of that, he just radiated an asshole vibe that made Flynn want to 

nut punch him and spit in his drink. 

According to Big Stupid, everyone in the room had some level of offensive or self-

defense training, and his job was to assess their abilities. Flynn glanced around at the other 

trainees, wondering what any of them could do, and finally said, “While I was fucking your 

mother she told me you wet the bed until you were twenty-two, but she blamed that on the 

inbreeding.” There were mostly gasps from his fellow trainees, although someone in the back 

snickered. When Big Stupid glared at him with his porcine blue eyes, Flynn pointed out, “You 

said you were assessing our offensive capabilities. How was that?” 

There was the slightest twitch in his lantern jaw, but Big Stupid fought his emotions 

down like a trooper. “I think you’re the first volunteer, Trainee Archer.” 



He couldn’t say he didn’t see that one coming. When your mouth wrote a check, you 

usually had to hope your butt could cash it. With a sigh, he levered himself out of his folding 

chair and stepped onto the grungy blue mats. “You know, I’ve actually killed a person. Do we 

really need to be doing this?” 

More gasps, although not so many this time, probably because most of the kids in the 

room thought he was joking. Big Stupid had this look in his eye that suggested he knew he 

wasn’t. He was eying Flynn like he would a rabid dog. “Could just have been luck. It’s best we 

find out now.” 

Flynn had a sneaking suspicion this guy was supposed to make an example of him. He 

bet he could too. Guys with no neck were usually good at kicking ass, and little else. 

Flynn stood loose, trying to remember the stuff he learned from the tae kwon do classes 

his dad made him take as a kid, and then he gave up. It didn’t matter; Big Stupid had to be better 

at this than he ever could be. He couldn’t fight him on his terms, not successfully. He had to get 

Big to fight on his terms. The question was how. 

As if to prove that, Flynn waited for Big to make the first move, a chop towards the face, 

and while Flynn got an arm up to deflect it, it was a feint, and the big thug’s real move, a left 

upper cut, connected. Flynn saw stars, and as he staggered, Big Stupid swept his legs out from 

under him and sent him sprawling on his back. “Lesson one,” Big Stupid said, crowing to the 

crowd. “No matter your skill level, there’s always something you can learn.” 

Flynn wiped his mouth, sure he could taste blood, and got up to his feet. “Sucker punch. 

Can’t do it twice.” 

Big Stupid gave him a self-satisfied smirk, and threw another lazy punch towards his face, 

which Flynn blocked with his forearm, but this time he was ready for the left handed hit and 

blocked that one too as Big launched a kick that hit him in the side of the knee. Of course the 

knee buckled, and as he dropped to one knee on the mat, Big planted a solid kick to his chest that 

put him back down on the floor again. 



“Lesson two,” Big said. “Even when you think you’re ready, you might not be.” 

Flynn was really tired of looking at this ceiling, and on top of that, his chest now hurt. He 

was going to bill Eidolon for the bruise he was sure to have after this. “Okay, now you’re pissing 

me off.” He rolled up to all fours, then got to his feet. 

Big Stupid’s smile was smug and teasing. “You’re free to sit down.” 

“So are you. What are you waiting for?” 

He sighed in a tolerant, amused way. “As you wish.” 

Flynn stepped forward, as if he was going to make the first move, but Big was fast, and 

he threw a punch that Flynn already knew was a feint because of the way he hadn’t stepped into 

it. On each genuine hit, Big had shifted the weight to the balls of his feet; on the feints, he kept 

the weight on his heels. So Flynn didn’t bother to block the blow. Instead, he decided to kick a 

field goal between Big Stupid’s legs. 

He connected solidly with Big’s balls, and the man let out a sort of pained huff as he 

doubled over, allowing Flynn to grab his head and send it down to meet his upraised knee. Big’s 

face crunched against Flynn’s kneecap, and Flynn shoved him down to the mats. “Lesson three,” 

Flynn told the shocked faces of the trainees. “Even a dick ass who calls himself a “sensei” can 

become smug and stupid. And here’s some other shit this butt clown probably won’t teach you. 

No fight is clean, and there are no rules. None. The faster you can end a fight, the better, and no 

matter how big or more experienced your opponent is, if you’re willing to do anything to survive 

– and I mean anything, kiddies – there’s a good chance you will. Points are not handed out for 

technique or Marquis of Queensbury rules, and if you’re waiting to launch your “big” move, 

you’ll never get the chance to use it.” 

Big Stupid had shoved himself up to his hands and knees, shaking his head, hand 

unconsciously snaking down to his bruised dick. He was panting, suggesting he was trying to 

breathe through the pain. Did that ever work? “Also, learning how to take a beating and roll with 

it is as valuable as learning how to hand one out. ‘Cause, no matter how dominant you are, you 



will get hit, and you will lose fights. You gotta learn to go with it, and learn from your mistakes. 

Oh, and one last thing.” Flynn approached Big Stupid, and when Big looked up, Flynn punched 

him in the nose. There was an audible crack, and he exclaimed an almost incoherent curse as he 

rolled onto his back and grabbed his face as blood seeped between his fingers. “The nose is the 

most broken bone in men’s bodies. There’s a good reason for that.” 

Two thick armed goons appeared, their faces as inexpressive as Easter Island statues. He 

wasn’t fighting them, mainly because there was no point. “Also, learn to recognize when you 

have no chance of winning a fight, and find an alternate way of obtaining your goals. With that, 

it looks like I’m gonna be spending a night in the box. Sensei Archer out, bitches.” He flashed 

them a two fingered peace sign which could pull double duty as an offensive hand gesture, and 

followed one of the thick armed goons out, the other following right behind him, making him the 

center of yet another ‘ugly’ sandwich. 

To his surprise, they led him back to his quarters, but as soon as the door opened and the 

first goon stepped aside, he saw he had a visitor. A tall man with walnut colored hair and the 

bland, square jawed handsomeness of a reporter on a network news show was sitting in the 

room’s lone armchair, his dark suit impeccable and his hazel eyes unreadable. The man – whom 

Flynn mentally dubbed Captain Haircut, due to his undoubtedly expensive but still not flattering 

‘do – simply nodded at the goons, and they left, closing the door behind him. “You look a bit 

overdressed for a hit man,” Flynn said. 

Captain Haircut raised an eyebrow at that. “You really think we’re the bad guys, huh?” 

“Good, evil, I don’t know, and I don’t really care. I’m being played here, and I’m sick of 

it. Do what you’re gonna do so I can get out of here and get on with my life.” 

Captain Haircut gave him a disappointed look that would have been more at home on the 

face of his dad, if his dad wasn’t a dismembered corpse. “We have an agreement. We keep Aiden 

safe, you work with us. That little display in the training room didn’t appear to be working with 

us.” 



Flynn flopped on his bed, deciding to stare at this ceiling for a while. He rubbed his jaw, 

and felt a lump forming. Goddamn it, he was going to have to ask Mindy for an ice pack, wasn‘t 

he? “I have no evidence you’re living up to your end of the bargain. And these games you’re 

playing suck.” 

Haircut shifted in the chair, and Flynn glanced over at him, wondering if he was going to 

pull a gun. But Haircut pulled out a phone, which he dicked with for a moment. What a time to 

send a text. Finally, he turned the phone towards Flynn, and a small video was playing on the 

tiny screen. His heart caught in his throat as he realized he was watching Aiden from a distance, 

loading a suitcase in a car. He sat up and reached for the phone, but Haircut held it back. “As you 

can see, we’re moving him somewhere safe, somewhere where the Russian mob will never find 

him.” He snapped the phone shut, and tucked it back in his pocket. “And, in spite of your asshole 

behavior, someone here wants you to succeed, Flynn. You’re being moved up to advanced 

training, which means you will be reunited with your boyfriend sooner, as long as you play by 

the rules.” 

There were so many things wrong with these statements he almost didn’t know where to 

begin. “What do you mean someone wants to see me succeed? Who?” 

Captain Haircut stood up, pulling on his sports coat to straighten out any wrinkles. 

“Finish advanced training, and find out.” He rapped on the door, and one of the goons waiting 

outside opened it for him. 

Before the door closed, Flynn said, “Could you cryptic that up for me? That made too 

much sense.” He knew Haircut heard him, but the only response was the shutting of the door. 

Well, they’d proved one thing. They had access to Aiden. But were they protecting him, 

or just keeping him in reserve to use as a threat? Flynn wished he knew, but he also knew that, 

until he figured it out, he had to keep Aiden safe. 

Goddamn it, he hated these no win scenarios. 



11: So Where The Bloody Hell Are You? 

Miles Sutherland and Gideon Sterling 

with mention of Carter (Gil) Gillespie, Lyle Ashley Tate, Aiden Parker and 

Flynn Archer 

___________________________________________________ 

25th January 6.00am, Mystery Island 

“We’ll be landing soon; you better go back and tell everyone to strap themselves in.” 

Gideon’s words roused Miles from his semi-doze. About bloody time. The seaplane flight 

had taken fucking forever. Apparently it was Tuesday the 25th — again — their own personal 

Groundhog Day. Hopefully this version would be an improvement on the last one: they’d done 

nothing but fly over water; lots of water, in fact a fucking endless amount of water. 

After conveying the message, Miles returned to his seat in the cockpit. By his 

calculations, they’d been flying almost non-stop for thirty hours since leaving Japan. Their 

“minders” were sure pushing the schedule here, even the crew were getting tired. Having spent 

ten hours asleep during the flight in the Gulfstream and another ten during the first leg in the 

seaplane, Miles had been happy to switch places with the co-pilot and let the man stretch out and 

get a rest break. 

Anyway, sitting up front killed two birds with one stone: he could pump the pilot for 

information and avoid having to talk to Gil and the others. They were probably still shirty with 

him for not keeping watch when he was meant to. Problem was, flying bored him shitless. 

Anyway, as far as he was concerned, if Eidolon wanted to harm them, they would have done so 

by now. That didn’t mean he trusted the organisation or its minions. Far from it. Too many 

things didn’t add up. 



Gideon hadn’t exactly been chatty during the flight, refusing to answer any direct 

question about where they were going or what they’d be doing when they got there. Miles had 

started to wonder whether the pilot had any more knowledge of what was in store for them than 

he had. 

The dour man had been happier to talk about the plane he was flying. Apparently Eidolon 

bought it from the Japanese manufacturers for amphibious search and rescues. While it wasn’t as 

luxurious as the Gulfstream, it must have still cost a bomb. The inside was equipped with tiers of 

stretchers lining the sides of the slender pressurized cabin, acting as bunks. That’s where his 

companions had spent most of the flight. Even that hadn’t been enough to convince Miles that 

there was any truth in the disaster relief cover story they’d used to explain their sudden departure 

from Haven Falls. The equipment on board seemed excessively sophisticated for a humanitarian 

effort, especially compared to what he’d experienced previously. Apart from state of the art 

medical equipment, sonar screens and other tracking devices were packed into a couple of 

cubicles next to the cockpit. 

At each of the refueling stops, they’d also been told to stay inside, their minders only 

allowing him and Aiden out when they kicked up a stink about exercising their dogs. Miles had 

tried to work out where they’d landed, but their surroundings hadn’t given them any clue. The 

whole time they were outside, Gideon stood guard with a loaded automatic rifle slung over his 

shoulder. 

Protecting them or stopping them from escaping? The gun just made Miles even more 

suspicious of what was going on. 

“Fuck.” Gideon’s quietly muttered expletive startled Miles. 

“Is there something wrong?” 

“There’s more damage than when I was here before.” A few taps of his fingers on the 

semi-circular steering wheel were the only visible signs the man was concerned. 



Dark aviator glasses may have protected Gideon’s eyes, but Miles had to squint against 

the glare of the early morning sun as their final destination came into view. Lucky he hadn’t 

taken any bets on the issue. It looked like at least a category three storm had hit. Nearly all the 

trees had been stripped bare, though most of the coconut palms had survived reasonably well: 

fronds hanging drunkenly from their trunks, connected only by the thick central fibres, broken 

but not yet dead enough to fall off. 

“Steady girl,” Gideon muttered as he struggled to keep the plane on track in the face of 

the strong wind. 

Girl? Miles smiled. He’d christened the seaplane ‘Storm Boy,’ as soon as he’d seen it, 

because it reminded him of a book he’d read about a pelican back in fifth grade. Gideon had 

certainly added to the impression, skimming the plane only metres above the wave tops at times, 

just like a bird coming in to land and then rising slowly to a more normal cruising height. Miles 

suspected Gideon was testing the plane, seeing what it could do. 

As soon as the seaplane was tethered to a bollard, Miles settled Darren’s hold-all onto his 

shoulder, picked up Roofie and clambered down onto the floating pontoon and then up onto the 

fixed jetty. The tide was out now, so it was a bit of a scramble. As soon as Roofie’s feet hit the 

deck, the dog bounded over to one of the railing supports and immediately relieved himself. 

While he waited, Miles stretched and grunted in satisfaction as all the kinks popped in his 

back. A sign saying Welcome to Wherever would have been a help in identifying their location. 

But, nope, nothing but a long white jetty attached to a coral atoll. The fact that they’d re-crossed 

the dateline meant they were somewhere to the east of New Zealand. Seeing there were over 

seven hundred islands in Polynesia, that still didn’t tell him much. They definitely hadn’t come 

to any of the major islands of Fiji, Hawaii, Tahiti or Noumea. He’d been to all of those with his 

parents as a kid. This place was different. 

It was strange that there was no-one here to meet them though. Usually whenever the 

Medecins sans Frontieres team arrived, they were greeted by locals, anxious to get their help. 



Miles turned and checked out the opposite side of the lagoon. There was another island 

there, larger than the one they were on. From this distance, it looked a bit like a sphinx resting 

with its forepaws stretched out in front. One half seemed almost flat and then rose quite steeply 

to a rounded off peak. Rapatoka. 

A quick tug of the lead told him Roofie was finished and impatient to be off. His dog 

grinned up at him as if to say: “Bet you wish you could do that!” then sniffed the air, taking in all 

the new scents. Miles took a deep breath. The familiar tang of saltwater was overladen with the 

smell of rotting seaweed. 

Oh, what the heck, there was nothing to harm him here. Miles unclipped the lead and 

Roofie took off. Miles let him go; his mutt was probably dying to take another leak, a dump and 

stretch his legs in no particular order. Although the plane had been equipped with a head and a 

hand-held shower, Miles wanted to do the same. 

As he followed his dog along the wooden structure, Miles studied the beach area. Broken 

branches and leaves were piled up with the seaweed. It was like a broom had come along and 

swept up the mess for them. Splashes of color: plastic bottles, white styrofoam segments mingled 

with the rubbish at the high water mark. Coconuts littered the beach area and some bobbed in the 

water like apples in a barrel. A few were covered in brown fibre, indicating they were ripe, but 

many were still green. At least they wouldn’t starve. 

Roofie gave a startled yelp as he jumped off the end of the jetty and landed in shallow 

water, the spray flying up around him. Miles laughed; the look on his dog’s face was priceless. 

He’d obviously never seen that much water before. Not warm water at any rate. Droplets 

glistened in the early morning sun as his dog shook himself off, then headed to one of the pier’s 

supports. His tail wagged after he christened it as if happy to claim the island as his own. 

There was still no sign that anyone else was here. Surely the locals weren’t too injured to 

seek help. 

Miles took off his loafers, shoved them in the top of Darren’s emergency kit bag and 

stopped for a minute to bury his feet in the warm sand before walking along the water’s edge. 



Coming to a Pacific Island had always meant meeting up with Darren again. He stared at the 

low-lying bushes lining the edge of the beach, half expecting to see a dark-haired teenager 

running out to greet him, talking non-stop, boasting about the fish he’d already caught and the 

great times they would have. Miles swallowed back tears and tried to chew a chunk out of the 

inside of his cheek. From the time Sandra Pierce had handed him the glossy brochure about a 

resort called Mystery Island, Miles had tried to blank his mind, refusing to think about what it 

might be like. 

Gil had tried first to cheer him up, then snap him out of his funk, but disaster or no 

disaster, coming here was a mistake. He had too many memories, good memories… no, great 

memories, of places just like this. Darren would have been in his element. He hated the cold and 

the snow and loved running around with next to nothing on, getting more tanned every day. 

Miles just got sunburned and freckled. 

Still there was no sign of habitation. Not in this section of the island at least. The beach of 

pure white sand stretched in a gentle uninterrupted curve as far as the eye could see. 

A loud bark drew his attention back to the plane. Miles turned to check out what was 

going on and was surprised to find that while lost in his memories of Darren, he’d walked farther 

than he realized. Dante had joined Roofie, and the two dogs were chasing each other round and 

around in the shallow water near the jetty. They seemed quite happy with their new surroundings, 

not fazed by the heat or the difference from the place they’d left forty-two hours earlier. 

Gideon was unloading crates and boxes, handing them across to his companions who 

dutifully stacked them in a pile. There wasn’t much room on the jetty and everybody seemed to 

be getting in each other’s way. None of them seemed too interested in checking that there were 

no injured people around, surprisingly not even Gil. 

Should he go back and help, Miles wondered briefly. Nah. He started walking again. One 

more pair of hands won’t make much difference, and someone has to check the place out. 

He sighed. Admit it, mate, you’re avoiding Gil. For a while he’d thought maybe he was 

finished grieving for Darren. Coming here had proved that wrong. 



He ducked onto a narrow path leading inland. After a few gentle turns, a clearing stood 

before him. On one side were some native style bures like the ones in every Polynesian resort 

he’d ever stayed in. Most of their traditional woven-leaf exterior walls had been shredded off by 

the storm, leaving only the skeletons remaining, but a couple must have been protected by a 

couple of large above-ground water tanks, as they were more or less intact. 

To his left was a long low building, modern and also apparently undamaged, its roof 

covered in solar panels. Miles tried to open the door, but it was locked. Peering through the 

narrow glass inserts in the ornately carved wood, he could see a reception desk and beyond that a 

few sofas and chairs. Again no sign of people. 

Where was Flynn when you needed him? Although he’d never been able to prove it, 

Miles had a fair suspicion that his missing friend was pretty good at lock-picking. Miles could 

bash the glass in, but why bother? There didn’t seem to be anyone needing his help here. 

He headed towards the closest of the two bures that looked habitable and pushed open the 

door. A green lizard scuttled up the far wall and hid behind a tall bookcase. Even though the 

walls were still there, the roof obviously wasn’t watertight. Discoloration of the bed coverings 

showed where they’d been saturated and dried out. Little puddles of water still remained in 

places. 

The other bure was in better condition. Miles used the toilet and was somewhat surprised 

to find it still worked. Washing his hands, he stared at himself in the mirror. He’d been to the 

barber about a week before all the shit hit the fan back in Haven Falls, so he didn’t look too ratty. 

Just as well, because from the looks of things there wasn’t much in the way of facilities here. 

Miles ran his finger over the top of the bedside table and wiped off the dust he collected. 

Strange. Either housekeeping was slack or these buildings had been empty long before the 

cyclone hit. 

He slung Darren’s bag over his shoulder again as he walked back outside. A few more 

minutes of wandering around confirmed that the resort, for want of a better word, was deserted 

except for some wildlife that scurried away when he walked inside the damaged buildings. 



Definitely no sign of villagers or locals, injured or otherwise. Maybe they were further 

down the island. The sound of engines startled him. He looked up to see the seaplane climbing 

back up into the sky and heading off in an easterly direction. Now he could see it in flight, the 

resemblance to a pelican was even more marked. 

Another path led off from the clearing. Should he go back to the others first? They were 

probably wondering where he was. Miles hesitated for a second then set off to check it out. 

Seeing the bures had set his thoughts racing back into the past again. Memories of furtive gropes 

and stolen kisses as he and Darren tried to find places they could escape from the prying eyes of 

his sister, Siobahn. Running down paths like this, trying to lose her, laughing their heads off and 

stopping as soon as they realized they were alone. 

Each year it had been the same. No matter how many letters they’d sent to each other, 

nothing matched that first touch, that first press of lips against lips. The playful touch turning 

into something more serious as they got older. Eventually when they turned eighteen, they’d 

stayed behind when their parents went to a traditional island feast, pleading exhaustion from 

swimming and fishing all day, undressing each other slowly and finally making love. 

He’d thought he was ready to move on, but how could he cheapen that memory by 

having sex with someone when his heart wasn’t involved? 

He should go back and apologize to Gil. As far as the young man was concerned, he’d 

been as bad as a starving dog with a piece of meat, snarling at anyone who came near. And 

didn’t that say a lot about how low he’d sunk, to objectify Gil like that? Thinking of him as a 

piece of meat not a person. Gil deserved to be treated better than that… a lot better. 

Miles stared blindly at a clump of pandanus lining the edge of the sand. A dark shape was 

pulled up in the shade. The image swum in the tears gathered in his eyes. Was that some sort of 

boat? 

He stumbled towards it, catching his foot slightly on one of the exposed roots. Something 

hit his head and the world went black. 



12: Not What We Expected 

Gideon Sterling, Carter (Gil) Gillespie, Lyle Ashley Tate 

with mention of Miles Sutherland and Aiden Parker 

___________________________________________________ 

Early morning, 25th January, Mystery Island 

Gideon waved to the plane as it rose into the air again, shielding his eyes against the 

sun’s glare. He just about saw his co-pilot give him the thumbs up as the plane banked and 

turned, heading out into the flawless blue. Gideon surveyed the men who stood nearby, looking 

like fish out of water. He had to sympathise, Breslaw hadn’t given too much away on the phone, 

but he had intimated that their present situation wasn’t the fault of the disparate group he saw 

before him. They were victims of circumstance. 

He’d sensed tension between Gillespie, Tate and Sutherland, while Parker had seemed 

withdrawn and even more anxious than the rest. The kid had almost had a meltdown before he 

picked them up in Japan and would only be placated by a phone call. He had kept well out of that. 

If Pierce was dealing with them, frankly it was no wonder. Parker had calmed considerably but 

Gideon would lay bets that he was suffering PTSD. Of the others, Gillespie and Sutherland 

looked to be the better prepared for this jaunt, although they were medical personnel and rumour 

had it one of them had served with Medecins sans Frontieres. He couldn’t remember which one. 

Sutherland was the doctor, wasn’t he, and Gillespie a paramedic? They were both useful people 

to have around. 

“Okay, gentlemen, we’d better get this stuff stowed. There’s another storm-front coming 

over tonight and we’ll need to get the rest of these boxes under cover fast. According to the 

satellite data it’s not going to be a bad one, but it’s bound to be wet. We need to effect repairs 

asap.” Gideon noted that Sutherland had already gone walkabout. One less pair of hands to help, 



he thought with exasperation. “Right, guys, I’m not going to put too fine point on this, but we 

need all hands on deck. I expect you to at least show willing and not sit on your arses, getting a 

tan.” He shouldered a large pack and picked up a tool box. 

“We’re not stupid. We didn’t ask to come here. We’re not fucking tourists, and we’re not 

bloody labourers either…” Tate seemed to be winding up for a real rant. Gideon sighed heavily. 

“No, Mr.Tate, you are not fucking tourists, and you are not bloody labourers as you so 

eloquently put it. But what you are is part of a team. You and I are stuck here at least for the 

foreseeable future and as such, we need to depend on each other. Otherwise life here is going to 

be that much harder for all of us. Now, I am sure you are in need of a shower, food and bed. I 

know I am. All that and more can be yours, but first, we get this stuff shifted. Am I making 

myself clear?” Gideon’s voice had hardened. He really didn’t want any shit from any of them. 

There was a lot of equipment to move to the resort complex and nothing to move it with except 

their own muscles. They had Bill and Colly with them, but there was a heap of shit that wouldn’t 

fare well if left to the elements. After flying for 30 hours Gideon wanted a shower and to stretch 

out on his bunk, but knew that was a while away yet. The others had been flying longer than that, 

so although he couldn’t tolerate it right now, he could see why they would be a bit pissy; that and 

being ripped out of their comfort zones with less than twenty-four hours notice. 

“Fine by me.” Gil shouldered his backpack and grabbed his canvas bag, picking up 

another toolbox in his other hand. Balanced, he followed Gideon without complaint as the big 

man moved along the jetty. As they moved out, it seemed as though Gideon also walked with a 

very slight limp, and Gil resolved to ask him about it. Boy, he had a nice arse on him. Gil 

mentally slapped himself. It wasn’t five minutes ago that he had been fucked into the mattress by 

Miles. He wondered where the doctor had got to. Vaguely concerned, Gil hoped Miles hadn’t got 

himself into trouble somewhere. The dogs had run off as well, too busy playing to heed their 

masters, enjoying their freedom after such a long time cooped up on the plane. Aiden was quiet, 

carrying his own and what Gil presumed was Flynn’s bag too. Miles’ case was also there in the 

pile. Gil decided he would come back for that, unless Miles put in an appearance later. 



It looked to Gil like Gideon’s ploy of turning away from Lyle had worked; he filed the 

ploy for later use if needs be. Lyle bent and grabbed some bags from the jetty and came after 

them. Lyle Tate was too intelligent to bother wasting breath arguing with a man’s back. Aiden 

came after, trailing slightly, looking despondent. He was obviously missing Flynn but for the life 

of him, Gil couldn’t imagine what the teacher saw in the obnoxious little shit. 

The trail to the complex was a bit overgrown but Gideon had ordered it be kept that way. 

The less visible they were from the shore the better. Everyone followed him through the trees 

and up toward the reception building, which from the air had looked the least badly damaged of 

the buildings. He produced a key and opened the door and guided them past the built-in 

reception desk, through another set of double doors and left down a short corridor. Thankfully 

his assessment from the air had been right, this building seemed pretty intact and water tight. 

“We can get some shut eye once we get all our stuff inside.” He opened a door on what 

looked like a hospital ward. “Stow your stuff in here then come help me shift the rest, okay? 

Your sheets and pillowcases are on the jetty right now.” Gideon ducked out and left them to it. 

@—}–—}—— 

The room was outfitted with six bed frames–thankfully with mattresses–but little else. 

One door in the corner lead to a toilet, they quickly discovered. There was a scramble to use the 

facilities. 

Lyle looked at the place with dismay. That it was basic wasn’t a worry, but that it was 

communal was. How the hell was he going to get around this one? Gil was the only one aware of 

his transman status, as far as he knew, and he wasn’t ready or willing to come out to everyone 

right now. He drew a few deep breaths, pushing down the emotions that were roiling around in 

him, trying to work out a way past the issues. He was so damn tired though! 

He had no idea what Sterling knew about them all. He had already worked out that 

Gideon Sterling was their new guardian angel, though. Or demon? Either way, he would have to 

speak to him, alone, and as soon as possible. 



13: A Warm Welcome 

Miles Sutherland and some Rapatokan natives 
(friendly and otherwise) 

with mention of Aiden Parker and Carter (Gil) Gillespie 

___________________________________________________ 

Morning 25th January, halfway between Rapatoka and Mystery Islands 

Miles moaned and opened his eyes. What the? Two large feet filled his vision. Wet gritty 

sand rubbed against the side of his face as he moved slightly. Pain ricocheted through this body 

and the image morphed into a pink and brown blur. He shut his eyes. Ah, that was better; now he 

could identify the culprits. Left temple, back of the head, both shoulders… Shit, everything hurt. 

Added to that, he was trussed up like a bloody turkey: hands and feet tied together into a neat 

bundle, ready for roasting. He tried to roll over and sit up. The world rocked alarmingly and loud 

incomprehensible yells stung his ears. He stopped moving. The canoe, for that’s what he worked 

out he was in, lurched forward again, travelling even faster than before. 

Damn. Even if he did manage to overturn the flimsy craft, what would that achieve? 

From the air, the dark blue in the centre of the lagoon suggested the water was bloody deep. He 

didn’t want to test how deep or whether his Houdini impressions were as good as Roofie’s. With 

the amount of weight he’d packed on, he wouldn’t need cement shoes to do the job properly. 

“Ah-hee noo-oh.” 

“Low-ah-hee noo-oh” 

The unfamiliar phrases shot back and forth over his head repeatedly in time with the 

rhythmic splash of paddles. 

Two men. 



Memory returned. It had been a boat pulled up in the shade, an outrigger of sorts. Good 

one, Miles, seeing the locals are far from friendly, let’s hope for once the missionaries did come 

a’calling on their door-knocking tour of the Pacific all those years ago. He didn’t fancy being 

“long pig” on the communal barbie. 

What now?  

He fumbled with the cord at his wrists. By the looks of things his captors had woven 

some fibres together into a makeshift rope. Shouldn’t be too hard to get it off. He flexed his 

wrists in and out, trying to loosen his bindings. Normally when Darren had tied him up for a little 

BDSM, getting free was the last thing he wanted to do. Unfortunately these guys didn’t look as if 

a little spanking was on their minds. Pity, because from the looks of the muscular calves and the 

size of the feet, the guy sitting on the bench above him was a strong enough bastard to deliver a 

good whack. 

Miles snorted softly under his breath. As soon as he made it back to civilisation he was 

checking himself in to see a shrink. One minute he was getting all touchy feely, thinking he 

might have hurt Gil’s feelings by fucking him, now he was conjuring up all sorts of deviant ideas 

about anonymous sex with guys who were probably more interested in eating him and not in a 

good way. 

He yanked at the cord, rejoicing in the sudden snap. A startled yell greeted him, followed 

shortly after by a searing pain in his temple, the right one this time, and the world went dark… 

again. 

@—}–—}—— 

Miles stared up at the ceiling above him. Patches of black mould stained the areas where 

paint no longer clung to the surface. The soft, dry mattress beneath him told him he was no 

longer in the canoe. 

His head felt as if he’d just gone ten rounds with Anthony Mundine, or two rounds with 

Mike Tyson. He wasn’t sure which would have been worse. Both temples felt tender, one where 



the butt end of a paddle had crashed down on him seconds after he’d managed to free himself 

and the other where he’d hit his head on the root of a tree after being felled from behind. 

A triple whammy. His eyes drifted shut. 

“Are you alright?” 

The female voice was slightly accented, possibly New Zealand but not quite. At least she 

spoke English. Miles opened his eyes and carefully turned his head to one side. The woman in 

the other bed grimaced as she propped herself up on one elbow. 

“Lucas.” 

Miles was about to correct her, when he realized she wasn’t talking to him but calling out 

to someone else. A young man came towards the bed and stood there shyly watching him as she 

fired a string of incomprehensible words. He was young, fourteen or fifteen maybe? Big dark 

eyes; long, curly black hair; smooth, mocha-coloured skin; handsome—perfect jail-bait, in fact. 

When she finished, the teenager smiled, nodded and left without speaking. Moments later he 

returned with a basin of cold water and wet washcloth which he used to dab ineffectually at the 

swellings on Miles’ head. 

Miles grabbed the basin and cloth from his hand and swung his legs off the bed, making 

the room do a passable impression of the cha cha. Bile rose in his throat for a second as his brain 

threatened to explode. He lent forward and upended the bowl over his head. As the water trickled 

through his hair and down his beard, he folded the cloth lengthwise so it could cover both 

temples and buried his head in the damp material. 

By the time the coolness had disappeared he found his world had settled enough to face 

the music again. Sometimes surviving hard knocks as a rugby prop forward came in handy. His 

coach had always said his head was as hard as a rock, or had he said he had rocks in his head? 

Same thing. 

The lady on the opposite bed was lying prone again. The edges of her mouth twisted up 

as if in pain. Shit. He might have felt like death warmed up, she looked like death warmed up. 



Probably in her early forties, not that much older than he was, but care or life had worn her down. 

Miles took a deep breath and winced as a familiar smell entered his nostrils. 

No, her problem was more serious. A torrent of words reminded him that the young boy 

she had summoned was still there. Miles didn’t have a clue what he’d said, but a few gestures 

told the story. The boy pointed to his leg and mimed something snapping in two. The way his 

gaze darted between the prone figure on the bed and Miles showed he was worried about her. 

With good reason. From the smell of things, gangrene had set in. 

Miles gingerly looked around and breathed a sigh of relief at the sight of the bag with its 

big red cross sitting on the end of his bed. Hopefully nothing inside was broken. Given the way 

he’d been manhandled, the chances weren’t good. 

Should he do anything? These were the people who had kidnapped him. Not too long ago 

he’d even thought he was in danger of being eaten. The acrid smell from the woman’s bed was 

starting to turn his stomach, but the worried look on the boy’s face and the way she’d summoned 

help for him stopped his dithering. One touch on the women’s forehead showed she had a 

temperature. Not raging, but significant. He threw the cloth and basin at the startled boy and 

pointed at the woman. Maybe he wasn’t as bad at charades as he thought. The boy ran out of the 

room and soon after, he heard the sound of running water. 

Miles grabbed Darren’s emergency medical kit and rummaged inside. Thank God the 

morphine ampoules had survived. He quickly prepared the injection site and slid the needle into 

her arm. As he did, she lifted one eyelid and struggled for a second, pointing to her leg, trying to 

tell him something. She’d stopped speaking English, though, reverting back to her native 

language. He shrugged and nodded. Heck, most people would have been screaming by now. This 

woman was one tough customer. 

As he took her pulse, he glanced around. He’d been in hospitals in third world countries 

enough times to recognise that despite the simplicity and lack of equipment, he was in one now. 

A couple of stands for IV solutions, some urinals lying around and beds covered in luridly 

patterned sheets jutting out from each wall. There was no sign of his captors, though. The young 



man who had returned with the refilled basin was nothing like the big men who’d been in the 

outrigger with him. 

Miles wet the cloth and bathed the woman’s face for a second and gestured for the young 

man to do the same. As the boy worked, Miles pulled off the sheet covering her and turned his 

head as the smell of rotting flesh escaped. Just as well the morphine had taken effect. No way 

would she have been able to bear the pain if she’d been conscious. 

The young man flinched, his startled gaze darting to Miles. He tried to give his best ‘I can 

work miracles smile’ in return, but he’d got out of practice with those. Reassuring people about 

their ingrown toenails and high blood pressure as he had for the last few months wasn’t quite the 

same. 

Miles retrieved the basin from the boy’s nerveless fingers and placed it on the bedside 

table. The young man was shifting from foot to foot as if anxious to be gone. There was no way 

Miles could fix this alone. He needed help, fast. Miles mimicked paddling and stuck two fingers 

in the air. A flicker of recognition flashed in the young man’s eyes. Miles repeated the action and 

then pointed to the bed and shouted, “Now.” 

The boy disappeared. Hopefully the message got through. He sighed as he drew back the 

woman’s traditional hospital gown. Definitely a break in her lower leg, the area had been 

covered by a loosely applied bandage. It was moving. 

As soon as he’d exposed the wound, Miles took a step back and stared at the squirming 

mass that swarmed in the open wound where the snapped tibia had penetrated the skin. That’s 

why she wasn’t as sick as he’d expected her to be. He smiled and looked admiringly at the 

woman on the bed. Apart from a few sections of dead tissue, the maggots were doing a superb 

job. They couldn’t fix the break though. Someone here knew what they were doing, and he was 

prepared to bet his bottom dollar, it was the woman herself. 

Gil would have been having a fit, wanting to hook her up to IV infusions and checking 

her vitals every few minutes. If he’d had the young paramedic here, Miles would have been glad 

of the help, but every minute counted. The leg had to be reset and fast. 



A loud commotion at the door made him glance up. The cavalry had arrived. Now he 

could get a good look at his captors, he didn’t wonder at the pain in his head. Tweedledum and 

Tweedledee stood before him. Two Pacific Island giants, almost identical. He may be over six 

foot tall, but these guys made him feel small. Good, they’d brought their paddles. 

Miles beckoned to them and they shuffled forward. He wasn’t sure whether they were 

scared of him, the woman on the bed or the maggots feeding on the necrotic tissue in the wound. 

Possibly all three. 

After tipping out the water, Miles used tweezers to carefully relocate the maggots to the 

empty bowl, then used some saline to wash the wound. The broken bone was clearly exposed, 

but the tissue around it was nicely pink, only a few traces of black remained. 

After grabbing some bandages, and putting everything else he needed on a sterile sheet 

on the bed, he pulled one of the waiting men forward. Gripping his shoulder gently but firmly he 

pointed to the unconscious woman, and showed him where he wanted him to stand. He did the 

same to the other then barked at them: “Stay”. Their glances kept shifting to the door, and he 

detected a whiff of alcohol on their breath, but the command seemed to work as well on them as 

it did Roofie. Good. 

Miles gestured to the two men to hold the woman’s shoulders as he had shown them. 

They did so reluctantly as if they were scared of her which was crazy given the fact she was tiny 

in comparison to them. As soon as he was sure his patient was as immobile as possible, Miles 

took hold of her lower leg. Good the pulse in her foot was still present; the artery wasn’t trapped. 

He made sure they were both looking at him. “Ready,” he warned, “now.” 

He pulled the leg toward him and grunted with satisfaction as a quick twist settled the 

bone into the correct position. Thanks to the flesh that had been eaten away, at least he could see 

what he was doing. The splintered bones meshed in as well as could be expected barring proper 

pinning and plates. 

His patient regained consciousness briefly during the violent procedure but quickly 

slipped back under. After snipping away a couple of pieces of dangling flesh, Miles returned a 



few of the smaller maggots to the wound and covered the wound with some open mesh gauze to 

ensure the little critters could breath and didn’t escape. Now for a splint. Placing one of the 

paddles between her legs, he strapped her limbs together above and below the wound. 

His captors grabbed the remaining paddle and left as soon as his back was turned. Ideally, 

he would send her off to a proper hospital now, in the meantime he would have to monitor the 

situation and ensure her condition didn’t deteriorate. Otherwise he just might find himself in that 

cooking pot. 



14: The Generator Game 

Gideon Sterling and Lyle Ashley Tate 

with mention of Agent Breslaw 

___________________________________________________ 

Mid morning 25th January, Mystery Island 

Damn the fucking thing! Gideon was not having a good time. The bloody generator was 

geriatric, stubborn as a mule, and it definitely didn’t like him. He hefted the spanner in his hand. 

He wanted to give it a good whack, but stopped himself. That was not the way to go, no matter 

how much ‘percussive maintenance’ had worked for him in the past. He studied the thing. How 

hard could this be? 

“Hello?” 

Gideon stopped, stifling a curse. Interruptions…. He plastered a smile on his face and 

stuck his head out the door of the garage-like structure that housed and protected the generator. 

Lyle Tate was standing there, looking travel-weary and uncomfortable. “Can I help?” The guy 

looked tattered, to be honest. Jet-lagged and… worried? 

“I don’t really do engines, but I can hold tools, pass stuff, fetch and carry..?” 

“You’re offering to help me?” 

“I just did, yeah.” 

“You’re the IT man, yeah?” Gideon moved back towards the generator without waiting to 

see if Lyle followed, wondering if he’d missed something. 

“That’s flattering…but I think Gil has bags on that role.” Lyle smiled a little wryly. 



Gideon frowned. Is he joking?…Oh right, yeah. Gideon looked back to where the man 

was now leaning against the door frame. Tate was trying to look nonchalant but underneath the 

facade, though, there was something else. “Here, take charge of this before I do something I 

might regret.” Gideon passed over the spanner. 

“Sorry about before, by the way.” Lyle held the spanner like it was a dirty sock. He had 

no affinity with machinery, certainly not the greasy sort. Give him a computer and peripherals 

and he was more than at home, but getting down and dirty with an engine of any sort was beyond 

him. He wouldn’t mind getting down and dirty with the man in front of him, though; sweaty and 

smudged with oil as he was, black bandanna tied tightly over the crewcut, he looked like the 

centrefold of a calendar—men and machines. 

Gideon pressed a few buttons on a panel and hit a switch. The thing coughed, revved and 

died again. He threw up his oily hands in disgust. What the fuck was wrong with it? The tank 

was full—he’d made sure they’d brought enough fuel with them for this thing. Damn it all… He 

stared at the open access panel and sighed. 

Lyle watched as Gideon reached into the machine, his arm disappearing to the elbow. He 

was obviously tinkering with some hidden part, muttering under his breath as he did so. He 

withdrew his arm and pressed the buttons again. He wondered how the man had gotten into this 

gig. He and Breslaw knew each other, so did he used to be a cop? A marshal, like Breslaw? No, 

he had the demeanour of a soldier, or a mercenary maybe? How did he end up working for 

Eidolon? What the hell was Eidolon, really, anyway? 

“Have you seen our files?” Lyle asked. He didn’t manage to sound casual about it, even 

to his own ears. The engine coughed, revved and chugged into life, interrupting him. Whatever 

Gideon had done must have worked. “There, that’s it.” Gideon shouted above the noise, acting as 

if he hadn’t heard. In truth he was giving himself time to formulate a reply. “I have no idea why I 

didn’t see it sooner… Must have been knocked or something.” He wiped his hands on a rag and 

turned to Tate. “At least we can boil a kettle now. So, now that’s out of the way… “ He lead the 

way outside, shutting the doors on the noise. “You wouldn’t think that thing was silenced, would 

you? Sorry, you were saying?” 



“I was wondering what you know about us. About me.” 

Aha, there it is, Gideon thought. Is he worried about how much I know? “I’ve read all 

your files. Had to. Part of my job to know the people I’ll be working with. Why? Is there a 

problem?” 

Lyle contemplated a stone resting by his toes for a moment, trying to work out where to 

start. Whatever files Gideon might have seen, did they mention who he had been before he 

became Lyle Tate? Were they Eidolon’s files, or the Agency’s? 

“Eidolon is far reaching, Mr.Tate.” Gideon emphasised the ‘mister’ very slightly. He 

wondered how sharp Lyle was, whether he would pick up on that little message. “You can rest 

assured, your information is safe with me.” 

Hmmm, did I just hear something there? Lyle wondered what Sterling had meant by it. 

Does he think I don’t deserve to be called Mister? Christ on a moped, don’t let him be a bigot. 

He’s going to have his hands full if he is. 

“So you know the US Mafia already had a price on me before the Bratva got involved?” 

“I know you and your…husband did a very brave thing.” Gideon kept his expression 

bland. “It must have been hard for you to take his place.” Tate bit his lip. That had struck a nerve. 

Lyle struggled to school his expression. So he knows. He might not like who I am but at 

least I don’t have to get into it all with him. 

“Did Breslaw ever tell you about his brother?” Gideon asked. 

“Sorry?…I only met Breslaw the night… the night when Flynn got hurt.” He followed 

Gideon outside and watched as the man padlocked the doors on the shed. It seemed a bit 

pointless. In fact Lyle was still wondering that the cyclone hadn’t dragged the whole building 

away, and had been since he first saw the structure. 

“He told me when he called that you reminded him of Josh.” 



The conversation was heading in a weird direction. Lyle had no idea what Sterling was 

getting at now. 

“Who was Josh?” 

“Josh was Adam Breslaw’s younger brother,” Gideon explained. “Apparently, he spent a 

long time trying to tell people he wasn’t supposed to be a boy. He spent years trying to get their 

parents to appreciate that he didn’t feel right, hadn’t been born into the right body. Adam tried to 

help but he didn’t know what to do. He listened when their parents wouldn’t…” Gideon paused. 

He wasn’t sure how much to divulge—it was Adam’s business after all—but from their phone 

conversation, Gideon knew how much Bres felt for Tate. 

“He didn’t say.” Lyle wondered at how hard it must have been for Breslaw, living with 

him those few days. Of course he didn’t say anything. You didn’t even get to first names, did 

you…?  

“I don’t think he’ll mind me telling you.” Gideon sighed. Bres still hadn’t shucked off the 

guilt. “I’ve known Bres a few years, enough to know he’s a good man, but he shoulders the 

world’s problems and he can’t save everybody.” Gideon allowed himself a small smile. “I guess 

he felt the need to save you where he couldn’t save Josh…” 

“I didn’t know. He never said.” He put me to bed that last night… The ramifications, the 

implications, were huge now he knew this tiny piece of the man’s history… “What happened? 

With Josh, I mean?” 

Sadness crossed Gideon’s features. “Josh took his own life, hung himself. Bres found him 

when he got home that afternoon. Messed him up for a while… still does. One thing I want you 

to know, Mr Tate,” and Gideon did not bother emphasising the ‘mister’ this time, “People like 

Bres fight to make sure people like you have the freedom’s they deserve.” 

People like me. Yeah.  



15: Aiden’s Meltdown 

Aiden Parker and Carter (Gil) Gillespie 

with mention of Flynn Archer, Miles Sutherland 

___________________________________________________ 

Afternoon, January 25th, Mystery Island 

Aiden had been mostly quiet since they arrived on the island and unloaded their things. 

Dante, unhooked from his leash, explored and joined Roofie for a run by the water. The sound of 

their barking filled the otherwise silent air and helped to add a little life to the place. 

Once everything was off the plane and they had helped to get it under cover well ahead of 

the storm, Aiden called Dante to him and the dog returned, walking back with him to the stable-

looking building they had been told by that man – what was his name, Gideon? Nice name – that 

they would be staying in. Roofie, on the other hand, had wandered off looking a little lost. Aiden 

didn’t bother paying attention to him; his owner would see to him. 

There was one room with plenty of beds for them, and one small bathroom. From the 

look on Lyle’s face, he wasn’t so thrilled with the arrangements either. 

Gideon had poked his head in and informed them that he had dumped a couple of boxes 

of supplies in the kitchen and they should help themselves. The cookers weren’t working yet–he 

had to start the generator which he was about to head out to do–but there was enough to make 

themselves sandwiches and there were some cans of soda in the cooler. They put together a 

lunch which they ate in near silence and then Lyle headed out without an explanation. Gil was 

about to ask him where but thought better of it. Relations there were still cool. 



After everyone was settled and they seemed to be on their own, Aiden decided to go out 

and get a look at their surroundings. Maybe there would be some indication as to where exactly 

they were. 

“Come on, Dante,” he said and patted his thigh. The dog got off the end of the bed Aiden 

had claimed as his and stretched, then trotted over with his tail wagging. He didn’t bother with 

he leash; Dante was smart enough to stay close by. And other than Roofie, he doubted there were 

other dogs for him to play with. 

The first stop of his exploration was the building he was in. It sprawled across the 

grounds and had a few empty rooms with no markings in them. One was large with windows on 

one side that had been boarded up. On the opposite wall, pushed against the whole length, were 

game tables. Chairs had been stacked in the corners. 

Another room was clearly a kitchen with expensive, commercial quality appliances. 

Aiden wasn’t a chef, but he knew expensive things when he saw it, and these were definitely up 

there with their chrome surfaces. Even though it had been some time since it had seen use, 

judging by the dirty floor, it would shine when cleaned. 

He found a dining room near the main entrance; tables and chairs were again stacked 

against the walls, with boxes sitting under another table marked “linens.” Dante took his time to 

sniff around the room, barking once at the box before following Aiden out of the room. 

Gideon had said that there would be a storm, but outside the sky was still a bright blue 

with few clouds. But while it looked pleasant and relaxing, the ground was anything but. 

All over there were downed trees and what had to be coconuts lying on the ground. 

Branches and fronds from the remaining upright trees were broken in many places. Little huts 

that at one point must have been cozy had collapsed. There were a few that remained standing, 

though, and those Aiden explored with Dante. 

One seemed to have been claimed by Miles, judging by a fresh mark of “M” in the thick 

layer of dust and Roofie’s lead in the bathroom, but where the man was he had no idea. “It looks 



like he took the only good one, boy,” Aiden said softly to his companion. There was another not 

too far off that was stable, if a little worse for wear. It was the only one with a bookcase in it. 

Despite the walls that were hardly there, and the puddles on the floor, a moldy bed, stifling heat, 

and debris around the room, it was perfect. Aiden peeled his shirt over his head and tucked it into 

his back pocket. It was early afternoon but already the heat was getting to him. 

“This looks a good one, once we get it fixed up. If they let us have one of these anyway,” 

Aiden said. He wrote his name in the dirt on a bedside table and smiled as Dante sniffed around 

the room. He had no idea how to do any sort of home repairs, and cute little huts were definitely 

out of his range of expertise. He’d have to inspect those that were in better condition and figure it 

out. Maybe Flynn could- 

“Flynn is not here, genius.” 

They had assured him on the plane ride that he would get to see Flynn soon, but he 

wasn’t here. No one was. It was just the small group of them sent to this Godforsaken place on 

the verge of collapse. 

Aiden sat on the bed, ignoring the mold, and ran his fingers through his hair. Everything 

was just so wrong. He shouldn’t be here; he had a job back at home. Here he had nothing. Not 

even Flynn. Most of his books were back home. 

Who the hell can I trust? Aiden asked himself as Dante pushed his nose against his cheek 

and whined. This isn’t anything like what I expected, and Flynn… what if they gave him up? He 

could be dead by now, and I’d never know what happened.  

Thoughts of a dead Flynn brought on vivid images of Henry Vale standing over him, 

Henry Vale and Flynn fighting, Henry Vale dead with a pen jammed in his eye. He’d never get 

those images out of his mind; never get over the feeling of being in that small, cell-like room. 

The room that, aside from the beds, was very much like the room he was expected to stay 

in. 

@—}–—}—— 



How much time he spent there he didn’t know without a watch, but as he left the little hut, 

he realized the wind had picked up and clouds filled the sky. He hadn’t noticed the light 

dimming from inside the small building. Dante whined again and ran over to a tree, relieving 

himself before sprinting ahead to the low building before them. A peel of thunder sounded in the 

distance, signaling the storm moving in. 

The only one left in the room was Gil, and Aiden stared at him, sweat dripping down his 

face and chest. “I’m not staying in this room,” he announced. “I don’t care if the little huts aren’t 

stable, I’m not staying in a cell like this again.” 

Aiden’s outburst gave Gil cause for concern. A meltdown was way overdue considering 

what the man had gone through. None of them had been given time to come to terms with any of 

this before being asked to make a life-changing decision and whisked away out of their comfort 

zone. Sweat was pouring off him, he radiated agitation and he was not thinking things through. 

Gil was on the alert, Aiden was displaying certain signs and they were all adding up to a raging 

case of post-traumatic stress. 

Without waiting for Gil to say anything, Aiden made his way to his bed and grabbed his 

bag along with Flynn’s. “This room is too small, and there are too many of us staying in here. 

And it’s hot. This whole island is hot and my books are going to get ruined.” His voice was loud 

in the small, enclosed space, and it shattered the once quiet room. 

“At the moment, there’s only the two of us, Aiden.” Gil rummaged in his bag while he 

talked. “The storm is coming over and it might be safer to wait…” 

“I’m not waiting. I don’t care if there is a storm. I found a nice little hut and with the 

walls half down it’s pretty spacious. So what if there’s water on the floor? Dante will keep me 

company until Flynn comes back. And then Flynn can help me fix it up. It has a bookcase, too, 

did I mention that?” Aiden stared at his boxes of books and pushed them under the bed. “I’ll 

leave these here until the walls are fixed. Please don’t touch them.” 

“Aiden, it isn’t safe. Look, wait until the storm clears and then I’ll help you.” Aiden 

looked like he was near collapse. Gil moved slowly to block Aiden’s escape route, then faced 



him, put the most reassuring expression on his face that he could muster and said “I think you 

need to talk. We’ve all been through a lot, you more than us. Tell me how you feel?” 

“How do I feel?” Aiden snorted at the question and shook his head. “How do you think I 

feel? I don’t want to be here; this place is hell. Flynn was supposed to be here, and he’s not. For 

all I know he’s dead, and I’m stuck here. Stuck in this… this cage of a room.” It was then that he 

realized Gil had moved between him and the exit, and he eyed him warily. “Why are you 

blocking the door?” 

Gil sighed. “Because I want to keep you safe, for when Flynn comes. I know you want to 

be alone, but it’s not a good idea. Aiden, you need proper rest and you won’t get any outside in a 

leaky hut with a wind whipping round your ears.” Damn, why did Miles have to go walkabout 

now! Aiden was in need of help, help Gil wasn’t sure he could give. In the absence of Miles, 

though, he had to try. 

“I’m not going to be alone. Dante is with me.” And who was he to tell Aiden where he 

could and couldn’t get rest? “And I like the sound of rain on a roof. It’s relaxing.” 

“The sound might be relaxing but I wouldn’t like the feel of rain down my neck and I 

doubt you will either. Aiden, this is daft. We’re in this together…” 

“I’m not going to be lost! I’m going to be in one of those little huts outside! What the hell 

is wrong with that? It’s not like I can go very far, is it? This island is only so big. I’ll come to a 

beach sooner or later and that’ll be that. We have no boat to get off, and the plane that dumped us 

here is gone – not that I could fly it even if it was here.” He was sure his voice was getting louder 

because it was starting to hurt his own ears. 

“Aiden, sit down for a minute. Please?” he added when Aiden frowned. The teacher 

huffed, but did as he was asked, perching on the end of one of the beds. Gil carefully sat opposite, 

trying to hold Aiden’s gaze. “This isn’t easy on you, I know, but I just want you to be safe. The 

storm might not be a bad one for this area but it might still be dangerous for any of us who are 

not used to it. Those bures, or whatever you call them, they’re damaged, they might be unsafe. 

Who knows if the roof might collapse…” Gil felt he was grasping at straws, but he ploughed on. 



He had to keep Aiden there and talking. “Until the plane returns, we’re on minimal equipment 

and medical supplies. If any of us are injured…” he couldn’t help the catch in his voice as he 

thought of Miles, hoping he was safe—it was getting on for seven hours and still no word—not 

knowing was beginning to eat at him. “If any of us are injured it’s going to be difficult to treat 

them at best. All I’m asking is for you to stay now, let the storm blow over, we can look again in 

the morning.” 

Though he really didn’t want to stay in the room, the tone of Gil’s voice got to him. 

Aiden frowned and stared at the other man, contemplating his choices. He did have a valid point 

in a sense. “But if the roof collapses, it’s just a bunch of leaves,” he pointed out. 

“Leaves and roof beams with the added weight of water, and no means for you to call for 

help?” Gil glanced down at the dog. The Akita was leaning into his master, nose on Aiden’s knee. 

A particularly loud thunder crack made the dog tense. “How about Dante? He doesn’t seem to 

care for the storm either.” 

“He’ll be fine with me. He’s a good boy, aren’t you Dante?” Aiden smoothed the dog’s 

fur and then leaned over, putting both hands on the back of his neck and pushing his hair off it to 

cool down. “It’s so fucking hot I can’t stand it,” he complained. “I don’t have anything to pull 

my hair back.” 

“Hang on, might be able to help you there.” Gil leaned over and snagged his bag and 

after a quick search produced and handed over an elastic band. “This okay?” 

Aiden took it and tied back his hair, nodding. “It’ll work for now, at least.” Maybe he 

should cut his hair if he was really going to stay there. 

Gil eyed Aiden as he tied his hair, trying to keep his expression neutral. 

“Do you think I should cut my hair? I think maybe that would be best,” he said, voicing 

his thoughts. “It has gotten pretty long, and it will just get in the way here. Besides, it will grow 

back when I’m more accustomed to the heat, right? What am I saying, accustomed to the heat. 

I’m never going to get used to this.” Pulling his shirt out of his pocket he mopped his forehead 



with it and then his chest, drying off the sweat that ran there. “I hope the rain is cool. If it is, I’ll 

go stand in the rain.” 

“The storm should cool the air down for us. You could get some rest here and now…” 

Gil hesitated to suggest what was going through his mind. He could sedate Aiden, knock him out 

for a few hours, but considering Eidolon had already tried, what chance would he stand? There 

was no reason for the teacher to trust him. He sighed. Suddenly, things seemed so much more 

complicated. He was out of his depth… You can’t save everybody… Miles’ words came back to 

taunt him. 



16: First Impressions, Second Thoughts 

Lyle Ashley Tate, Gideon Sterling 

___________________________________________________ 

Afternoon of 25th January, Mystery Island 

It started to rain—great dolloping droplets that splattered into dime-sized wet patches on 

Lyle’s shirt as the two men walked back to the main building. Gideon was shirtless, appearing 

unconcerned that he was getting wet. 

Their day had been productive thus far. During the afternoon, they’d worked easily 

together, Gideon tinkering various items of equipment into life, including a dune buggy, whilst 

Lyle fetched and carried as necessary. What Gideon couldn’t fix himself they noted for future 

reference. 

“How do you feel about ‘people like me’, then, Mr Sterling?” There was a challenge in 

Lyle’s tone. The conversation they’d started earlier wasn’t over yet. With the ice properly broken 

between them, he needed more from Sterling than his pleasantly sexy company; he needed 

understanding. 

“Call me Gideon, we’re all in this together. Unless you want to remain formal? Seems a 

bit silly though after we spent the afternoon sweating together.” 

“Okay… I’m not even sure what ‘this’ is, though…?” 

“This is our current situation. This is our world for the foreseeable future.” 

“Living in the moment huh?” Lyle observed. 

Gideon turned his head at that comment, looking directly at Lyle for the first time. “I 

learned to do that a long time ago.” 



Lyle smiled wryly. “I guess it depends how good your moments are, whether you want to 

live there or not.” 

Gideon tipped his head back, catching raindrops on his tongue, Adam’s apple bobbing as 

he did so. He held the pose a moment or two, letting the rain soak his face. It was rapidly 

becoming a heavy downpour. 

“A shower, thank god for that! I feel filthy.” Lyle said, scrubbing at his face and 

grimacing. 

Gideon gave him an appraising look. “Filthy, hah?” 

“I feel like a scab on a syphilis-ridden rat actually.” 

Gideon laughed, it was a warm, round sound. “Well, you don’t look it… There are 

showers here, you know?” 

“Yeah? Not found them yet.” 

“Ought to be enough water in the tanks to supply them…Changing rooms for the gym… 

Anyway, I believe you asked me a question. Let me ask you one…How do you define yourself?” 

Lyle noted that while he’d asked a question, Gideon hadn’t answered it. He decided to 

play dumb on Gideon’s query. “Pissed off, tired, dizzy and filthy.” 

“Dizzy? 

“Shell shocked…Three days ago I had a home; a week ago I had a job, a life and maybe a 

lover.” 

Gideon held the door, rain rolling off his muscular arms and dripping onto the tiles of the 

entrance hall. “Maybe? Did you leave him behind?” For a moment, Lyle didn’t answer; he was 

distracted, fascinated by the rain rolling down Gideon’s torso, sliding over well-defined abs. 



“No, he seems to have left me behind. I guess some people are only good for one night. 

Seems I’m one of them.” 

A raised eyebrow was Gideon’s only response to Lyle self-deprecation. He turned to the 

left and opened a door there, entering the room beyond. 

It was quite a large room, obviously an office, despite the camp bed resting against one 

wall, a sleeping bag and pillows laid neatly out on top of it. 

“This looks comfy.” Much more comfortable than that bunkhouse you’ve put us in, Lyle 

thought. 

Gideon dropped his shirt and rain-soaked bandana onto the floor by his cot, then reached 

into his duffle bag and threw a towel to Lyle, who was hovering in the doorway, his gaze taking 

in both the room and its occupant. 

“Come on in, I don’t bite, unless you want me to.” It was an old line, but Gideon sounded 

like he meant it. 

“I’d just as soon go find these showers you say are here.” 

“Come on then, I’ll show you.” 

Lyle was alarmed when Gideon grabbed his own wash bag, whistling to himself. He 

didn’t want company in the shower, not today anyway. He suddenly became aware of how wet 

his shirt had gotten, too, and felt himself colour up. He’d thought the heat would be what 

exposed him, but it seemed the tropical rain was just as likely to betray him to the others. 

“Maybe I should eat first…” Lyle commented as they passed through a room that seemed 

once to have been the dining room. “We didn’t even get breakfast.” He hovered on the spot as 

they came to a door marked ‘Gym’. 

“Nothing wrong in me showing you where the showers are first, is there?” Gideon’s tone 

told Lyle he was playing with him. “I know about your… personal situation, Mr Tate… Lyle? 



“Right.” Of course. Lyle thought, he’s our security chief. He said he’d seen our files. 

“Look, I was wondering… 

“I just can’t do that whole communal thing!” Lyle blurted. “I need to undress, relax, 

wash…” 

Gideon tilted his head, studying Tate. He doubted Tate would answer, but his brain was 

seething with questions, so he decided to ask them. “How far along are you? Bres’ didn’t say, not 

sure he even knew. What have you had done?” 

“T shots—hormones,” 

“Do you mind me asking?” 

“Yeah, but you know anyway,” Lyle said. 

“Well, hearing it is different from reading it. Anyone can read. Actually hearing it, that 

comes with different messages attached… like how you feel about it; how comfortable you are; 

What causes you problems? That sort of thing.” 

“I’ve been living as a man, getting therapy to make sure I’m not just imagining it all… 

have done the legal stuff, changed my name, etc… Not that this name is likely to stick on me that 

long…” Lyle huffed a laugh at that point. 

“I don’t know… that depends. Lyle Tate, it’s innocuous, unless you know. Anybody 

called you sugar yet?” 

Lyle smiled. “Brits know,” he said, acknowledging Gideon’s accent, “but there haven’t 

been many of them in my life since I moved to the states.” 

“Funny thing about the US, there are a lot of Americans there.” 

Lyle laughed again. Gideon was pleased to hear it. “Trouble is,” Lyle added, “there seem 

to be a lot more in the UK these days.” 



“You think?” 

“Eidolon isn’t American though, is it?” 

“Eidolon is…Eidolon. Multinational, I think you’d call it.” Gideon was hedging and they 

both knew it. 

“I got that sense from what little Breslaw said.” 

“As far as the party line goes, they’re neutral…” 

“Just in it for the profit huh? 

“…like Switzerland. Bankers, the lot of them.” The emphasis Gideon put on the word 

‘bankers’ didn’t escape Lyle’s ears. “I still haven’t answered your question…” 

Somehow he had managed to follow Gideon, through the door and turning into what was 

obviously a locker room. To his dismay he noted that the room followed the classic design for a 

sports area, with open shower stalls. 

“Nor I yours,” Lyle said. Gideon noticed his gaze roll over the room and saw Lyle 

shudder a little at what he was seeing. 

“This is making you uncomfortable.” Gideon didn’t bother to phrase it as a question. 

“I’m a gay male in a female body, what do you think?” Lyle sounded like their current 

topic of conversation was putting a strain on him. Gideon decided to ignore that, needing to 

understand his charge as best he could as soon as he could. 

“Why are you uncomfortable, Lyle? You’re anticipating me judging you, because you 

don’t know me.” 

“You already have.” 

“Have I?” 



“You know who and what I am…” Far more than I know about you, Lyle thought. 

“And you feel I’ve already judged you?” 

“You’ve decided what you think about that, or feel about it. We all judge people when we 

first meet them, even if we’re completely off track. It’s a survival trait… Is this person going to 

hurt me? is this person going to fuck me? Do I want them to? Can I stop them if they try? 

Dozens of calculations in a split second.” 

“Faster than those computers you are so at home with, hah? 

“Yep.” 

“Has anyone spoken to you about working for Eidolon?” Lyle had been evasive thus far 

concerning his history with computers. His file was the exact opposite though. It shouted long 

and loud about a talent bordering on genius; Gideon hoped the file was right. 

“Breslaw started on it, but we never got the chance to talk properly.” 

“You’re the IT bod, as I said…” 

“I used to be.” 

“You could be again. Look, I need a good computer specialist here, to set us up at least—

you know the kind of thing; surveillance measures, CCTV, perimeter security, firewalls, anti-

hacking.” 

“Oh? news to me.” Lyle looked around then with some suspicion. He hadn’t seen any 

cameras, but then that was the whole point of surveillance, to go unnoticed so that the things 

people let slip in conversations could be captured and analysed. 

“They’re bringing in all the equipment by ship, it’ll take a while.” Gideon added. 

“I thought you’d have all that here already.” 



“Next time the plane lands, it’s bringing with it some men and materials to fix this place 

up in the short term, until this thing gets off the ground.” 

“Seems like a huge waste of resources, just for us. Not something I think Eidolon does.” 

“I need a CCTV network around the perimeter.” Gideon let the comment about Eidolon 

slide. The less said the better. 

“In case a sharkman comes to get us?” 

Gideon smiled. Tate’s sense of humour seemed fine-tuned and he was pleased that the 

man was relaxing enough to joke with him. “I have to cover all bases.,” he said, “and I’d 

appreciate your cooperation.” 

“I would have thought the Creature from the Black Lagoon was more of a threat… or the 

blue lagoon maybe? 

“Maybe. Well, I appreciate it if you don’t want to shower in front of me, but do you 

object if I shower? You’re not the only one who happens to be filthy. You didn’t go three rounds 

with the Generator From Hell.” 

“As I said… I’m a gay male in a female body…You probably don’t want to shower in 

front of me either.” 

Gideon looked Lyle straight in the eye, his expression open and honest. “Doesn’t bother 

me.” 

“I wondered,” Lyle began, “…sorry, rude of me.” 

“Why? I’m not offended… Look, going back to what you were saying—,” 

“The others…only Gil knows….about my body, I mean.” Lyle interupted. 

Stripping off his pants, Gideon smiled. “It really doesn’t bother me. It might bother a 

couple of my men. It might bother my mother… God rest her, she never did understand; to her 



‘gay’ was a way of saying you were happy, queer was something odd. Different generation, but 

me…” Gideon shrugged and Lyle couldn’t help but notice how that made his muscles ripple. 

“Well, I’m something odd, that’s for sure. It’s how they got me here you know…they 

promised me surgery. I could never afford it on my own. Looking at this place I figure they lied, 

though” 

“They’ll keep to it.” Once again Gideon gave Lyle an appraising look. “If I know one 

thing about Eidolon, they keep their promises.” Gideon let his boxers fall and stepped out of 

them. 



17: No Way Out 

Miles Sutherland introducing Caroline Halapati and Lucas Olutopu 

with mention of Aiden Parker and Carter (Gil) Gillespie 

___________________________________________________ 

Evening 25th January, Rapatoka Island 

The air had cooled significantly as soon as the storm arrived. Miles gazed out the hospital 

window as rain lashed against the glass. It was only when lightning lit up the sky that he could 

see the dark shape of Mystery Island on the other side of the lagoon. 

He’d been gone for nearly twelve hours. His companions were probably wondering 

where he was. Without any means of contacting them though, he couldn’t do much about it. 

Hopefully Aiden or someone would look after Roofie. His dog had been a quivering mass of 

nerves back in Haven Falls when the fireworks went off, so chances were he’d hate the storm. 

Miles winced in sympathy for his mutt as another loud bang of thunder sounded. 

“Thank you. You saved my life.” The quiet voice alerted Miles to the fact his patient was 

finally awake. Her fever had broken, and she’d been asleep ever since he’d given her an injection 

of morphine. 

“You did most of it yourself, letting the maggots remain in the open wound.” Putting 

concern for his dog from his mind, Miles turned away from the window and crossed over to his 

patient’s bed. “How do you feel?” He’d managed to get a couple of bags of IV fluid into her, and 

the catheter was running clear urine into another bag. She did seem easier now. 

“A lot better thank you.” She struggled up onto one elbow and held out her hand. 

“Caroline Halapati.” 



“Miles Sutherland.” The pressure of her grip was firm enough. He checked her pulse as 

he took her blood pressure, her heartbeat was strong and steady now. 

“Doctor Miles Sutherland, I presume.” 

He grinned. “Doctor Caroline?” He lifted an eyebrow in enquiry. There was an 

unconscious sense of authority which seemed to come with the job sometimes. 

Her mouth twisted wryly. “Nurse, but at times I’ve had to adopt that role. Especially 

since I came back to Rapatoka to live.” 

Miles collected the clean sheets he’d found in a cupboard while she’d been asleep. He 

hadn’t wanted to wake her by shifting her too much. She only winced slightly as he gently rolled 

her backwards and forwards, easing the dirty sheet off and putting the new one underneath her at 

the same time. 

“Not many Doctors know how to do that,” she muttered as he settled her back into 

position. 

Memories of doing the same for Darren returned in a rush, and Miles had to turn away, 

pretending to be absorbed in finding somewhere to put the soiled sheets. Even if no-one here had 

medical knowledge you’d think they’d at least come in to take care of her. A flash of anger 

displaced the sadness. Apart from the young man who had assisted him before, he’d only caught 

glimpses of the other inhabitants of the island through the hospital window. None had set foot 

inside the building. 

Miles found a linen basket and dumped the sheets in before returning to her bedside. 

“Isn’t there anyone else here who could look after you?” 

She glanced at him out of the corner of her eyes. “Since the resort’s been empty, I’m the 

only one around here with any medical training.” 

“You don’t need medical training to change sheets or wash you.” Miles poured some 

water into the basin and started sponging her. 



She screwed up her eyes as he bathed her face. “Everyone’s been too busy clearing up. 

I’m not sure how much you’ve seen since you arrived, but the last cyclone hit us pretty hard.” 

Fair enough. Even given his limited viewpoint from the hospital window, Miles had seen 

evidence of the damage: sheets of bent tin and broken branches stacked into separate piles. 

Cyclones were a fact of life for the islanders. At least the hospital seemed to be well constructed. 

A few leaks in the ceiling had developed when the rain started, but a couple of well placed basins 

had taken care of them. 

Leaving the splint in place, Miles carefully bathed as much of the exposed area as he 

could reach. “How did you break your leg?” 

She snorted. “It was during the eye of the cyclone. I should have known better. I was 

down at the far end of the island when it hit, and thought I’d have time to make it back up here 

before the winds picked up again. I was running past a wall when it collapsed. My foot got 

trapped in the bricks. As soon as I heard the snap, I knew what had happened.” A shadow passed 

across her face. “I hit my head pretty hard when I fell, and it was twenty four hours apparently 

before anyone found me. In the meantime, I was lying in the mud with broken branches and tin 

flying all round. In a way I was lucky that fly laid some eggs in the open wound.” 

“Where was everyone else?” 

“Doing what they always do, taking cover and staying there until the cyclone had 

completely passed. Like I should have been doing.” She gestured impatiently with her hand. 

“Look, I’d rather forget it if you don’t mind. I need a cup of tea.” 

Miles studied her face; there was something she wasn’t telling him. He helped her move 

into a more upright position, poking in some pillows behind her back for support. Just the 

knowledge that people were able to travel to and from the island was a relief. He wasn’t stuck 

here forever. 

“Lucas,” she called out as soon as she was upright. 



That was the young man’s name. He should have remembered. Miles tuned out as 

Caroline gave Lucas gobbledygook instructions again. While his charge had been asleep, Miles 

had inspected the three room building. Whenever he moved to step outside, the young man had 

barred his way. What he lacked for in inches he certainly made up for in courage, smiling at 

Miles shyly and saying something that sounded like “Uru-kee”. 

Miles could have disposed of him easily, but until his patient was able to look after 

herself, he wasn’t planning on going anywhere. 

The small washroom and kitchenette had provided the essentials. The choice of food and 

drink had been weird, though. Interspersed with the basics: tins of spam and mackerel and 

packets of rice and tea were a few luxury items. He hadn’t hesitated to make himself a cuppa, but 

the presence of caviar and quince paste in the cupboard baffled him. 

Caroline studied her leg as he straightened her gown and replaced the covering sheet. 

“What’s the verdict?” 

“You’ll live. The maggots have nearly finished their work and already there are signs that 

the wound is healing nicely. I’ve given you some antibiotics so that should prevent any further 

infection at any rate.” 

“Thanks, Doc, I do appreciate the home visit.” Her warm brown eyes lit up with 

merriment. 

Miles returned her grin; good to see someone else around here had a sense of humour. 

“I’d like to get you to a proper hospital though. Is there any chance of getting airlifted out?” 

She looked at him as if he was stark raving mad. “From Rapatoka? There’s no airstrip 

and we’re over 2,000 kilometres from any airport. Helicopters and seaplanes can reach here, but 

they can’t get back as there are no refuelling facilities. Unless you’d like to conjure up a nice big 

aircraft carrier just for me.” 



He’d arrived by plane though. Miles tucked that anomaly away for the moment; the how 

wasn’t as important as the fact she’d been able to get away. “But you said something about 

returning to Rapatoka, so you must have been somewhere else.” 

“I spent a number of years in New Zealand.” That explained her fluent English and the 

accent. Miles looked up as Lucas returned with the tea. He’d tried to talk to him a couple of 

times, but the young man had just smiled and nodded. He had the feeling the young man 

understood what he was saying but wasn’t sure whether it was natural shyness or an inability to 

speak the language. 

Lucas handed Caroline the cup, and she dismissed him with a quick wave, gesturing to 

the linen basket and barking some more instructions. As soon as the young man had extracted the 

sheets and disappeared she blew on the tea before taking a sip. As she replaced the cup on the 

chipped saucer she gave a wistful smile. “I fell in love with a Kiwi sailor who arrived on his 

yacht many years ago. He whisked me back to Auckland where I lived for some time. That’s 

where I did my training.” 

“So ships can land here.” That was the one point Miles wanted cleared up. How to get off 

this bloody island, away from his memories of similar places. 

She laughed and shook her head before taking another sip. “Only those small enough to 

cross the reef at high tide. There’s a deep water passage through the coral, but it twists and turns 

like a corkscrew. This must be the most inaccessible place on the planet.” 

Her forehead creased as she studied him silently for a moment, sensing his dismay at the 

news. “How did you get here? I assumed you must have come in by launch from a luxury cruiser. 

That’s how most of our visitors arrive.” 

“Seaplane.” Miles remembered her previous statement. Gideon had muttered something 

about the one they’d travelled in being unique as its range without refuelling was over 4,000 km. 

After two long sectors, their previous refuelling stop had been the shortest, but they’d still been 

in the air for over three hours. Miles tried to do the maths in his head. Given the airspeed he’d 

noted while sitting in the cockpit, that must have put their last landing about 2,000 km away. 



Unlike other flying boats and helicopters, there would be enough fuel to get back again or 

somewhere else. Seems that particular type of seaplane was the only way in and out by air, from 

a land base at least. 

Caroline’s voice broke into his thoughts. “I put the engine noise I heard earlier down to 

hallucination from my fever. So there’s a plane here… people?” The look of hope on her face 

was painful. 

“Just me and a few other people. The plane dumped us here and left.” Miles turned to 

look out the window as another jagged arc of lightning flashed down from the sky. A sharp crack 

of thunder booming soon after provided a suitable emphasis for his words and his mood. How 

am I ever going to get out of this place? 



18: The Reunion 

Aiden Parker and Flynn Archer 

___________________________________________________ 

January 26th, Mystery Island, early morning 

The storm that Gideon had said would come did pass through, and sadly for Aiden, it 

lasted until morning, forcing him to spend the night in the hot, cramped cell. The minute the rain 

stopped, he took the opportunity to leave before anyone else was up. The quicker he got his hut 

fixed, the sooner he could drag that moldy bed out and replace it with a clean one. 

Without saying a word to keep from waking the others, Aiden patted his thigh for Dante 

and took him outside. Roofie had disappeared not long after the storm began. Hopefully, he was 

alright. Maybe he’d gone to find Miles. 

The light was starting to brighten, and he didn’t know how much time he had before it 

got too hot, but he was going to work for as long as he could stand it. Aiden wasn’t sure if it was 

the effect from a storm having just passed or the shorter hair, but he felt cooler. While the storm 

had raged, he’d walked with Dante around the small complex to calm him and stumbled upon 

scissors in the kitchen. He was sure it wasn’t a neat cut, but it worked. 

Glancing at the huts around him, Aiden saw that of those that had fallen, their parts were 

still useful, for the most part. He would be able to cannibalize them once he figured out how 

exactly to put it together. 

“Maybe I should have brought a book on how to build homes or something, huh Dante?” 

Unfortunately his dog just stared at him from the ground, tail wagging in response. At 

least it was some sort of response. 



At first glance, the roof of his chosen home seemed to be unstable, but after climbing up 

on the bed and then the tables around the room, he realized it wasn’t the roof that was the 

problem but the walls. As long as he could replace the missing posts and leaves he would be fine. 

Just fine. 

The bookcase in the room was actually sturdy and large. Large enough to hold many 

more times the books he brought, which disappointed him. Had he known… there were many 

fantastic volumes he hadn’t brought because he had thought space would be limited. But here 

was a great display for them. 

A bathroom was attached to the room, and it was spacious enough. The lights didn’t 

come on and the water wasn’t working. He wasn’t a plumber either, so that someone else would 

have to help him with. He sighed. This is Hell. Complete and utter Hell. He looked at Dante who 

was sniffing around the small place and grinned wryly. Dante doesn’t have this level of hell in 

the Inferno. It’s hot enough, so where would it fit…  

The room was too dim to do much with yet, so Aiden ended up abandoning it for the 

early light of day. He sat on the steps leading up to the hut with Dante pressed against his side. In 

the distance he could hear waves crashing against something. The shore? A reef? He wasn’t sure 

as he hadn’t paid much attention and gone that far yet. Over the sound of the waves, though, was 

something else. Something man made. Aiden looked up to see a plane flying in and wondered if 

it were more supplies or if this plane would finally bring back Flynn. 

@—}–—}—— 

Flynn wondered, for the millionth time, what these assholes were up to. 

So he had been brought to this “tropical island” (which Captain Haircut called “Lot 242”) 

for “good behavior”, which was total bullshit. No, he hadn’t broken anyone’s nose lately, but he 

was doing the absolute bare minimum to get by, and his attitude was frankly atrocious. Even he 

resented it. He chalked it up to another head game, one of millions they seemed to have in 

reserve. He’d probably run out of ways to be annoying before they ran out of ways to fuck him 

up. 



An uneventful and unenlightening flight had given way to a tropical island of white sand, 

turquoise water, and palm and coconut trees as pristine as any postcard, making him wonder how 

much of it was fake. Everything about Eidolon was calculated and fake, and he should know, as 

so was he. Takes one to know one, and all that jazz. But he hadn’t been able to crack the facade. 

He was outsmarted, outgunned, and any other out that was applicable. But if they thought he was 

going to give up, they obviously weren’t aware of that fifth grade incident with Mr. McKlusky, 

the bullfrog, and Lisa Smithers’s strawberry allergy. 

At the end of the rickety wooden pier, Mindy waited, all happy cow eyes and 

uncomplicated smile, a warm breeze moving her flat brown hair like a flag. Flynn was instantly 

sweating in his stupid gray boiler suit, and the punishing sun just reminded him of how he hated 

the heat. Not that he was a fan of cold either; he seemed to like the middle, out of the extremes. 

Maybe that’s why his brief stays in Portland and Seattle were so enjoyable, in spite of the 

random crimes attached to them. “So where the hell have you people put me?” Flynn asked, 

determined to get some reaction out of her. 

But Mindy just kept smiling, refusing to take this or any bait. Flynn was beginning to 

wonder if she was on 24/7 Prozac. “You have official quarters in the temporary building we’ve 

set up on the South beach, but I’ve been informed you may want to follow that path, straight as 

the crow flies.” She pointed towards a barely visible gap in a copse of trees, and he looked at her 

askance. 

“Why?” 

Her smile remained, unchanged. “You’ll see.” 

“If this is another test, I’m breaking something,” he snapped, before heading into the 

trees. Eidolon and their damn stupid tests. He’d been told he couldn’t tell anyone of his training 

at Eidolon, but what was there to tell, and to whom? He still had no idea why he was with them, 

or what they thought they were doing. He didn’t belong with all their happy pod people college 

students; he felt like a cautionary tale in the flesh. “Look what happens if you don’t be the best 

you can be, kids.”  



He didn’t recognize most of the undergrowth, much of which was broken and storm 

tossed, enough that he could barely see a path at all. Eventually the path leveled out to a clearing, 

and what looked like a hut of some kind. Were they putting him in a hut? He was going to storm 

back to the plane and stay there then. No fucking way was he “roughing it” as some sort of 

Eidolon initiation. They could bite his rosy red ass. 

Aiden thought he heard someone stomping through the bushes and wondered if it was 

Miles finally returning from… wherever he had been. Dante sat up, ears pricked and scented the 

air. His tongue came out along with a yelp and he took off towards the sound. 

“Dante, come back!” Aiden stumbled off the uneven steps and ran after him to the other 

side of the small building. 

Flynn broke through the tree stand to see a furry blur coming at him, and he was ready to 

punch it in the head, but then it barked, and he recognized it. “Dante?” Holy shit. 

Dante jumped up and put his dirty paws on Flynn’s shirt, trying to reach and lick his face. 

Aiden reached out to grab him and pull him down, ready to apologize when he realized who 

stood before him. 

“Flynn?” 

“Aiden?” Was this a trick? Had to be. Those Eidolon bastards, pulling his strings. He 

didn’t know whether to be happy or furious. 

“Oh God, it is you.” Aiden shoved Dante out of his way and threw his arms around 

Flynn’s neck, holding him tight. He didn’t really care if he choked the life out of him at that 

moment; he was just happy he was there. 

“Are you okay?” Flynn asked, hugging him back. It felt good to feel him again, but there 

was that nagging voice in the back of his head, telling him this was just a reminder of Eidolon’s 

power over him. They had Aiden; they could take him away any time they wanted. 



“Okay? Am I okay?” Aiden laughed sharply, a touch hysterical. He felt it bubble up and 

tried to suppress it. “How are you? Where have you been?” 

“I -” How much could he say? Oh right – the test. Were they listening? He felt paranoid, 

and that pissed him off even more. “I’m fine. My life has been so fucking weird lately. What the 

fuck is this place?” 

“Your life isn’t the only one.” Aiden glanced around at the trees and huts and shrugged. 

“Some island. I don’t really remember much… it hasn’t been a good past few days. I just know I 

agreed to come here because I’d be with you… but then they took you off somewhere else and 

wouldn’t tell me where you were or if you were even okay.” He reached up and touched a strand 

of Flynn’s hair, noting how it had grown and curled it around his finger. “You are okay, right? 

You’re sure?” 

Flynn shrugged, aware he should be feeling something other than rage and fear. “As okay 

as a person can be who has no idea what’s going on. Captain Haircut – uh, this guy who works 

for Eidolon, told me this place is lot 242. We should probably come up with a better name. Any 

suggestions?” 

“The Inferno feels appropriate. It’s hotter than hell and looks just like it. In fact, right 

before you showed up I was trying to figure out what level of hell this would be.” 

“Is there one where corporate middle management kills you with paper cuts?” 

“No. Dante didn’t really have that problem in his time.” 

“Fine. Let’s just call this Craphole Island and be done with it.” Flynn ran a hand through 

Aiden’s hair. “Speaking of haircuts, where did you get yours?” 

“I did it myself… a little while ago. I just couldn’t stand how hot it was. Like I said… not 

a good few days.” Aiden winced, nose wrinkling. “How bad is it? I just put it in a ponytail and 

cut it off.” 



Flynn gave him a reassuring smile, smoothing down the hair on the back of Aiden’s head. 

“It’s cute. You can carry it off. On me, it’d make me look like an escaped mental patient. But 

then, I usually look that way.” 

“No you don’t. But your hair is longer.” 

Flynn felt his own head. He hadn’t been paying attention to his looks while trying in vain 

to figure out Eidolon. It didn’t help that plastic mirrors also kind of sucked. “I guess so. Now I 

have your haircut! Sorry, you can’t have it back.” 

Aiden laughed softly. “It’s okay. Mine will grow again.” Dante had given up his barking 

and sat at their feet, panting. “I’m… really glad you’re back. I um… I brought some of your 

things.” 

Flynn was torn. Part of him wanted to shake Aiden, tell him he was a tool of Eidolon and 

as trapped here as he was, maybe even more so. But he was glad to see him alive, relatively okay, 

and safe from Vale’s people. There was just no way to win here, was there? “I didn’t have 

much.” 

“No, you didn’t. But I got some clothes, and the book that was on your table. The 

Proust.” 

“Oh, that.” Remembrance of Things Past. Perhaps Aiden appreciated that joke. He was 

probably the only one who could. Flynn cupped his face, feeling the fine scuff of stubble on 

Aiden’s jawline. “I’m glad to see you again.” He then kissed him, wondering if this was a huge 

mistake. 

Well, bigger than his usual mistake. Which was mountainous to begin with. 

Aiden smiled into the kiss, tightening his hold on Flynn and returning it with a degree of 

forcefulness. He didn’t want to break the kiss to tell him how relieved he was, but he was sure 

his actions spoke volumes. 



19: Temptation Personified 

Miles Sutherland, Caroline Halapati and Lucas Olutopu 

with mention of Carter (Gil) Gillespie and Aaron Lightfoot 

___________________________________________________ 

Morning 26th January, Rapatoka Island 

Miles got up as quietly as he could. His patient had been restless until midnight, 

muttering incomprehensible words every few minutes as if something was on her mind. In the 

end he’d given her something to help her sleep and tried to get some rest on a nearby hospital 

bed. 

The sound of the seaplane’s engine had woken him. The other island was too far away to 

see details, but the plane had remained for some time before taking off again. Who or what had it 

brought, he wondered as he rubbed the back of his neck. 

The smell of stale BO penetrated his morning fog. Shit. He’d been in the same clothes 

ever since leaving Haven Falls. Both he and them stank like billy-o. 

A couple of spiders scurried away when he opened the door. The simple shower over a 

drain in the floor was primitive, but it would work. No classy marble and tile arrangement here, 

but at least it had hot and cold taps, so he shouldn’t complain. 

After placing his filthy clothes on a chair in the corner where they’d stay more or less dry, 

he stepped under the warm spray. During the night, memories had played havoc with his mind 

again, preventing him from falling asleep. Funnily enough, now he was away from Mystery 

Island, visions of Darren had faded. Instead, an image of Gil, sprawled out naked on the bed had 

haunted his dreams. 



Miles idly stroked his cock as the warm water trickled down his neck. At his age he 

wasn’t used to waking up with morning wood, so this morning’s boner had come as a surprise. 

A noise at the door made him open his eyes. Lucas. The young man smiled when he 

realised Miles had noticed him. 

Miles stared back, too stunned to move, his attention at first riveted by liquid brown eyes 

then drifting lower as, with a quick flurry of hands, the brightly patterned sulu the boy wore 

wrapped around his hips slipped to the floor. 

A quick glimpse of a perfectly formed uncut cock was all Miles saw before the young 

man sank to his knees in front of him. Breathing became difficult as the boy gazed up at him 

through long black lashes, his pupils wide, then he licked his lips, seemingly appreciating Miles’ 

jutting cock, his own hand busy in his lap. 

Lucas made a comment: quiet and soft. Whatever he said sounded gentle, almost 

submissive, and encouraging. A request maybe? Asking for permission? 

Miles felt as if he’d been shot by a dart filled with curare. Couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. 

A loud groan escaped when his cock was finally swallowed to the root. The boy’s mouth 

could barely cope with his width, but his tongue was working to make the best of it as he lapped 

and kept trying to keep the broad shaft in his mouth. All the time, he continued to look up at him, 

pleasure in his eyes. 

“Fuck, no!” Miles shoved the boy backwards, staggering himself as his knees nearly gave 

way. 

He turned the shower off and clutched his clothes in front of him. Shit. Now he was 

shaking like a leaf as he stared at the surprised boy. He managed to take one step, then another, 

eventually making it out the door and into the relative safety of the ward. 



Lucas followed, not bothering to dress himself, just dragging the colourful skirt that 

passed for clothes on this island behind him. “Malahi nehu? Mi achine…moto luna” He sounded 

a bit…disappointed? 

Miles collapsed on the bed and stared in horror as Caroline’s whole body shook with 

some emotion. Anger or laughter? 

“What did he say?” The words came out an octave higher than usual. 

Her shoulders kept shaking. “Do you really want to know?” It must have been laughter, 

as she wiped her eyes with the edge of the sheet. 

“Yes, I do.” Miles draped his dirty T-shirt over his lap. Thankfully his erection had 

started to soften. Not that she wouldn’t have seen one and much more before. She was, after all, 

a nurse. 

“He said he likes you, and that you have big balls.” She glanced at him appreciatively as 

if she agreed, then added softly, “And he wanted to know if you didn’t like men licking your 

cock.” 

“Men?” Miles shuddered. In some places, the natives were definitely not accepting of 

gays; he might end up in that cooking pot, yet. The young man stood near the end of the bed, his 

tongue darting over his luscious bottom lip; his gaze flicking between him and Caroline. Nerves 

or anticipation? Miles groaned. The burnished bronze skin was unmarred by scars or tattoos, just 

sheer perfection. “He’s still a boy!” 

Lucas flinched at Miles’ tone. He looked to Caroline in confusion and concern. “It’s 

alright Lucas,” she assured him. “Just get a towel and some clothes for Dr Sutherland, please.” 

This time she spoke English. 

The boy refastened his sulu and ran out the door. 



Miles glanced at Caroline, totally confused by the resignation and look of sadness on her 

face as she watched the young man disappear, presumably to carry out her instructions. “What 

was that all about?” 

“I’m afraid my nephew spent some time at the resort when it was open and became used 

to the idea that some men there found him desirable. 

A small gasp escaped Miles before he could stop himself. Desirable? That was the 

fucking understatement of the year. Lucas was temptation personified. “But I didn’t… I 

couldn’t… He’s just a boy, for Christ’s sake.” 

“He’s sixteen.” Caroline added gently. “Although I admit he was younger when he 

started going over to the island, and …” She seemed to be searching for the right word. 

“Prostituting himself for all and sundry.” Her mouth turned up in distaste. 

Miles tried to find words for a response, but they caught in his throat. The thought of that 

beautiful boy being used or even abused sickened him. Why, then, was his body going hard 

again at the memory of having his cock in that glorious mouth? It had taken all his willpower to 

break away when all he wanted to do was thread his fingers through the shaggy black hair and 

thrust into that warm moist heat. If he’d just been in there a few moments longer, he’d have 

come. No way could he have stopped himself. Lucas obviously had a lot of experience and / or 

natural talent. And here he was being horrified at the thought someone might use him for sex. 

How hypocritical was that? He really did need to check himself in with a shrink when he got out 

of here. If he got out of here. 

Lucas returned and gave him a towel and a length of dark grey material, his hand 

brushing against Miles’ as he did so. A shudder ran through him, and he couldn’t prevent himself 

from flinching away. The furtive glance and quickly hidden smile told him that the touch had 

been deliberate. Cheeky devil. 

More unintelligible dialogue passed between the two, Miles wiped himself dry and 

wrapped the native skirt around his waist, island style. He’d love to know what the conversation 



was about. Him, presumably, by the way they both kept glancing in his direction every now and 

then. 

A smothered laugh and pat on the backside was the only clue he got as Caroline sent 

Lucas from the room with more instructions. At the door he stopped and turned back for a 

second, giving Miles a mischievous grin and making another smart comment before laughing 

and running away at Caroline’s barked response of “Go.” 

She caught sight of his raised brows and took pity on him. “He thinks your hairy chest is 

beautiful and should not be covered by clothes. Mind you, I’m not sure whether it’s the color or 

the quantity of hair that he finds impressive.” 

Miles was sure his face was nearly the same shade of red. Compared to the smooth-

skinned islanders, he must look like a bear. A big lumbering bear. Even the mocha-colored skin 

of his two large captors had been smooth, allowing their tattoos to be seen clearly. 

To cover his confusion and get the images and memory of Lucas out of his brain, Miles 

removed the bandage on Caroline’s leg. The maggots had done their job, so he was able to 

extract them from the gaping wound. 

In some ways, he regretted not being able to get her to a hospital; in other respects he 

didn’t mind. After ridding her body of one lot of infectious organisms, getting reinfected by 

golden staph would be too ironic for words. 

By the time he finished wrapping the area again, Lucas had returned with a cup of tea and 

a sandwich. Miles helped Caroline into a sitting position so she could enjoy her breakfast then 

sat on the edge of her bed so she wouldn’t have to crane her neck to look at him. 

Lucas sat on the floor cross-legged like a little kid, a grin from ear to ear. No way was he 

sixteen. “His parents…” Miles glanced at Caroline; she had mentioned he was her nephew. 

She wiped the crumbs from her mouth and finished swallowing before she spoke. “While 

my brother may be a worthy man and a good chief, he still lives very much in the past. He 



controls everything that happens on Rapatoka, but ever since Mata Api Kisiwa was sold, he has 

wiped it from his mind. The island doesn’t even exist for him anymore.” 

“Mata Api Kisiwa?” 

She turned to him with an ironic smile. “You know it as Mystery Island.” 

He studied her for a second. Maybe she could enlighten him about where they were. Fill 

in the gaps. “What can you tell me about the place? That’s if you’re up to it. I don’t want to tire 

you out.” 

She waved a hand in a dismissive gesture. “No. I’m fine. That sleep did me the world of 

good, and from the way I feel, I gather you’ve been pumping me full of painkillers and other 

goodies.” 

Miles just grinned. He had no idea how he’d replace the stock he’d used, but he’d learnt 

long ago to stop worrying about things like that. 

“I told you how I left here.” She waited for his nod before she continued. “I was still 

living and working in Auckland when I first heard about this mysterious resort.” She sketched 

quotation marks in the air. “Escape from the hassles of the everyday world. Come to an island 

paradise where you can forget your cares and worries. So remote no-one even knows it exists.” 

Miles noticed absently that Lucas seemed to be listening. Maybe his English was better 

than he let on. 

The boy must have felt Miles look at him. He glanced up, noticed Caroline had finished 

eating and crossed to her side, taking the small plate from her grasp and handing over the tea. 

She accepted it with an absent-minded nod then continued speaking. Lucas resumed his 

position on the floor. Or almost the same position. This time he angled himself, so his back 

brushed against Miles’ legs. No way was that accidental, judging by the smirk he gave him. 



Miles tried to concentrate on what she saying: something about seeing a poster in a travel 

agent’s window, recognising it immediately and wrangling her way back as an employee. 

Apparently none of the other nurses appreciated being somewhere their iPhones didn’t work. Her 

story was hard to follow though as most of his attention was centred around trying to find a way 

to avoid touching Lucas, but every time he shifted, the boy squirmed around to regain contact, 

catching his eye every now and then with that cheeky: “Fuck me” smile on his face. Half dare, 

half promise. 

Eventually Miles gave in, and Lucas relaxed back against him with a contented sigh. Who 

needed a cat when you had Lucas around? Miles dragged his attention back to Caroline, 

remembering her comment from the previous night. “What about your husband?” 

She sniffed. “He took off in his boat again and I haven’t heard from him for eleven years. 

I was stuck in New Zealand with a job and other…” She glanced down at the boy for a second. 

“Commitments that prevented me from going too.” 

“Your family must have been ecstatic to have you back again.” 

“In a way.” She shrugged. “Apparently things hadn’t gone well on Rapatoka after I left. 

When the resort was proposed, they thought it would be the answer to all their problems: jobs, 

food, a future.” Her face darkened, her normally full lips thinning noticeably. “However, in 

reality it was more like slave labor. What good is money if there is nothing to spend it on? When 

I came back, I tried to tell them they were being exploited. Instead of eating the fish we caught or 

the few vegetables we grew, everything was snapped up by the resort. What did they give us in 

return? Nothing we could actually use. But would anyone listen to me? No way. I’d run away to 

the big smoke with a Pakeha; my advice was no longer welcome.” She huffed and straightened 

the sheet, pleating the material with her fingers. 

Miles pictured the contents of the cupboard in the kitchen. He hadn’t checked the expiry 

dates, but he wouldn’t mind betting they were long gone. Payment had probably been in either 

goods the resort didn’t want or couldn’t use. “What happened? Why is the place empty now?” 



“The owner, a guy called Aaron Lightfoot, spent a fortune making it all eco-friendly: 

solar and wind powered electricity, eco toilets, desalination plant. The lot. Must have cost him a 

bomb.” 

Lucas had started at the mention of the previous owner’s name. Miles couldn’t see his 

expression, but his whole body tensed as he sat upright. Funny, how even after such a short time, 

Miles missed the closeness they’d shared. A flash of anger passed over Caroline’s face before it 

twisted into an ironic smirk. 

“Rough justice, really. When the economy went belly up, so did he.” She glanced at 

Miles in surprise. “But you should have known all that if you bought the island off him.” 

“Me?” He laughed. “No, I’m just an ignorant bystander who came along for the ride.” He 

rubbed his forehead. The heparinoid ointment he’d put on the bruises was helping, but it was still 

sore. “Then I was, er… given an invitation I couldn’t refuse and brought here.” 

Caroline frowned and narrowed her eyes. “Were Jerri and Tommi at the resort again, 

filching things? I told those boys to stay away. If I didn’t have a broken leg, I’d kick them up the 

arse.” 

Miles had no doubt that she would. She may be half their size, but from what he’d seen 

so far, she’d have no trouble keeping them in line. All he had to do now, was behave and make 

sure he didn’t exploit the gift the young man at his feet was so blatantly offering him, otherwise 

Caroline would have his guts for garters. 



20: Down the Rabbit Hole 

Carter (Gil) Gillespie, Gideon Sterling and Roofie 

with mentions of Miles Sutherland and Lyle Tate 

___________________________________________________ 

Midday, 26th January, Mystery Island 

The damage really was extensive. Gil picked his way over the debris, passing the remains 

of a besser block building with half its roof gone. The corrugated iron sheet was buckled out of 

shape and lying jammed and useless between two trees about twenty yards away. He peered in 

through the tiny broken window, seeing the remains of a workbench and little else. One less 

place for Miles to be lying injured in. 

@—}–—}—— 

That morning, Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie had woken up alone in their makeshift bunkhouse. 

Aiden had gone. There was no sign of Miles or Lyle either. Let’s face it, Gil thought gloomily, 

the storm prevented Aiden leaving last night, not you. Nothing you said did any good at all. He 

felt suddenly helpless and bereft, trapped on this storm-wrecked island in the middle of nowhere, 

a long way from home. He tried to shove the wave of homesickness away, but it just wouldn’t go. 

He rolled over and pulled the blanket back over his head. The bed was hard and uncomfortable, 

and last night he’d been too hot and too upset by his failure to get through to Aiden to allow 

either his mind or his body to properly rest. 

He felt defeated by everything. Face it, he repeated to himself, Miles has hardly spoken 

to you after Lance kissed you, has he? He avoided you on the plane… So why was he so worried 

about Miles’ whereabouts? Because somebody has to be, Gil considered. Who else would? 

Sutherland had been gone almost since they landed. He had tried speaking to Gideon but had 

been stonewalled. Thoughts chased through Gil’s head, and he closed his eyes, willing himself to 



rest, to forget it all for a while. Negative projection wouldn’t get him anywhere. He failed 

dismally. 

Lyle was obviously not talking to him either—he’d been snippy with him on the plane, 

but Gil had put it down to nerves, tiredness or the long flight—but apparently he was still not 

communicating. Did he see us kissing in his kitchen? How? Hidden cameras? Gil wouldn’t have 

put it past Lyle, he was under witness protection after all. Yet, Gil hadn’t made Lyle any 

promises… As far as he knew, he’d been up front with him from the first. Where Miles was 

concerned, though, Gil had done the first and only thing that had come into his head to stop the 

doctor leaving. He had felt sick at the thought of Miles not being there… Gil sighed. But he isn’t, 

is he? For all the interaction they had shared since leaving Haven Falls, Gil might as well not 

have bothered trying to change Miles’ mind about the island… 

Gil was at a complete loss. Helplessness washed over him again, and it was a hateful 

feeling. He felt out of control in this looking-glass world. Nothing seemed real. He screwed his 

eyes shut on it all. 

He must have slept—more like a comatose exhaustion—because the sun was high by the 

time he next opened his eyes. He felt awful: tired and aching. He dragged himself up, showered 

and dressed and went in search of Gideon again. He had to do something, say something. 

@—}–—}—— 

Gil tracked Gideon Sterling and his men down to the rear of the building, enjoying an 

impromptu cricket match after lunch on the scrubby ground outside the garage. Gil’s hackles 

rose immediately. They were enjoying a rest while God knew what might have happened to 

Miles… 

“Clarky, you twat, what the fuck was that?” The speaker was a broad-shouldered young 

man in lurid green hawaiian shorts and a black baseball cap turned backwards over a dark 

crewcut. The ball had sailed over his head and landed on the garage roof. 



“Wasn’t my fault… this bloody bat is warped. Like your mind, you fucker,” the one 

called Clarky shot back cheerfully. 

Gil could see Gideon watching the exchange intently as his men played cricket—or 

attempted to. The ‘bat’ was a broken piece of wood, the ball a hacky sack. 

“Well, you know what to do, Garvey,” Gideon said reasonably from his position as the 

umpire of the game, stationed as he was just behind the wicket–a pyramid of empty tin cans. “Go 

get it back.” 

Garvey shot the man an exasperated look, then stalked over to the garage, muttering 

under his breath. He jumped up and caught the edge of the roof with his fingers and hauled 

himself up. Moments later, the brightly-coloured ball soared through the air to land with a thud 

in the dust and there was a scramble as three people all tried to get to it first. A big blond man–

Scandinavian to go by his accent–won and rolled to his feet, lobbing it toward the wicket before 

Clarke could react. The cans exploded in a clatter which shattered the calm and raised an outcry 

from Garvey who was still on the roof. 

“Oi! You bastards, wait for me…” 

“Mr Sterling…” Gideon looked up on hearing Gil and frowned. 

“Mr Gillespie, and what can I do for you?” 

Gil took a deep breath and launched into his request. “We have to mount a search for Dr 

Sutherland, he’s been gone since we arrived, and nobody seems to give a shit. I still say that 

Miles might be lying injured somewhere. Don’t you care?” Around them, Gideon’s men stood 

idly, casually watching the exchange. One of them picked up the cans and rebuilt the wicket. Gil 

ignored them all, maintaining his focus on their leader. 

“Mr Gillespie, right now, I don’t have the manpower to mount a piece of paper on the 

wall, much less a search of this whole island. It would take more than just me and my men here 

to complete a thorough search. Dr Sutherland is a grown man, he obviously needed some time to 

himself–,” 



“Bollocks!” Gil retorted inelegantly. “You know nothing about him…” 

“Actually, Mr Gillespie, you’re wrong there. I know all about him, and about you and 

Messrs Tate, Parker and Archer as well. I’ve read all your files and I’ve talked to Breslaw. Your 

Doc Sutherland is an interesting man, but—,” He checked his watch, then turned to the others, 

choosing to drop whatever line of thought had been in his mind. “Right, break’s over, lads. Get 

your gear and resume your duties. Mr Gillespie, I have a meeting soon. After that, we’ll see 

where we stand. The doctor might have come back by then…” 

“By then it might be too late.” 

“We’ll have to hope not, won’t we? Look, I have my orders and I can’t ignore them. We 

have equipment we have to sort out, jobs that take priority. I suggest you take the chance to relax 

and rest up. There’ll be plenty to do once the equipment is sorted.” 

“I’ve rested enough! It’s about time someone did something! Well, if you won’t do 

anything…” Gil walked away, back toward the building, “…I will.” Somehow, he had to take 

back some control, do something, anything. 

@—}–—}—— 

It felt like he had been walking and searching for hours. Gil was coming back along the 

beach, half-listening to the sound of the surf crashing against the reef in the distance. The wind 

was getting up again, blowing the water of the lagoon into small wavelets. He stopped and 

looked out across the lagoon toward the main island with its high peak. What the hell is out there, 

he wondered. Does anyone live there? Or are we the only beings for thousands of miles…? What 

the fuck am I doing here? The sun was setting and a few stars winked in the blue. He turned back, 

quickening his pace to reach shelter before night fell, following the margins of the beach instead 

of risking his neck by trying to go through the trees. The last thing he wanted to do was trip over 

something. 

The wind had dropped. The surf broke against the sand with a soft susurration. Gil was 

startled by a loud bark that broke the peacefulness. 



“Roofie?” Gil followed the sound inland, picking his way carefully though the trees. The 

ground here was covered in a mass of leaves and broken branches. Negotiating it would have 

been difficult enough in daytime, but in the dusk, it was treacherous. Gil called to mind the first 

rule of rescue—don’t put yourself in danger—and shook his head at the irony. The undergrowth 

seemed to be much denser than other parts of the island he’d been in so far. The leaves looked 

different too, although his knowledge of botany was sketchy. He had no idea what the plants 

were–he sometimes had trouble telling salad vegetables apart–but the leaf shape looked unlike 

anything he’d seen to date. 

There it was again, a bark followed by a whimper, definitely Roofie. 

“Where are you, boy?” As Gil moved through the trees, what little light was left grew 

even dimmer as the canopy closed in overhead. He was stumbling about in darkness. “Roofie?” 

Again, the answering bark, closer this time. “Come on, lad, keep talking…” Gil took a step, then 

another, trying to test the ground under his feet. The ground was littered with fallen branches, 

slippery fronds, broken stems. His foot slid and he froze, breathing hard, one hand gripping onto 

a nearby tree. Nearly. A whine from Roofie made him pause, that sounded almost as if it were 

beneath where I’m stood, Gil thought. 

He turned his head, trying to get his bearings. He let go the tree, took another step. 

Without warning, the ground moved under his feet, the world tilted and he lost his balance. With 

a startled shout, he made a grab for the tree again, but this time he missed. Debris tumbled 

around him, over him, he was falling, like Alice down the bloody rabbit hole. 

@—}–—}—— 

A warm wet tongue on his face roused Gil sufficiently to realise he was in deep shit. 

What little light he could see was well above his present position. Which was where exactly? He 

reached out to the right and touched cold earth, reached out to the left and didn’t manage to 

touch anything before a searing pain shot through his arm. Crap, that isn’t good. Roofie snuffled 

his face again. The dog was close and yet Gil could only just make him out. Okay, let’s stay calm, 

let’s assess the situation as you would normally. Normally? Is anything about this normal? Gil 

tried to calm his breathing, although it was proving difficult. He was in a hole, in darkness, on a 



tropical island. God knew what else he was sharing it with… Roofie isn’t worried, he thought. 

That was something to hold on to. A sudden wave of dizziness hit him. Fuck, did I hit my head? 

He really didn’t know. 

Gil braced himself and tried to roll over, aiming to get to his feet, but a fresh stab of pain 

shot up his left leg as he tried. Oh, fucking fantastic… The light-headedness was getting worse. 

He felt along his left arm and came up against resistance. His fingers came away sticky. Blood. 

Something had stabbed right through his arm… Leave it, his training kicked in through the daze, 

leave it in there. It’s plugging the hole.  

“Roofie, you need…to go for help…” Lassie, come home, he thought sourly, imagining 

Roofie tugging on Lyle’s shorts until the man followed him. But knowing Roofie, he would 

probably fuck off into the undergrowth again as soon as he was out and disappear after 

something that interested him, just like his owner. 

Roofie was licking his face again. He was drifting, thinking was difficult. Damn, he had 

to get the dog out. There was a chance he would find his way home… Home? Not bloody likely. 

Where was home anyway…?  

“Roofie, you need to get out of here…” He got his good hand under the dog’s backside 

and pushed him upward. Roofie got the message and began to scrabble his way upwards, the 

downside being that Gil was showered in dirt. He kept pushing, though, digging the heel of his 

good leg into the ground and levering himself as far up as he could. Suddenly Roofie’s weight 

left his hand. He slid back, panting, muscles shaking. There was no way he was going to be able 

to climb out himself. He hadn’t the strength. He was alone and in the dark, injured and trying to 

keep a lid on the panic he felt bubbling just below the surface. 

Ignorance is bliss… The problem with being a rescuer is that you know how vulnerable 

you are, you know what happens next. Shock sets in, the body begins to shut down. Gil had seen 

it so many times, he had lost count. Like that kid…  



In his mind’s eye, the faces of his own parents overlaid those of the kid’s parents, 

anxiously waiting. He shivered. Not a good sign, Gil. His eyes drifted shut. Awareness dimmed. 

His breathing slowed. And nothing matters any more… 



21: Love Shack 

Aiden Parker and Flynn Archer 

___________________________________________________ 

Early evening 26th January, Mystery Island 

The bed was far too narrow for this to be perfectly comfortable, but Aiden didn’t let that 

disrupt the feelings of ease settling into his body. Outside the door Dante whined and scratched, 

but he’d locked him out. He hoped anyone else that came along would see the dog and take the 

hint. If not… he wasn’t sure why, but at the moment he couldn’t work up the energy to care. 

Flynn was warm, safe, and right, and he was back. It was a relief knowing he was okay, 

and Aiden sighed softly, his breath puffing against the real shoulder under his cheek. He had 

questions he wanted to ask, but he didn’t want to ruin the moment to ask them. Yet there they 

were, swimming under the surface, ready to break through like a fish catching a fly on the water 

if the right opportunity presented itself. 

“So, this is your place?” Flynn asked, getting his first good chance to look around. He ran 

a hand through Aiden’s sweaty hair, and wonder if he’d lost weight. He’d never been a chunky 

guy, but now he seemed even more slender. Maybe things had been as hard for him as they had 

for Flynn. “Did you lose a bet?” 

“This is where we’re all staying. Not for long, I hope. That hut out there… I was hoping 

to fix it if this stay becomes… permanent. It has a bookcase in it. And I brought some of my 

books.” 

Flynn looked at him askance. “You make it sound like you never had a choice.” 

Aiden hesitated, then propped himself up on a shoulder and looked down at him. “I didn’t 

really. It was basically go or die. Or be left to fend off the wolves. They wanted to leave you 

behind but I didn’t- I wouldn’t let them.” 



Flynn mulled that over, and couldn’t suppress the scoff. “Sorry, Red, they played you. 

They had plans for me. Leaving me behind was never part of the deal.” 

“What? But they implied you were useless…” 

“Yeah, they imply that a lot. But it must not be completely true, or …” Fuck. The test. He 

wasn’t supposed to tell anyone anything about it. He scratched his face as he scrambled to think 

of anything that would fill that void. “… they wouldn’t have kept me.” It would have to do. 

“Or what?” Aiden frowned and shifted to sit on Flynn’s hips, leaning over him and 

staring into his eyes. He had paused and Aiden heard it. “I wouldn’t go unless they brought you, 

so that’s why they brought you, right? What do you mean by ‘they imply that a lot?’ Who have 

you talked to? Flynn, where were you before this?” 

Crap. See, this is why he hated relationships. “I don’t know. I just woke up in a strange 

place, and they didn’t tell me shit, except that you were somewhere safe. What do you know 

about Eidolon?” 

“I didn’t really pay attention when they told us… whatever it was they told us. Pierce. I 

know about her. And we’re here to keep us away from Vale’s people. That’s about it. What do 

you know?” 

“Nothing. Except they’re fucking liars, I just can’t figure out what they’re lying about 

and why.” Aiden had said something interesting. “What do you know about Pierce?” 

“I know she’s a bitch. And she didn’t seem to pay much attention to me when I asked her 

questions. Why do you figure they’re liars?” 

“‘Cause it takes one to know one, Aid. Who gives you a free vacation to a tropical island, 

huh? They want something from us. I just can’t figure out what yet.” That was bothering him 

more than anything else. Flynn couldn’t figure out what could possibly be in it for them. He ran a 

hand through his own sweaty hair, and wondered what the hell he was missing. 



Aid? The simple grin wouldn’t stay off his face at the sound of what seemed to be a 

nickname – other than Red – passing from Flynn’s lips, and he felt his cheeks flush. It seemed so 

long since he’d heard something like that. His fingers tugged lightly at Flynn’s longer locks. 

“What would they want from me? I’m a teacher.” 

“You’re pretty, that’s what they want from you,” he teased, but sobered at his dark 

thoughts. “What do they want from me? I’m a terminal fuck up. I’m more useless than anyone. 

Unless Jude is here. Is Jude here?” 

“Jude? I don’t know anyone named Jude,” Aiden said with a shake of his head. “And 

you’re not a terminal fuck up. You’re not useless.” 

“Oh, what’s his face, Lyle Crumpet Pants. I call him Jude Law, or Jude The Obscure, 

depending on how pissy he’s being.” He decided to ignore Aiden’s statement about him. Aiden 

saw him through rose colored glasses – why else did he call him Red Riding Hood? He never 

seemed to realize he was with the Big Bad Wolf. 

“Lyle is here, yes.” The avoidance of his words were not lost on him, but he decided to 

let it go for the moment. 

“See, what is he good for? Unless they need a pinata.” 

“I think he has some sort of connection to them. Again, I was… distracted… so I may 

have missed a few things.” 

“What?” Flynn grasped Aiden’s hips and held him as he sat up, so he didn’t go falling to 

the floor. “He’s with Eidolon?” 

Securing himself with his arms around Flynn’s shoulders he shrugged his own. “I don’t 

know. I think… maybe he knows some things that we don’t.” 

Oh, goddamn it! Flynn knew he always hated the little fucker. Now maybe he had good 

reason to. “Where is he? Can you take me to him?” 



Aiden shook his head. “I don’t know where he is. Where anyone is right now for that 

matter. I haven’t been the greatest company the last few days.” 

“Oh, fuck them,” he said, then added, “Not literally. C’mon, let’s get dressed. I need to 

find Jude Pissy Pants. If he has answers, I want them.” 

“I don’t want to get dressed though,” Aiden teased, trying to keep Flynn in the small bed. 

He settled into his spot on his legs, refusing to move. “Let’s just stay here, okay? For a little 

longer?” He still couldn’t quite believe he was back. 

Usually Aiden was cute when he was stubborn, but right now wasn’t the time for it. “If 

he has answers, we need them, especially if we want to get out of here.” 

“Is the offer still up for Canada?” 

Flynn grabbed his face and planted a kiss on Aiden’s forehead. “Fuck yeah. When we get 

to Vancouver, the TimBits are on me.” 

Aiden loosened his grip on Flynn, but leaned forward, closing his eyes, and rested his 

forehead on Flynn’s, speaking softly. “Promise you’re not going to… disappear like that again. 

I….” He struggled to find the right way to phrase his words, but found his vocabulary lost. As 

seemed to be par for the course around Flynn most times. “Just promise.” 

Flynn put his arms around him and held Aiden tightly. “I’m not, not if I have anything to 

say about it. Okay?” Poor kid. In moments like these, Flynn felt terrible for ever getting involved 

with him. His life was such a disaster area, and Aiden was so innocent. Well, as innocent as a 

sexy teacher could be. 

Breathing a sigh of relief, Aiden nodded. “Okay. Lyle might be with Gideon. I think there 

was an office he was setting up in yesterday. Or maybe he was just inspecting it.” 

“Who the fuck’s Gideon?” 

Aiden had to think back. “The… pilot? Maybe?” 



That made Flynn raise his eyebrows. “You don’t know?” 

“I think I’ve mentioned that the last few days have been difficult? I’ve been in… a sort 

of… fog I guess.” He didn’t want to admit how he’d pretty much lost his mind from worrying 

about where Flynn was and the change in his life that everyone else seemed if not happy with, at 

least at ease about. 

Flynn smoothed his hair out of his face, troubled by the pained look on Aiden’s face. 

“You don’t think Eidolon’s done something to you, do you?” 

“No. I wouldn’t eat or drink anything they offered, so they couldn’t have.” 

No wonder he looked so thin. “What? When was the last time you ate?” 

Aiden shook his head. “Don’t worry about it, okay? I’m fine. Just… been a little stressed 

is all. I’ll be fine now.” 

Flynn eyed him suspiciously. “Right. We’re gonna get you something to eat, and then 

we’re gonna hunt down Lyle’s pasty white ass and kick it until he spills his guts.” 

“How do you know he has a pasty white ass, hmm?” Aiden teased, eyebrow quirking up 

in amusement to distract him from their other conversation. 

“Oh, come on. Have you seen him? He makes Greg Allman look like George Hamilton.” 

“I’ve seen him, but he’s quiet. Didn’t talk to me much, but then… I didn’t say much 

either.” 

“There’s nothing to say to that asshole. He’s got a stick jammed so far up his ass he 

probably spits splinters.” Flynn got up off the tiny bed , and asked, “Does this lean-to have a 

kitchen?” 

“Yeah, down the hall and around the corner. You’ll have to get dressed, first.” He 

laughed quietly into his hand at the comment about Lyle, but then felt bad about it and turned it 

into a small cough. 



Flynn turned around, and did a small, modified butt dance. “What, I can back this up into 

your kitchen? Have you gotten snooty on me?” 

“I just don’t want anyone else seeing your ass, that’s all.” As soon as the words were out 

of his mouth he bit his bottom lip and blushed. Again. Damn, all those reactions he’d had around 

Flynn before were coming back full force. 

Ah, cute. He loved to make Aiden blush. Good thing it was so damn easy. “You said you 

got some of my clothes? Where are they?” 

“In the bag under that bed,” he gestured. “The blue bag. Your book is on top.” 

Flynn went to get it, looking over his shoulder at him. “Why are there more beds in here? 

Are you planning an orgy without me?” 

Aiden managed to keep a straight face. “I thought you’d already planned it.” 

“Oh no, you don’t plan an orgy. They’re no fun unless they’re spontaneous.” Flynn 

opened the bag, and dug out some novelty boxers with big lipstick prints on them. He stepped 

into them before pulling out a pair of cargo shorts and a tank top. “Hey, does the weather ever 

drop beneath a hundred here?” 

“Not since I’ve been here,” Aiden said as he got off the bed, stretching. “We’re all 

staying in here until this place gets fixed up. Doesn’t leave much room for privacy, which is why 

I wanted to fix that other place.” 

“Good idea. Stick with me, baby, and I’ll get us kicked out within an hour.” As Flynn 

pulled on his shorts, he realized that wasn’t even a joke. He got kicked out of all the nicest and 

all the worst places. People just didn’t have a sense of humor anymore. 

“Believe me… I’m going to be sticking with you.” 



Flynn smiled at him, feeling like a heel. Aiden probably should have stuck with someone 

better. He threw the tank top over his shoulder, not ready to put it on yet, and asked, “So what’s 

in the kitchen? Any food, or just an industrial gruel pot?” 

“Your guess is as good as mine. I found scissors in there last time I checked it out.” 

Aiden pulled on some of his own clean clothes, thankfully he’d brought shorts. He tugged his 

sneakers on over bare feet and pulled his white t-shirt over head. “Hey, think they have that 

World’s Greatest Grandpa mug you were so keen on finding?” 

Flynn held up a pair of crossed fingers. “We can only hope. And I hope you kept the 

scissors, ‘cause I’ve heard if you soak ‘em in drawn butter, they’re good eating.” 

“Well, we’ll have to hope they have butter to soak them in then.” 

“If necessary, I can hunt down and kill a butter bear. You’ve hooked up with a macho 

dude, Riding Hood. Lucky you.” 

“My very own sexy wolf? Very lucky for me.” Aiden laughed softly. “I didn’t realize the 

butter bear was indigenous to this region…” 

“Oh sure. They fly, you know. But they have a tendency to melt if they’re in the air too 

long, so you can find ‘em pretty much anywhere. They really love Denny’s.” 

“That explains a lot,” Aiden mused as he opened the door and let Dante in. The dog 

instantly pounced on him and he pushed him off, patting his head. 

Flynn watched Aiden with his dog and smiled, doing his best to pretend that he wasn’t 

worried at all. But he was. Something was going on, and he couldn’t grasp what. None of this 

made sense. 

Which was why Lyle better have some answers. And he hoped he gave them up 

reluctantly, because he really felt like punching something. 



22: Pierced Ears 

Gideon Sterling and Sandra Pierce 

Introducing Eidolon Security Detail Alpha – 

Harry Garvey, Ragnar Bjornson, Gareth Pritchard, Ray Bullivant and Ewan 

Clarke 

with mention of Miles Sutherland, Carter Gillespie, Lyle Tate and Aiden Parker 

___________________________________________________ 

26th January, dinner time 

“This is no fucking good…” 

“I tell you, if he doesn’t sort the bitch out soon, I bloody will…” 

“…need to know who to take orders from…” 

Gideon looked up from his desk as the voices invaded the quiet and calm of HQ as it had 

come to be known. The paperwork he was attempting to finish was a raft of requisition forms 

and orders. He needed to sort them before the seaplane’s next scheduled visit. So far, despite her 

arrival on this morning’s flight, he’d managed to avoid Sandra Pierce, and he wanted to keep it 

that way for a while longer if he could. 

Christ, his neck was stiff. Gideon flexed his shoulders and heard a crack as something 

shifted back into place. Exhaling with relief, he realised he’d been on the go ever since waking to 

the sound of his satellite phone going off: a ‘heads up’ from Ragnar Bjornson that their flight 

was on the final approach. 

His men had been first off the plane, shouldering their kit and clumping down the 

wooden walkway, Bjornson in the lead, a tall, tow-headed, genial Scandinavian with piercing 



blue eyes followed by Pritchard, Garvey, Clarke and Bullivant. After a quick welcome he’d sent 

them up to stow their gear then set them a few tasks around the place, clearing up some of the 

larger pieces of storm debris and transferring the equipment which had just arrived from the jetty 

to the complex. 

Next time he saw Breslaw, though, he’d rip him a new one for making him into a 

glorified babysitter. Gideon had done the best he could for Tate after hearing his request for 

privacy and offered him a share of his own room for now. Tate had reluctantly agreed; Gideon 

knew all there was to know anyway. Gideon tried hard not to be judgemental. He might not 

understand–that was evident after talking to Tate for a while–but he didn’t make assumptions. 

Tate was struggling through life and rising to the challenge, so far as Gideon could see. He 

respected the man for that. 

The teacher had been roaming around with his dog half the night, muttering to himself 

about being hot. He’d seen the paramedic—whatshisname—Carter Gillespie, intervene which 

meant he hadn’t needed to do anything himself. Gideon strongly suspected there were PTSD 

issues there, but he would leave that to the medics to decide. 

Then as he and his men took a well-earned break, Gillespie had started harassing him that 

Miles Sutherland had been missing for more than 24 hours. After lunch, he’d sent his men off to 

make a thorough rece of the island. While they were doing that he told them to keep an eye out 

for the missing man. He expected they had turned up to give him their report. 

The argument that the doctor might be lying injured somewhere was a valid one, but 

Gideon had seen the look in the man’s eye when he walked off soon after they landed. He 

obviously wanted to be anywhere but there, on Mystery Island. Of all of them, Gideon figured 

the doctor was probably the most experienced at looking after himself. 

The door opened and Bjornsen, Garvey and Pritchard barged in, coming to a halt before 

the desk. Gideon looked up and growled, “You might be civilians now, but don’t you ever 

knock?” 

“Sorry, boss, but this is ridiculous…” 



“She’s fucked us up….” 

“…conflicting orders….” 

“Woah there, one at a time. Rag, what are you yammering about?” 

“Sorry, sir, but it’s that Eidolon woman, Pierce. She’s contradicting your orders about 

what we’re meant to be doing here…” 

“What exactly did she say?” Gideon asked. There was no sense in going nuts before he 

had the whole story. 

“We were progressing with the sweep of the island like you told us, sir, then she called us 

over and ordered us to help rebuild the bures.” 

“What did you do? Garvey?” 

The lean young man almost straightened to attention. “We left Clarke and Bullivant at it, 

sir, and completed the survey. Couldn’t find a trace of Sutherland anywhere, by the way. It was 

getting dark so we decided we best head back. We observed Gillespie, sir, he was on the beach, 

looking out to Rapatoka. Looked like he might be doing his own search, like he suggested, sir.” 

Gideon suppressed a chuckle at all the ‘sirs’. Garvey was nothing if not precise, even if they 

weren’t in the service any more. 

“Okay, go find the others and knock off for the night. I’ll deal with Ms Pierce.” 

“Boss, who do we take orders from now?” 

“Me, Pritch, for as long as you are here, clear it through me first, please.” 

“Right, sir.” 

“Now, did you get the supplies unloaded?” 



“Yes, boss,” Pritchard winked. “Six crates of supplies and a couple of dozen bottles… 

We got any birds here or are we going to have to put up with you in drag again? Harry’s got his 

ipod dock…” 

“Great. Not sure about me in drag again, that cheongsam was a little tight. Although the 

girls are a little few and far between. The gay guys outnumber the girls five to one, I’m 

guessing…” Gideon grinned. “I saw a couple of girls arrive with you, but that’s all. What about 

them?” 

“Nah, one’s a lesbian…” 

“She’s not…” 

“Is too…” 

“Well, if the gays are that numerous, you’ll have to watch your arse, Garvey.” Ragnar 

grinned and elbowed Harry Garvey in the ribs. It was a well known fact that if anyone was going 

to be chatted up by a Thai lady boy or an Anak Ikan then it would be Harry. Next to Pritch he 

was definitely the gay bait. 

“My arse is safe, thank you, but what about yours, Gay Boy?” he retorted. 

Gideon ignored the verbal sparring. He would go to hell and back with these guys, but a 

niggling feeling of doubt was suggesting to him that they might have to, sooner or later. “I want 

you lot to mind your Ps and Qs around Ms Eidolon herself, let me handle that one, and don’t 

think you can turn into beach bums. There’s work to be done.” There was a chorus of moans 

which degenerated into laughter. 

“No such thing as a free holiday, eh, boss?” 

“Might have known we’d not be sitting on our arses all day…” 

“Knew it was too good to be true…” 



“Can it, guys,” Gideon ordered gently. “Be subtle, okay? Keep the lines of 

communication open and hope Ms Busybody goes home first chance she gets. 

They’d barely been gone a moment, when the door opened. No knock, again. 

He didn’t even bother to look up. “Why don’t you guys bugger off and let me do some 

proper work.” 

“Nice to see someone is working, Mr. Sterling.” 

Shit, he thought. “Ms Ei…Pierce… Nice to see you.” 

He stood, not sure whether to offer her his own chair. As offices went it was pretty sparse. 

She surprised him though by perching on the edge of the desk and smiling at him sweetly. Pierce 

didn’t do sweet so what was going on here? 

“Your men seem to be settling in well, enjoying themselves.” 

She stretched out one leg and twisted it slightly as if admiring the view. Did she think his 

men would find her attractive? Gideon smirked to himself as he sat back in the chair. The odds 

might be in her favor, but none of them would touch her with a barge pole. Although… 

“They’re adaptable. Comes with the territory.” 

“Hm, as long as they realize that there is a lot of money tied up in this project. Games are 

all very well, but we have to get this place up and running in record time. If you need more 

men…” 

“My men are not here to be builders, Ms Pierce, they have specialist skills. If you needed 

builders, you should have brought more with you.” 

“Builders will be coming, Mr Sterling, along with all sorts of tradespeople. It was at your 

insistence that your security detail arrived first. I’d have thought getting a roof over their heads 

would be a number one priority, unless of course they like sleeping in communal quarters with a 

bunch of gay men.” 



“You have something against gay men?” 

“Not at all, Mr Sterling, but your men don’t seem the sensitive, understanding type.” 

“You don’t know my men…” he stopped himself and smiled broadly. 

She stared at him for a long moment. She almost seemed to be baiting him. Before he 

could respond further, she sprang to her feet and started pacing around the room. “Enough of 

that.” She gave a dismissive wave of her hand and placed a document down on the desk in front 

of him. The seaplane specs. “How does she handle? Will she suit our purpose do you think?” 

“That entirely depends on how you perceive our purpose. She’s a good plane. Handles 

well. She has a good range…” 

“Precisely, that’s why we bought her. She’s the vital link in our plans. The Russian model 

may be bigger, but they can’t land in such a small area. Do those landing and lift-off devices 

work like they’re supposed to?” 

Gideon smiled. Something about her eagerness didn’t sit right. “The suppressors work 

just fine. Now, if I could draw your attention to the state of the equipment here…” 

She waved a hand dismissively. “Just let us know what you need. I must admit that 

cyclone did make a bit of a mess. That’s what you get when you use leaves and branches for 

building materials.” 

“Readily available building materials, Ms Pierce, plentiful and cheap.” Gideon gestured 

to the forms on his desk. “My requirements are all ready for you.” 

“What about the important things, the electricity, the desalination plant, are they all still 

functioning properly or do we need to get them repaired as well.” 

“Well, the generator is working, although it could do with a complete overhaul. As to the 

desalination plant, I have yet to check it. There’s only so much you can complete in a day.” What 

did she think he was, superhuman? 



“I’ll have some experts come in on the next flight. When I stayed here as a guest last year, 

that was one of the first things that made me interested in buying this place. Once the solar and 

wind generators are all up and running again, we won’t need to rely on antiquated pieces of 

machinery. We will have all the energy and water we need.” 

Experts. Gideon suppressed a smile. Anything and everything was at her beck and call. 

Well, Eidolon’s. “I’m sure we’ll have the resort running to your satisfaction in no time.” He 

turned on the charm. “You’ll have to stop ordering my men around though; it confuses them. 

They’re used to a chain of command. You’ll not get the best out of them unless you leave them 

to me.” 

“Your men?” She turned and planted her hands on the desk leaning over slightly towards 

him. “Mr. Sterling, your men may have been under your command in the SAS, but here they are 

employees of Eidolon.” 

“SBS, Ms Pierce. Not SAS. And yes, we are all your employees now, are we not? But 

they still remain my men, under my command. Anything else will mean you won’t get the 

optimum performance from them. If security, as you have already stated, is of paramount 

importance?” Gideon stood and wandered round his desk, stepping closer to her. “We’re here to 

do the best we can for you.” 

“I expect nothing less, Mr Sterling. However, we need to be exactly clear who is the boss 

here and, like it or not, I need to be sure that this place is operational as soon as possible. I can’t 

afford to have men jaunting around the island when there is work to be done.” 

“I’m sure jaunting was the last thing on their minds. All I’m asking is that you let me 

keep things simple. Chain of command, Ms Pierce. If you want them to do anything, please run it 

by me first. Dissemination of information is easier when it comes through correct lines.” 

“That’s why wars have been lost throughout the ages, Mr Sterling. Arguments about 

priorities.” 



“Wars are won through good strategy, Ms Pierce, which includes clear communication 

through correct lines, otherwise we may as well be sitting on our arses getting a suntan.” 

“So what was so important that you had to spare five men today when our first priority 

should have been to make this place ready for the influx of personnel we’re going to get over the 

next few days? Perhaps I should have brought the builders over first. Pity that by the time we 

load the seaplane up with gear, we can only bring in a few people at a time.” 

“My first priority was to familiarise my men with the island they are supposed to protect. 

We have to adapt as we go, Ms Pierce. Things come along that change our priorities. We now 

have the added and unforeseen issue of a missing person not to mention evidence that the 

islanders from Rapatoka have been visiting in order to take anything useful. My men are now on 

alert in case they try it again.” 

“Missing person? Who is missing?” 

“Dr Sutherland.” 

“Miles Sutherland?” Pierce let go of the desk and straightened, a self-satisfied smirk 

twisting her lips into a sneer. “His usefulness is over anyway. We only needed his inclusion in 

the crew to convince the manufacturers to sell the seaplane to us. They were making some noise 

about the fact that because it had been built with Government money they couldn’t sell it to 

private companies. That cyclone relief story paid off in two ways, giving us an excuse to get 

them out of Haven Falls and clinch the deal with the plane. Disaster relief.” She snorted. “Works 

every time.” She turned and walked to the window. “Maybe he’s decided that he couldn’t live 

without his dead lover anymore. Our psych evaluation showed he was borderline suicidal.” 

Gideon was careful to keep his expression bland. He had a great deal of experience in not 

revealing his feelings. Sandra Pierce had just shown her true colours. “A pity, we could have 

done with a medic. Still, one of my men has experience. And we still have Gillespie. Between 

them, it should be enough until you can replace him.” 



“I’m actually more concerned about reports of locals coming over to the island. Now we 

have the inflatable Zodiac unloaded, I want to visit Rapatoka tomorrow and make sure they 

understand the resort is off limits now.” She turned back to face him. “I want a couple of your 

men with me. Armed. They need to see that we’re deadly serious.” 

Gideon nodded. “I’ll see to it.” 

“Of course you will, Mr Sterling, that’s what we pay you for.” 

That’s right, Gideon thought, rub it in that I don’t hold rank any longer. He smiled and 

moved a little closer. “And you get what you pay for, Ms Pierce,” he said reassuringly. “I’ll see 

you tomorrow. Sleep well.” He brushed close by her and held open the door. 

“I’m sure I will, Mr Sterling. The bure is fine now Mindy has cleaned it.” 

The door clicked with a sharp snap behind her. Poor bloody Mindy. He paused, 

considering. Now that might be worth a try. She did say anything I needed. He sat back down 

quickly and added a couple of things to the bottom of the requisition forms. 



23: A Ghost Appears 

Miles Sutherland, Caroline Halapati and Lucas Olutopu 

with mention of Carter (Gil) Gillespie and Gideon Sterling 

___________________________________________________ 

Before sunrise 27th January 

Miles woke from a deep sleep, sure he’d heard barking and Gil calling out to him. He 

hoped to God they were alright. 

In the dark, all he’d seen when he looked out the window was a collection of lights where 

the resort was. That meant they must have got the electricity working at least. As the sky 

brightened with the approaching dawn, the outline of Mystery Island started to emerge from the 

blackness surrounding it. He’d been gone for nearly two days now. 

Yesterday, when Caroline summoned Jerri and Tommi and gave them a dressing down 

for kidnapping him, he’d suggested they take him back so he could collect some gear and 

reassure everybody he was okay. There was better medical equipment there he told Caroline: 

drugs and proper splints. Gideon had mentioned that everything on the plane would need to be 

unloaded so they could fit in more stuff on the return trip. Anyway, knowing Gil, he’d probably 

packed everything he had. 

The unintelligible conversation between the islanders had gone on for some time with 

much shaking of the two curly heads. The huge men might be scared of Caroline, but they were 

more afraid of going back to the island for some reason. She seemed to understand and didn’t 

yell at them. Before they left, her command had been to: “Look after the doctor.” That had met 

with a much happier response. Their identical faces transformed instantly from sullen misery to 

wide grins. 



Miles had yet to discover what “looking after” meant. He’d always connected those 

words to his looking after Darren. 

Darren…… 

@—}–—}—— 

“You’ve been staring out that window for three hours.” Caroline’s soft voice shattered 

the silence. 

Miles moved quietly over to Caroline’s bedside. He could just make out her form in the 

gloom. “Sorry, if I disturbed you.” 

She blew him off with a dismissive wave and struggled to get into a more comfortable 

position. “No, it’s just the leg.” 

He reached for a packet of oxycodone. 

“And I don’t want any more painkillers until the morning,” she bit out sharply. 

He replaced the tablets on the bedside table. “Would you like a cup of tea instead?” 

She shook her head slightly. “If I do, I’ll just need to pee again.” 

Miles smiled and changed the urine collection bag. She was one of those nurses who had 

no hesitation in providing that sort of care for her patients but was loath to accept help herself. 

Her leg had to stay as immobilised as long as possible. At least for another 24 hours. One of the 

reasons he’d resigned himself to staying. 

She grimaced. “I need to move, get the circulation going. I can’t afford to get bedsores or 

a clot.” 

“But, not yet.” Miles tightened the ropes supporting her elevated leg. He’d managed to 

rig up a sling between two IV stands. If only he could get some of the gear over from the island. 

They didn’t even have a wheelchair here. That was another thing he’d seen on the plane. 



“I wish I had some heparin at least,” he muttered as he plumped up the pillows behind her. 

“Well, we don’t have any. This island needs a lot of things as you’ll discover if you stay 

for a while, Mister.” Her waspish comment surprised him, she was usually pretty calm and 

collected. 

“Are you sure you don’t want some more painkillers. We still have a few of those.” 

She shook her head. “No. Talk to me; distract me for a while.” 

Miles checked the other occupied bed in the ward. Lucas seemed to be fast asleep. Miles 

edged a little closer, careful not to move her leg. “What do you want me to talk about?” he asked 

softly. 

She stared at him for a while, then her gaze shifted slightly. She seemed to be looking at 

something over his shoulder. He twisted around, thinking Lucas might have woken up, but there 

was no-one there. 

“Who is he?” she asked quietly when he glanced back at her, a feeling of dread in his 

stomach. 

Some of the colour had gone from her face, but she didn’t seem afraid, more… concerned. 

A cold chill swept through him, exiting with just a tingle from his toes. “Who is who?” He barely 

managed to croak the words out. 

“While you were staring out the window, there seemed to be someone standing behind 

you. Shorter, slimmer. He looked like he wanted to touch you, comfort you.” 

Miles closed his eyes and tried to prevent the tears spilling out. Shit, he so didn’t want to 

go there. He glanced at her, thinking he could fob her off with some smartass reply, but her lips 

were set in a grim line. It was strange. Sometimes Darren did seem so real to him; he’d find 

himself turning to share a funny joke or have a bitch about something and be surprised he wasn’t 

there. Maybe she could see a presence, a ghost. He sighed. “I was thinking of Darren.” 



She glanced down at his hands. 

He followed her gaze and noticed he was twisting his wedding ring round and round. He 

hadn’t even been aware he was doing it. “My late husband,” he added almost defiantly. 

She nodded as if she’d expected as much. Obviously she wasn’t prejudiced about gays. 

Probably why she hadn’t been shocked by Lucas’s behavior. 

“What happened to him?” 

“He died a couple of years ago after a long battle with AIDS.” Too many people made 

the assumption Darren had been sleeping around. Usually Miles didn’t give a hoot what they 

thought, but for some reason he couldn’t bear to have Caroline think that. He swallowed, the 

truth was even harder to admit. “We were both working for Medecins sans Frontier in Africa….” 

As he told the tale, she listened without interrupting. Her gaze never flinching from his 

despite the horrific scenes he was describing: their capture by a Somalian warlord, the rough 

treatment he and Darren received while being moved from one location to another as ever more 

ridiculous ransom demands were made. The beatings and brutality were the easiest part. Heck, at 

least they were still alive; their native borne helpers had been slaughtered immediately. At night, 

they’d tried to keep their distance from each other, knowing that any hint they were lovers would 

make matters worse. 

In the end, it had been Miles’ fault. He’d had a particular vicious whipping by their 

captor’s sadistic leader. It was a wonder he hadn’t been scarred, but the man was clever, careful 

not to leave any marks so that when negotiators came he could always pretend they were being 

treated well. But that night, Miles couldn’t help himself. He’d broken down and cried like a baby. 

Despite the fact he tried to push him away, Darren had wrapped him carefully in his arms, 

avoiding touching the welts and cuddled him. Rocking him like a child, muttering soothing 

words in his ears. Telling him how much he loved him. 

A guard had come in and just laughed. Moments later, Darren was dragged away. When 

the door opened again, hours later, he was thrown into the corner like a sack of potatoes. At first 



Miles thought he must have been beaten too, but Darren just shook his head and refused to 

answer, gesturing for him to stay away. It was only in the light of day that Miles discovered he’d 

been raped repeatedly. Miles would never forget the look on his face. The unshed tears glistening 

in his eyes as he tried to smile, but wincing instead as he muttered, “They forgot the lube.” 

Maybe one of their captors felt they’d gone too far and tipped the authorities off to their 

whereabouts. Whatever happened, a surprise raid by forces loyal to the government freed them a 

couple of days later, but the damage was done. One of the men must have been infected and with 

the rough treatment Darren received and his weakened state from their time in captivity, the 

infection took hold. 

“Why hadn’t it been me?” Miles pleaded, uttering the question that had plagued him ever 

since. 

Caroline just shook her head and didn’t answer. 

“He was so gentle, so loving. Even afterwards, he refused to hate them, trying to get me 

to just let it go.” He bowed his head, no longer capable of witnessing the sadness in her eyes. He 

snorted. “Let it go,” he repeated quietly under his breath. 

“What could you have done?” Her voice contained none of her usual tartness. The 

uncharacteristic gentleness nearly set off his tears again. 

“If only I’d been stronger, taken my beatings like a man.” Miles glared at her, but in the 

pre-dawn gloom all he could see was a dark shape in the bed. She’d closed her eyes. What could 

he have done? Once they’d returned to the States, they’d both undergone counselling and he’d 

even experimented with BDSM, trying to come to terms with his guilt. After a while, Miles had 

welcomed the restraints. He wouldn’t cry or even scream, just accept whatever they gave him for 

Darren’s sake. Promising himself that if it ever happened again, he’d be stronger, able to cope. 

But it was never enough. 



One shrink had suggested Darren do the whipping, but that hadn’t worked either. His 

lover had refused to hit him hard enough to make it hurt. Miles wanted it to hurt. Needed it to 

hurt. At least the ‘treatment’ had rid him of the horror of being bound. 

A slight whimper made him look down. In the dark he hadn’t even been aware that Lucas 

had joined them, sitting cross legged on the floor in his usual position at his feet. Miles had even 

been stroking his fingers through his hair without realizing it, lost as he had been in the past. 

“Tea, Lucas,” Caroline snapped, and her command broke the spell. 

With his hand free, Miles returned to twisting his ring round and round his finger again, 

forcing the memories back into the padlocked section of his brain. “I’ve never told that story to 

anyone except my shrinks before.” 

A single tear, slowly slid down her cheek. “You have to believe him when he says it’s not 

your fault.” 

At her words, Miles sprang to his feet and paced up and down beside the bed. “Of course 

it’s my fault. Weren’t you listening? If I hadn’t been weak, he’d still be alive.” The harshness of 

his reply didn’t even cause her eyelids to flicker. This time she was looking over his shoulder 

again towards the window, focused on whoever, or whatever was behind him. 

Miles wanted to turn around, but just couldn’t. Torn between wanting to see something 

and scared that he wouldn’t. Even a ghost would be better than the complete absence he’d had to 

endure ever since Darren died. 

Maybe if they’d been like most couples he knew, he would have been alright, but ever 

since they’d met, Darren had been that other half of him. His better half. He was scared that if he 

let him go, as well-meaning people, his sister, Siobahn, for one, urged him to, the bit that was left 

would be found wanting, inadequate. 

“Maybe, it’s time you did listen to him.” 

Miles sank to his knees beside the bed. “How?” 



25: SNAFU 

Gideon Sterling, Lyle Ashley Tate, Eidolon Security Detail Alpha and 
Sandra Pierce 

with mention of Flynn Archer and Miles Sutherland 

_____________________________________________________________ 

Morning, Sunday 27th January, Mystery Island (Mata Api Kisiwa) 

Gideon could hear the sounds of someone in the gym. He pulled the towel off from 

around his neck. Looked like someone had beaten him to it. 

On entering through the open doorway, he was treated to a back view of Lyle Tate doing 

push ups. The man was wearing gi, cinched at the waist with a black belt. Now that was 

interesting. But a black belt in what? He was doing calisthenic exercises, push ups and rolls, 

which didn’t tell him much. 

Gideon approached cautiously, wanting to watch but not put Lyle off. He was still hard-

pushed to admit in his own mind that he was watching someone who had started life in a 

woman’s body. Lyle did not look female, simple as that, although his body might still bear the 

evidence. What the fuck, who was he to judge? Gideon didn’t actually care. He had dressed up in 

drag a few times himself, but he knew he made a lousy woman. He was just too masculine to 

fool anybody and besides, it didn’t make him a tranny. He watched Lyle warm up, then figured 

on joining him. However, he had no wish to spook him so he knocked on the door frame. 

Lyle’s head was so full up with stuff that it took a while for the sound to register. He’d 

come in to do a physical warm up, some calisthenics, rather than trying to start with meditation. 

It was good to move, to be in his body; the T-shots and his workouts were doing their job, 

building his muscle and adding weight to his frame. His short warm up routine had gone well, 

and finishing with jumps he tried to put in all the positive emotions he could muster to get 



himself airborne. Stretching felt good. His cardio-vascular system was getting the work it needed 

now too. Apparently his awareness needed some work though, given the way the knock on the 

door frame surprised him. He felt a smile spread across his face when he saw who was standing 

there. He dropped into a resting position. 

“Hi, Gideon”. 

“Could you stand some company?” Gideon threw the towel onto the floor out of the way. 

“Sure. I was just thinking how it helps to have company if you’re after a serious 

workout.” He knew full well there was an innuendo there. He was quite intrigued to see if 

Sterling would take the bait. 

“I’m curious. What discipline do you follow?” 

Lyle smiled at the term ‘discipline’, he couldn’t help himself. “Aikido. It was Richard’s 

idea originally, he thought it would be good given my build back then. He was worried for me 

when I first moved to the States, thinking I would be a mugger’s delight.” 

Oh you’d be that alright, Gideon thought, unable to stop the grin. Not necessarily for 

mugging though. “It’s a good path to follow no matter what build you are. I can’t say I follow a 

particular way myself. They teach us a mix of techniques, mostly how to take someone out hard, 

fast and quietly. The closest is Krav Maga, I guess, although that really has no rules at all.” 

“Any means necessary, huh? I suppose it’s all about context and intention.” Gideon had 

disclosed his military background, so Lyle knew his training would have been very different to 

his own. Avoiding and neutralising an opponent as swiftly as possible was his aim if forced to 

fight; finishing an opponent with deadly efficiency would be Gideon’s. 

“What put you into the military in the first place?” 

Gideon paused. That was a leading question. “I was looking for something. I lost my 

parents before I turned 18 and I had no other family. The Marines substituted I guess.” 



Lyle kept talking, despite rolling all over the place. His teachers had always stressed the 

importance of being proficient in ukemi and he enjoyed the floor work. “You don’t do things by 

halves, do you? Straight into the Marines at 18?” 

“No, not straight away.” Gideon dropped to the floor and began push-ups. “I was in the 

regular Navy for a while first; three years.” He stopped speaking to concentrate on the exercises. 

Lyle continued nearby in companionable silence, the huffs of their breathing the only sounds in 

the room for a while. Gideon finished, rolled and got to his feet. “I applied for the Marines when 

I was 21,” he continued. “Served with them for six years. Don’t ask me why I tried for the 

SBS… Seemed like a good idea at the time? One of my officers thought I would be good for it.” 

He was busy doing cool-down exercises as he spoke, watching Lyle do similar moves out of the 

corner of his eye. 

“Did you mean it when you said you’d teach me scuba? I’d love to be able to take a 

proper look at this reef of ours sometime.” 

“Of course. I never offer anything unless I mean it. If I say I’m about to shoot you 

between the eyes, I will.” Gideon grinned again, disarmingly. “Actually, that’s not quite true. If 

that was what I was about to do, I wouldn’t waste my breath telling you.” 

All very macho. Gideon wasn’t willing to face up to emotions though, unprepared to take 

risks with his heart, or other people’s. It was disappointing, because Lyle really fancied him. 

“So, you fancy a one on one? Your skills against mine? I promise to be gentle…” one 

eyebrow rose questioningly while Gideon awaited a reply. 

“Maybe another time. I’m ready for a shower and some breakfast now, then I’m due to 

help with the IT.” 

“Damn, you disappoint me. I could have a word with the boss, you know? I hear he’s a 

bit of a hard nut, but he can be persuaded.” 

“I heard Pierce was the boss, and I don’t think she takes persuading well.” 



“Hmm, well, Ms Eidolon doesn’t have the security of this island to manage once she’s 

gone home. She better go home soon, for all our sakes.” 

“Home is where the heart is… Maybe she fancies you.” 

“I sincerely hope she doesn’t. I may be forced to do something she’d regret.” He looked 

around at the lack of equipment. No treadmills, weights or anything much. There were bars 

against the wall, but that was all. The building was due for an upgrade, like everything else on 

the island. “I’ll tell Harry he’ll be helping you today.” 

“Thanks, he’ll need to bring me up to speed on some of the kit, but we’ll be operational 

soon enough.” As soon as possible, Lyle thought, if I can just get you out of the way long enough 

to leave some gear in your office. 

Lyle was sure something bizarre was going on with this island. Gideon had recently 

‘invited’ him to provide electronic security. This wasn’t anything to do with protecting him from 

the Mafia or the Bratva. It was like that was just an excuse to get him where Eidolon wanted him. 

Again he pondered whether they had actually been behind the whole Vale-Bratva thing. “I’m 

supposedly going to be well rewarded for my efforts, and I don’t like to hang around. I am 

curious what it’s all for though? I checked on the boxes that got unloaded yesterday. There’s 

enough wiring alone to wrap twice round this island… all for the five of us? I think not.” 

Gideon’s response was to be expected. He simply chuckled. 

Despite the frustration that caused, Lyle nevertheless enjoyed the warm, rich sound. He 

suspected Gideon’s singing voice would be that of a baritone. Their chat the other night had been 

pleasant, he could have listened to the man speak all night. “Don’t tell me…’need to 

know’…I’m part of the security team now though, so I do indeed need to know.” He thought of 

pushing harder, but his measure of the man told him he’d get more if he left spaces to be filled, 

dead air begging for sound to fill it. He resumed his exercises, flipping into a handstand and then 

walking it around the room. 

@—}–—}—— 



“So, that’s the order of the day. I want Harry with Lyle. Take him through the equipment, 

bring him up to speed on what’s what, but let him organise the room to his liking, okay?” 

“Okay, boss.” 

“Make sure he knows his CCTV from his radar. Rag,” Gideon turned to the Swede. “I 

want you, Pritch and Bull well out of the way when we leave for Rapatoka. I have no intention of 

allowing the Ice Queen to order you along too. Two of us is two too many, especially if she 

wants us armed. So, radio silence for at least an hour, okay? Clarkey, you’re with me. Full desert 

gear.” 

“Yes, boss.” Clarke looked anything but happy about the prospect. Full gear in this heat 

was going to be punishing. 

“I know the heat doesn’t make it easy, but when have we ever gone into a potentially 

volatile situation without full protective gear on? I shouldn’t need to tell you that we never 

underestimate the natives. Don’t underestimate Pierce’s ability to cock up either. Pierce wants us 

armed, she gets us geared up as well. She needs to learn that. Got it?” 

“Got it, boss.” Clarke responded. He was accompanied by a chorus of “yes, boss.” 

“Good, let’s get to it then. Go get geared up, Ewan. I’ll meet you at the boat. Rest of you, 

keep an eye out for the doctor again. And don’t take any nonsense from that tricky little bastard, 

Flynn Archer. Last thing I need right now is anyone else making waves…” 

@—}–—}—— 

SNAFU*, Gideon thought, watching Clarke as he got the boat ready. Pierce hadn’t shown 

yet, but then, that was why he’d woken up before dawn and had his guys do likewise in order to 

prepare. He wanted to get the drop on her. She was a right royal pain the arse and the less time 

he had to suffer her company the better. At least the inflatable was a good one, able to carry up to 

seven men and their gear, with a reasonably powerful engine and low fuel consumption. 



They really needed a fuel dump fitting. So far they had brought all their fuel in jerrycans 

and Gideon really didn’t like carrying it on board the plane. They would need a shit load of it to 

run the site 24/7 too, even with wind turbines and solar panelling. They ought to be fuelled from 

a tanker visiting once a month, rather than bring it piecemeal by plane. It wasn’t an efficient 

method at all but Gideon hoped Eidolon had the answer because it would be next to impossible 

to get a ship anywhere near close enough. 

“There we are, boss, all ready.” Ewan Clarke grinned and scratched his chin. “So what’s 

the protocol for today? Allow Ms Pierce to drop herself in it?” 

Gideon smiled and nodded. “That’s pretty much it. Do what you’re told, but stop short of 

shooting the islanders, okay? I am not condoning violence, even if it happens to be Pierce doing 

the ordering. We need these people, even if she doesn’t realise it yet.” 

“Did we have to get all tooled up though? I’m sweating like a pig in this gear.” He had 

stopped short of greasing his face with camo paint, but he was wearing the full desert combats 

and body armor, sporting the utility belt and full ammo clips. He wore his helmet with its visor 

up. 

“Yes, we do. She wanted us armed. I never send anyone in to an armed situation without 

wearing the full gear. That would be suicide.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And another thing, Clarkey, you do the talking. I don’t want her to know its me under 

this. You got that? Not until we get there…” Clarkey nodded. “Otherwise there’s a chance she’ll 

tell me to stay behind, and I’m damned if I’m doing that. She said she wanted a couple of my 

men to accompany her and a couple she is going to have. Okay?” 

Clarkey grinned. “Okay boss… O-oh, Uberbitch on the horizon, eleven o’clock.” 

Gideon looked up, saw the coiffed blond head through the trees and quickly jammed his 

own helmet on his head and dropped the visor. He jumped into the boat and cradled his rifle to 

his chest. The barest flicker of something—was that surprise?—crossed Pierce’s face when her 



eyes alighted on the men waiting for her. Gideon slung his gun across his back and started the 

engine, gunning the throttle a little. Clarkey held the boat and handed Pierce onto the craft, 

helping her to a seat. 

“Ready to go, ma’am?” he asked respectfully. 

“Thank you….?” 

“Clarke, ma’am. You might want to hold on here and here?” he offered, as Gideon turned 

the boat toward open water. Pierce placed her hands where Clarke suggested and held on. 

The wind as they sped through the water cooled them both down. Gideon guided the craft 

across the waves, pointing it toward the larger island and hoping he could find a settlement to 

stop at. He had no idea what waited for them here, no clue concerning how many islanders lived 

there who would not be happy to see them brandishing weapons and throwing their weight 

around. Well, they would see Pierce throwing her weight around. Gideon hoped he may be able 

to remain incognito. If not, well, he was there to see that nothing drastic happened. He could do 

without Pierce making a cock-up of relations with their neighbours. 

“Has your commander told you why we are going there this morning?” Pierce suddenly 

broke the silence. Clarkey regarded her with a bored look. 

“To quell the natives?” he suggested with a grin. Pierce paused, then allowed herself a 

small smile. 

“Is that what he said?” 

“No, ma’am, but it’s what it amounts to, isn’t it, ma’am? Warning them off nicking our 

stuff, aren’t we?” 

“Yes, we are, but we ought to be subtle.” Subtle, Gideon thought? That woman wouldn’t 

know subtle if it rushed up and smacked her in the eye. “I want you and…” 

“Bu..van…, ma’am.” Gideon replied gruffly, the helmet muffling his voice somewhat. 



“You and…both of you…need to back me up and be prepared to use force if necessary.” 

“Are we anticipating a problem, ma’am?” Clarke enquired. 

“Did Sterling not brief you at all?” She sounded irritated. 

“Oh yes, ma’am. He said we were to liaise with you, and you would tell us how you want 

this played out. He said we were to look to you for guidance.” 

Gideon nearly gave the game away, but managed to get his laughter under control before 

it escaped. 

Pierce looked a little mollified but thoughtful. “Then take my lead. I am warning the 

residents off coming over and taking our…equipment. We have no obligation to them, and they 

need to know, we own the island, and we will come down hard on trespassers.” 

“Very good, ma’am.” Clarkey shouldered his G39 and sat facing the way they were going, 

eyes searching out the lie of the land. Gideon saw him glance over and nodded, not sure if the 

motion of the boat had disguised the movement, but he saw Clarkey nod and face front again. 

Pierce was handed off the boat by Clarke again and stood, taking in the surroundings like 

a tourist. Bloody hell, she really did behave as if she owned the place. 

They beached the craft on a stretch of white sand that lead up to a row of partially hidden 

bures in the tree line. To the right, up a pathway, was a low building Gideon took to be a meeting 

house of some kind. Evidence of the cyclone’s destructive wake was here also, broken trees and 

piles of debris on the beach. A few curious islanders began to come toward them, but the men 

saw the two armed visitors and pulled back, ushering womenfolk and children to safety. 

*SNAFU – Situation Normal, All Fucked Up 



26: Boys’ Toys 

Lyle Ashley Tate and Harry Garvey 

___________________________________________________ 

Mid-morning, Sunday 27th January, Mystery Island (Mata Api Kisiwa) 

The sheer amount of equipment the men were toting into the room was amazing. It made 

Lyle wonder if he was equal to the task he’d been recruited to. Eidolon wouldn’t have gone to so 

much trouble to acquire him though if they didn’t believe in him. It even crossed his mind that 

they might have been the ones to out him to Vale, triggering the chain of events that had brought 

him here. There was the Flynn factor though, too. He knew now that they had wanted the street 

punk too, for whatever reasons.  

Gideon had promised Lyle he would be getting the best kit, and he was right about that. 

Whoever and whatever Eidolon really was, they obviously believed in the phrase ‘no expense 

spared’. They certainly weren’t a charity, not judging by the manpower and the level of 

sophistication they were able to apply to their operations. Lyle was pretty sure they weren’t just 

about ‘witness protection’ either, if at all. 

A technician was grabbing the packages as they were brought through the door and 

setting the items up. There would have been a nasty mess of wires trailing round the room if Lyle 

hadn’t taken charge of the deployment of the equipment to suit his own tastes and the ergonomic 

requirements of the tasks ahead of him. He hadn’t a clue what to do with some of the stuff, 

though. He recognised a radar screen, but other bits were utterly unfamiliar to him. He smiled, 

thinking of the tiny amount of equipment he’d smuggled in with him—stuff that he’d already 

deployed; it was a drop in the ocean compared to this stuff, but it was something Eidolon didn’t 

know about, a little one-up for his side. 

“Watch it, mate…” Harry muttered as he nearly got swiped by techie on his way out of 

the room. Gideon had ordered–well, asked–that he go give Tate a hand setting up the IT centre. 



The tech muttered an apology and disappeared, presumably to collect more gear. Harry leaned in 

the open door and took a look at what was going on. The blond looked preoccupied, as if he was 

weighing up the stuff he didn’t recognise and trying to decide where to have the technicians put 

it all. As Harry watched, Tate asked for something to be moved. The tech who was attempting to 

fix the thing in question grumbled. Harry grinned. He wondered how often Tate had wanted 

things moving round. This would be interesting.  

“Yes, again. I won’t have you lot here to shift this stuff later and I need help getting it 

positioned to the optimum for one man to run it all. So if you would oblige….” 

“One man, eh? Who’s that gonna be then?” The technician’s tone was deliberately 

disrespectful, sly. 

“Me. If you’ve got a problem with that, or with me, talk to Pierce. She recruited me 

specifically for this job. I’m sure she won’t mind spending her precious time explaining to a 

junior technician where I fit into all this, and why I get what I want here.”  

“Knock, knock,” Harry said, by way of introduction. “Can I come in, or is this a no-go 

area?”  

“Depends on who you are and what you want.” Lyle said a little testily.  

“Harry Garvey; Major Sterling sent me to help. Looks like you’re getting on fine on your 

own though, from where I’m standing.” Harry couldn’t help fixing the tech with a stare.  

He never told me his rank, Lyle thought. Interesting. “If you know what these things are, 

you’re welcome.” Lyle gestured at a couple of items that had been plonked down near his feet. 

“One’s part of a radar receiver. The other…” Harry walked in and picked up the device, 

turning it round. “I’ll tell you later.” He smiled as he spoke. No need to tell the techies 

everything. “I have a suggestion. Let these guys bring the stuff in, I’ll go through it with you, we 

can connect it up later when it’s all in place. How does that sound?”  



“You can do that? I can programme like all hell, but like most software people, I rely on 

technicians to do the wiring and plugging together…” 

“And I rely on software wranglers to make sure the stuff works once I’ve wired it. I’m a 

bit more than a techie though. We have to be…adaptable.” Harry picked up a bunch of wires and 

sorted through them, checking the connectors. 

Lyle eyed the guy, wondering if that was an opening line or just a matter of fact. He 

hoped it was the latter, because the man was gorgeous, lean and muscular, the build of a gymnast. 

Gideon seemed to have chosen his team for their value as eye candy as well as for their military 

and technical capabilities. 

Harry turned away and seemed to be fiddling with another piece of tech when he 

suddenly burst out “Oi, for the love of God!” Lyle startled but he wasn’t the butt of Harry’s ire. 

“Who hired you? That goes in there… Look, if you don’t know your arse from your elbow, 

bugger off and fetch the rest of the stuff, I’ll deal with this later. Go on.” He watched the 

disgruntled tech storm out. “Good riddance. These guys are okay with standard stuff but all this 

needs a little more sophistication.” He turned back to Tate. “Right, now he’s gone, I can show 

you properly. All of this stuff is high spec, but some of it is prototype. Some is straight out of 

Eidolon’s stable, never before seen. We’re using the most advanced gear money can buy here. 

Gideon wants it locked down so tight a fly couldn’t fart without our knowing.”  

Did the man’s knowledge of this kit mean he was solidly Eidolon? Lyle had got the 

feeling that Gideon—Major Sterling—felt some ambivalence toward the organisation, but what 

about his men? Could they be trusted? Who did they really report to? Whose orders did they 

follow? 

“So, if I show you this stuff, what it all does, you can tell me where you want it, yeah?” 

Harry had specific orders, to allow Tate to dictate how he wanted the room set up. Gideon must 

trust Tate’s skills as well as his allegiances if that was the case, which was good enough for 

Harry.  



“I’ll need showing rather than just telling. You know how this kit runs in the field? I 

never even saw most of it before. I can’t say where it should go because it’s unfamiliar. Could 

we set it up how you think, then adjust it as time goes on? Will you be around a while?” 

“My orders are to help you establish this set-up, so until it’s finished, I’m all yours. 

Unless we have a problem, that is, and I get called out. We have several options. We can group 

according to usage–you know, all the cctv for the whole island in one place–or we can go for 

zones. If you’ve got eyes and ears and countermeasures set up in one zone, we could group that 

all together. We’ve got the surveillance and counter surveillance measures, cctv and radar, 

communications…”  

“Movement sensors - the stuff they use to record animals using trails - that kind of stuff 

too? Night vision cameras? Audio-trips?” 

“Among other things we have to do is make sure the EMSEC is kept to zero.” Harry 

paused, seeing Tate’s blank look. “TEMPEST?” he queried.  

“Currently, technobabble to me, but I’ll learn if you’ll teach me.” Lyle knew what Harry 

was meaning, but figured it was best to play dumb. He hadn’t actually had a lot of experience 

with the gear, just had seen it operating and had ducked under and round it a few times. 

“EMSEC, stands for Emission Security or Emanations Security. Compromising 

emanations. Basically, anything that can be read by an electronic device which puts your security 

at risk.” 

“Inadvertent data leakage. I get it.”  

Harry smiled. “TEMPEST is the code word for it all, that’s all. We need measures in 

place to make sure we don’t do it. There are lots of backronyms for it—you know, mnemonics 

people have made up after the fact—but personally I like Tiny ElectroMagnetic Particles 

Emitting Secret Things. Very technical.” He grinned. “Sweet, simple and to the point.” He 

grabbed a bunch of wires and peered at the back of a computer.  



Lyle watched, wondering whether Harry Garvey might discover the GSM bug he had set 

up in Gideon’s office before he could get anything useful out of it. Hopefully not, the EMSEC 

and TEMPEST stuff was unlikely to be fully operational before bed time. Fingers crossed.  

Too, he wanted to see if he could get some hardware into Pierce’s hut, but he’d have to 

tread carefully on that one with so many new people running around the complex. He’d use some 

of the new equipment that had come in for her place; hopefully it would be fall far enough within 

the safe EMSEC parameters Harry had talked about to go unnoticed. 

“Good, let’s get the gear positioned, the technicians out from under our feet, and then you 

can start showing me how it all works, so I can get to thinking how to get it to gel with the rest of 

my shit.” Lyle grinned. This was fun. This was home ground for him, stuff he knew and stuff he 

enjoyed doing. He felt properly useful for the first time since the trials, since Richard’s death. If 

this Harry guy shared his passion he’d maybe just found a new friend, if he could be trusted. 

That was the biggie though, wasn’t it? At the end of the day, it all boiled down to who they could 

trust and with what. 



27: Mano-A-Mano 

Flynn Archer, Aiden Parker and Lyle Ashley Tate 

______________________________________________ 

Sunday 27th January, Mystery Island 

In a life full of stupid things, this had to be the stupidest. 

Flynn was trying very hard not to mutter under his breath, but he wanted to. In his mind 

was nothing but a litany of curse words, a Hollywood version of Tourettes, nothing but R rated 

words shading over to NC-17. Goddamn motherfucker – he never trusted Jude, and now he knew 

why. 

Aiden was saying something behind him, probably of the soothing words variety, but he 

was too pissed off to listen. This had to be over as of yesterday. Enough stupid shit in his 

life! Couldn’t he have a normal life? Well, as normal as a life could get with your Dad murdered 

by the Russian mob and him wanted for theft … okay, so not a normal life at all. But not 

embroiled in this cloak and dagger shit again. 

The words coming out of Flynn’s mouth were enough to make a sailor blush, but for 

some reason, Aiden was fine with it. His face didn’t color in the least when a particularly violent 

and descriptive curse rolled off his lover’s tongue. It… amused him. “Flynn, we’ll find him, 

okay? He’s around here, I’m sure,” was all he could really manage to get in. 

Dante trotted by his side, oblivious to the other man’s anger, and occasionally darted 

forward to inspect something. “The cafeteria is right up ahead,” Aiden pointed out, catching up 

to Flynn and putting a hand on his shoulder. 

“Fantastic. You don’t like violence, right? Might want to stay here.” He shrugged off 

Aiden’s hand and sprinted for the building. There was a door that would be wonderfully dramatic 

to slam through. He did like a dramatic entrance every now and again. 



“Flynn!” Aiden swore and bolted after him. Violence or not, he wasn’t going to let him 

out of his sight again. 

Flynn burst through the door, into a mostly empty, bland room. Sitting at an otherwise 

empty table, now looking up startled, was Jude. Goddamn it. “You sneaky motherfucker!” Flynn 

bellowed, stalking over to him with his hands balled into fists. “Why’d you sell us out, huh? 

What’d you get out of it?” 

Lyle had forgotten Flynn had turned up. He hadn’t seen him yesterday. Quite why he was 

now here and having a go, he couldn’t work out. “Sell you out?” 

Lyle set his cutlery aside, a bit peeved that his lunch was being interrupted but realising it 

was over for now. Quite the Prima Donna, Flynn would make enough of a scene, especially in 

front of his squeeze, that he was doubtless going to have to ask the cook to refresh his plate once 

the tiff was over. 

“How long have you been Eidolon’s bitch? Was this the plan all along? Why the fuck 

us?” Flynn was just thinking this would make a beautiful table to flip over and bludgeon Jude 

with, but Aiden grabbed his arm from behind, slowing him down. Damn it, didn’t he tell him to 

wait outside? 

“Hello, Mr. Parker.” Lyle smiled, ignoring Flynn. 

“Just Aiden,” he said routinely, wondering why the formality with Flynn about to rip his 

throat out. “Flynn’s back,” he added with a weak laugh. 

“Ignore me if you want, fuckhole, but then I’ll just tear your place apart looking for your 

thirty pieces of silver.” This smug prick needed his ass kicked up between his shoulder blades. 

“If I understood your question I could try and answer it, Flynn. Welcome to Mystery 

Island, by the way.” 



Flynn snorted derisively. “Mystery Island? What the fuck, is this Lost now? I ain’t the 

Korean guy or the fat guy. What about you? Who are you? I’m gonna guess Shannon. You look 

like you’d fuck your brother.” 

“Erm…Sorry, I’ve never seen Lost. Never read Lord of the Rings either. My education is 

lacking.” 

Flynn slammed his flattened palm on the end of the table, making the silverware around 

Lyle’s plate jump. “Answer the fucking question, you traitorous dickshit. What did you get out 

of selling us all to Eidolon?” 

The temptation was to rise to his feet, but Lyle squashed it. Right now that would up the 

macho posturing, and meanwhile he could keep a table between him and Flynn. “Why don’t you 

get some food and we can see if we can sort this out while we eat?” 

“Eat me! What does Eidolon want from us?” 

Aiden wrapped his arms around Flynn’s waist from behind, holding him in place. He 

probably couldn’t hold him for long if he got really upset, but it would minimize damage at least. 

“Flynn,” he warned, glancing over his shoulder at Lyle. “I’d answer his questions.” 

“That, I am still working out. Certainly it’s nothing to do with disaster relief or any 

‘humanitarian mission’, as Pierce called it…” Lyle smiled at Aiden again, completely aware that 

it would wind Flynn up if he appeared to be hitting on Aiden. The guy was cute though, and 

deserved better. 

“You mean you don’t know what we’re here for?” Aiden asked, uncomfortably resting 

his chin on Flynn’s shoulder. 

“You know this prick probably sold you out to Vale, right?” Flynn told him, keeping his 

eyes on the smug blond bastard. “He knew he kidnapped you, and didn’t care. This seems to be a 

recurring theme with you, Jude.” 

Aiden winced and stared at Lyle. “You knew? That whole time?” 



“I had no idea. The first I heard about it was when Breslaw told me what had gone down. 

I’d been looking into Vale because of what was in Stan’s diary, but other than that I knew 

nothing.” 

“Bullshit! You worked in that goddamn funeral home every fucking day. You mean to 

tell me Vale, the boss whose ass you kissed so rigorously, snuck something by you, you sneaky 

piece of shit. Flynn didn’t really know if Lyle knew, but it wouldn’t surprise him in the least. It 

took one liar to know another, and Lyle was just so full of lies, he could have given Flynn a run 

for his money. 

“Okay, let’s just… let’s not talk about that now. What’s more important is finding out 

what we’re doing here, right?” Aiden said, diverting their attention from those horrible days. 

Flynn tried hard not to snarl, but it was difficult. “Jude knows. You’re working with them, 

aren’t you? What the fuck are they planning to do with me?” 

Lyle cast a glance toward the kitchen, hoping Aiden might get the hint, even if Flynn 

didn’t. They were not alone, nor in a place where they wouldn’t be interrupted. “I have no idea 

what anyone— except perhaps Mr Parker here— has plans on doing with you… Now, ask the 

nice lady in the kitchen and she’ll feed you, perhaps then we can talk.” 

“Fuck you, you pompous butthole. Stop talking to me like I’m a child.” He was just 

going to keep being a smug bastard, huh? If he wouldn’t give him the info willingly, he could get 

it other ways. Did he actually think he could act like a prick and that would be the end of it? 

Quite why Flynn was so set against him, so convinced he was a bad guy, Lyle had no real 

clue. Yes, he had worked for Vale, but only as an assistant mortician. He’d tried to save Flynn 

from an ass whupping when they first met in Vale’s office, but that was all. The rest had been 

threats and accusations from Flynn that made no sense to him. Apparently the kid was intent on 

keeping up the same pattern here too. 



Almost on cue, at the mention of being fed, Aiden’s stomach growled loudly. He frowned, 

his nose wrinkling in embarrassment. “Flynn, let’s get something to eat, okay? Lyle’s not going 

anywhere.” 

Flynn glanced back at Aiden with a scowl. Always playing peacemaker. How did those 

people get through life without being gutted like a trout? It was always a mystery to him. Must 

have been nice. Still, if Aiden was busy eating, maybe he could find out what Lyle was hiding, 

“That’s the problem, hon. None of us are going anywhere, and this fuck knows why. But we’re 

not good enough to know the truth.” 

Aiden’s eyes flashed over to Lyle, regarding him curiously. He had seemed detached 

before the trip and after the news, if he remembered correctly. But then, maybe he didn’t 

remember correctly. Everything up until Flynn had come through the trees the other night had 

been a blur. Silently he pleaded for Lyle to tell them something, anything. Flynn’s last words, 

though, struck a chord with him. Flynn’s not telling the entire truth, either, about what happened 

while he was gone. I know it. 

Lyle held his breath, hoping Flynn would listen to Aiden. Come on fellas, get the hint… 

The cook is Eidolon. Big Brother is watching you… “Truth is always subjective, Flynn. The 

most I can do is tell you what I know, which isn’t a lot. I’m not going to tell you anything, 

though, if you keep calling me names and threatening me with violence.” 

“Oh, fuck you, princess. If you’re gonna act like a snobby piece of shit, you oughta be 

able to take what that gets you.” He carefully removed Aiden’s hands from him and turned to 

face him. “You want to have a bite to eat, why don’t you. Is there any place to clean up around 

here, or are we just pissing in the forest like dogs?” 

“Over there.” Lyle gestured, indicating the nearest facilities, those attached to the 

gymnasium. 

Flynn flashed him the finger, not looking at him, waiting for Aiden to answer. 



“Umm, over there,” Aiden replied, pointing to where Lyle had gestured. He’d had no idea 

there was a bathroom there, but Lyle seemed to know the place better than the rest of them, so he 

figured it was the case.” 

‘Kay.” Flynn kissed Aiden on the forehead. “You eat something, and if Jude makes any 

suspicious moves, nail his hand to the table with a fork. I’ll be back as soon as I can.” He then 

patted Aiden on the back, gave him a reassuring smile, and headed out the way he’d come in. 

Lyle wasn’t going to talk, huh? Fine. He could see what he was hiding in his quarters. Sneaky 

little bitch – two could play that game. 

Aiden frowned as he left, shrugged faintly at Lyle as if to say “what can you do?” and 

headed to the kitchen. The woman Lyle had mentioned wasn’t there, but the food was, so he 

grabbed some for himself and made his way back to Lyle. “Mind if I join you?” 

“Glad of your company. How are you holding up?” 

“Better now that Flynn’s here.” He offered a smile before taking a bite of his food. “Now 

that I know he’s okay, it’s… bearable.” 

“He’s got it wrong you know— Flynn I mean—I had no idea what Vale was doing. I’m 

sorry about what happened to you.” 

“I… didn’t intend to accuse you. It’s still a sore topic.” 

Lyle leaned across and patted Aiden’s hand reassuringly. “I understand Flynn being 

pissed, though not why he’s especially pissed with me, I really haven’t done anything. This is a 

damn odd set up.” 

“It is. And Flynn… is generally pissed at everyone, I think.” He watched Lyle 

thoughtfully. “We didn’t really get to know each other much before we were brought here…” If 

Lyle really does know something, maybe I can get the information by being nice, Aiden thought. 

A different approach, since Flynn’s attitude hadn’t helped. 



Lyle picked at his previously abandoned lunch. He still had his appetite, but the food had 

cooled now. “At least they have the kitchen sorted out here now. I was getting fed up with 

sandwiches. Good not to have to cook for ourselves too.” 

“I didn’t know they brought anyone else in. I guess I’ve been in a fog since we got here.” 

Aiden took another bite, nodding agreement. “This is better than a sandwich. I’ll have to thank 

the cook when I meet him… her?” 

“She’s not back there? Aggie, I think she’s called. Came in with the others yesterday. 

“No, I didn’t see anyone. I got my own food.” 

Were they unobserved then? Could they talk? And what to tell? How much? “We’ve not 

really had time to get together since they moved us,” Lyle closed his eyes a moment, then 

launched into it before he could think better of it,” I think they drugged us on the planes. They 

seem very keen to keep their secrets about this place and about who and what they are, these 

Eidolon people.” 

“I wasn’t drugged. I didn’t eat or drink anything they offered. I guess you could say the 

last few months have made me a bit… untrusting.” 

Months? Lyle had thought Aiden and Flynn were a new couple, especially given how 

clingy Aiden seemed. Dating Flynn would have made him untrusting too, if he wasn’t already 

that way inclined, though. “I’m trying to work it out; this isn’t a witness relocation, we’ve been 

stashed away completely out of sight, and I don’t understand why yet… They’ve asked me to do 

some stuff for them while we’re here, but I have no idea what plans they have for anyone else, or 

how long they intend to keep us here.” “ 

What do they want you to do?” Aiden hadn’t been asked anything, but then, he hadn’t 

exactly been around. And would he take anything they offered to begin with? 

“They want me to help set up CCTV and stuff… get their computers networked. It’s what 

I used to do, a few lifetimes ago.” Lyle laughed at that. “They have plans for this place. People 



are crawling all over the complex now, fixing it up and making it shine. I guess you may have 

missed that, being all wrapped up in Flynn? Pierce has come too, throwing her weight around.” 

“Maybe I should go back to hiding if she is here.” Aiden didn’t like the woman. “Are we 

going to have to stay in this place, or do we get to choose? Because I found one of those… 

huts… that could use some fixing up, but it’s private, and if I have to be here, I want privacy.” 

“I asked Gideon about that, the pilot guy—he’s part of the security team now—but at the 

time the choices were limited. If you’ve found yourself somewhere you could ask for it to be 

fixed up for you, I think they’d do that.” 

Aiden sighed in relief. “Great. That’s good.” 

“Thanks for listening to me. I thought Flynn was going to push it, make a fight of it. I 

really can’t tell you anything more about these people.” Give me a couple of weeks and I’ll be 

able to give you their home phone numbers as well as their underwear sizes, but not yet. 

“I think Flynn would have started a fight if he hadn’t left. Which… actually I probably 

should check on him. He’s most likely up to trouble.” Aiden smiled. I can only imagine what 

he’s doing right now… 



28: Whose Side Are You On? 

Miles Sutherland, Lucas, Jerri, Tommi, Gideon Sterling and  
Sandra Pierce 

___________________________________________________ 

Midday 27th January, Rapatoka Island 

Miles took a deep breath as he stepped into the sunshine. This was his first real dose of 

fresh air since being kidnapped by Jerri and Tommi two days ago. His plea that he needed to get 

some exercise had provoked a surprising response. Caroline had waved him outside, saying she 

could get some sleep after her disturbed night, then sent Lucas off on an errand. 

He wasn’t going to be left to roam on his own though. His brawny captors grinned 

sheepishly and shuffled their huge bare feet in the white sand. 

“Hey, Doc.” Miles turned to Lucas, whose brown face was split by a wide grin showing 

off all his teeth. “Missa Caroline said to give you this.” The boy’s ability to speak English 

stunned Miles for a second and, it was only instinct and years of practice, that allowed him to 

automatically catch what was thrown at him. He clutched the rugby ball to his stomach and 

stared after Lucas’ retreating figure as the boy ran back into the hospital. 

From the quiet way he just sat there when he and Caroline were speaking, Miles had 

suspected the young man could follow their conversations, but this was the first time he’d 

actually spoken. Perhaps his time at the resort had taught him more than how to suck cocks. 

Miles turned the ball over in his hands, reading the signatures. It looked as if it had never 

been used. He recognised a few of the names: Christian Cullen, Carlos Spencer, Jonah Lomu… 

Shit, the 1999 All Blacks team; the thing was probably worth a fortune on eBay. 

“You play rugby?” Tommi asked almost reverently, pointing at the ball. 



“Yeah.” Miles shook his head in bemusement. Seemed like Lucas wasn’t the only one 

who had picked up a smattering of English from frequenting the resort. “Bit hard to play here. 

Not much flat land.” 

“Come. Come.” Jerri gave him a huge grin and set off up the hill at the back of the 

hospital. 

After leaving the small village, they worked their way through a battered taro plantation. 

Now that they’d made their homes habitable again, islanders were clearing cyclone damage away 

from the crops, moving fallen branches and trimming off broken leaves with wicked looking 

machetes. On hearing Jerri’s repeated cries of: “Doc plays Rugby” and gesturing at him and the 

ball, many left their work and ran along beside them, chattering excitedly. 

At the top of the hill, the land flattened out. The soil here was rich and volcanic, not 

sandy at all. Parts were filled with what looked like sago palms, but a long skinny rectangular 

area had been kept clear. After a quick discussion, the crowd split into two, and it was on for 

young and old. 

Miles had played tip rugby at school, but nothing approached the speed and skill of the 

islanders as they ran full bore at each other, doing quick flick passes when an opponent lined 

them up for a touch tackle. They needed to realize though that “touch” didn’t mean seeing who 

could jolt him off his feet when he didn’t pass the ball quickly enough. If they succeeded, they 

offered a helping hand up and a grin. He’d probably be covered in bruises tomorrow. 

After a few runs, some decent passes and kissing the dirt a few times, Miles walked up 

and down the sidelines to regain his breath. At the end of the field, he stopped and looked around. 

This whole area seemed unnaturally flat, as if someone had come along and graded the top off 

the hill. Miles recalled that the island had looked like a sphinx from the distance. The flat section 

which constituted the “back” extended past the edge of the playing field, but the remainder was 

covered with different kinds of crops. A steep hill, the “head” rose up in the distance about a 

kilometre away. 



Back at the half way line, Miles found a spot in the shade of one of the few trees that 

hadn’t lost all its leaves and just enjoyed the spectacle. The locals seemed to step up a gear as 

soon as he stopped, delighting in the chance to show off their expertise to a stranger. Even 

Tommi and Jerri could run faster than he could. All the time they didn’t stop chattering and 

laughing. Any one of these guys would have no trouble playing professionally for a club in 

Australia or New Zealand. How come none of the talent scouts had found them? Or was the 

island just that remote? 

“Doc, Doc!” 

Miles clambered to his feet. Lucas was out of breath by the time he arrived. His face had 

lost its habitual cheeky grin. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Men, guns.” He pointed wildly towards the beach area. 

Miles headed at a quick jog down the path leading through the taro plantation. Lucas 

skipped along at his side, weaving his way around the low growing broad leaved plants when the 

path grew too narrow for them to run together. “Shit.” Miles’ stomach dropped when he 

recognised Sandra Pierce. She was accompanied by two armed men. 

Suddenly, Lucas was elbowed out of the way and Miles found himself flanked by his 

own two burly bodyguards who muttered at each other in Rapatokan over the top of his head. At 

times like this, he realised how big they actually were–two metres at least and easily one hundred 

and fifty kilos. They made him almost feel small. 

The Eidolon representative approached confidently towards them as if she owned this 

island as well. The two men walking beside her, turned their heads constantly, trying to keep an 

eye on all the locals. 

Some of the Rapatokan women were standing near the bures, restraining their children 

whose natural instinct was to run and touch any strangers. A few of the older men who hadn’t 

come up to watch the impromptu match were standing in the darkened doorways of their huts. 



Were they waiting to see if they’d be needed? Shit. No matter how big or sharp a machete was, it 

still wouldn’t be a match for the rifles the two men were carrying. Miles had seen enough 

unequal confrontations in his time to know that. 

Jerri said something to Lucas who turned to run away. “No! Come back,” Miles called 

after him. He couldn’t speak the lingo, but he’d bet his bottom dollar that Lucas had just been 

given instructions to fetch a weapon of some kind. Who knew what those two had tucked away in 

their bures? Lucas glanced briefly at Jerri then tucked himself in under Miles’ arm; the young 

boy was quivering like a leaf. 

Miles eyed the two men beside Pierce. Crap. The guys had the whole body armor shit 

going, helmet, flak jacket, the lot. Blast the woman. By the looks of things, she’d come expecting 

trouble. Why did these idiots keep on insisting that guns would solve everything? 

The one with his visor up was a stranger; the other had Gideon’s build, but with the visor 

down he couldn’t be sure. Both were silent, their gazes not ceasing from their constant 

surveillance. 

For what seemed like minutes, but was probably only a few seconds, the two groups 

stood silently facing each other. Stand off at the O.K. Corral. “Ms Pierce.” Miles didn’t extend 

his hand in greeting. She seemed surprised to see him. 

“Doctor Sutherland. So this is where you disappeared to.” The familiar fake smile 

crossed her lips, but he could tell she was more than surprised to see him, she was annoyed, not 

quite angry, but peeved, as if this was a development she hadn’t bargained on. 

“Just making some house calls.” 

Miles whispered in Lucas’ ear. “Go tell Caroline, everything’s okay. I know these 

people.” He squeezed the boy’s shoulder reassuringly and gave him a quick nudge in the 

direction of the hospital. 

“Please explain,” Pierce said as he scampered off. 



Miles grinned at her inadvertent use of the phrase that would always remind him of the 

annoying Australian politician, Pauline Hanson. In as few words as possible, he outlined his 

reason for being on the island, giving the nature of the nurse’s injury and the impression that his 

presence here was purely voluntary. 

She just grunted when he finished. “It would have been helpful if you had consulted 

someone before flitting off by yourself. We’ve expended considerable resources looking for 

you.” 

Miles smirked. He’d been gone nearly two days and the other island could be checked in 

a few hours; they hadn’t exactly tried too hard. “My apologies, Ms. Pierce, but seeing I was 

whisked away on a disaster relief mission, I thought actually doing some might be a good thing. 

That is what we came for, isn’t it?” 

She looked startled for a second as if she’d actually forgotten. Miles prompted her: “The 

stretchers, the medical equipment?” 

“Well…” 

“When is the seaplane coming back? We need to transfer Caroline to a proper hospital. 

I’ve splinted the wound as best I could, but it may need a plate and pins.” 

She grimaced slightly and wiped her hands. “I’m afraid we can’t do that.” She seemed to 

be searching for words. “The weather… approaching storm.” She waved her hands around 

vaguely as if that explained everything. Miles glanced up at the sky. There were a few dark 

clouds on the horizon, but the sun was shining. 

“The plane’s been delayed anyway,” said a familiar voice. 

Miles turned to face the speaker; it had been Gideon behind the closed visor. Pierce 

seemed startled. 

“Well, the hospital here isn’t equipped to deal with her injury; it’s barely got the basics.” 



“There’s bad weather back at Eidolon HQ,” Gideon offered. “They’ve closed the airstrip 

and the storm is heading this way. I imagine we won’t see the plane for a couple of days.” 

Miles couldn’t stop the anger from creeping into his voice. Bloody typical. He took a 

deep breath. “Look, you had enough gear unloaded from the seaplane when we arrived. How 

about ferrying some of that across at least. I need a wheelchair, drugs….” 

“Dr Sutherland.” Pierce glanced around, “Clearly the damage here isn’t as bad as we first 

thought. I’m sure we can spare a few things, but our own supplies are limited. We can’t just duck 

down to the corner store to replenish our stock when we run out. No way can we give these 

people everything they want.” 

Fuck the corner store. Miles bit back the crude rejoinder. How dare she preach to him 

about resources in isolated areas. She knew his background. She knew that was what he had to 

deal with all the time. 

“You surely don’t expect the locals to buy the things from you.” He waved his hand 

around. “These people have nothing. Can’t you see that?” 

Pierce smoothed down the pleats of her skirt. “They certainly can’t treat everything we 

have as theirs.” She glanced briefly at the two armed men before addressing him again. “Dr 

Sutherland, tell them the island is off limits from now on. Anyone caught trespassing will be 

severely dealt with.” 

Severly dealt with? Miles shook his head and lifted his hands in a gesture of defeat. “Why 

tell me? I don’t speak the lingo.” He shrugged and turned to Jerri who just giggled slightly. 

Tommi shuffled his feet but remained silent. 

Pierce’s voice grew more strident if that was possible. She was one of those people who 

thought saying something louder would miraculously overcome language barriers. “I’m serious, 

Dr Sutherland, if any of these natives are caught on Mystery Island, the men have orders to 

shoot.” 



Miles became aware of muttering behind his back. He turned slightly and was surprised 

to find all his rugby playing opponents had joined him. From the expressions on their faces, 

they’d got the message even if they couldn’t understand her actual words. A few of them 

clutched the machetes they’d been using in the fields. 

The bodyguard on Pierce’s left stole a quick glance at Gideon and then after noting a 

quick shake of the head, relaxed his stance. His hold on his own weapon eased a little too. Miles 

smiled to himself. Pierce was unaware of the silent communication between the men standing 

half a pace behind her. These two mightn’t shoot, but others might. No way could he afford that 

risk especially as he didn’t know who or what was on the other island now. He turned to face his 

former rugby playing partners. “No one to visit Mata Api Kisiwa without permission.” 

The muttering increased, hopefully whatever he said was being translated by those who 

understood English. No-one objected. A sudden beeping noise cut through their voices. 

Gideon glanced down and grabbed at the radio attached to his vest near the shoulder, 

speaking softly into it as he walked off out of earshot. As soon as the man was gone, Miles 

turned his attention back to the Eidolon representative. “Ms Pierce, do you have any concept of 

how poor these islanders are? They’ve got next to nothing here. They’re only just coping.” 

Pierce bristled. “They’ve been living on Rapatoka for centuries without anyone else’ 

help.” 

“But the cyclone wiped out a lot of their crops.” 

“I’ll tell the next plane to bring in some extra bags of rice.” 

Miles shook his head in frustration. Some things never changed. According to Caroline, 

before selling the island to Aaron Lightfoot, they’d learnt to survive on the bare minimum, 

keeping their population down, growing everything they needed and watching their resources. In 

a way, the resort had made them lazy. “There must be some things Eidolon can provide. Work at 

least?” 



“We have our own employees, thank you very much. We don’t need anyone from 

Rapatoka.” 

“But they need some way to make money, especially if you’re going to insist on them 

paying for whatever you bring in. They used to sell fish to the last owner, surely you’ll continue 

with that practice…” Miles could tell he wasn’t getting anywhere with the bitch. She seemed 

more concerned with what was going on with her men. Gideon had motioned for the stranger to 

join him, had taken him aside and was whispering in his ear. The man took off for the boat at a 

quick sprint, launched it and sped off. Gideon walked resignedly back toward them. 

“What is it, Mr. Sterling? Where is that man going?” The venom in her voice as she 

addressed Gideon was unmistakable. Someone was in her bad books, Miles snorted under his 

breath, wondering what had got her knickers in a twist. Probably the disappearance of her way 

off the island. 

Gideon took his time about answering. “Ms. Pierce, I have just had a call. My men have 

found the paramedic, Gillespie. Apparently he needs urgent medical attention.” Gideon turned to 

face Miles. “I’ve sent Clarke back for him. Bjornson has no idea of the full extent of Gillespie’s 

injuries, and we can’t fly him out, so right now…” he fixed Miles with an implacable glare. 

“You’re all he’s got.” 



29: FUBAR* 

Carter Gillespie, Eidolon Security Detail Alpha, Lyle Tate and 
Gideon Sterling 

___________________________________________________ 

Mystery Island, around lunchtime 27th January 

“Hello, can you hear me?” 

Isn’t that my line, Gil thought fuzzily. The proximity of the voice made his head hurt. 

“Fuck, have you seen his arm? Is that a spear?” 

“Shut it, Bull.” A pause, then louder, “What’s your name?” Gil grunted as a swift pain 

flared in the region of his collar bone. “Aha, still with us then.” 

“Why did you pinch him?” 

“Didn’t they teach you anything? Pain stimulus to see if he’s conscious.” 

“How the fuck are we going to get him out of here?” 

“We’ll think of something….” 

@—}–—}—— 

An hour earlier…. 

“Where the fuck are we going?” Gareth Pritchard complained. “I was enjoying my day 

off.” 

“You think we weren’t?” Ragnar Bjornson cuffed him on the shoulder playfully in 

passing. “The boss-man told us to make ourselves scarce until he and the Eidolon Bitch Queen 



were on their way. You can’t exactly say we’re working hard…” The tall Viking loped ahead of 

his mates as they rounded the far point of the long spit of land and headed back down the beach. 

Across the lagoon the bulk of Rapatoka rose, its peak much higher than the excuse for an island 

the men now stood on. Ragnar Bjornson couldn’t help thinking that one big wave was all it 

would need to wash the scrap of land they were standing on into the Pacific. Peace and quiet 

reigned at the moment, though. Even the ever-present wind had dropped and in the lea of the 

trees, the heat was intense. The lagoon was a calm pool amid the encircling walls of a long-

extinct volcano. Around both islands lay the coral reef, hidden by a meter of water at high tide; 

the only way through from the sea was a twisting channel of deeper water that was only 

navigable by smaller craft and shallow-beamed barges. As a sea fortress, it was well nigh 

impenetrable. 

“Why are we here again?” Ray Bullivant asked nobody in particular. 

“Because it happens to be our current assignment, Fuckwit,” Pritch answered. 

“Arsehole…” 

“Bollock Brain.” 

“Gentlemen, if you please.” Ragnar affected an upper-crust English accent. “Your 

behaviour is unbecoming to an officer of Her Majesty’s Special Boat Service…” 

“Fuck off, Rag,” Pritch laughed. 

Ragnar stopped and his gaze swept both men. “You know why we’re here…” He glanced 

out toward Rapatoka where his boss was currently chaperoning Pierce in her attempt to subdue 

the natives. “We’re here because Sterling specifically asked for us.” 

“More fool him,” Bull replied, jokingly. 

Rag looked back at his two colleagues and his expression was serious as he said “We’d 

better not let him down. Besides, if what he told me is true…” he paused thoughtfully. 



“If what is true?” Pritch was curious. “What did he tell you, Rag?” 

“Bottom line,” Rag’s gaze was steely. “If push comes to shove, our allegiances don’t lie 

with Eidolon, they lie with…Fuck,” he broke off as a noise reached their ears. All three fell 

immediately silent and dropped into a crouch, ears listening for any tell-tale noise while eyes 

roamed the area for available weapons, part of their awareness on movement that would indicate 

the enemy’s position. Someone was in the undergrowth nearby. Rag motioned to the others and 

they split up, silently melding with the trees. Moments later, a scruffy dog emerged from the 

treeline, spotted Rag and wuffed happily. Rag relaxed and called to the others. “It’s okay, guys, 

our spy is a mutt.” 

“Isn’t that Sutherland’s dog?” Pritch offered. 

“How do you know?” Rag asked. 

“It’s not rocket science. I’ve seen the teacher’s dog, and he ain’t it. Sterling said there 

were only two dogs on the island so, unless he was lying, that makes this one the doctor’s.” 

Pritch bent to ruffle the dog behind his ears. “Rufus? Roofie, isn’t it?” The dog yapped excitedly. 

“So what are you doing all the way down here?” 

@—}–—}—— 

Voices roused Gil from his stupor. He frowned, not understanding where he was. His 

head ached and he felt vaguely sick. Above him, light filtered into the hole but the dark walls 

blurred around him. Shit, it wasn’t a nightmare… 

Suddenly, the voices grew louder and earth scattered on him. People were climbing into 

the pit, a dog barked and a light filled the darkness. Voices were talking to him, a sudden pain 

flared, hands were on him… 

@—}–—}—— 

“Damn, he’s lost consciousness,” Rag pressed his fingers into the man’s throat, feeling 

the rapid pulse beat. His skin was pale and cool to the touch. 



“Who is he?” Bull frowned. “Is it Sutherland?” 

“It’s Gillespie, the paramedic. Sutherland is older, has a beard, red haired. Didn’t you 

read the files? Besides, where the hell were you when we were playing cricket? This guy is the 

one who wanted the boss to mount a search for the missing doctor.” 

“Didn’t take that much notice,” Bull grunted, defensively. 

“That’s irony for you.” Pritch shrugged. “We’re rescuing a paramedic?” 

“Bull, get above ground and call Sterling,” Rag ordered. “Let him know we’ve got a 

situation.” Bull nodded and grabbed the rope they’d rappelled down on, pulling himself up and 

out. It wasn’t far, just awkward. “Pritch, once Bull is out, help me get the rope around our patient, 

will you? If we get it under his arms we can belay it round a tree up top and haul him out of 

here.” Rag was rapidly checking their patient for other injuries, although apart from a bloody 

bruise to the side of Gillespie’s head, he didn’t seem to be suffering anything else. The arm 

wound was the worst. Rag had seen things like it before. The man seemed to have triggered 

some kind of trap on his way down. It was a spear with an ugly barbed point that had driven 

through the forearm, lodging between the bones. That would mean infection, if nothing else. As 

far as Rag could tell there were no broken bones although Gillespie’s left ankle was badly 

swollen. Could be a hefty sprain. Rag had to hope there was no internal bleeding from the fall. 

That was often a bugger to detect and he had very little experience there. He knew he was taking 

a chance getting the man out on the end of a rope, but he had little choice. Damn it, Rag thought, 

getting him out of here will be the easy bit. He needs a hospital. 

Less than an hour later they were carrying Gillespie into the HQ. Bull had failed to raise 

their boss, and Rag was unhappy. Either Sterling had switched off his radio or something else 

had happened. Was there something interfering with the signal? Rag had to admit he was 

worried. Their patient was drifting in and out of consciousness, rambling about dogs and hands 

and god knew what else. 

Rag spotted Harry Garvey in the room they had designated the IT suite and called to him. 

“Hey, Garv’, a little help here,” 



Garvey stuck his head out of the door and watched them carry their patient along the 

corridor toward their dormitory. “What the fuck happened?” he asked. 

“Gillespie, the paramedic, got himself in the shit. We can’t get hold of Sterling…” 

“Has he switched off his comms?” 

“No idea.” 

“I’ll see if we can do anything. If something is jamming the signal we might be able to 

block it and boost it from here. Otherwise he’s probably offline. Might be able to ping his PDA 

though, if he has it on him. The distance isn’t that great. We might be able to transmit…” He 

disappeared into the room, still muttering, navigating between islands of computer monitors and 

banks of small TV screens. There was still a lot to do to get it all sorted, but between them, Lyle 

and Harry had managed to fit together enough that Harry knew the job of contacting their boss 

ought to be achievable. 

@—}–—}—— 

Lyle returned from lunch to find Harry running though a rapid sequence of commands on 

his computer screen. He shrugged off the encounter with Flynn as Harry’s urgency seemed to 

infect him too. “What’s wrong, Harry?” 

“Trying to boost the signal from our radios. Something seems to be blocking 

transmissions, and I don’t think it’s the weather.” He frowned, concentration shining in his 

brown eyes as he checked the signal readings then modified his commands again. 

“What’s the urgency? Is there a problem?” 

“The lads are back. They’ve tried to contact Sterling but can’t get through, Rag asked me 

to see what I could do. They found Gillespie…” 

“Gil? I didn’t realise he was lost.” 



“He wasn’t, so far as I knew. Seems to have had an accident, though. He’s out cold, 

they’ve taken him to his bed. Could you…?” but that was as far as he got as Lyle rushed out of 

the room. “Obviously not…” Garvey sighed and went back to his screen. 

Gil was already lying on one of the beds in their communal room when Lyle caught up 

with them. He looked pale, and his eyes were closed. “What the hell happened?” Lyle demanded. 

“No idea, found him down a hole,” the tall blond replied, his blue eyes on Lyle. “Friend 

of yours?” 

“You could say, yeah. We…knew each other back in Haven…” 

“Talk to him, would you? Try to get him to come round.” 

“But he’s unconscious…” 

“He might still hear you. Hearing is the last to go. Just try.” Rag was examining Gil’s arm. 

The wound looked awful, matted with dried blood, the short barbed spear sticking right through 

his arm. 

“Gil?” Lyle turned to the matter in hand. He squeezed Gil’s good shoulder gently and 

leaned close, speaking into his ear. “Come on, man, we need you to wake up. Come on, Gil, it’s 

me, Lyle…” He wasn’t sure he was the right one to bring Gil round. Their supposed relationship 

had melted once Gil managed to catch Miles’s attention. Maybe he had imagined a connection 

with the handsome paramedic; a virgin’s wishful thinking. 

“Keep at it,” Rag encouraged. He wondered what to do, whether to try extracting the 

spear or leave it. It was barbed and would most likely need surgery to get it clear. Rag knew he 

didn’t have that kind of experience. 

“Rag?” It was Garvey. 

“In here, Garv’. What you got?” 



“Sterling, on the radio. There’s something trying to block the signal nearby. I managed to 

boost our signal but its a bit iffy. He’s waiting…” 

“Okay, I’m coming. You,” he said to Lyle. “Keep trying, okay?” Lyle nodded and Rag 

left at a run. 

@—}–—}—— 

His radio beeping took Gideon’s attention from Pierce throwing her weight around. He 

frowned as he grabbed it and pressed the button. “Sterling…” He snapped, hearing Garvey’s 

voice answering but breaking up slightly. He wandered off toward the beach out of Pierce’s 

range. “Garv? What gives? Over,” Gideon frowned at the radio which was giving off a lot of 

static. 

“Boss, it…ee. Rag… Sorry…jus…foun…” 

“Sorry, Garv, you’re breaking up.” There were a few more sounds and then his voice 

came across much clearer. 

“Boss? There’s a situation. Rag needs to speak to you. Over.” 

“I’m listening, go ahead.” Gideon had to wait a minute before Rag’s familiar voice came 

across the static. 

“Having some trouble with the signal, sir. Garv has managed to boost it, but we couldn’t 

reach you earlier.” 

“Okay, you’ve got me now. What’s happening?” 

“We found Gillespie.” 

“Wasn’t aware we’d lost him.” 



“Neither were we, but he’s come a cropper down a hole. Been there all night as far as we 

can make out. I think he’s got concussion, sprained ankle, possible hypothermia and there’s a 

spear through his arm…” 

“Did you just say spear? Through his arm?” 

“Yes, boss, through it, between the bones of the forearm. Nasty injury, not sure how to 

proceed. The bloody thing is barbed all the way along, we can’t pull it out. It will have to be 

surgically removed. There’s also a chance he could have internal bleeding. He took a battering 

from the fall. He keeps drifting in and out of consciousness, and I can’t work out why. Can we 

fly him out to a medical facility? He really needs a proper doctor.” 

“No can do, there’s another storm front heading our way. It’s grounded the plane at HQ, 

and it won’t be with us for a day or so. Garvey told me this morning before we left. Listen, prep 

him to travel. Take one of the stretchers we took out of the plane and put him on that. We found 

Sutherland over here. There’s a hospital of sorts on Rapatoka, so he can deal with Gillespie if 

you bring him over.” 

“Okay, boss.” Rag listened to a few other instructions and then closed the connection. 

Gideon turned back and motioned for Clarke to join him. “Clarkey, take the boat and go 

back to the island. Collect Rag and Gillespie and the equipment Rag is getting ready for us and 

get back here asap, you got that? Gillespie’s been injured.” 

“Yessir. Will you be okay?” 

“Yes, I don’t think the natives will turn nasty, but step on the gas before Pierce has a 

hissy fit. Second thoughts, fuck her, she’ll have one anyway. Just get Gillespie back here as soon 

as possible.” He watched as Clarke trotted to the boat, pushed off into the water and jumped in. 

He started the outboard and was off across the waves in short order. Gideon watched him go then 

turned resignedly back toward the others. Breslaw would have his guts for garters if he lost a 

man in his care before the first week was up! As he walked back up toward where he had left 



them talking, the White Witch gave him one of those icy stares and he was sure he would be in 

for a tongue lashing before long. Fuck it, she would just have to live with it. 

*Fucked Up Beyond All Recognition 



30: A Barbed Point 

Miles Sutherland, Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie, Ragnar Bjornson, Gideon Sterling, 
Ewan Clarke (briefly), Tommi, Jerri and Lucas 

___________________________________________________ 

Afternoon, 27th January, Rapatoka 

Miles waited at the water’s edge and watched the approach of the boat containing the 

injured Gil. The hard ball of dread in his stomach hadn’t come as that much of a surprise. Even 

though he’d been busy tending to Caroline and interacting with the natives, memory of his night 

with the young paramedic lingered at the edge of his consciousness, lapping over occasionally 

much like the waves at his feet. Now it wasn’t only Darren who seemed to be with him and yet 

not with him all the time. 

While the image of making love to Gil often haunted him, other occasions also flitted 

through his mind: their confrontation in his office after the young man disobeyed his order to 

return to base, standing toe to toe, not yielding an inch, calling him out for hiding away. 

That memory was supplanted by a more pleasant one of the sexual tension between them 

a few days later when Miles prepared a meal for Gil. In some ways the young man had wheedled 

his way into a gap he didn’t even know he had in his heart. Darren was still there, but 

increasingly, whenever he did something, he’d wonder whether Gil would approve, or if he 

would call him on it. 

Miles shook his head. Now he had to treat his injuries. No doubt Gil would tell him what 

to do and how to do it. That’s assuming he was well enough to do so. The thought that his 

injuries may be serious took all the joy out of a day that had started so well. 

Cold water lapped around his ankles as Miles watched the blond soldier who had gone 

back to collect Gil steer the boat into the shore. A flurry of activity ensued while Gideon’s men 



transferred the stretcher to the hospital. A cursory glance was all he needed. Gil was far beyond 

telling him anything; he was unconscious. 

Miles stopped them and placed his fingers on the young man’s wrist. Gil’s heart was 

racing far too fast, and his skin felt cold and clammy. “Hurry up and get him inside.” His order 

came out harshly, probably curter than it should, but Miles was angry. No, he was furious. 

Considering they’d been brought here for their safety, Eidolon and its representatives had done a 

shit job to date. He followed the stretcher into the cool, dark interior of the hospital, ruffling 

Lucas’s hair as he went past. 

Gideon caught his action and smiled in an effort to reassure the round-eyed kid standing 

just inside the doorway. It didn’t work. He still looked scared. Two of the big islander lads—

obviously twins, resembling a pair of bookends—wordlessly offered to help, stretching out their 

hands. Under Miles’ instruction, Gideon helped Rag and the two islanders lift Gil while Clarke 

dragged the stretcher out from under him, then they lowered him gently onto the long table 

across the far side of the room. 

“Lucas.” Miles beckoned him over. The young boy’s gaze kept shifting back and forth 

between the men in their army uniforms. “Can you boil a kettle for me, please.” That would kill 

two birds with one stone: give him something to do, and provide water to scrub up in. “Make 

sure the pan you use is clean, right? ” Miles added as the lad scampered off and received a 

thumbs up gesture as he disappeared through the door. “And use bottled water…” He snorted at 

the lad’s eagerness to get away. 

Gideon beckoned to Clarke, speaking quietly so only he could hear, “Take Pierce back to 

Mystery Island. Advise her that another storm is on its way, and she’d better get under cover. If 

she raises any objection, tell her if she doesn’t move her arse now, she’ll be stuck here all night 

without supplies or a proper bed. If she objects, shoot the bitch.” He grinned and added, “On 

second thoughts, scratch that. Throttle her instead. I don’t want blood on the boat. When you get 

back to the resort, find Tate and tell him I’ll be back tomorrow. Don’t wait up. You come back to 

get us at first light, okay?” 



Clarke nodded, his face split by an equally broad grin. “I’ll see you guys tomorrow then. 

Anything more you need?” 

Gideon shook his head. “If there is, I’ll radio in. Make sure one of you kips in the Comms 

room, just in case, okay? This is probably going to be a long night.” 

“Okay, boss.” 

Gideon watched him go, wondering how much grief he was going to get from Pierce. 

Knowing Clarkey, though, it would most likely be water off a duck’s back. He wouldn’t let it 

stick, whatever she said. 

Rag had begun to break out the equipment he had brought with him while Miles assessed 

their patient. Gideon dragged another table over so they had somewhere to lay things out for use. 

Miles spared the two men a glance, giving an approving nod as Rag unpacked a bergen 

stuffed with medical kit. A portable defibrillator joined a blood pressure cuff and stethoscope, IV 

kits and dressings. Gideon caught Miles’ expression and smiled grimly. “Rag is our emergency 

medical technician,” he explained. “This is standard kit for him and he knows how to use it all.” 

“In which case, Rag, how about you get Gil’s clothes off him and check his BP for me. 

Can you do that?” 

“Right-oh, doc, no problem.” Ragnar grabbed scissors and began to cut through Gil’s t-

shirt. 

Miles unwrapped the field dressing and took his first look at the damage. Shit, if he 

wasn’t careful Gil might lose his arm. Miles’ tried to squelch his anger, but it still simmered just 

below the surface. This whole place is a death trap not a safe haven. He took a deep breath and 

shoved the emotion away as useless. Now was not the time. He grabbed his stethoscope and 

began to check Gil’s vitals. What he learned didn’t reassure him one little bit. 

The noise of the outboard springing into life was one of the sweetest sounds Gideon had 

heard all day. As it faded into the distance, he relaxed a little. One way or the other, Pierce had 



obviously gone with Clarke. Gideon watched as the doctor managed to bring his wayward 

emotions back under control. He could tell the man was angry, but he admired the way Miles 

kept a lid on it. The doctor was obviously worried; the paramedic wasn’t responding well, and 

they didn’t have half the facilities that a modern A&E unit would have to deal with it all. Unless 

Gideon was very much mistaken, the young man on the table meant more to the doctor than 

Sutherland was admitting. 

Miles saw Gideon watching and frowned. “This is going to be difficult at best,” his voice 

was gruff. “I have no general anaesthetic. I’m going to have to use local, so I need people to hold 

his extremities. We have to make sure he doesn’t move inadvertently during the procedure. 

Lucas, can you hold his hand still please?” 

“I can hold his shoulders and one of the islanders can hang onto his legs,” Gideon said. 

“Rag is the one who knows one end of a thermometer from the other; it’s his help you’ll need in 

an emergency, not mine.” 

“Doesn’t matter who it is. I just need you to hold him still. This is not going to be made 

easier if he wakes up or even moves involuntarily while out cold.” Miles looked at the wound 

again. The spear was well and truly lodged. Extracting that bastard was going to be complex. He 

had no idea what damage had already been done for one thing. He’d repaired spear and arrow 

wounds in Africa, but they had never been barbed like this. Gil’s condition seemed worse than 

expected given the injury. There was something not quite right about the way he was breathing. 

Miles walked into the kitchen and made use of some of the water Lucas had boiled, 

scrubbing up carefully before donning gloves. One thing for certain, the spear wasn’t going to 

extract itself. 

@—}–—}—— 

“BP, ninety over sixty…” Rag took the stethoscope out of his ears and draped it round his 

neck, glancing at the ECG monitor on the defibrillator. Gillespie’s heart rate was still steady but 

the blood pressure was worrying. 



“Damn, that’s too low,” Miles muttered. 

“He could do with a transfusion, whole blood…” Rag suggested. 

“In case you didn’t notice, there’s no local blood bank within cooee,” Miles replied 

testily. 

“From me, Miles,” Gideon replied, eliciting a startled look from the doctor. 

Miles shook his head. “Too dangerous. I have no idea what his blood group is.” 

“I’m O neg. It’s the friendly type, like me.” Gideon winked. “It can be given to anybody. 

It’s a proven battlefield technique, Doc. We call it the Walking Blood Bank; those of us who are 

prepared to donate if it’s required on the spot.” 

“How do I know your blood isn’t contaminated?” Miles felt his own blood pressure rising. 

“Do you know how many people have become infected with HIV after receiving blood 

transfusions?” Losing Gil to a wound was one thing. Watching another lover die from AIDS 

would be simply too much. 

Gideon watched Miles’ shoulders tense up as he lent over and began working. “You 

don’t know,” Gideon replied gently. He’d read the files and had a good idea what the man was 

thinking. “You have to trust me that I’m clean, and that my blood group is a match. I know it is. 

I’ve done this before, contributed to saving more than one of my colleagues in the line of duty.” 

“The accepted terminology is “positive” or “negative”, mate. “Clean” isn’t used in the 

gay community; people affected aren’t dirty, just sick.” 

Gideon shrugged. “I’m not gay, but thanks for the heads up.” He grinned. “I always 

consider the day I don’t learn something to be a day wasted…” 

What a wanker, thought Miles. The last thing he needed at the moment was a smart-arse. 

He cautiously cut further into Gil’s arm. The blood was flowing freely now. He needed to 



operate slowly, carefully, to ensure he didn’t cause any more damage, but because of the blood 

loss he didn’t have that luxury. “Rag, have you got a tourniquet in that kit of yours?” 

Rag nodded and rummaged, bringing out a strap with a quick release fastening on it. He 

quickly wrapped it round Gil’s arm above the elbow and tightened it. The bleeding lessened 

immediately, but it wasn’t something they could leave on indefinitely. Constricted blood flow 

meant even more complications. 

Miles glanced up and stared at Gideon, their eyes only inches apart as they bent over the 

unconscious man. Why should I trust you? He was Eidolon’s representative after all and so far 

they hadn’t done anything to reassure him they were looking after any interests other than their 

own. The blood flow increased as he made another incision, releasing the next barb. Shit. He had 

to take the risk. He gave the man a sharp nod and went back to his task. 

“Here you, come here.” Gideon beckoned the second of the large native islanders over 

and showed him where to stand so they could keep the patient immobilised. Gil moaned softly 

and tried to move, but the three islanders held him steady, gently but firmly. Miles paused until 

his patient was still again. 

Gideon straightened and backed away. “You got the kit, Rag?” With a brief silent nod in 

answer, Rag drew out more sealed sterile packets. “Then let’s do it.” Gideon hopped up onto a 

vacant bed and rolled up his sleeve as Ragnar brought the equipment over. “Rag can draw off a 

liter and then transfuse it into Gil straight away.” 

“A liter, are you kidding?” Miles shook his head, but didn’t stop what he was doing. 

“That’s too much, 500ml and that’s it. Any more and you risk causing trouble for yourself.” 

Miles was putting his foot down about this. It was a crazy idea in the first place, and he didn’t 

need another basket case on his hands. 

“Rag, take two 450ml bags off me. One isn’t enough. Look, doc, you can give me the hot 

sweet tea and biccies afterwards, and I’ll lie here like a good boy and recover, but Gillespie 

needs this. Normally in the field we’ve got plenty of guys who are ready and willing to donate 

but right now, there’s only me. So don’t argue. I’m fit, I’m healthy, I won’t suffer too much.” 



“Seems like I don’t have a choice.” Miles snapped. At least the men knew what they were 

doing. In no time at all Gil was hooked up and the blood slowly but surely replaced what was 

lost. 

Memories of looking after Darren flashed through his brain during the operation, making 

it hard to concentrate. In the end, Miles had to push all his emotion aside and disassociate 

himself from the fact that the man under his knife was a good friend and lover, or at least had 

been his lover. Was that one night all they would have together? 

@—}–—}—— 

It felt like forever, but Miles finally finished removing the lethal looking weapon. He 

stitched the wound closed, leaving in a tube to drain off any resulting build-up of fluid. There 

was nothing more he could do. 

A sudden exclamation from Rag startled Miles as he turned away, peeling off his gloves. 

“Doc! He’s going into ve-tac.” Rag worriedly scanned the screen on the defibrillator they 

were using as an ECG monitor. Ve-tac—ventricular tachycardia—was a dangerous condition, a 

too-rapid heart beat that could lead to cardiac arrest if it wasn’t treated. 

No! Damn it, everything had been going okay. Removing the barb had definitely been 

fiddly, but nothing that should have caused this reaction. What had gone wrong? Miles rushed 

back to the bedside and couldn’t breathe for a second as he took in Gil’s still form. He looked so 

peaceful. Darren had looked like that at the end. His knees nearly buckled under him. Easy, 

Miles, you can do it. Darren was always able to calm his jitters. He took a deep breath and 

pushed Jerri aside, motioning for the others to stand back. “Quick, defib!” 

Had Gil had a hemolytic reaction? If it had been the wrong blood type, Gil’s kidneys 

could fail, causing circulatory collapse. Had he killed him after all by believing Gideon? Bugger 

it, he had to focus. He needed to act now, before Gil’s heart stopped; otherwise the defibrillator 

would be well-nigh useless. Rag had powered the machine up, pressing buttons and prepping the 



paddles. The high-pitched whine like a camera flash aggravated Miles’ ears. Rag handed him the 

paddles. “Clear!” Miles barked and pressed them to Gil’s chest. 

The resulting jolt wasn’t nearly as dramatic as all the television dramas loved, but it was 

dramatic enough. Rag glanced up. The islanders looked startled, obviously never having seen 

anything like this before. The doctor was ignoring them, his attention fixed on the display. It 

beeped, steadied, then the alarm sounded. Rag swore under his breath. Shit. “It hasn’t worked. 

He’s going into ve-fib.” 

“Again. Clear!” Miles was following protocol with the verbal command as he pressed the 

paddles to Gil’s chest once more. The islanders didn’t need the warning, they had stepped back 

as far as it was possible to go. Once again, the charge shocked through Gil and both men glanced 

at the screen, anxiously watching for any change. 

“It’s stabilising, I think…” Rag said cautiously. The trace had gone back to a regular blip, 

but it was still touch and go. The doctor closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Suddenly the 

machine emitted a continuous whine. “Flatline!” 

“Oh, shit!” Miles stared at the paddles then at Rag. 

“No use, Doc.” 

Miles tried to think, but his brain refused to work. “Epinephrine… vasopressin? What 

have you got in your bag?” If they don’t work it’s down to CPR… So few patients came back 

from that. Those that did… images of brain damage and renal failure popped up… He could not 

lose Gil like this… 

“Doc!” Rag was shaking him, pressing a syringe and a bottle into his hand. “Come on, 

Doc, move! He needs you now…” 



31: Bugging Out 

Lyle Ashley Tate, Harry Garvey, Amanda ‘Mindy’ Masterson 

and introducing Agnetha Jackson-Grey 

___________________________________________________ 

Early afternoon, 27th January, Mystery Island 

Harry stood back and surveyed the room appreciatively. Everything was in place, to his 

and Lyle’s satisfaction. Now all they needed to do was finish positioning all the cameras and the 

network was done until they received the final consignment. The only worrying thing was 

identifying what was blocking their comms signals. If they could find that, then they were home 

and dry. 

“Just wish I knew what it was,” he had said to Lyle when the man had come back from 

seeing his injured friend off. Lyle had looked subdued and Harry tried to take his mind off it by 

turning the discussion onto the cause of the signal damper. 

“Well I suppose it could be someone intercepting the signal, or it could be more localised 

interference. Not really my forte.” 

“If we don’t find it, it’s going to play havoc with our signals. We should maybe look at 

getting more equipment in to dampen the effect…?” Harry was failing in his aim to divert Lyle’s 

thoughts; the man was too preoccupied. “I’m sure he’ll be okay, you know. If they’ve found the 

doctor…” 

“He looked bad, that spike… We’re so isolated here.” 

“Well, it’s down to us to make us less isolated then. We’re the tech bods, we have the 

technology…” he intoned and grinned. “Look, Lyle… I’m used to this, to some extent. Me and 

the other lads, we’re ex-military, we’re used to being constantly thrown on our own resources, 



we’ve been isolated in much more challenging surroundings than these. Be thankful, we’ve no 

hostiles pointing guns at us. We’ve no severe threats to our immediate safety… well, other than 

holes in the ground…” Harry shrugged, “and maybe adverse weather fronts… I’m not reassuring 

you, am I?” He grinned. 

“Not much, no…” Lyle agreed, allowing himself a small smile. “But you’re here to do 

your bit for island security, it’s all part of what you signed up for, I suppose.” 

Harry glanced at Lyle and sighed. “We did, but you didn’t. It can be a difficult transition 

for civilians. One minute you’re safe, the next…” he paused. “Truth to tell, you’re not that safe. 

Most civilians just think they are because they are surrounded by the familiar.” 

“Safe hasn’t been something I could feel for quite a few years now. Seeing Gil hurt that 

badly just has brought to mind how far from home we really are though.” 

“I can appreciate that.” Harry smiled and nodded. “Look, we usually get together for a 

few beers in downtime. You’d be welcome to join us, if you like. We made sure the cooler was 

well stocked.” He grinned again. “I think we may manage a party one night, although there are 

not many girls and the gay guys seem to outnumber the straights two to one.” 

“I’d love a beer. Can’t say I can make up for the lack of girls though.” 

“Well, maybe we can coax Aggi into joining us. Although from what I hear, she’s a bit of 

a Viking battleaxe.” 

“The cook? She seemed nice enough.” 

Lyle knew Harry was trying to stop him brooding about Gil. His friend had looked pretty 

seriously injured though, and Lyle wasn’t at all convinced that Miles was up to treating the 

injury, not because of any lack of skill on his part but due to a lack of facilities. Babbling about 

the differences between civilians and ex-military was not the way Harry should be going, though. 

It was too much ‘us and you’. Frankly, the guy was starting to get on his nerves. 



“Look, I’ve had enough of this, for now.” He gestured to the stacked up equipment. “I’m 

going to go for a stroll…I promise not to get kidnapped or to fall down any holes. Catch you in 

an hour or so, back here?” 

“Sure, if that’s what you need. I’ll check out the radar while you’re gone; that way we’ll 

get notice of when Gideon’s returning.” Harry winked. He knew Lyle was sleeping in their 

boss’s room, what that meant they had already speculated on, and Harry was pretty sure he 

would win their little bet. He couldn’t see the appeal of the man himself, but Gideon took his 

pleasures where he found them. That was part of being a soldier too. 

Lyle watched for the optimum moment before scooping up the materials he was going to 

need. He didn’t want to show his hand to Harry. There was no love lost between Gideon and 

Pierce, but he was less sure where the other mercenaries stood, and they might not all approve of 

what he was about to do. 

@—}–—}—— 

The wind was up again, for which Lyle was eternally grateful. He loathed how much 

sweat he was able to generate just by standing still on this island. He longed to be able to strip 

off his top, slap on some tanning oil and become a beach-bum-surfer-dude. He was going to have 

to lean on Pierce, get some answers out of her about how soon Eidolon was going to settle their 

debt to him. Bugging her bure was just perfect in terms of gaining the leverage he figured was 

going to be necessary to tie things up properly. 

Trust Pierce, arrogant bitch that she is, to bag the nicest of the still-standing bures; no 

sharing a dormitory for her, Lyle thought to himself, as he weighed up the building to see if it 

was truly empty at present. 

Lyle was finding it hard to make himself take the time to properly scout out Pierce’s bure; 

he wasn’t sure how long he had before the Eidolon big noise would return from Rapatoka. He 

didn’t imagine the locals would throw a luau for her, making friends wasn’t her forte. He 

absolutely mustn’t get caught at this stage, but he needed to hurry too so that he could set up the 

surveillance in her bure to get maximum coverage. He gave it five minutes, crouched in the 



treeline observing the low building, then scurried to the doorway of the low building. He’d 

expected to find the place all locked up, but it wasn’t. Very cautiously he let himself in. 

That Pierce would be careless of her security seemed odd. She hadn’t struck him as the 

careless type. Maybe Flynn had been there ahead of him though? That would fit. Flynn had 

probably already turned over every locked room in the complex; the street kid had guts, skills 

even, but not a lot of sense. 

@—}–—}—— 

Mindy pushed her plate away with a sigh. The food was good, better than she had been 

lead to believe. Listening to Sandra Pierce sniping about it, anyone would have thought it was 

pigswill. Mindy finished up, aware of how hungry she had been. She glanced at her watch and 

frowned. She had been on the go since seven that morning, finishing up the tasks Pierce had 

given her. She snorted softly. Pierce treated her as little more than a skivvy these days, a 

glorified maid. She was an experienced PA, for God’s sake. First Pierce had assigned her to that 

little scumbag, Archer, who frankly treated her like she was some kind of bimbo and now she 

was in the middle of nowhere, cleaning Pierce’s bure… 

“That was a sigh from the heart…” The oddly-accented English made Mindy look up to 

see a small woman in a chef’s white uniform, blond hair cut short as a soldier’s, peering at her 

through the serving hatch. “You are okay, Sweety?” 

“I’m fine…” Mindy was a little unnerved by the woman’s stare, but her manner was kind. 

She reminded her of Tank Girl. “Just a little pissed off, but what’s new?” Mindy replied 

dispiritedly. 

“Ah, Sweety, not good, not good. I’m Agnetha, by the way. You may call me Aggi if you 

like. The boys call me Bork…you know, like the Swedish Chef from the Muppets?” She laughed 

and shrugged one shoulder. “Before your time maybe…” Mindy realised her look must have 

been a little blank. Her accent was a tad strange to Mindy’s ears. Aggi spoke with a lilt, the 

emphasis on the wrong part of the words. Abruptly, the woman’s focus altered and she said 

something unintelligible. Was that her own language? She disappeared from view, emerging 



from the kitchen moments later with a tray. She proceeded to collect discarded plates and cups, 

swiping a wet cloth across the tables with gusto. “Ach, those men! Bad enough I’ve no help here, 

but why can’t they clean their own mess up? But then, they’re men. I should not expect 

miracles.” Mindy thoughtfully collected her plate and mug onto her tray and carried them to the 

hatch. She felt she would be letting the side down to do anything else. 

“Tack.” Mindy glanced at her. What was that? 

“What did you say?” 

“Tack… Sorry, I’m Swedish, I forget. Thank you,” she said. “It means thank you.” 

“Oh.” Mindy smiled. “That’s okay. I guess we women should stick together.” Aggi 

smiled broadly. 

“We should keep these men in their place,” she said with another grin, shaking her head 

in exasperation and waggling a dirty mug in the air for emphasis. “Military types know better, 

but we have civilian workers too. Not the same…” She shrugged, looking Mindy up and down. 

“You don’t look like a builder, Sweety, and you sure are not Military. How on earth do you fit in 

round here?” 

“I’m…” Mindy paused. What am I? She was hard pressed to answer. “I work with 

Sandra Pierce…” 

“Ouch, that hard-faced Tik…” 

“Excuse me?” 

“Why, Sweety, what did you do?” 

“Er… I meant, what did you mean? Tik?” 

Aggi laughed. “Oh, I believe the word means the female dog?” Mindy took a moment to 

process the meaning, then she laughed as well. 



“Yes, Aggi, I believe you’re right with that assumption.” She frowned. “Look, I better get 

going or… the Tik will be back and breathing down my neck. She reached for her keys, finding 

they were not in her pocket where they ought to be. Then she realised in horror that she hadn’t 

locked the door of the bure on her way out. Damn it to hell and back, she had left her keys 

behind! Pierce would kill her if she got back and found out. “Sorry, Aggi, I really have to go…” 

and Mindy flew out the door as fast as her sandaled feet would go. 

Aggi watched her go with a frown. It looks like Pierce has her claws into this one too. 

Damn the woman. Aggi had only met her once and once was one time too many in Aggi’s 

opinion. The woman was a Tik of the highest order, and one that Aggi would dearly love to see 

fall. Short of poisoning the woman’s chilli she wasn’t sure how that would happen, though. 

People like Pierce got away with murder. Gideon she could relate to. Gideon was military. So 

were his boys. They liked her. They were also smart enough to know that one did not piss off the 

only cook on the island too. Not everyone had the sense they were born with though. 

Mindy ran out of the main building and took the path at a run. Pierce might already be 

there. Anxiety lent her speed and in no time she was in sight of the bure again. 

@—}–—}—— 

It was a nice hut, cool and comfortable. Trust Pierce to get the best of the accommodation. 

It looked like some of the building had been recently patched. Not all of the furniture was 

standard either. The bed was broader than the others he had spotted at the resort so far, and 

swathed in a diaphanous mosquito net. The rest of the decor was typically ‘tourist tropical’–rush, 

cane and bamboo. The place showed no sign of habitation, though Pierce had been on the island 

nearly as long as himself. 

Lyle pondered where best to position his cameras and microphones. He thought about 

both reception and concealment, carefully considering the optimum placement. He was hoping 

the interference Harry had been registering earlier wouldn’t affect these gadgets, since they were 

going to be hooked up to a different part of the system–his own private section. He had to cobble 

some of the stuff together, he’d swept a random selection of gear up as he’d left the security base 

room—he hated thinking of it as an ‘IT’ room—so he wasn’t sure exactly what he could 



accomplish right there and then. It would have to do for a while though, he doubted he would get 

such easy access to this particular bure again for some time. 

More than once Lyle froze as voices drew close, but every time they faded; just people 

passing by, workers maybe. His nerves were on edge though and it ate into the concentration he 

needed to fix the tiny cameras and microphones. He would have to hope that the cameras would 

pick something up. They were fixed in one position; if anyone placed anything in front of them 

he would be blind. He put one in the main room, as high up as he could get it, pointing down. 

The other he placed to cover the door. It would be interesting to see the comings and goings and 

time-stamp them. He set the voice-activated microphones in the main room and the bedroom. He 

had a chance of getting more from them than from the cameras. 

Job done, Lyle thought, casting a final glance round the room. He pocketed the remains 

of the equipment he had brought with him, did a final check that he hadn’t left anything 

incriminating behind and stepped quickly to the door. 

He reached to open it, intending to peer out to check that the coast—almost literally in 

this case—was clear, but as he did so, the handle flew out of his grasp. A flustered young woman 

with dark hair and a horrified expression stood there, framed by the doorway. 

“Just who the fuck are you?” Mindy’s terror that Pierce had returned rapidly changed to 

anger. She knew the stranger who stood in Pierce’s bure had absolutely no business being there, 

although it didn’t occur to her to be scared of him. Pierce scared her, but few other people could. 

In fact Mindy hated Pierce for her ability to do exactly that. 

If looks could kill, Lyle thought, this woman would have been guilty of murder. She had 

an air of righteous indignation and Lyle knew he had to think on his feet before she started 

screaming the place down. He realised he had seen her before, she had been heading into the 

refectory as he had been leaving, no doubt late for her lunch. He remembered thinking she 

looked too neat to be part of the maintenance crews. 

“Just what the hell are you doing here? Who are you?” 



Lyle was stumped. He had no idea where the woman fitted into the Eidolon puzzle. He’d 

seen her hanging around Flynn a bit, and around Pierce. Did she know about their history? Did 

she have a clue who they were or was she out of the loop? 

“Security. I was just making sure everything was okay here. The door was unlocked. I 

know Ms Pierce is off the island right now, so I thought I should check for intruders and then 

secure the premises.” 

Lyle smiled as unconvincingly as he could manage, playing out the persona of a security 

specialist. “. . . And you are?” 

“Amanda Masterson…I’m Sandra Pierce’s PA… but if you are security, how come you 

didn’t know that?” The man had rattled her, but she was unsure of her ground. She knew people 

had been brought in whom she had yet to meet but somehow this guy didn’t seem right. 

Lyle pulled himself up to his full height of 5ft 10, looking the woman straight in the eyes, 

echoing the way his own bodyguard, Breslaw, had carried himself. With all the military present 

on the island right now he knew he wasn’t exactly right for a member of the security team, but 

that was what he was now all the same, and bugging Pierce’s hut was exactly the sort of thing he 

should be doing. 

“I have a set of names, just haven’t had chance to meet everyone yet.” He pulled out his 

PDA and started pressing buttons, whilst making sure the woman couldn’t see the screen. “Ah 

yes, you check out. Thanks. Do you know when we can expect Ms. Pierce to return? They didn’t 

leave a schedule.” He did his best to sound really annoyed as he added the final sentence. 

“Ms. Pierce—,” Mindy gave the Ms an audible capital, “—will be back when she’s done 

what she went out there to do.” 

“She didn’t tell you either, huh? Law unto Herself.” Lyle checked his watch. “Better get 

on, got plenty to do today. You have a key for here, yes?” 

“Of course…” 



Lyle smiled, his eyebrow lifting slightly. “Better use it next time then, Ma’am. After all, 

you never know who might be snooping around.” 



32: Waking Up is Hard to Do 

Gideon Sterling, Ragnar Bjornson, Miles Sutherland and  
Carter ‘Gil’ Gillespie 

___________________________________________________ 

Late night/early morning, 27/28th Jan, Rapatoka 

“What’s your prognosis, Doc? Are you going to survive?” Gideon’s quiet enquiry broke 

into the silence that had fallen as they finished clearing up. 

Miles straightened and rubbed the back of his neck. 

“You look wiped out.” 

Miles flinched as a warm heavy hand landed on his shoulder and squeezed gently. “I’ll 

live,” His voice was a harsh rasp. He needed a drink. “Been there, done that, as they say.” He 

sighed, unwanted memories dredging up again. He shoved them ruthlessly away before they 

could drown him. He still had work to do. Abruptly, reaction set in and he started to shake. 

Gideon had an arm around him before his legs gave out, and he was guided to a bed. 

“Sit down before you fall down and take a minute,” Gideon advised quietly. “Rag can 

carry on with the clean-up.” 

“I’m fine,” Miles growled. 

“Get some rest, or you’ll be no good to anyone. We can watch him for you.” 

“To be perfectly frank, I’m still worried. We took what precautions we could, but 

performing surgery like that in conditions like this is far from ideal. I’ve left a drain in and given 

him antibiotics, but he’s not responding as he should. When his heart gave out….” Miles 

shuddered. “He ought to be airlifted out to a hospital on the mainland…” 



“No can do,” Gideon insisted. “I wasn’t lying for Pierce’s benefit, you know?” He 

gestured toward the window. Rain was already pouring down outside and the wind was whipping 

through the trees again. “There really is another storm front on the way. This is just the leading 

edge. Everyone is battening down over on Mystery. I’ve left Garvey in charge over there and 

we’ll just have to ride it out here until Clarke can can make it back in the boat. That should be 

early tomorrow, always supposing the Met boys are right and it blows itself out by then, but 

while we’re stuck here, we might as well all get some rest.” Gideon glanced toward the 

kitchenette. “I could kill for a cuppa, though,” he said eagerly and then frowned. “On the 

downside,” he added thoughtfully, “it gives the White Witch time to throw her weight around, 

although hopefully she’ll be as pinned down in her bure by the storm as we are here…” On cue, 

a rumble of thunder reached their ears, and lightning flashed through the windows. “Thar she 

blows, Capt’n,” Gideon grinned. 

Miles stared over at the still unconscious form of Gil on the bed. Between them, Rag and 

Miles had brought him back from the brink a couple of times. “From the sounds of things he fell 

a fair way. As far as I can tell, he isn’t bleeding internally, but a normally fit and healthy man 

shouldn’t have reacted like that. I was all ready to blame you, you know. Wondering if my trust 

was misplaced. For a while there I thought he must have reacted to the wrong blood group or 

some other factor, but that takes days to happen, not minutes. The trap must have been coated 

with something. I checked with Caroline, and all she could tell me was that the natives use toxins 

on their spears to kill fish quickly. They get them from one of the local cone shells. She didn’t 

think it would be strong enough to kill a man, though. After all, they have to eat the fish 

afterward….” 

“Perhaps he had an allergic reaction?” Rag suggested, turning up with a tray on which 

three mugs steamed invitingly. 

“Who knows how long the bloody thing had been there or even who put it there. Might 

not have been the same poison as the one they use to kill fish.” Gideon took a mug and sniffed 

appreciatively. “Ah, tea. You’re a life saver, Rag. We should get some food inside us, I could 

murder a curry. Could the toxin have changed over time?” 



“Possibly. Who knows. We don’t even know which one it is. And how the bloody hell do 

you propose to find a curry over here?” 

“Is the toxin still in his system?” Rag asked as he rummaged in another bergen for 

something. “He was in that hole for a long time, overnight at least. The stuff on the end of that 

spear had more than enough time to get into his bloodstream.” 

“I flushed the wound out as well as I could after removing the spear. But that’s just a part 

of the problem. The extraction itself was a bitch. I won’t know for a while whether I was 

successful or damaged some nerves in the process. Nerve damage takes a bugger of a long time 

to heal too.” Miles tried to imagine how Gil would react if his arm was permanently affected. 

Anyone with his degree of devotion to his job would be devastated. If he regains consciousness. 

No, when he regains consciousness, not if, Miles reminded himself. He wouldn’t allow himself 

to think in any other terms. He turned to face Gideon. Eidolon might be full of shit, but the big 

man had proved his worth a couple of times over. His offsiders had been a big help, too. “Thanks, 

mate. Thank your men, too, would you? First off for not trying to pull the spear out, and then, 

helping during the operation. Rag, you were great, thanks.” 

The man nodded and smiled. 

“Where in the blazes does that name come from, anyway?” 

“It’s short for Ragnar,” the big man said, amiably. “Swedish father, English mother. 

There you go.” He held up the results of his rummaging. “What do you fancy? Irish stew, 

chicken curry or Lancashire Hotpot?” 

“Pardon me? You’ve got food as well?” Miles stared incredulously. “What the hell are 

you guys?” 

“It’s nothing special, I’ll warn you,” Rag grinned. “It’s survival rations, you rehydrate it 

with boiling water. You can eat it, but it tastes like shit.” This last was uttered in a fake Crocodile 

Dundee accent. 



Miles waved his offer away; food was the last thing on his mind at the moment. He stared 

after the blue-eyed blond as he walked into the hospital kitchenette. He wasn’t just a pretty face. 

For a second there before Gil’s heart restarted, everything Miles had ever learnt or done just 

seemed to fly out the window. If it hadn’t been for Rag’s calm actions and prods of what they 

should do next, Gil might have died. 

Now his legs were a bit steadier, Miles stood and checked all Gil’s vitals again. “He 

needs more rehydration.” Miles checked the level in their last drip bag. “Trouble is, there’s not 

much IV fluid left as I had to use so much to flush out the wound.” 

“Coconuts,” Ragnar said succinctly. 

“I beg your pardon?” Miles wasn’t sure he’d heard correctly. 

“Coconuts, we’ve got plenty here. You could set up a coconut IV,” Rag repeated. 

Gideon saw Miles’ blank look. “You’ve never heard of that one? In an intact coconut, the 

fluid inside is sterile. Shove a needle in through the soft eye, fix it to an IV line with a drip 

chamber and Bob’s your uncle. Instant rehydration.” Miles was looking at him as if he’d grown 

an extra head. “Promise you, it works. Rag can show you while Lucas and I boil some water, 

then we can all eat something.” 

“Okay, you’re on.” 

It did work. They sent Lucas out to gather a few husked coconuts and Rag showed Miles 

how to hook one up to an IV line. Gil immediately started to respond better as the rehydration 

took effect. 

@—}–—}—— 

Consciousness was vastly overrated, Gil decided. He was awake, in pain, feeling 

nauseous, cold and thick-headed. He kept his eyes tight shut, he had no wish to see the dark, the 

hole, his arm… Abruptly, he remembered people, voices—Lyle’s?—movement, flashes of 

lucidity in an otherwise delirious fog. Panicked, he jumped, eyes flying open, whole body tense 



and shaking. Pain assailed him from somewhere, sharp and hard, unyielding. He gasped and 

grunted, and felt a weight pressing him back to the bed. 

“Easy, my friend, take it steady.” The oddly-accented voice was calm and reassuring, 

even if it belonged to a complete stranger sitting beside him on the bed. The blond giant had one 

big hand pressed firmly on his chest. “You’re safe…” 

“Gil, rest easy, you’re in hospital,” Gideon reassured, looming over the bed, gaze fixed 

on their patient’s troubled brown eyes. “You’re safe,” he reiterated. “We found Miles. He’s here, 

he’s going to look after you. You need to rest now, come on, relax…” Gideon kept up the 

monologue of reassurance, easing Gil back onto the pillows. 

“Miles…” Gil’s memory was playing tricks. They couldn’t have found Miles, Miles was 

lost… 

Miles was shaken awake from a deep sleep. Gideon was gazing down at him, a hand on 

his shoulder. “He’s awake…” 

“Huh?” It took a second for Miles to work out where he was and who was speaking. As 

soon as memory returned, he swung his legs out of bed and rushed to Gil’s bedside. It seemed 

that his heart wanted to burst out of his chest. He’d had to keep such a tight rein on his emotions, 

now hope was on the horizon he almost became dizzy with relief. 

He stared at Gil for a couple of seconds, noting the eyes flickering behind the closed 

eyelids. Relief became guilt as he remembered how he’d treated the young man after their night 

of glorious sex. He almost felt ashamed to touch him, but he needed to reassure himself that he 

would live. 

Gil felt the hands on him, exploring, examining… That hurt. “Ow.” He was ashamed at 

the whimper that escaped as the fingers touched a sensitive spot. His arm felt as if it was on fire. 

His head was throbbing, and there was a dull ache behind his eyes. His whole body seemed to be 

sore, bruised. He felt pathetically weak. 

“Hi, mate, how are you?” 



Gil’s eyes opened and focused on the doctor as he sat on the bed. “Miles…I’m 

dreaming… or dead… “ 

“You very nearly were.” 

“Oh fuck… it’s real…?” 

“Take it easy, stay calm. There’s no need to get upset now, you’re safe.” 

“Roofie…” 

Roofie? The man’s barely conscious and already he’s thinking about someone or 

something else. Miles gave a wry smile and shook his head. “He’s okay. Gideon told me that the 

mutt found his men, apparently did the whole Lassie thing. They found you down a hole…” 

“Roofie was down the hole…” 

Miles looked puzzled. 

“I was looking for you…” Gil explained. “Along the beach. Roofie barked and…I 

couldn’t see him. Then I fell through the leaves. Roofie was down there and I managed to boost 

him up and out before I collapsed. I thought he might piss off again and forget me…” Like you 

did, Gil thought, but didn’t voice. 

“So, you were on a mission of mercy?” Miles flinched at the wary look that crossed Gil’s 

face when he made his flippant comment. “Sorry, I always seem to say the wrong thing where 

you’re concerned, don’t I?” He brushed a lock of hair away from Gil’s face and stared down into 

the brown eyes that seemed to look straight into his soul. “Thank you for rescuing him,” he said 

softly, and thank you for rescuing me, was the thought that immediately followed, but he 

couldn’t express that conclusion yet. One day, if things improved between the two of them he 

might actually be able to say the words to Gil out loud. The conviction that the young man had 

saved him from a life of misery was growing stronger day by day. He hadn’t felt this alive since 

Darren died. He shook his head and laughed. “Anyway, trust Roofie to survive. Smart little mutt. 

Gideon’s men brought you over here. I had to stay to look after Caroline.” 



“Caroline?” 

Miles indicated the lady in the bed next to Gil’s. She’d gone back to sleep, her face 

relaxed and serene. “Caroline is a native of this Island.” Miles explained about her sojourn in 

New Zealand and her injuries. “She’s seen the big wide world and come back here. Personally, I 

can’t say I blame her.” 

“Why, Miles? Why did you leave…?” 

Miles winced at the hurt he detected in Gil’s voice. “It wasn’t exactly by choice. Look. 

we’ll talk later, when you’re feeling better.” He needed to tell Gil how he felt but now was not 

the time nor the place. “Right now, you need rest. When you’re stronger, we can talk properly, in 

private. I think I need to explain some stuff. Now, are you in pain?” 

Gil paused before nodding. “My arm feels like it’s burning. My head… aches. I’m 

sore…” 

“Obviously you’ll have pain from the operation. We had to make a pretty deep cut to 

extract the spear. The thing was covered in these narrow barbs. It is a pretty diabolical weapon; 

once the shaft penetrates the victim, the barbs in the tip are released, much like a spear gun but 

on a smaller scale. We couldn’t just push it through though as there were other barbs going in the 

opposite direction.” 

Gil looked sick. “Sounds great…” 

“Then to complicate matters, when the barbs came out they brought with them a toxin. I 

suspect it’s from one of the cone shells found in the area. Each species has a different method of 

action, basically they are neurotoxic peptides. They’re pretty deadly things at the best of times, 

with no known antidote.” 

“So…how long before I’m back on my feet…?” Gil hated how tentative his voice 

sounded but that comment about “deadly things” with “no known antidote” scared the shit out of 

him and Miles’ next words did little to reassure him. 



“It’s going to be a case of wait and see, I’m afraid. In the meantime I need you to tell me 

each and every symptom you have. No great heroics, please. If it hurts or it itches, you tell me, 

right.” 

“Right…” Way to go, doc, Gil thought. Great beside manner. 

“I mean it, Gil. Any symptom you have might relate to some different effect it’s had on 

your system. We don’t know what it is or how it works, but believe me when I tell you, you 

nearly died. At least twice. Your heart went into shock.” 

Gil couldn’t prevent the anxiety from showing on his face. “But I’m okay, right? This 

isn’t going to be permanent? I mean… it’s not killing me slowly, is it? You know, liver or renal 

failure? Cell breakdown? All I need is a strep or staph infection from it…” 

Sometimes ignorance is bliss, Miles thought. Gil was a knowledgeable medic who 

couldn’t be fobbed off with bland reassurances. Maybe he’d divulged too much information, but 

Gil would expect to be told the truth. “I won’t lie to you, I have no idea what this stuff does, so 

don’t expect miracles. Your vitals are stable right now, so my guess is you’re over the worst. I 

think all the factors conspired to weaken you. You knocked your head as you fell, you lost quite 

a bit of blood, and you were exposed to the elements all night. But you just lie there and let 

someone else look after you for a change, right?” Miles stared at Gil, trying to assess whether the 

man would do what he was told for once. “Right?” He repeated. 

“Right. If I have to…” 

Miles smiled at the young man’s grudging response. In a way he looked forward to the 

opportunity to spoil someone again. “Warm enough?” Gil nodded. “Okay, let’s keep it that way.” 

Miles drew a blanket over his patient’s legs and sat down on the end of the bed. 

“Now, I want to introduce you to your new nurse. Lucas!” 



33: Second Chances 

Carter (Gil) Gillespie, Miles Sutherland 

___________________________________________________ 

29th January, Rapatoka Island 

When Gil woke again the room was in darkness, a single storm lantern throwing a pool of 

light onto the side table next to the bed that Miles had claimed. A lump in the bed next door was 

all he could make out of Caroline. She was asleep, motionless. The others–Gideon and Ragnar–

had gone, presumably back to Mystery. They had headed off as soon as the storm had petered 

out and their colleague had come over in the inflatable. Gil had drifted fitfully in and out of sleep 

all day. Darkness had fallen again and with it’s arrival the rain had begun again, lighter than 

before but still annoying. It drummed on the roof to keep him awake. 

Gil was still drowsy, but comfortable and relaxed, in no hurry to wake, never mind move. 

A small clinking sound made him turn his head, seeking the source. Miles and Lucas were in the 

little kitchenette, brewing up to go by both noise and motions. Gil wondered if they would hear 

him if he called, he could fancy a cup of tea, something familiar and soothing in a strange world. 

But he decided against it. He might wake Caroline. 

Lucas was standing behind the doctor in the shadow of the wall, obviously waiting while 

Miles finished making his tea. Gil watched as Miles turned the lantern off and left the room, 

Lucas in tow. Gil couldn’t help smiling as the doctor and his ever-present shadow crossed the 

room, back toward the bed. Maybe they were sharing it? It wouldn’t surprise him, Gil considered; 

after all, the lad was rather cute, even though he was young. Gil felt an inevitable pang of 

jealousy. Miles was right when he said the lad was barely legal, though, so such a relationship 

didn’t seem in character for the doctor. 

As Miles reached the bed and put the mug down on the little table beside it, Gil blinked 

and frowned in confusion. Lucas was following close behind Miles, but Gil was puzzled. 



Something nagged at him. There was something wrong with what he was seeing. Then it hit him. 

Since when was Lucas almost as tall as Miles? Gil opened his mouth to say something as Miles 

sat down on the bed but the words died unsaid. The circle of illumination should have brought 

Lucas’ features into view but the figure standing there remained a shadow, even with the light 

falling on him. Miles sipped his tea, oblivious to it all. He didn’t acknowledge the figure behind 

him either; he didn’t say a word, just acted as if it wasn’t there. Then the figure turned and 

looked straight at Gil, one hand extended as if beckoning. The features of the face suddenly came 

into clear focus and Gil couldn’t stop the gasp that escaped from a mouth gone dry. The hairs on 

the back of his neck stood on end as Darren’s eyes looked into his and memory came flooding 

back. 

Gil was standing watching Miles working on a patient, wondering why he wasn’t with the 

doctor, helping him to save a life. Another man he didn’t recognise was there instead, a blond 

giant bending over the prone figure on the table.  

“You have a choice to make.” The voice was unexpected and made him jump. He turned 

to see a familiar face beside him, a face he had previously only seen in photos. 

“You’re dead.” 

“So are you, Carter,” Darren observed, using his given name. 

“What do you mean?” A cold dread had settled in his stomach and Gil looked back at the 

two men working on their patient. 

“That’s you they’re working on.” 

I should be more horrified, Gil thought, watching as Miles and the other man stepped 

apart for a moment. Gil saw himself, eyes closed, features slack, lying on the table. He had seen 

patients like that more times than he cared to count. I mean, that’s really me…  

“That’s me,” he said unnecessarily. Gil watched as Miles paused and looked at the 

paddles and the other man–Gil saw it was one of the men from the cricket game–shook his head. 

Miles looked stricken. Then the blond shoved a syringe and a bottle into Miles’ hand and Gil 



watched as the doctor drew the fluid from the bottle up into the syringe and stepped up to his 

side. Atropine? Epinephrine? His heart must have stopped. Was he clinically dead, some part of 

his mind wondered? 

“But it’s not too late for you. You still have a choice. You could go back…” 

“Back?” 

“Is there an echo in here?” Darren’s voice was amused and sounded every bit as kind as 

Gil had imagined from the photos. Watching as Miles plunged the needle directly into his 

patient’s chest, into the heart muscle, was rather odd considering Gil was the patient. The other 

man began CPR, breathing for him, and Miles took over heart massage. Gil felt a vague tugging 

but suddenly he knew how easy it would be to stay here. Miles didn’t need him. Miles had gone 

off and left him. He was there on the island on sufferance. Gil had a momentary pang for his 

parents, and his brother and sister, they would miss him. But going back would mean facing pain 

and a long time healing, months of physio. He wasn’t stupid, he knew there might be permanent 

damage to his arm; he might need nerve grafts, in which case he might as well kiss his career 

goodbye. Did he want to face all that? 

“He didn’t leave you by choice.” Darren sounded wistful. 

“What do you mean? He walked off after we touched down.” 

“Maybe initially. You have to appreciate that the island where we met is very like what 

you call Mystery Island, but later he was kidnapped.” Darren frowned. “That can’t have been 

easy for him either. Second time it’s happened, after all. The first time… wasn’t pleasant. You 

should understand, none of this has anything to do with you; it isn’t your fault. We used to work 

in places reminiscent of this; it’s bringing back memories better left buried.” 

“Medecin sans Frontiers?” Darren nodded at Gil’s query, then he chuckled. 

“Stubborn SOB when he wants to be,” the gently-accented American voice was full of 

affection. “But he stands for the highest good. I regret I couldn’t stay with him but… we all have 



a limit. I’ll be here when it’s his turn.” Gil gazed back, watching the two men work almost in 

slow motion, like a movie with the sound turned down. 

“He doesn’t need me. He’s still mourning you. He won’t let me in…” 

“Tell me something then. If he doesn’t need you, why is he working so hard to save 

you?” Gil looked back. Was that fear he saw in Miles’ eyes? “You should give him another 

chance. See what kind of a man he can really be.” 

“He would do that for anyone…” 

“He would. But look at his eyes, Carter. He’s afraid. Don’t tell me he feels like that for 

everyone. He is worth a second chance, believe me. I should know…” 

“You loved him?” 

“What do you mean, loved? I still do. You don’t stop, just because you move on, you 

know. And no, I am not giving you the secret to life, the universe and everything, and it isn’t 

forty two.” Darren laughed. “But you’ve already made your choice,” he said quietly. “Tell him 

from me now is the time to stop blaming himself. He has my blessing. Tell him he doesn’t need 

to take it like a man any more. He’s all the man I ever needed.” 

“How about me? Do I get your blessing?” 

“It’s not my blessing you need,” Darren said. “Better get a move on. They’ll have to call 

it soon, you know the drill.” Gil looked back, the two men had stopped to assess their patient. 

Miles nodded, and they resumed CPR, but it wouldn’t be long, they couldn’t keep at it forever. 

“How do I…?” Gil turned but Darren was gone. He looked back, and then screwed his 

eyes shut. How in the hell did this work? The tugging feeling increased… 

Gil gasped and flew awake, looking around wildly. Miles looked across from where he 

was sitting on the bed, put his mug down carefully and then got to his feet, padding across to see 

what was wrong. “Gil? You okay?” 



“Miles…” 

“I was last time I looked.” 

“I died…” 

“You don’t need to worry about that now. You’re back again, you’re not going 

anywhere.” 

“No, I know… I mean, I… Miles, I saw Darren….” 

Miles paused. “You what?” he asked carefully. 

“I saw Darren, just now… I thought it was Lucas. You were making tea for yourself, and 

he was standing right behind you…” Gil explained in a rush as if he might forget. “But when you 

came back, he was following, and he was too tall. Too tall to be Lucas I mean… and when you 

sat down the light should have lit his face, and it didn’t, and then he turned and looked at me, and 

it was Darren…” 

“You must have been dreaming, mate.” Miles tried, and failed, to stop the hairs on the 

back of his neck from rising. 

“Did you make tea just now?” 

“Yes, I did, but Lucas has been asleep all night. I’ve had no one with me. You must have 

heard the noise, and your eyes were playing tricks, that’s all.” 

Gil sighed. “He turned and looked at me, stretched out a hand, and I remembered.” 

“Remembered what?” 

“When you were working on me, I was on that table over there.” Gil pointed. “Only it 

was further into the room. You had that blond guy with you, Ragnar? He was working on 

emergency breathing and you… you injected me, then you worked on chest compressions.” 



Well, that was a 50/50 chance of getting that right, Miles thought. Gil must have seen 

enough crash situations to know the drill. 

“Darren was suddenly standing right next to me,” Gil continued. “I was watching you 

working on me, and he told me I had a choice. I could go back. I said you didn’t need me, and 

he…” Gil swallowed the lump in his throat. “He said I should give you another chance and that 

you could be a stubborn SOB sometimes, but none of this was your fault.” 

“Coming to Rapatoka wasn’t, but I did walk off and leave you when we landed, that was 

my choice. I’m sorry but…” 

“It reminds you of where you met. He told me that too.” Gil frowned. “Well, as far as I’m 

concerned, I think you can put all this down to another symptom of the poison from that bloody 

spear. Christ knows what was on it. I think I must have been hallucinating…” 

“What else did he tell you?” 

“That you were kidnapped, brought here, that it wasn’t your choice… He—Darren—

said… that it wasn’t the first time you’d been kidnapped? That it was hard on you, but you 

should stop feeling guilty, and… and that now is the time to stop blaming yourself. You have his 

blessing, and he said…. you don’t need to keep quiet and take it like a man any more? You were 

all the man he ever needed, he said. What’s that all about?” Miles’ expression was troubled. 

“Does that make sense?” When Miles didn’t answer, Gil added “He said he still loves you, and 

he wasn’t going to give me the answer to life, the universe and everything, and it wasn’t forty 

two or something.” 

Miles gave a deep sob and buried his face in his hands. After a few seconds he looked up, 

there were tears in his eyes. “That was one of his favourite books. Douglas Adams, Hitchhikers’ 

Guide to the Galaxy. We always joked about it, because we used to live in Apartment 42…” 

“But…you never told me that…” 

“I know. I never told you about the kidnapping either… nor that the Islanders brought me 

here to look after Caroline. I didn’t have a choice.” 



“So, you’re saying…” 

“I don’t know what I’m saying…” Miles’ voice was rough, grief giving it a hard edge. “I 

don’t know how you could know those things, unless someone told you. I have never told 

anyone, except Caroline, and I’m not even sure why I told her now.” Miles fell silent. His brow 

was furrowed, a troubled look in his eyes. “You ought to rest,” he said abruptly. “You’re not 

done healing yet. We can talk in the morning.” Miles got off the bed and tugged the covers up 

again. “Do you still see him? Here, I mean?” There was a wistful note to his voice. Gil shook his 

head. “Okay then, you close your eyes. I’m only over there; not far away if you need me.” Gil 

watched him go, noting the slump of Miles’ shoulders, the weary lines of defeat. He desperately 

wanted Miles in his arms again, to hold him and comfort him. But now he knew what he was 

competing against, and even though Darren was dead, Gil was now convinced he hadn’t a hope 

in hell of coming close to the handsome features and that smile. Darren and Miles had grown up 

together and loved each other for nearly the whole of Gil’s lifetime. How does anyone compete 

with that, Gil thought? 

The light beside Miles’ bed went out. Gil lay awake in the darkness, loss and defeat 

preventing him finding rest. What had he seen? Darren’s ghost? A fever dream? Hallucination? 

As he lay there, Miles’ gentle snoring reached his ears. It was a normal, human sound in a surreal 

world. It anchored him, grounded his fears and relaxed him. His eyes drooped shut. Moments 

later, Gil was asleep as well. 



34: On the Mend 

Miles Sutherland, Carter (Gil) Gillespie 

___________________________________________________ 

5th February, Rapatoka Island 

Miles stared at Gil’s sleeping form in the hospital bed. A lone beam of moonlight shone 

in through the open window, caressing his face, allowing Miles to see him clearly. Neither of 

them had haircuts since leaving Haven Falls, and Gil’s was now much longer than it had been. A 

lock of hair had fallen over his eyes. Miles’ fingers itched to smooth it away, but he knew that if 

he did, he wouldn’t be able to stop there, he’d want to touch Gil all over. Make love to him again, 

but this time, slower and more carefully. I should leave him to sleep, Miles thought, go to bed 

myself. At last everyone else had, and the hospital for once was quiet. No Caroline issuing 

instructions, no Lucas chattering ten to the dozen. 

A week had passed since their late night whispered discussion when Gil told him he saw 

Darren or Darren’s ghost and Miles hadn’t had a chance to talk to Gil since; not properly, not 

privately. Now that Caroline was well on the way to recovery, she started to assert her presence 

in the island hospital again. It wasn’t that she meant to interfere, but she was one of those nurses 

that had eyes in the back of her head and ears tuned for the slightest signal that her patients 

needed care and attention. 

Whenever Gil needed something, she sent Lucas to help. Even if they were mundane 

things like assisting him to the toilet or fixing a cup of tea. To her, these were far too trivial for a 

doctor to attend to, even though Miles would happily perform those services for Gil. Anything 

that gave him an excuse to be close to the young man. 

Already Gil had become her patient, not his. As soon as she discovered what happened 

on the operating table, her face betrayed she knew more than she was willing to disclose about 

the poison. He was lucky to be alive she said. The unspoken words being others weren’t. 



Miles questioned her about who could have set the trap, but she didn’t know or wouldn’t 

tell him. Judging by the worried expression on her face when she gave her reluctant replies, he 

suspected the former. 

Hopefully, whoever set the trap was gone now. 

Gil stirred in his sleep, his bare chest rising softly as he took a deeper breath. His eyelids 

fluttered. Miles started, he didn’t want to be caught staring, but lately he couldn’t take his eyes 

off the young man. Gil’s tale about seeing Darren startled him, not so much because they brought 

up memories of Darren, but because his first reaction was: I hope Darren’s tale didn’t just make 

Gil feel sorry for me. He didn’t want to be another of Gil’s ‘projects’. 

Miles couldn’t resist it any longer, he lent over and carefully brushed the lock of hair 

away. 

Something tickled his face. His bloody hair was growing too long, but where the fuck 

was he going to find someone to cut it here? Damn it, it had taken him long enough to fall 

asleep.The Islanders were so bloody noisy and too bloody cheerful all day long. Then when 

peace finally descended as the sun went down, Gil found that sleep was elusive, despite Caroline 

fussing about him getting enough rest. 

Caroline, like nurses everywhere, was beginning to get on his nerves. Lucas… Lucas, 

bless him, was trying to help. Caroline and Miles had the boy acting as next best thing to a 

hospital orderly, helping with Gil’s every need. Something in the way he looked at Gil, in the 

way he stayed within Gil’s personal space a fraction longer than needful, made Gil feel 

uncomfortable, though. 

Gil tried, unsuccessfully, to brush whatever was tickling him away and his hand came up 

against someone else’s. He opened his eyes and blinked sleepily, focusing on a familiar face 

above him. 

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you.” Miles tried to draw his hand away, but Gil reached 

up and grabbed it. 



“Ow.” Gil couldn’t stop his soft protest as his injured hand dropped onto the cover. His 

fingers were not yet functioning properly and the nerves had twinged as if to remind him things 

were far from healed. They may never be, some part of his brain reminded him. It quite destroyed 

any joy he may have had on seeing the man standing next to him. 

“Is your arm still sore? Do you want me to get you something for the pain?” 

Gil was touched by Miles’ concern and shook his head. “No, just took me by surprise…” 

He reached out with his good hand and captured Miles’ fingers, holding slightly tighter than 

necessary. “Just asking it to do too much too soon I guess.” His voice dropped to a husky 

whisper. “It’s late, why are you not asleep?” 

“Could ask you the same…” Miles tried to pull his hand out of Gil’s grasp, but the 

fingers didn’t release their pressure. How could he confess he just liked looking at Gil, liked 

touching him, and if he had a choice he’d be right there in bed with him? “Not tired.” Gil seemed 

to accept that and just nodded. “Are you sure you’re alright? I could get something else if you 

like. A cup of hot chocolate?” Miles tried to pull away again. Gil’s firm touch had sent a wave of 

energy coursing through his body. If he’d been tired before, he definitely wasn’t now. He’d 

probably need a lot more than a cup of chocolate himself to get to sleep. 

“I’m okay, really.” Gil knew he didn’t sound convincing, even to his own ears. 

On impulse, Miles leaned back in and brushed his lips against Gil’s, gently at first, but 

the heat searing through his body from the touch of Gil’s hand and the taste of his mouth made 

him press harder. Miles groaned. Big mistake. Now he couldn’t stop. 

For a moment, Gil wanted to capitulate, to sink into the comfort and warmth the kiss 

offered, to surrender to the pressure of Miles’ mouth on his, but something stopped him. His 

hand came up, pressing into Miles’ chest, pushing him back. For a moment, the hurt in the 

doctor’s eyes was almost too much, but they needed to talk, or rather Gil needed to give voice to 

his feelings. It would be so damned easy to fall headlong into the distraction Miles was offering, 

but there were unsaid things between them, and Gil didn’t know where he stood. 



“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that.” Miles swallowed back the hurt that welled up in 

his chest at Gil’s rejection. 

“Christ, Miles! Will you stop apologising!” Gil wasn’t in the mood for Miles’ self-

flagellation. “We…I need to talk. I need to know…things…” he finished lamely. 

Miles frowned and sat on the edge of the bed, taking care not to crowd Gil. “What do you 

need to know?” 

An exasperated mutter came from the far end of the room. “If you two want to have a 

chat, how about waiting until morning or taking it outside. A gal has to get her beauty sleep.” 

Both men glanced at each other and grinned guiltily. Caroline’s sleepy voice had 

reminded them that they were not alone. “What do you say, Gil? There’s a full moon, and it’s 

warm outside.” 

“Are you…asking me out on a date here?” Amusement colored Gil’s tone. 

“Well, I didn’t bring any wine or roses, but I could make a couple of cups of hot 

chocolate if you like.” Miles stood and stepped away from the bed. He glanced uncertainly at the 

door then back at Gil. “But we could wait until morning if it’s not important.” 

“Why wait? I’m sick of being stuck in here…” For answer, Gil flung back the covers 

before Miles could change his mind and swung his legs out of bed. His ankle hardly bothered 

him; it was almost healed. If he could lean on Miles and take it slow, he knew he would be fine. 

“Careful.” Miles drew Gil’s good arm up so it rested around his shoulder. With Lucas’ 

aid Gil had ventured out of bed a few times mainly to use the bathroom and have a shower, but 

he still hadn’t regained full mobility. “There’s a seat down near the water’s edge if you can walk 

that far.” 

“I’ll give it a go.” Gil happily leaned into Miles’ support. Being close to the doctor made 

his heart miss a beat or two. The air was balmy outside. One of those nights where it was 

actually cooler outside than in. A slight breeze played off the water, carrying the tang of salt. He 



had to remind himself of the change of seasons here. This was the height of summer. Before he’d 

fallen down the hole, he’d found the oppressive heat hard to take after the cool of Haven Falls 

and England. Yet another reminder of how far he was away from home. He allowed the warmth 

of Miles’ body next to his to distract him from such thoughts and tried to concentrate on what the 

doctor was saying. 

“You haven’t even seen anything of the island yet, have you?” 

“So this is it, huh? This is Rapatoka? Bigger than it looks from the other side of the 

water…” Gil had seen some of the island from the hospital window, so he knew that building 

was part of a group that must constitute their concept of a town. Just a jumble of traditional 

island-style dwellings with high thatched roofs and basic shuttered windows and doors. No glass 

to be broken when cyclones hit and walls that were easily replaced should they be shredded by 

high winds. 

“Yeah. Hard to imagine, but there are three hundred people living here. Most of these 

huts have an extended family living in them, all bedding down in one room. Lots of young kids. 

They run around like wild things, but what can you expect when there isn’t even a proper 

school.” 

The fine grains of sand under Gil’s bare feet squished up through his toes. The quiet was 

so different from the usual sound of laughing children and women’s voices as they sat under a 

shelter and did their daily chores; some weaving, some washing in tubs. 

Most of the vegetation was similar to that on Mystery Island. Pandanus trees with their 

wide overhanging fleshy leaves and the occasional palm tree. Miles led him down to a wooden 

table set up under the shade of one only a few feet from the waves that lapped softly over the 

pure white sand. Gil allowed himself a smile. He would never look at coconuts in the same way 

again. 

The moon’s glow glinted off shards of broken shell and coral that had been washed up on 

the pale sand. Small waves susurated up the beach, lapping gently toward them. A soft breeze 

whispered through the palm fronds, a counterpoint to the sound of the sea. There was a path of 



moonlight across the lagoon, and when he looked up, without the light pollution he was used to, 

the sky above was pinpricked by thousands of points of light. For a moment, Gil forgot to 

breathe it was so beautiful. It was idyllic, unreal. 

The hard benches that served as seats didn’t look very comfortable and were built low to 

the ground. Miles perched on top of the table, indicating that Gil should sit beside him. Gil 

wasn’t sure how close he was meant to sit. He chose to sit a little apart and twisted to face Miles. 

“This was the only place open at this time of night. I’m glad they reserved us a table.” 

Miles rubbed his beard. In his native dress and untrimmed facial fuzz, he felt like the wild man 

from Borneo again. Worrying about Gil had killed his appetite, so it was just as well he didn’t 

have his gear with him. Most of his jeans would fall off him now. “Lucky there’s no dress code.” 

The sight of the young man’s body just covered in shiny white satin boxers adorned with a red 

rose made his mouth dry. “Though I see you did bring flowers, well, one flower anyway.” 

“What?” For a moment Gil was flummoxed until Miles indicated his underwear. He 

chuckled. “You mean you don’t recognise the England rugby squad badge? Miles, I’m ashamed 

of you…” He got up again and turned. One rose strategically adorned each side. “A mate had 

them made for me…” 

Miles tried to swallow again as the young man beside him turned around displaying a 

rose on each butt cheek. As he turned back, Miles couldn’t miss the bulge that the loose material 

failed to hide completely either. “A thorn between two roses, hey?” 

Gil groaned at that one. “Oh, that was bad, Miles…” 

“Well, at least it didn’t suck.” That earned him a look he couldn’t interpret. Gil sat back 

down, not close enough but turned slightly in order to be able to face him. Damn, it would be 

much easier to talk and think if he didn’t have those big brown eyes staring at him. He would 

also have to keep his gaze up and not let it drift down. 

“Miles, I…have to admit, I don’t know where to start.” Gil let his gaze wander. He was 

finding it difficult to meet Miles’ eyes even though he chose this position in the first place. He 



was also resisting the urge to sit closer. He missed the warmth of Miles’ body against his, but he 

needed to stay focused. 

At first, Miles was tempted to make another flippant comment like singing the first bars 

of: “Let’s start at the very beginning, a very good place to start.” but something in Gil’s eyes 

stopped him. The time for jokes was over. Talk wasn’t what he wanted to do though. Those lips 

he touched only moments ago were so close, all he had to do was lean forward and claim them 

again. The moon, the stars, the warm night air and the memory of how good Gil looked and felt 

that one memorable night back at Haven Falls made it difficult for Miles to think of anything 

else. 

“What happened the other night… I have no idea what it was, dream, hallucination, 

real…” Gil glanced up to gauge Miles’ reaction. “but there is something between us, Miles, and 

you need to decide what you want. You left me… alone… you walked off alone. Darren said… 

you were kidnapped, taken off Mystery without your consent?” 

Miles turned to face the water. His mind filled with a jumble of thoughts that he couldn’t 

untangle faced by Gil’s unwavering stare. The young paramedic did it all the time. Scraped away 

all the layers he hid behind, forcing him to confront the truth. The trouble was could Miles 

handle the truth? Could Gil? Before he could answer, Gil resumed speaking. 

“Miles, I…this is complicated. I know that, for both of us. But unless we start somewhere, 

we can kiss any future we have together goodbye right now….” 
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But unless we start somewhere, we can kiss any future we have together 

goodbye right now…. 

Gil’s challenge rattled around in Miles brain. No, he wasn’t ready to kiss any future with 

the young man goodbye, not by a long shot. Gil wanted an explanation for his actions, his 

desertion, but where should he start? Usually his treasured memories, stored as vivid pictures and 

sounds, were too painful to put into words, but tonight Miles found his sentences formed easily, 

almost as if those experiences belonged to another person. Perhaps the cool onshore breeze and 

the gentle lapping of the wind-driven waves helped soothe his soul, or maybe it was just the calm 

presence of Gil, sitting beside him on the table overlooking the lagoon. 

Taking a deep breath, he told Gil everything. It all spilled out, about how he met Darren 

at an island just like this when they were teenagers, how even though they lived in different 

countries, they virtually grew up together, meeting annually during shared family vacations, and 

corresponding via letters and then later emails, sharing every thought, every dream. 

Gil winced when Miles described how he and Darren had their first sexual encounter 

together in a place just like Mystery Island. “No wonder you reacted when that Pierce woman 

gave us the last owner’s holiday brochure.” That feels like such a long time ago, Gil thought 

wearily. “The memories that provoked must have made coming here really difficult.” Oh, Miles, 

what did I do to you? 

“Yeah, that’s why I refused at first.” Miles turned back to face Gil, “I wouldn’t have 

come at all… if it hadn’t been for you.” You always call me out for running away from things, 



Miles thought. The irony wasn’t lost on him. “Even though at that stage I wasn’t sure how you 

felt about me.” Miles paused before he added. “Not that I know any better now. I just wanted to 

be with you, but I got cold feet, ‘specially when I saw you kiss that policeman, and then Lyle 

was all over you like a rash….” 

“Actually Lance kissed me, not the other way around,” Gil interrupted. “That Sheriff was 

a little…pushy? Nice arse but you have to be careful with coppers. They own handcuffs…” His 

attempt at levity was met with a smile. Gil was once more struck by how handsome Miles was 

when he smiled. On the surface he might appear a little rough round the edges–Gil had little 

difficulty in seeing Miles propping up an outback township bar–but beneath the rough exterior 

Gil saw an integrity and compassion that shone through. 

Miles didn’t blame the cop for wanting to kiss Gil. He was finding it difficult to resist the 

urge now. As for the reference to ‘cuffs; he’d store that idea away for later. That’s if there was 

going to be a later for the two of them. “By the time I got here, though, even my petty jealousies 

paled into insignificance against the overwhelming feeling that Darren would appear any 

minute.” Miles reached out and took hold of Gil’s hand, the uninjured one. “I’m sorry.” As 

apologies and explanations went, it sounded terribly inadequate, but if he went into any more 

details, he’d probably end up a blubbering mess. Even now he was having a problem holding 

everything back. While Gil’s life had been in danger, he could concentrate on the young man’s 

health and well-being and forget about him as a person or as a lover, but now, looking at the hurt 

in Gil’s face, he couldn’t ignore him any more. 

“I think you can forget Lance. If we were still at Haven Falls, I might have been tempted, 

but I doubt I’ll ever lay eyes on him again. But Lyle is special,” Gil paused wondering how best 

to explain how he felt about his transgendered friend. He wanted Miles to understand about Lyle 

but even though Miles was a doctor, and Gil trusted him implicitly, he would not break 

confidences. It was up to Lyle to reveal all, if he wanted to. “Miles, he’s a nice…a nice guy. I 

had my reasons there. Still do.” Gil grinned. “But… he’s not the one… We didn’t make any 

promises, honestly. I couldn’t, but I count him as a friend. I hope he still does the same with me, 

but that’s where it stops.” 



The one…. Miles stiffened and released Gil’s hand, turning back to stare at the dark 

water. For Miles, there had only ever been one man, Darren. They might have enjoyed looking 

and wondering what it might be like having sex with other men, but that would always be as a 

threesome. In the end they hadn’t bothered because they were so wrapped up in each other; they 

didn’t have room for anyone else. 

Gil’s soft voice continued. “I’m not unaware how I might seem to you… after all, Haven 

was a playground. I do promise you, I was careful, very careful. But I split with the only man I’d 

ever had a relationship with before I left home, and I was experimenting, footloose. Yet, I 

accused you of running away, and then realised I was doing the self same thing where Simon 

was concerned. The man was a pedantic bastard who used me. So… I guess I went a bit OTT.” 

Realistically, Miles knew Gil had other lovers, but the mention of a name made the man 

seem real somehow. A growl threatened to roll out of Miles’ chest at the thought of anyone 

hurting Gil. “Maybe there was a degree of jealousy involved on my part. Wishing I could have 

that sort of relationship with other guys. Light hearted… fun.” Miles stood and walked a couple 

of steps towards the beach before turning back again. “To be frank, I haven’t really paid much 

attention to Lyle. All I saw was a pretty boy who took your eye. All I remember is that the kiss at 

the night club opening made me want to bash his head in. But, hey, that’s me.” Miles shrugged. 

“An over-intense possessive Aussie bastard. Flynn calls me Sad Max. The name probably fits.” 

“Flynn has a strange brain. I think that head trauma didn’t help.” Gil smiled. 

“Flynn gave me that nickname long before his fight with the little lamented undertaker!” 

Miles wiped his hands down the sides of his native skirt. “I suppose I owe you another apology 

for being jealous.” Shit, if only this sulu had pockets in it; he wanted to bury his hands away, 

hide them so Gil couldn’t see how much they were shaking. “I’ll back off. Sorry for coming on 

so strong.” Gil’s brows drew together at that. 

“Have I given you the impression that… well, that your attentions aren’t welcome?” Gil 

was a little lost; it was as if Miles hadn’t been listening. “I was trying to explain that I might 

have come across as a bit shallow… I mean, I was playing the field. No one could blame you if 

you thought I just saw you as another quick shag… ” 



“I wasn’t sure how you felt about me. You pushed me back a couple of minutes ago when 

I tried to kiss you.” 

“Because I needed to tell you…” Gil took a deep breath and slowly let it out again. 

“Miles, I don’t feel that way about you. If you want to keep it casual, then fine. I thought maybe 

because of Darren, you know, you might not want….” 

Miles interrupted him. “My problem was more that I felt guilty for feeling so strongly 

towards you. I felt like I was betraying him, his memory.” Miles stepped closer so he stood right 

in front of Gil. Their eyes were level, and even though no part of their bodies touched, heat 

seemed to join them together. He shook his head and shakily traced his finger along the edge of 

Gil’s jaw. “The trouble with me is that I don’t do casual. Sometimes wish I could.” 

“I thought you couldn’t move past what happened. Darren said you needed to stop 

blaming yourself… but I saw all your photos. I wondered how the hell I could ever compare with 

him? You two were together for so long…” 

“What photos?” Miles hand fell nervelessly at his side. “Oh, you mean all the ones on the 

mantle back at Haven Falls?” He gave a guilty start at Gil’s nod. After Darren’s death, Miles had 

spent ages staring at them, trying to supplant in his memory the image of his AIDS ravaged lover 

with Darren as he was before he became infected with HIV. How long would he be able to do 

that without the reminder? Miles sighed. The photos were probably lost now or packed away in 

some Federal agency store room. “Maybe it’s just as well they were left behind. I should move 

on.” 

Miles stared into the dark behind Gil’s shoulder, almost as if he was searching for 

something. Conflicting emotions crossed the doctor’s face and Gil watched him warily, uncertain 

what conclusions the man was drawing behind those green eyes. At that moment, Gil was 

suddenly irrationally jealous of Darren. That a dead man could affect his chances with Miles left 

him feeling defenceless. 

“Darren will always be a part of me, I can’t deny that. Hopefully, one day I’ll find a way 

to stop feeling guilty for being weak and needing him when I shouldn’t have.” 



“What do you mean? How did your being weak cause a problem? You’re one of the 

strongest men I know.” 

Miles sighed. He’d told the full story to Caroline, but he still hadn’t shared any of his past 

in Africa with Gil. The young man deserved to know the truth about the time they’d been taken 

hostage in Somalia. As he told his tale, Miles felt colder and colder. Maybe the air around him 

had cooled down as the night wore on, or more likely each revelation stripped away another 

layer of protection, leaving him more vulnerable. 

Gil could see the obvious pain it caused Miles to remember and bare his soul. He didn’t 

interrupt and sat, listening as Miles described how they’d been held for ransom by warlords 

while working in Africa for an aid agency. He couldn’t help wincing as Miles recounted how 

he’d been flogged repeatedly. Gil resisted the urge to comfort, not wanting to distract or interrupt 

the flow. He had a feeling that Miles might break if he tried, and Gil needed to know what 

happened. Miles refused to meet his eyes, staring out to sea as if seeing the past while he 

haltingly described the fateful day when, after a particularly vicious session and against all their 

efforts to pretend they weren’t lovers, Miles turned to Darren for comfort. Their actions were 

detected and Darren had been dragged out and repeatedly raped by a succession of sadistic 

guards. It had been ages before he let Miles touch him, and by the time he did, they’d been 

released with the subsequent medical tests revealing Darren had contracted HIV. 

No wonder Miles feels responsible, Gil realised. Various things dropped into place: the 

doctor’s constant apologies, his need to atone, his dominating personality. Although his self 

esteem was in his boots, he felt a survivor’s guilt, he was never-the-less attempting to exert his 

control over whatever situation he was in. Gil began to wonder what he would be taking on if he 

pursued their relationship. Then he realised he didn’t care. Miles was Miles after all, the sum of 

what life had given him, and Gil wasn’t without his own baggage either. “We’re all products of 

our pasts,” he offered sympathetically. 

Gil’s calm acceptance of the horrific truth made Miles appreciate the young man even 

more. Miles sighed and shakily traced the other side of Gil’s jaw. “Yeah, but we should learn 

from what happened and move on.” The question is: can we? Can I? 



“You ought to stop using that word then. Darren said that… in my…dream, whatever it 

was. He said you should stop blaming yourself, and you don’t have to take it like a man any 

more…” 

“What word? Guilt?” 

“Should. I should move on, I should stop feeling guilty, I should this, I should that. How 

you feel is how you feel, because the bottom line is, Miles, you are you. Stop apologising for that 

all the time.” 

Miles snorted. Should? What if it’s: I shouldn’t want you so much right now that it hurts 

to be near you and not able to touch you? “I just hope I don’t forget the good times. I don’t want 

to remember Darren as he was in his last days. I want to remember him as he was in the photos I 

left back at Haven Falls, especially the one taken when we first met.” 

“Don’t feel bad about forgetting them; they rushed us out of there too fast.” Gil watched 

Miles’ face. He looked wistful, a little lost. Once again Gil wanted so badly to reach out and 

offer comfort. “Would you do something for me? I would go, but it’s a long way back to my 

bedside…” 

“What do you need?” 

“That canvas bag of mine, the one in the locker? With all my stuff in.” 



36: Sex on the Beach 

Miles Sutherland, Carter (Gil) Gillespie 

___________________________________________________ 

5th February, Rapatoka Island 

Miles raised his eyebrows at Gil’s request. “Okay.” He shrugged and ambled back along 

the path to the small building that served as the island’s “hospital” and retrieved Gil’s bag as 

quietly as he could. It was heavier than he expected and banged against his shins as he jogged 

back down to the beach. “Is this what you want?” 

“Careful…” Gil took it from him and placed it on the table, loosening the buckles and 

rummaging inside. “I have something for you. Maybe now is the time you need them…” He 

brought out the small bundles one at a time. Instead of the original hastily grabbed towel he’d 

used, Gil had managed to re-wrap them more carefully in bubble wrap and paper while they were 

on the plane. 

At first as Gil retrieved the parcels from his bag, Miles hadn’t paid much attention to 

what he was doing, assuming the young man just wanted clothes or something. He barely gave it 

much thought when he took the first small parcel from Gil’s grasp and slowly removed the 

covering. As soon as the contents were revealed, all the breath escaped from his lungs in one 

whoosh. He stared in wonder at the young man beside him, the picture momentarily forgotten in 

his hands. 

Gil watched Miles’ face as he carefully took out the rest of the pictures and stood 

transfixed. “He was part of you,” he said gently. “I shouldn’t feel threatened by that. He made 

you what you are, a loving dedicated man who can be an SOB sometimes, but whose heart is in 

the right place.” 



“Thank you.” Miles shook his head as he placed the photos on the table. “Words can’t 

begin to describe how I feel.” 

Gil shrugged and stared off into the distance, refusing to meet Miles’ eyes again. 

Miles grabbed the sides of Gil’s head, tilting his face up to stare into those beautiful sad 

eyes. “Gil, don’t get me wrong. Do you want to know my first thought when I saw those 

photos?” 

Gil nodded, but in his heart of hearts he really had no desire to hear that Miles’ thoughts 

were once again with his dead husband. Although what he had expected he wasn’t sure. Wasn’t 

that why he had done what he had done? But that was before his own feelings had coalesced so 

strongly and become so disturbingly clear. 

“First up was relief that the photos weren’t lost.” Miles relaxed his grip and smoothed the 

area he’d held, but he wouldn’t let Gil turn his head away, wouldn’t let him go. “But the big 

reaction, the one that really hit home… hit me for six… out of the ballpark… was that you would 

do that for me.” Miles gave a wry grin. “I’m not sure I deserve someone as unselfish as you.” He 

leaned over and brushed his lips again lightly over Gil’s. “Thank you. Thank you for the photos, 

but most of all from the bottom of my heart, thank you for being you.” 

“All any of us can ever be, Miles. Remember that.” Gil smiled a little sadly and reached 

to grasp the fabric around Miles’ waist, tugging him closer. “And talking of shouldn’t, I have a 

confession to make…” Now or never, Gil thought, taking another deep breath. “I shouldn’t love 

you, but I do…” Gil closed his eyes, unwilling to face rejection. “I’m sorry if this complicates 

things for you…” 

A sudden gust of air off the lagoon sent a shiver up Miles’ spine. All the complications 

and uncertainties of the past few weeks wrapped themselves into a tight bundle and exploded 

like a dandelion clock, the seeds of doubt wafting away on the breeze, leaving him breathless. 

The breeze also cleared his brain, helped him understand his reaction when he saw the pictures. 

It had come as a surprise to discover that he had actually accepted their loss. Some part of him 

must have been ready to let go, even if he was too pigheaded to listen to it. In the soft light of the 



moon, Miles could see the worry in Gil’s expression as he waited for a response, his whole body 

tense with anticipation. 

Unable to stand the tension any longer, Gil’s face screwed up in anguish and the young 

man tried to escape from his grasp. Miles’ world lurched; images flashing through his brain of 

what his life would be like without Gil; a world where he spent his nights alone, his spirit 

gradually dessicating and shrivelling up so that all that remained was the husk of a man. Shred 

him, and he’d be no better than the coconuts scattered on the ground around him. He couldn’t be 

like that. Without even thinking, his body made the decision for him, transferring his grip to 

Gil’s shoulders and using all his strength to prevent him from moving. 

“No, wait…. please. This isn’t easy for me.” When Gil stopped struggling to break free, 

Miles brushed the back of his fingers across Gil’s soft lips and whispered. “What you just said… 

it shook me to my core. I never expected to hear anyone say those words to me again. Once, I 

wouldn’t have even dreamed I wanted to hear them. Wouldn’t have thought I needed to. All I 

know now is that ever since I met you, you’ve weaselled your way into my heart, occupying 

spaces I didn’t even know existed. It’s not that you’ve supplanted Darren, more that he’s moved 

aside to make room for you as well.” 

“I think you ought to realise you’ve a big enough heart for both of us.” 

“But do you want to be there? Should you be? There’s still a shit load of emotional 

baggage I’m carrying inside.” 

“Don’t we all? Call me naive but that’s part of living, isn’t it?” 

Miles smiled and traced the edge of Gil’s mouth with the tip of his finger. “All I know is 

that when I look at you, my knees turn to jelly, and I’ve had to struggle against this 

overwhelming urge to reach out and touch you all the time.” His fingers shifted to the edge of 

Gil’s jaw, relishing the opportunity to feel the soft bristles and know that Gil didn’t mind his 

caresses, seemed to accept his touch. Those brown eyes were shining up at him now, the softness 

of the unguarded expression, making his fingers tremble. 



“Then don’t stop yourself,” Gil said gently, covering Miles’ hand with his own. 

“Perhaps…we could add a few new memories to those photos then?” 

“As many as you like.” Miles moved forward as Gil opened his legs further and let their 

bodies touch. A jolt ran through him from the point of contact, sparking off a chain reaction, 

threatening to break all the restraints he’d placed on himself ever since their one night together. 

The lock on his heart had broken a long time ago, even though he hadn’t acknowledged the fact, 

or been willing to admit the truth. Miles leaned in and kissed Gil properly, trying to show Gil 

how he felt even if he didn’t have the words to tell him yet. 

This time, Gil surrendered completely. Actions spoke louder than words ever could. He 

let his body react to the proximity of the man who had captured him, heart and mind, body and 

soul. It was all at once like tumbling off a precipice at the same time as being safe and warm… 

confusing and yet completely natural, as inevitable as breathing. He opened his mouth to the 

kisses, his uninjured hand sliding up Miles’ neck to hold him there. 

Miles cradled Gil’s head and carefully lowered him so his back rested on the table, taking 

care to avoid further injuring his arm. Then he pulled away and stood up straight, his gaze never 

breaking with Gil’s as his hands slid all over Gil’s naked chest: warming the skin, sensing the 

rapid beat of his heart under his palm, feeling the nipples peak and twitch under the attention of 

his thumb; tracing in his mind the essence of the man who just admitted he loved him. When he 

was satisfied he had the image fully mapped, he leaned over and let his mouth and tongue follow 

where his fingers had led as if they had pointed out to him the best places to visit, the places to 

kiss, the places to worship. Gil groaned as Miles took one hard nub into his mouth and sucked. 

Hard. 

Arching his back beneath Miles’ ministrations, Gil submitted completely to the warmth 

of his touch and the hot mouth on his sensitive skin. He opened his eyes, seeing the vast vault of 

stars above them both, thousands of tiny pinpricks of illumination unmarred by the light 

pollution that he would have seen back home. Out here, they were hundreds of miles from 

civilisation, just the two of them. Gil slid his good hand up behind Miles’ neck and dragged him 

back again, sealing his lips over the doctor’s in a searching kiss. His tongue begged entry and 



swiped along Miles’ bottom lip, tasting the man. Gil slipped his hand down Miles’ chest, trailing 

through the hair, nails raking gently across the skin, making his presence felt. He slid his hand 

further, felt the cool cotton of the native skirt Miles was wearing. He let his fingers curl and 

squeezed gently. He was rewarded with a moan and he slid the same hand around the back, 

pulling Miles closer. 

Miles knees threatened to give way. This was all too much again, he felt what little 

control he had splintering away each time Gil touched him. Memories of rutting like a stag 

during their last encounter when Gil was fit and healthy surfaced. Miles groaned. He couldn’t do 

this. He pulled back, needing to put space between them before his body took over. “I can’t.” 

“Can’t what?” 

“Control myself around you.” 

“Then don’t. Miles, why do you hold back? What makes you think I don’t want this?” 

“You saw what it was like between us last time, before we left Haven Falls. Rough. The 

actions of a man out of control. I’m just scared of hurting you. Afterward, I was ashamed of the 

way I’d fucked you. I want to make love to you, not shag you like I did back then.” 

Gil laughed. “Miles, I am not made of porcelain, I won’t break. Sure, I may be a little 

damaged, but I’m on the mend. I wish you wouldn’t be so…I don’t know, so worried you’ll do 

something wrong.” 

“Well, just stop me if I do.” Miles pressed soft kisses on Gil’s chest, working his way 

down to the junction of skin and boxer shorts where Gil’s erection pushed the material up, 

leaving a gap for his tongue to investigate. Using his teeth, he worked the button undone and 

peeled the opening away so he could access Gil’s straining cock. 

Gil let out the breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding in anticipation. He was so hard 

he ached. He lay back, loosening the tension in his shoulders, allowing Miles freedom to do what 

he wanted. It just felt so good to be so… what, loved? Did Miles really love him in return? Gil 

found he didn’t care. For the moment, the doctor was the one doing the caring. 



Miles worked his way down, letting the hard shaft brush against his cheeks as he lathed 

the skin in Gil’s groin. The musky scent went straight to his own dick and he had to prevent 

himself from snuffling like a pig as he worked his way around to Gil’s scrotum. A single drop of 

pre-cum glistened at the tip. Miles licked it off, slowly savouring the taste, and then returned to 

his nuzzling of Gil’s balls, taking first one, then the other into his mouth. He was rewarded by a 

gasp this time. Last time, everything had been so quick, so intense that he hadn’t had time to 

really appreciate anything. He’d been so desperate, almost panicked that it might have been his 

one and only chance with Gil. Now he wanted to go slow and take his time, enjoy the man, enjoy 

the sex. He pressed the testicle gently against the roof of his mouth and hummed to himself. He 

could get addicted to this. They didn’t have lube or condoms with them, so he couldn’t do much 

more than give him a blow job, but tonight that would be enough. 

A soft groan made its way into Miles’ consciousness. He reluctantly relinquished the soft 

ball from his mouth and pulled back to look at Gil. “Are we still on the same page?” The breath 

caught in his throat at the soft smile resting on the young man’s lips. 

“Never mind the same page, I’m not on the same planet…” Gil moaned softly. “For 

God’s sake, Miles, don’t stop now…” 

“I won’t, don’t worry.” Miles leaned back down and wrapped his lips around the head of 

Gil’s cock. Something settled inside when he did. Something that said this is right, this is what 

he needs, this is what you need. It was like a voice speaking to him, not Darren’s although he felt 

as if Darren was sitting on his shoulder, enjoying the moment as much as he was. This time there 

was no guilt, no anxiety, no need to rush. 

He drew the hard length deeper inside, sucking hard, gaining another groan from Gil. His 

own cock pulsed with each beat of his heart. He reached under the fold of his native skirt and 

gave his hard aching shaft a reassuring stroke before returning to caress Gil’s skin, revelling in 

the feel of that soft smoothness under his calloused palm. 

If he was being honest with himself, it was Gil’s youth and strength that also touched a 

chord inside, obliterating all memories of sickness and frailty. “Stop beating yourself over the 

head with guilt, Miles. Enjoy him.” Miles glanced up, but Gil’s eyes were shut as he lay back on 



the hard surface, his face relaxed, blissful. No, it had been Darren’s soft New England drawl in 

his head, not Gil’s more clipped British tones. Miles sighed and returned to the task in hand. 

He’d arrived at Redemption Reef both hoping and fearing a younger, healthy version of his late 

husband would miraculously appear. Once he’d accepted the fact that Darren would never be 

there in person, he’d discovered that in a way he was still present. He hadn’t been kidding when 

he told Gil that Darren remained locked in his heart, but that he’d moved aside to allow the 

younger man in. 

Miles smiled as Gil gave a soft moan; the sound turning him on just as much as the feel 

of the hard length in his mouth. He loved the fact that Gil was a demonstrative lover, that he was 

not afraid of letting him hear and know how he felt. The tip of Gil’s cock brushed the back of his 

throat and, for a second, the involuntary gag reflex made Miles pause, but then he relaxed into 

the moment and let the length slide further down. He swallowed. 

Somewhere in the recesses of Gil’s mind, beyond the pleasure he was experiencing as 

Miles’ talented tongue took him closer to the precipice, he realised something. He hadn’t given a 

second’s thought to Simon. In the past, even after they had split so acrimoniously, Gil had found 

himself considering how Simon would view something or what he would think. It had taken him 

a long time to realise how much influence the pedantic bastard had over him, how much he had 

still governed his thoughts and feelings even after he had gone. Miles, though, in his own sweet 

way, had broken through that conditioning. Just as Darren had moved aside to allow room for Gil, 

Gil had thrown Simon completely out of the equation to let Miles in to his heart. He felt freer 

than he had in a long time. Never mind Gil weaselling into Miles’ heart, Miles had done his own 

fair share of weaselling in return. Gil couldn’t imagine not having the doctor in his life now. He 

was glad he didn’t have to imagine it. He had no idea where life would take them, but he had a 

good idea it would be interesting and fulfilling. Gil reached down and found Miles’ hair beneath 

his fingers . 

Miles felt a tentative touch on his head as he bobbed up and down, sucking hard as he 

drew Gil in, using his tongue, savoring the drops of pre-cum leaking from the tip. God, he loved 

this. Loved being able to give another man pleasure, loved to hear him moan. Gil’s body jerked 



under his touch, so he soothed it with stronger caresses. This wasn’t about control, this wasn’t 

even about the sex. This was about showing Gil that he cared. 

Lost in the moment, Gil felt the slow build, the pressure and fullness at the base of his 

cock. He arched his back, scrabbled to gain purchase for his fingers on the table’s edge. This was 

amazing; not as intense as their previous encounter but altogether more fulfilling. It promised 

more, much more. Gil reached the point of no return with a long drawn-out groan and his fingers 

fisted in Miles’ hair as he came. Gasping for air, eyes wide, he rode the waves of pleasure that 

wouldn’t let him go. An impossibly long time later he opened his eyes on the stars above, 

breathing hard and trying to bring his fast-beating heart under control again. 

It took a while before Gil realized that Miles had stopped, was licking his lips like a 

satisfied cat that had found cream. He was grinning at the reaction he had managed to elicit, 

watching Gil’s face with something like amusement. He bent down and licked a stripe up Gil’s 

skin from the base of his cock to his navel, feeling the young man shiver under the touch. 

A shadow moved behind Miles, a shadow which blotted out the stars. Gil’s first thought 

was Darren? He couldn’t help the cry of surprise that intruded on the afterglow of pleasure. 

Miles stopped, startled by Gil’s reaction. His tongue still resting in Gil’s navel, Miles 

glanced up at Gil’s face. Was that regret? Gil wasn’t looking at him. His gaze was fixed on 

something behind him. No, Gil wasn’t objecting to what he was doing. That was some other 

emotion in his eyes. Miles stood and turned. 

“Lucas! What the fuck are you doing here?” 



37: Duty First 

Gideon Sterling, Lyle Tate (and a few others who get in Gideon’s way…) 

___________________________________________________ 

Mystery Island, 12th February 

“Good morning, Mr Sterling.” As always Sandra Pierce never failed to address him with 

slight emphasis on the mister, as if to remind him he held no military rank here on Mystery. He 

forced a smile and offered her a seat. 

“Ms Pierce. Always a pleasure. How are you this morning?” 

“As you ask, I have to say I’m disappointed that things are not moving faster. The ship is 

delayed and the builders seem to be on a go-slow….” He tuned her out as she sat there listing her 

grievances. He might challenge her one day to find something she actually liked, if only to prove 

she wasn’t the cold-hearted insensitive ice-queen he thought she was. Then again, he’d better not 

hold his breath. In his opinion Narnia had gotten the better deal. 

“I’m sorry to hear things aren’t going to your satisfaction. Afraid there’s nothing we can 

do to hasten the ship’s arrival. It’s pretty much in the hands of the Gods—” 

“Screw that,” she said inelegantly. “It’s that bloody idiot of a captain. If he hadn’t 

answered that distress call, they’d be with us by now. I’m expecting a delivery, and I’m not 

happy about the wait. It should have been picked up when you took the plane to Eidolon base, 

but it wasn’t collected.” 

“Damned inconvenient.” Gideon had a burning desire to ask her if it wasn’t what they 

were supposed to be doing, rescuing people and providing disaster relief, but remained silent. It 

wasn’t worth it. One day, though, he’d take great pleasure in telling her to stuff it. Nothing he did 

was ever right. 



Pierce rose to her feet, bristling. He knew by her body language that she suspected he was 

winding her up, and he had her off-balance as a result. She must be itching to tell him off. Stuff 

that in your pipe and smoke it, my dear, he thought, and smiled disarmingly. “I won’t keep you 

any longer,” he said, rising and shadowing her to the door. “I’m sure you’re very busy.” She 

nodded, once, and swept out. Gideon breathed a mental sigh of relief and went back to his desk, 

intent on finishing the forms he had been checking. 

@—}–—}—— 

Five minutes later, his radio beeped. He juggled the paper pile he was sorting through, 

grabbed the radio and barked, “Sterling!” 

“Boss? That damned kid…” 

“What kid?” 

“Bloody Flynn, that’s who!” 

“Take it easy, Ray. What’s the matter?” 

“He’s driving me nuts!” 

“Ray, calm down. I’m sure you can handle him. That’s why I gave you the job.” 

“Oh, I can handle him alright. I’ll break his bloody scrawny neck if he doesn’t watch out, 

not to mention tying his dick in a knot for good measure….” 

Gideon sighed. For Bull to get upset, it must mean Flynn was a bigger handful that he 

had been lead to believe. “Bull, just… handle it, okay? He needs a minder. I’m up to my ears in 

waste paper here. Unless its an emergency, you’ll have to deal with him yourself.” 

“Thanks for nothing, boss. This is serious…” 

“Come on, Bull, I told you. Deal with it. If he’s still pissing you off by tonight, I’ll get 

Pritch to spell you tomorrow. How’s that?” 



There was a heavy sigh. “It’ll have to do.” 

“Yes, it will.” Gideon threw his radio into a draw and shut it pointedly, then stared into 

the middle distance thoughtfully. Flynn was more than just a handful, he should come with a 

bloody health warning. 

@—}–—}—— 

Gideon stared at the requisition pad with ill-disguised distaste. It was filled with those 

shitty green forms that were the same colour as that mold that grows on bread. They didn’t quite 

rise above dull and boring with a touch of insipid thrown in. Damn forms. Why did Eidolon need 

everything in triplicate, signed in blood under a full moon with three witnesses and a DNA 

sample? Seemed like it anyway. To say they were heavy on the bureaucracy was an 

understatement. He scanned the on-line catalogue trying to decide if he should order medical 

supplies or leave it to the professionals. 

Damn it, he really needed Doc Sutherland or Gillespie back to tell him what drugs and 

equipment to request. They would know what they were dealing with. It would probably take 

them all of five minutes to spend his entire budget while it took him hours to order a couple of 

hundred quid’s worth. Wondering how the paramedic was fairing under the doctor’s care, 

Gideon decided to call Rag in and ask him to make an order out for interim emergency supplies. 

After contributing some of theirs to Gillespie’s welfare, they were a tad low. As he reached in 

the drawer for his radio though, the telephone chose that moment to ring. 

“Damn it all,” he muttered, picking it up. “Sterling,” he barked. 

“Gideon?” 

“Oh…Mother?” 

“Yes… son, how are you?” The male voice enquired. “You sound a little tense.” 

“Things are a little busy right now…” Hint, hint, he thought. Come on, take the hint, I’ll 

call you back… 



“I won’t keep you long. I called to ask if the ship was on schedule?” 

“No, sir, seems not. They deviated to answer a distress call.” 

“I hope their captain is aware of the sorts of tricks pirates pull. Have you heard from them 

since they deviated?” 

“We haven’t heard from them at all. Eidolon Central sent us a wire that the ship was 

going to be late, so I naturally assumed they’d been in contact. We haven’t been in direct 

communication yet.” There was a silence. 

“That isn’t good. There’s something on that ship that cannot be allowed to fall into the 

wrong hands. Something I am sending to you. I’ll get on it. I’ll be in touch. Mother out.” The 

line went dead. 

“Thanks for nothing.” Gideon frowned and replaced the receiver. What the hell could 

‘Mother’ be sending him that was so damned important? 

@—}–—}—— 

“Mr Sterling?” 

“Yes, Mindy.” Gideon threw his pen on the table will ill-concealed exasperation. “And 

what can I do for you?” He glanced up to see the curvy brunette peering round his door as if 

using it as a shield. And if you’ve come to tell me you’ve broken a nail, I’ll bloody strangle you. 

“Ms Pierce’s toilet is blocked again…” 

“Then get a bloody plumber!” Gideon snapped. “For the Gods’ own sakes, love, do I look 

like I know my u-bend from my plunger?” He grinned wolfishly and watched mercilessly as she 

blushed a deep pink and fled. “Tell her I’m Security Chief, not a fucking chambermaid!” he 

shouted after her departing back. 



He probably would end up unblocking Pierce’s toilet anyway. There might not even be a 

plumber on the island, and he knew Pierce would have a fit if he didn’t do something. Maybe 

that’s why she had her knickers in a twist this morning. He knew they had builders and sparks 

and a chippy or two, they even had roofers and solar panel fitters, but a plumber? It stood to 

reason that they would need one, but that wasn’t how Eidolon seemed to work. The ship was due 

to provide them with more personnel and equipment, so possibly one would turn up on board. 

That’s assuming the fucking ship turned up at all. 

Damn it, he had no plans to be up to his ears in shit all afternoon. Although…. He 

glanced at his desk. If the amount of paperwork was anything to go by he was already up to his 

ears in shit. Whether there was a plunger anywhere in their tool kits was debatable, though. 

@—}–—}—— 

“Boss?” 

“Damn it, What now?” 

“Sorry, Soup, I’ll come back later—” 

“What did you just call me?” 

Pritch went red and stammered an apology. “S.s.sorry, sir…boss, I mean…” 

“Pritch?” Pritch was the youngest and most uncertain of where he stood with regard to 

his superior. “Explain.” 

“Well, sir, you’re head of security on the island…” 

“So soup is short for supervisor?” Gideon suggested. 

“Er… no, sir. Not exactly. It’s…. well, the other lads… someone said that you’re the 

MISO— Mystery Island Security Officer—and miso is Japanese soup and… well… it just stuck, 

that’s all…” 



“Soup,” Gideon muttered thoughtfully. “Well, of all the things I have been called, that 

isn’t the worst.” He grinned. “Just think, I could have been Sectional Head of International 

Territory or something…. Look, unless it’s an emergency, Pritch, bugger off until later will you? 

I’m up to my eyes here.” Pritch didn’t need telling twice. He fled. 

@—}–—}—— 

“Boss?” 

“Oh, for the love of….” Gideon muttered and closed his eyes. Today was just getting 

better and better. “What’s up, Harry?” 

Harry Garvey came into the room, carrying what looked like a bunch of wires. “Sorry, 

boss, but I think we got ourselves a problem.” 

Gideon’s head snapped up. “What kind of a problem?” 

Harry held up the bunch of wires. “I think these have been sabotaged.” He fingered the 

frayed ends. “Cut with a rather blunt knife. What do you reckon?” Gideon took the wires from 

him, examining the ends critically. 

“What did these connect to?” 

“The bunch of monitors on the reception desk. It hasn’t done much damage. We have 

spares. We’ll be running again in minutes. Lyle is sorting it out as we speak.” 

“Someone who doesn’t have much idea about technology then?” 

“One of the Islanders? Who knows. Lyle is going to run through the CCTV footage of the 

corridors.” 

“Corridors? Why not the room itself?” 

“Er… we haven’t got any….” Garvey looked uncomfortable. 



“What? What do you mean, you haven’t got any?” 

“It’s the reception area, we haven’t finished fitting it out yet. There’s nothing in there 

yet.” 

“It’s the entrance to the whole building. You know, the place we keep thousands of 

quid’s worth of gear? Why wasn’t it made a priority?” 

“Boss, no disrespect meant, but we didn’t exactly expect thieves on the island. I mean, 

where would they go?” 

“All eventualities, Harry. Cover all the possibles. Get some cameras into that space now. 

And while you’re about it, we’d better get good combination locks on the main doors, coded, 

card-swiped, whatever. Go talk to the builders about getting it done asap. We’re expecting more 

kit to arrive on the boat, when it finally gets here, and it all needs to be kept safe. Let’s see what 

we get from Lyle…” 

@—}–—}—— 

 “Hi, Gideon, sorry to bother you.” The minute their Chief of Security looked up Lyle 

knew his timing sucked. Gideon Sterling looked like he was ready to strangle someone–anyone–

and Lyle positively did not want that to be him. Erotic asphyxiation was definitely not one of his 

things. Joking aside though, he was worried and needed reassurance. Gideon didn’t look to Lyle 

like he would be giving much of that today, though. 

“Okay, so what can I do for you, Lyle?” Gideon exhaled slowly. “Tell me you got some 

results on the sabotage.” This afternoon was going tits up anyway; one more interruption 

wouldn’t make much difference to the whole. Besides, he didn’t actually mind an interruption 

from Lyle Tate. 

“Sorry, no, nothing. Looks like they didn’t enter the rest of the building. Must have cut 

the wires and run.” 



“Damn, too much to hope for.” Gideon sighed, then observed that Lyle wasn’t going 

away. “Was there something…?” 

“It’s alright, I can come back. I should probably be asking Ms Pierce about this anyway.” 

Lyle moved to back out of the office. 

Gideon sighed heavily. “It’s okay, mate, no need for you to face the bitch. She’s in the 

mood to make a glacier shiver. Probably something to do with the fact that her u-bend is blocked 

again.” He grinned happily. “I’m getting nowhere here anyway. Let’s grab a coffee.” 

“That would be good. Thanks.” 

Gideon had gotten used to reading Lyle, since they were still sharing accommodation. 

The Englishman’s body language was telling Gideon that his request was important to him at 

least. He had a habit of holding his head just so, and his eyes had that expectant expression, his 

brows drawing together making him look a little worried. Lyle wasn’t one to push things, so 

Gideon knew he needed someone to listen to him. 

The cafeteria was surprisingly quiet when they arrived. Wherever the builders are, 

Gideon thought, they aren’t busy having tea breaks. Were Pierce’s complaints about the 

construction people genuine? The woman always seemed to want everything to move at light 

speed, but never seemed to do anything to encourage that to happen. 

They could help themselves to coffee from the machine, but Gideon decided he was 

hungry as well as thirsty.  He leaned into the kitchen and yelled “Aggie!” and then rested his 

hands on the counter top to await the response. He was rewarded a few moments later by a voice 

from out the back door. 

“Be right with you.” 

“Okay, love, no rush.” Gideon returned to the table and sat down, propping his elbows on 

it and placing his face in his hands. “Oooooh God, I’ll be seeing requisition forms in my sleep,” 

he groaned and massaged his temples. Flexing his neck, he heard it crack rather loudly and 

paused, assessing whether the move might cause him pain. When it didn’t, he breathed a sigh of 



relief and sat back, surveying the slender man on the other side of the table. “So, Lyle,” he began. 

“What’s up?” 

“It’s personal.” Lyle checked that Aggie wasn’t close enough to hear their conversation. 

“I want…need to ask…” 

Gideon inclined his body forward, maintaining eye contact and presenting a concerned 

expression. “It’s okay, Lyle, you should know by now you can tell me pretty much anything.” 

Trust me, I’m a security guard, Gideon thought. 

“I’m running out of T-shots. I don’t know if anyone else has ordered them, but I need you 

to if not.” 

Gideon paused. What had Lyle just said? He put his head on one side and frowned 

slightly 

“Pardon me? T-shirts? Did I hear that right? You’re asking me for clothes now?” 

“No! T-shots–Testosterone injections–for my transition.” 

Gideon couldn’t help himself; he burst out laughing. “Oh fuck… I’m really, really sorry, 

Lyle… No, wait, I’m not laughing at you!” He reached out and laid a hand on the man’s arm as 

Lyle made a move to run. Gideon tightened his hold. “Don’t go. I’m truly sorry. I misheard 

you….” He tried to school his features into a more sober expression and failed. “Bugger it, I’m 

sorry but that was funny. I’m a twat, sorry…” He took a deep breath and tried again. “After the 

morning I’ve had, I appreciate anything that can give me a bit of light relief. Even my own 

screw-ups. So, how fast do you need them?” 

“I have enough for the next two weeks. I could reduce the dosage to stretch it out, but I 

don’t really want to do that.” 

“No, no, don’t do that, it can’t be good for you. Look, I’ll see what I can do to pick some 

up from Eidolon base when the plane flies out again. depending on the weather conditions, that 



will be next week. Has to be, Pierce is running low on that Polyfilla she calls make-up. 

Personally I think it hides the cracks.” 

“Maybe we need some anti-freeze too?” Lyle suggested with a grin. 

Under his hand, Lyle’s skin was warm. Gideon’s thoughts drifted and he suppressed the 

urge to stroke. “So, wonder where Aggie’s got to…” He rose to his feet, intent on investigating 

the whereabouts of the chef. He was badly in need of coffee and food. And sex, part of his brain 

said unhelpfully. He pushed it away. He didn’t think Lyle was ready for that just yet, certainly 

not with him. Although of late, sharing a room with Lyle was getting harder. Gideon had to work 

extra hard to not think about him, lying there near-naked, mere feet away. 

The hand on his arm was still there. Gideon didn’t touch people often, Lyle knew that. 

Maybe he was feeling the pressure of the loneliness of command? If Gideon was reaching out, 

Lyle was willing to be there for him. Or maybe he was reading something into it that wasn’t 

there? 

“Hallo, guys, what can I get for you?” 

“Coffee please, Aggie, two. One black, one…” Gideon turned to Lyle. “How do take 

yours? Latte? Espresso? Any preference?” 

“Latte please, Aggie, no sugar. I’ll have one of your wonderful chocolate cakes too 

please.” 

“No cakes today, I’m afraid, Lyle, I’ve run out of chocolate. When’s that boat coming, 

Gideon? And when do I get my assistant?” 

“When Hell freezes over? When Ms Pierce gets visited by the Ghost of Christmas Future? 

I wish I knew, Aggie. I’ve placed the request, marked it urgent, I’ve lit the blue touch paper, now 

I’m retiring to the recommended safe distance and waiting. In short, the boat is delayed. 

They  answered a distress call. Whether there is a little spare sous chef on board for you, I am not 

sure. If necessary, I’ll ask one of the lads to give you a hand. As to the chocolate, make me a 



supply list with the urgent stuff, and I’ll see if we can’t arrange something when the plane gets 

back, okay?” 

Aggie grinned. “Okay, but I not wait forever. Aggie is viking; she get what she want or 

else!” 

Gideon laughed and took the coffees from her. “I’ll bear that in mind, Aggie, but 

remember I might have to set Ragnar onto you. He’s my viking.” 

“Ooo, chance would be fine thing.” She handed the coffees over and leaned on the work 

surface. “Another thing before you go, Gid’. When are you going to find the owner of that pest 

outside?” 

“Pest?” 

“Yes, Pest. The scruffy doggy with the appealing grin, the one who haunts my steps 

whenever I go outside. I’ve been feeding him since the lads told me he belonged to the doctor, 

but he’s forever trying to get in, and you know I can’t have that. I run a tight ship here. I would 

tie him up, but he runs off whenever I come near. It’s as if the little devil knows.” 

Another reason for getting Miles back here, Gideon thought. “I know where his owner is, 

Aggie, I’ll see what I can do. In the meantime, just make sure he’s fed and watered and let the 

lads take care of him. I’ll ask them to make sure he doesn’t get inside unless he’s safely in their 

billet.” 

“Okay, will do, boss. Enjoy your coffees, guys. I see you later; I have clean-up to do.” 

She rolled down the shutter with a snap. Shortly after, they heard her singing as she clattered 

pots into the dishwasher. 

“So,” Gideon returned to the table with the drinks and sat down opposite Lyle again. 

“You okay, apart from running low on supplies?” 

“Beginning to wonder why we’re all here,” Lyle raised a quizzical eyebrow, “I mean, 

really?” 



Gideon fixed Lyle with an unreadable look. “Truth? I guess you wouldn’t know whether I was 

lying or not anyway. Adam Breslaw contacted me and appraised me that you were all in… How 

should I say this? He thought you were in immediate danger of being associated with the death 

of a dangerous man and asked me to intercede with Eidolon and try to bring them on board. He 

knew they were looking to provide safe havens and witness protection and wanted… I really 

don’t want to call you all guinea pigs; that makes Eidolon look like they don’t know what they’re 

doing and that wouldn’t be true. They’re good at what they do, they’ve been in the business 

longer than you’d think, but I suppose you are guinea pigs to some degree. Let’s say Eidolon 

wanted to test this place out on someone, and you were around at the right time.” 

“I was promised… they said they would provide my treatments. Now I’m not sure if 

they’ll see it through.” Lyle sipped his coffee and gazed into his cup, a worried frown creasing 

his brow. “I mean, as far as Sandra Pierce is concerned, we’re just an irritation, flies in the 

ointment. She’d be glad to see the back of us. She hardly welcomed us with open arms in the 

first place.” 

“I wouldn’t worry about your agreement with Eidolon. I’ve never known them renege on 

a deal. They are pretty strict about maintaining their rep and the CEOs are quite hot on delivering 

their promises as a result. Their spin doctors would have a hard time selling this outfit to the 

investors if they weren’t.” That’s why I’m here, Gideon thought but didn’t say. To find out who 

isn’t delivering. “Eidolon have a lot invested in this project. If any dirt should be thrown and 

manage to stick, rather a lot of money could disappear rather quickly.  And Pierce might be a 

first class bitch but even she has to be careful. Her perch isn’t as secure as she’d like to think. If 

she steps out of line…” Gideon left the statement hanging and shrugged, eloquently. 



38: Building Bridges 

Gideon Sterling, Miles Sutherland and Lucas 

___________________________________________________ 

Evening February 12th Rapatoka Island 

Gideon yawned, stretched, ran a hand through his hair and scratched his scalp. God, what 

a bugger’s muddle of a day, he thought, glancing at the clock to see it was knocking on for 20:30, 

and he still hadn’t finished the reports. After his coffee in the afternoon with Lyle, they had 

parted on amicable terms, although Gideon was far from relaxed around that man these days. 

Lyle had a subtle sexuality that enticed, and Gideon had to admit a burning curiosity to 

experience that for himself. He really didn’t care about the man’s transgendered state. Gideon 

took folks as he found them, always providing they did the same with him and had no designs on 

putting a ring on his finger. If they were offering then Gideon didn’t mind taking, as long as what 

was on offer was acceptable to both sides—no strings, no ties, no permanency. 

He got to his feet and stretched again, wondering about finding something to eat. He 

didn’t fancy anything the restaurant might offer. He eyed the bottom drawer of his desk. Maybe 

the solution in there was a better alternative? He really needed to get Miles and Gil back to 

Mystery. He needed their expertise, their no-nonsense pragmatism, and Miles needed to take 

some responsibility for that damn dog of his. It was his decision to bring the mutt, the little 

bugger should be under his supervision instead of getting under Aggie’s feet. 

Gideon had read Eidolon’s file on Miles Sutherland from cover to cover; seemed like 

they had one a foot thick on the doctor. The man and his late partner, Darren Peterson, had both 

worked for Medicin sans Frontiers, risking their necks on the front line on more than one 

occasion. Finally, after six years of service in the different trouble spots in Africa, their luck ran 

out, and they were kidnapped by a Somalian warlord. Gideon had paused at that. It hadn’t made 

very nice reading and some unwanted memories of his own had floated unhelpfully to the 



surface.  Sometimes he wished he didn’t have such perfect recall. He knew Eidolon didn’t have 

nearly as much information on him, though. It would have made interesting reading if they had, 

but he had managed to suppress most of it. With a little help, of course, but there was no way in 

hell he was allowing Pierce to find out the truth. 

In Miles’ case, Eidolon were able to get hold of the official and the non-official reports 

on the Somalian episode, both military and medical. Before being ransomed, the two doctors had 

been subjected to weeks of imprisonment and torture. Gideon knew what that was like. He 

strongly suspected that this environment wasn’t doing Sutherland any good at all. No doubt that 

accounted for the expression on Miles’ face when he arrived, not to mention his attitude when 

they brought Gillespie to him for treatment. Suddenly the doctor’s irritability and reticence began 

to add up. 

An idea began to form. According to the psyche reports, none of the suggested treatment 

had done much good. Bleeding heart do-gooders were a pain in the ass, but there were a few who 

truly believed what they were doing was right and gave of themselves selflessly. They were 

usually the ones who suffered; the ones who went unappreciated by folks who were safe in their 

affluent homes; the ones who ended up dead or damaged in the line of duty, often inflicted by the 

same people they were trying to help. God knew there were enough aid workers who had given 

up most of their lives to a cause that eventually resulted in their deaths, tarred with the same 

brush as enemies of the state. Sutherland--and his partner--seemed to fit into that category. 

Unlocking the bottom drawer of his desk, Gideon withdrew the bottle of whisky he had 

been saving. He held it to the light and admired the deep amber glow. It was a good one; it 

deserved a worthy companion to share it with. Gideon stepped outside into the warm night, 

following the path down to the shore. Moored to the jetty, the inflatable bobbed gently on the 

wind-ruffled waves.  It took him only moments to untie her and jump in. He started the engine 

and guided the craft out into the dark waters of the lagoon; it was high time he continued his 

dialogue with Doc Sutherland.  

@—}–—}—— 



Miles sat on the top wooden step of the small hospital building, enjoying the coolness of 

the night air. The soft whisper of wind rustling in the coconut palms was the only sound he could 

hear. Peace and quiet for a change. The residents of Rapatoka were a noisy crowd, laughing and 

joking as they went about their daily tasks, but now they were all in bed. 

Gil had also pleaded tiredness. Not really a surprise. He was still recuperating, and it was 

taking a while. Watching the young man, his long limbs spread out on the bed, clearly visible 

under the light covering was too much of a temptation for Miles. Since the blow job on the beach, 

Lucas always seemed to pop up like a bad penny whenever they were close, so all they’d been 

able to do since then was exchange a furtive kiss or the occasional grope. Mind you, that didn’t 

prevent the promises and teasing of what else they could get up to when they finally had a bed 

big enough for both of them and some privacy. 

Lucas, his constant shadow, sat on one of the lower steps. Acting as a watch-dog to make 

sure I don’t leave, or does he just like having some company, Miles wondered. The young boy’s 

quiet presence brought back memories of the other companion who used to sit patiently at his 

feet, Roofie. A pang of guilt and regret shot through Miles. Hopefully, someone was looking 

after his mutt. 

Apart from being a nuisance when Miles wanted to get up close and personal with Gil, he 

didn’t mind Lucas being around. He had wanted to read him the riot act for sneaking up and 

spying on them while they were making love, but Gil quietly pointed out that Rapatoka belonged 

to the Islanders, and the lad had every right to be there, not to mention he was at the age where 

curiosity would get the better of him. At least Gil didn’t seem to regret anything Miles had done 

or said. He was more concerned about exposing a boy of that age to the raunchy sex he planned 

to get up to. 

Not that Lucas was a virgin or anything. Judging from Caroline’s earlier comments, the 

sixteen year old had already been sexually involved with one or more of the former residents of 

Mystery Island. But youthful curiosity or not, neither of them felt right about continuing his sex 

education. 



Sleep would be a long way off while Miles was so frustrated. Perhaps he could have read 

a book? Caroline offered to lend him a couple, but as Rapatoka’s only generator was linked to 

the hospital, to conserve fuel, they rarely stayed up for long once the sun set. Over on Mystery 

Island, the lights shone all night. Did the people there have any clue about the difference between 

the two islands? One still trapped in the third world and the other boasting all the latest mod cons. 

It wasn’t bloody fair. He had tried to get his point across to the Ice Queen but failed to move her; 

she had skin thicker than a crocodile and a smile as false. 

A new sound intruded into the quiet. At first Miles thought the buzz was a large mosquito, 

but then it became louder. A motor, an outboard motor. Lucas stirred and glanced up at him 

enquiringly. The young boy no longer pretended he couldn’t understand what Miles was saying, 

but he still didn’t speak to him in English. 

“Stay here. Keep an eye on Caroline and Gil.” Both his patients had been asleep when he 

came outside. 

“Tommi, Jerri.” 

Lucas started to get up so he could fetch the huge identical twins who acted as the 

island’s main enforcers and bodyguards. Miles put a restraining hand on the young boy’s arm 

and shook his head. The man getting out of the boat didn’t seem to be armed. He might still be 

dangerous, but somehow Miles knew he didn’t pose a threat. Not tonight at least. 

Gideon pulled the boat up onto the sand, hoping he didn’t have to keep an eye on the 

damn thing. After the previous show of force, the islanders might have been persuaded to keep 

their hands off it. He hoped so anyway. Despite Pierce’s lack of tact, Gideon wanted to try 

building bridges not create gulfs. He had witnessed Sutherland at work, admired the man’s 

single-minded determination to save Gillespie. Gideon well knew the man was good at his job. 

He was also a dedicated ‘bleeding heart’, he had taken up the Islanders’ cause and challenged 

Pierce on their welfare. Despite Gideon’s own ambivalence toward bleeding hearts, there was a 

pragmatism and an honesty about Sutherland that lifted him above the majority. He had stood up 

to the Bitch Queen as well, which made him okay in Gideon’s book. 



Glancing around, Gideon decided to make for the dark bulk of the hospital building first. 

Before he could move, though, a figure detached itself from the shadows and walked toward him. 

The shape could only belong to one person. He tensed momentarily then mentally berated 

himself. He had to stop seeing hostiles behind every bush. This wasn’t Iraq. 

“What’s wrong?” Miles eyed Gideon warily. Although they’d spent hours in the cockpit 

together during the seaplane flight, and then Gideon had donated his blood to Gil to help the man 

get through the surgery, Miles really didn’t know much about the man. Only that he worked for 

Eidolon and seemed to think guns were the solution to everything. 

“I come in peace, oh Great White Chief...” Gideon intoned. He chuckled and held out the 

bottle. “I bring fire-water... Actually,” he dropped the humorous front “I was looking for a chat, 

and someone to share a drink with?” 

Miles raised his eyebrows. The man had at least four bodyguards at his beck and call, 

plus who knows how many other people on the island by now. The seaplane had done plenty 

more trips since their arrival. “What? You didn’t want to share it with Ms Pierce?” 

Gideon had to laugh at that. “Ms Eidolon might think she’s some kind of...” he paused. 

What the hell does she think she is? He sighed. “Not sure what she thinks she is really, but 

whatever it is, she’s the last person I would want to share this with.” 

“I can relate to that. A first class bitch if ever I saw one. What have you brought with you 

then? Some Johnny Walker Gold Label I hope?” 

“How does twenty-five year old single malt sound, old man?” 

The ‘old man’ jibe stung for a second until Miles suddenly remembered the guy was a 

Brit. Most of the time Gideon’s accent seemed non-existent, but he’d lapsed into his more 

natural speaking voice when he’d made that remark. Miles could just picture him in a pub in 

Camden Town, downing a few pints of Guinness before heading off to the soccer. “Anything 

would be better than Lipton and out-of-date instant coffee. Did you bring anything to drink it out 

of, or should I fetch some medicine glasses?” 



“Alas, the butler didn’t pack the cut crystal. Wouldn’t have survived the journey.” Shit, if 

they went up to the hospital, he’d lose his chance to speak to the Doc alone. “We can always 

share.” Gideon opened the bottle and held it toward Miles. It wasn’t the right way to drink the 

good stuff, but it would have to do. 

The rounded sides of the inflatable made a comfortable perch as they sat side by side and 

passed the bottle back and forth in silence for a few minutes. 

“Ah, that was worth waiting for.” Gideon let the liquid burn a trail to his stomach, 

allowing him some time to consider the man beside him. 

“Somehow, I don’t get the feeling you came all this way just to share your whisky with 

me, excellent though it may be.” Miles reluctantly passed the bottle back and wiped his lips. 

Since giving up the grog in an effort to lose weight he’d almost forgotten how good it tasted. 

“What’s on your mind?” 

“First, how’s Gillespie doing? We’ve not been in touch since.” 

“He’s doing fine.... “ Miles’ eyes lost focus for a moment, and Gideon saw what could be 

a slight flush rising to the doctor’s cheeks, a slight darkening of his flesh in the moonlight, but 

Miles shook himself and finally gave his report. “I’m satisfied with his progress. He’s back on 

his feet anyway.” 

“Good, that’s very good. Look, there was another reason I came here...” Gideon took the 

bottle back again and sipped it. “I have something I want to...discuss with you. We didn’t get 

much chance to talk when you were dealing with Gillespie. I read your file after...” 

Miles stiffened; the warm whisky in his stomach immediately turning into molten lava. 

Shit, was his ulcer flaring up again? “And...” He couldn’t prevent the anger from seeping into 

that single drawn out word. Pierce had made a crack back in Haven Falls about his failure in 

Somalia. Yes, he’d failed. Failed to be strong enough for Darren’s sake. Was this man going to 

rub his nose in it yet again? 



“My apologies if it makes you uncomfortable.” Gideon noted the tense line of Miles’ jaw, 

the rigidity in his body, the wariness in the dark eyes. That had hit a nerve. More than one, to go 

by the reaction. “You should know, I’ve read everything Eidolon has on all of you.” 

Miles snorted. “What they have on me will hardly be a secret. The press didn’t get all the 

details, but from the looks of things Eidolon seems to be able to prise their tentacles into every 

hidden crevice.” He refused the bottle the next time Gideon offered it to him. His liver had 

already had enough, and he wasn’t sure he could stomach any more reminders of Eidolon or any 

of its employees. He pushed down on the edge of the boat and started to stand. 

“Miles, I know you have no reason to trust me, but don’t go. I’m not here at Eidolon’s 

behest. I’m here because...” Gideon sighed. “I’ve been in your position. I understand...” 

“How can you understand?” In the silence, Miles’ response, unnaturally loud in the quiet, 

sounded more like a shout. He walked a few steps along the sand and stared across the water at 

Mystery Island, barely able to keep a check on the anger that made him want to lash out 

sometimes.  “Have you ever caused the death of the man you love?” He glanced at Gideon. “Or 

the woman?” 

“If I said it wasn’t your fault, you’d not believe me. Would you?” 

“No. I’ve been told that many times lately, but nothing alters the facts. If I’d been 

stronger, he’d be alive today. Simple really.” 

“Miles...” Gideon paused, flexed his shoulders and winced. “Damn...My shoulder has 

been playing up...” He chuckled. “Think I might need a doctor. Wouldn’t blame you if you 

didn’t want to help me though.” 

“Bullshit.” The implication that he might withhold treatment because of who Gideon 

worked for actually made Miles madder than any implication he’d made earlier... the half-joking 

jibe about age and his failures. “After a lifetime dealing with casualties from both sides of the 

battlefield, you think I’d refuse treating your injuries if you needed help? What’s wrong?” 

“It’s an old injury; maybe nothing you can do at this late stage.” 



A sudden memory flashed through Miles’ mind of his stand-off with Gil back at Haven 

Falls when the injured Jason Biggs had refused treatment. Army shit. Gideon had obviously seen 

action. Probably been wounded at least once. “One of the legacies of being soldier, I would 

imagine.” He turned back to contemplate the way the three-quarter moon shone on the ripples of 

the lagoon; the waves were smaller now the wind had dropped. “Comes with the territory,” he 

added softly. Hopefully Gideon wouldn’t detect the sarcasm in his voice. He found it hard to 

sympathise with people who believed that conflict could be cured with guns. 

“Would you take a look anyway? In case?” Gideon stood and turned on the spotlight 

perched on the front of the boat’s awning, angling it to shine downwards. 

“Do I get to undress you, or do you think I have X-ray vision?” Miles smirked at Gideon. 

He wasn’t bad looking in a blunt, macho way. Not really his type though. Nothing like Darren or 

even Gil who were just downright beautiful. 

Gideon laughed at Miles’ comment. “That’s a leading question, doc, should I ask you 

what colour underwear I have on?” He stripped off his shirt. “Or even if I have any. Most folks 

assume I go commando.” 

Miles gave a quick smirk at the joke and moved to stand behind Gideon, making sure his 

body didn’t cast a shadow. “What happened?” The skin on the soldier’s left shoulder was 

puckered. Ugly. Cheloid scarring had built up around the wound site. He twisted the man around 

slightly and looked at the opposite side. Gideon just caught his eye for a second and then stared 

straight ahead, probably remembering the incident that caused it: a small bullet wound, neat in 

comparison, only inches above his heart. Miles grunted in recognition. The one on the back was 

the exit wound. A high calibre bullet from the looks of things, the wound had healed untreated. 

The guy was lucky to be alive. 

He fingered the rough skin for a minute. Why hadn’t the man tried some of the newer 

remedies, silicon strips and creams that would reduce scarring no matter how old it was? This 

was just what he could see though - the surface. Who knew what the tissue inside his shoulder 

was like. He twisted Gideon around further so he could see the rest of his back. Raised welts 



stood out. The guy had worn a black T-shirt on the plane and he hadn’t seen any of these, but 

their precise criss-crossing placement could only mean one thing. 

Miles turned away and barely managed to resist throwing up the expensive whisky he’d 

just drunk. He retrieved the bottle from the seat where Gideon had placed it and unscrewed the 

lid. The large gulp helped to settle his stomach. Seemed like hair of the dog was working tonight. 

Gideon reached for his shirt. “I’m sorry, Miles, but I wanted you to know. I’ve read your 

file, I know all about what happened to you. Now you know why I understand.” 

“Sorry? That’s my line. No, I’m the one who should be apologising.” Miles shook his 

head and handed Gideon the bottle after taking another swig. “At least the bastard who did the 

same thing to me made sure he didn’t break the surface of my skin. You need someone to rub oil 

into those. There are ways to reduce the scarring.” 

“You assume I want to.” 

Miles glanced up, alerted by the change in Gideon’s voice. The softness he’d heard 

during the apology had been replaced by bitter certainty. He could relate to that. “Ah,” he sighed. 

“I think I’m beginning to understand. It’s not only the torture we have in common, more the need 

to remember.” 

A bleak stare met Miles’ gaze. “Three of us were taken.” Gideon settled himself down on 

the edge of the craft again and pulled his shirt back on. “I was injured, but the others wouldn’t 

leave me. Sure, I got medical treatment, enough to make sure I survived. I can’t tell you much, 

official secrets crap. We weren’t officially there. Suffice to say, I’m ex-SBS. You’re an 

intelligent man; you can imagine what kind of missions I went on.” Gideon watched the doctor’s 

face as he spoke; a flash of something—disgust?—appeared and vanished almost instantly. “The 

men who were with me, we’d been in the regiment since training. I knew them both well; we 

were drinking buddies. Our captors thought they might get a better result by making us draw lots. 

I was the lucky one, if you can call it that. I got to live.” 



Miles winced and returned to sit beside the still figure who was again clutching the bottle 

of whisky, but this time his knuckles were white with tension. I got to live. He knew just how 

that felt. The guilt, the remorse, wanting to turn time back or slip into an alternate version of the 

universe. “What happened?” he asked quietly. 

“They threatened that unless I told them everything they wanted to know, they would 

shoot my friends. Of course, I didn’t tell them anything. The irony was I didn’t have much to tell, 

but I wouldn’t have, even so. So, in my case I got to see my colleagues executed in front of me.” 

Gideon glanced out across the lagoon again and took a hefty gulp of the whisky. He didn’t share 

with Miles how it felt to see someone’s brains blown out in front of him, specially someone he 

knew. They weren’t in an I’ve seen worse than you competition. His eyes lost their focus for a 

moment as he silently drank to the men he had known. It didn’t help to know that neither of his 

fellow soldiers had blamed him. He had, at least, shared a last glance with both of them. Their 

eyes had told him all he had needed to know. 

The tragic story triggered memories Miles would rather forget, but it was good to be 

reminded he wasn’t alone. He waited while Gideon swallowed his whisky. He could tell that the 

man beside him was still deeply affected by the incident. Soldier or not, he was still a human 

being. The trouble with the world was too many people believed violence was the cure; in fact it 

was usually the cause of the problem.  

Gideon turned and placed a hand on Miles arm. “Miles, when I said none of it was your 

fault, I meant it. My mates’ deaths were not my fault. I could have made something up, I could 

have lied. Maybe it would have worked, maybe it wouldn’t, but if our positions had been 

reversed, they would have done the same thing. ” Gideon expelled a gusty sigh and sat back, 

taking another pull on the bottle. It gave him a moment to think. “I know all the arguments, 

believe me. Why were we there? We had no business to be; it was their country, we were 

invaders, heard it all. Fact is, we were following orders. That’s what we signed up for; that’s 

what we trained for. War is like that, ugly, as you know. Point is, the fault lay with the men who 

chose to do that to us. They are to blame. The blood is on their hands. I might feel survivor’s 

guilt that I’m alive and my mates aren’t, but I didn’t pull the trigger. I have no guilt over what 

happened to me and neither should you. Fuck it, we were trained to deal with shit like that, you 



weren’t. I know how hard it was on me even with all my training. I keep these scars to remember 

how fucking short life is, not just to remember the people I served with.” 

“And those physical scars don’t cause you pain? Stop you functioning at a hundred 

percent? Seems a bit stupid if they can be fixed.” Miles thumped his chest with a closed fist. “My 

scars are in here, and you can’t get at those.” 

“You know, in the old days, if a soldier transgressed, he was flogged, and the 

transgression was done with...I know you’re not a soldier, but if you feel you fucked up...” 

“I’ve tried that, doesn’t work, or are you offering to wield the whip? If you’ve read the 

report you must know I get turned on now by a bit of kink.” Miles knew he was being stroppy, 

but he didn’t care. Too many people were trying to ‘fix’ him; that was half the problem. “Look, 

mate, I appreciate what you’re trying to say. Rationally, I agree with you. Trouble is love ain’t 

rational.” 

“I know love isn’t rational; if it was, it wouldn’t be love, would it?” 

Miles studied Gideon’s face for a while and wondered whether the man had ever been in 

love, and if so with whom? Maybe he was married to the job. A lot of soldiers were. Finding it 

hard to let go of all the adrenaline and excitement and that thrill of just surviving each encounter. 

“Thanks for the whisky.” Holding the bottle up to the light, he wasn’t surprised to discover 

they’d managed to polish off half of the contents. He handed it back to Gideon without regret. 

Alcohol wasn’t the cure either. He’d tried that and failed abysmally. All he’d done was put on 

weight and rip holes in his stomach lining. He’d probably be feeling the effects there tomorrow. 

Gideon sensed the conversation coming to an end. There was more he wanted to say, to 

offer. At least he’d made a start at building bridges, with Miles at least. “Well, is there anything I 

can do to help? You know, if you need a drinking partner, someone to listen, a firm hand 

perhaps...?” A corner of his mouth quirked up in a smile. 

Miles raised his eyebrows at the last offer. Was the man serious? Now was not the time 

nor the place to find out, but he’d store that suggestion away in his brain. As for things he needed. 



“Maybe I’ll take you up on the offer later, but now you mention it, there is something you could 

do to help. Not me, but the islanders. I told Pierce what I wanted her to send over: a couple of 

wheelchairs and some of the equipment that came with the seaplane. You know... stuff that was 

supposed to be used for disaster relief.” He let the sarcasm shine through his words. He’d taken 

ages to calm down after his encounter with the bitch. 

“I’ll see what I can do. Anything else?” 

Miles glanced back at the hospital. Lucas was still sitting on the step, eyeing them warily. 

“The younger islanders need assistance. Non-stop games of pick-up rugby are well and good, but 

they have too much time on their hands; they need their brains stimulated as well as their bodies. 

I’m also concerned that if they’re not kept busy they might be tempted to visit Mystery Island, 

and given Pierce’s reaction, that would only lead to trouble.” 

Gideon nodded. In light of the White Witch’s reaction he had to agree. A thought 

occurred to him. The teacher, Aiden whatever-his-name-was. He was at a loose end, moping 

about something. He was taking his enforced stay on the island much harder than the others. As a 

teacher, he would have more than enough experience of dealing with young people. Maybe, 

Gideon thought, I can persuade him into helping here, jolt him out of his depression. “And what 

about you and Gil? Isn’t it time you came back to Mystery Island?”: 

“I suppose so; I miss Roofie. The silly mutt’s sort of grown on me.” 

“He’s a character alright, but he needs his master. My lads have grown quite attached to 

him, I think he might be missed if we sent him over here, but he’s getting under people’s feet. 

The Akita is a bit like his owner, a little too quiet, whereas Roofie is up for anything...” The 

inference was not lost on Miles as Gideon began to push the boat back into the water. “And for 

the record, I never say anything I don’t mean... Sleep well, Miles, I’ll see you soon.” 

Miles just nodded and took over the pushing as Gideon jumped in. He stood there for a 

while, watching as the boat sped out of sight, back across the lagoon. Should he take Gideon up 

on his offer of a firm hand? The man looked like he could deliver on his promises. The skin on 

his back tingled with anticipation. 



Tonight, he’d learned a lot more about the man who had brought them to the island than 

he’d expected. The details had been gruesome, but in a weird way they stopped him from feeling 

so alone. Most of the other people around here didn’t have that sort of dark past. The water 

rippled around the bottom of Miles’ legs, chilling him. No, he was wrong there. Flynn obviously 

had a past full of darkness. Lyle had secrets he preferred to keep covered, so finding that Gideon 

also had terrors that no doubt kept him awake at night shouldn’t have come as that much of a 

surprise. Life was like that; the longer you lived, the more likely it was that shit happened. The 

important thing was to learn from the past and move on. 

Silence descended once more as the sound of the boat’s motor diminished into nothing. 

Miles turned and walked slowly back up to the hospital with only his thoughts for company. 

Lucas had disappeared. Already in bed most likely. Miles yawned. That was where he should be, 

he’d had precious little sleep of late. He sat on the stairs and brushed the sand off his feet, 

surveying the primitive huts and buildings that had been his home for the last few weeks. Despite 

the fact that he enjoyed being amongst the friendly natives, maybe he should follow Gideon’s 

suggestion and return to Mystery Island. He couldn’t speak for his fellow ‘refugees’ from Haven 

Falls; they would have to sort out their problems in their own way, but it was time he took 

responsibility for his own. Roofie for starters. Miles wasn’t needed on Rapatoka anymore. 

Carolyn was well enough to resume her role and with Aiden’s help, the children would be better 

educated and kept out of mischief. 

Miles stared toward the flickering lights on the other side of the dark lagoon and thought 

about the circumstances that had brought him to this island paradise. Gideon had hinted that he 

should give Eidolon a second chance, and he respected the man enough to know that at least his 

heart was in the right place. The prospect of being trapped on Redemption Reef didn’t fill Miles 

with so much dread now that Gil was firmly lodged in his heart and by his side. It remained to be 

seen what sort of life they could build together, but even if all he did was ensure that the 

Rapatokans didn’t suffer from the organisation’s presence, he would feel he had accomplished 

something. Still championing the underdog, Miles? Darren’s voice sounded in his head, clear as 

a bell, amusement tinged with pride, and was that an approving Woof he heard from the other 

side of the lagoon? Miles smiled, dusted off his hands and went inside to be with the man who 

had given him a second chance on life and love. 



Coming Soon: Season 3 

Here’s a teaser. 

King Kong vs the Smart Ass 

Ray Bullivant and Flynn Archer 

March 1st, Mystery Island 

This was all so much bullshit. 

Flynn wanted to break into Eidolon headquarters and beat up every motherfucker in a 

suit until they told him what the fuck was really going on here, but they kept him too busy - and 

too unsettled - to even try. Aiden was possibly safe, and quite probably not, as he’d left with a 

bunch of other do gooders to start a school or some such nonsense on the ass end of this 

island reef, hell, where apparently they hadn’t even invented the telegraph yet. Aiden had told 

him not to worry, but it had been two weeks now, and there hadn’t been so much as a carrier 

pigeon with a note tied to its leg. Okay, it wouldn’t be a pigeon here. Fruitbat? Why not. A 

fruitbat with a scroll tied to its leg. He had yet to find one. 

Eidolon kept him busy, with their “training”, but he half assed it enough that they got tired 

of dealing with him. Flynn was happy this skill hadn’t gotten rusted. You’d think it’d be easy to 

frustrate people, but when they were a huge corporation that drilled you to be just as Stepford 

wife cheerful as possible, pissing them all off was a true art. He was proud his sulky teen-hood 

had trained him to be as big a pain in the butt as possible.  

It was a nice day. What a shock! Because every day was hot and sunny, with cloudless 

blue skies and stunning sunsets. It was pretty at first, then slid over to mundane, and lately, 

since Aiden had been gone, he just found it supremely irritating. He wished the sky had a face, 

so he could punch it. 



As it was, he was just wandering what had been the old resort, the tourist trap that 

existed here before violent weather and an earthquake or two sent all the fat white people 

running. Not that there was anything to see. The buildings, if intact, were empty shells, housing 

rodents and various island fauna. All the good stuff had been looted or destroyed ages ago. He 

thought if Eidolon were really serious about building the island up, they could open the old resort 

as the Tourist Trap Ghost Town and make some fast cash.  

There was a rusted shed near the cracked, cavernous hole he took to be the location of 

a former swimming pool. Some of the tile was still intact, little flashes of white like bone beneath 

black soil. That just added a nice creep factor to the whole ghost town thing. Scatter some 

rubber skulls around, and you’d have a built-in Halloween party spot.  

There was a chain and padlock on the shed, even more rusted than the door, suggesting 

cheaper materials. If he yanked on it really hard, he could probably break it, but he was in the 

mood to test out his skills. He used a couple small picks and got the rusty padlock open in no 

time - definitely cheap - and the chain fell apart as he pulled it through the handles.  

Inside, he could see why no one had ever bothered to open the shed. There were 

skimmers, a net, the strong smell of chlorine, a couple of lawn implements. Nothing valuable, 

nothing of much use here. Still, he grabbed one of the skimmers and shouted over his shoulder, 

“Hey, wanna scoop? We could go corral some sheep to ride and have ourselves a joust.” 

Someone was following him, had been since he left Eidolon’s base, and they were about as 

quiet as you could be out here. Which meant not at all. Tailing people was for urban centers, not 

islands with too many damn leaves. 

His shadow stepped out from the side of the main building, and almost instantly blocked 

out the sun. Great, they sent King Kong after him. “They sent you to tail me? What, were they 

out of tanks?” 

“I’m just supposed to make sure you don’t get into any trouble.” The big man replied, 

lounging against the door jamb. 

Flynn smirked. “Really? So where’s the tranquilizer darts and sap full of buckshot?” 

The big man looked kinda sheepish. “Huh? Sap full of buckshot? Sorry, you lost me 

there.” 



“A sap. It’s a … thing, and you hit people with it. Ever see any Ray Milland movies?” 

“No, but as it so happens my name is Ray, Ray Bullivant.” He offered his hand out to 

shake. 

Flynn looked at the man’s extended paw, and wondered if he’d find it funny if he held out 

the pool scoop. Maybe not. Still, he made no move to shake his hand. “Not Lenny? Wow. So, 

how long have you been working for the evil empire? And what did you do to get this shit 

assignment tailing me?” 

Ray put his hand in his pocket and pretended that’s where he meant to put it all along. 

“Gideon said to watch the punk and make sure he doesn’t kill himself. You’re not meant to be in 

here.” He knew he was stating the bleeding obvious, but hey, he liked watching to see what the 

kid would do or say next. It was better than watching Harry fiddle with his radios all day, and 

there are just so many games of cricket you can have with only five people. 

“Oh, why? Are they worried I’m going to start cleaning everyone’s pools without the 

authority to do so? Well, slap my hand and take away my birthday, ‘cause I feel like skimmin’.” 

Flynn tossed the scoop back inside the shed and kicked the door shut. They should have 

named this place Tedium Island. 

Ray straightened and stepped back as the young man strolled past him. “What’s with the 

Lenny jibe? I didn’t get that one.” 

Flynn looked back at the guy. He was honestly built like a refrigerator; his shoulders 

were square and everything. “If I said “Tell me about the rabbits, George”, would that help? 

“Nope.” Ray grinned and lounged after him with his hands in his pockets. What was this 

kid on?!  

Flynn shook his head. He was Lenny! Holy shit. He better warn the womenfolk. “It’s a 

sitcom reference. Laverne and Shirley. But you’re not American, are you? You wouldn’t know.” 

Flynn headed back into the trees, wondering if pirates ever washed up here and buried treasure 

in the sand or volcanic soil. It’d be cool to come across a two hundred year old bottle of rum, or 

a syphilis encrusted skull.  



“Nope, I may be a tank, but I’m not a yank.” Ray chuckled at the look on Flynn’s face at 

his sick joke. American sitcoms sucked but then so did British soaps. No wonder he never 

watched them! The silly git wasn’t even looking where he was going. Ray threw himself into the 

air and landed on top of Flynn, squashing him into the ground. He rolled off and sat there 

grinning at the look of astonishment on the young man’s face. “Careful.” 

Flynn glared at the big ox. “What the fuck, Fridge? You ain’t even my type. What the 

fuck’s your problem?” 

Ray brushed off his hands and scrambled to his feet. That was close. Someone had 

removed the barrier they’d erected. Who the fuck would have done that?  He held out a hand to 

help Flynn up. “There’s a hole there. A big one.” 

"A guy once used that line on me at The Cock, and it didn't work then either." 

Ray backed away. The ground under his feet didn’t feel too secure. He lay down again 

and edged forward on his stomach. The sides were already crumbling around the edge of the 

eight foot deep pit.“That’s where we rescued your mate, Gil.” 

“Doctor Feelgood? I think he’d object to being called my mate.” 

“Not feeling too good yourself, eh, Doc? Lost your other mate?” Ray had been tailing 

Flynn ever since the teacher left, and if the young man kicked at any more stones, his shoes 

would get a hole in them. 

“Why, you wanna submit a resume? Or, wait, are you writing my biography? ‘Cause, if 

you are, can you make me the son of a boot black? That’d be awesome.” Flynn looked down at 

the hole, and that was all it was, just a hole. Leave it to pretty boy Feelgood to somehow get 

trapped in it. What a pussy. 

“I’ll be back.” Ray scrambled up and set off at a run in the other direction, back the way 

they’d come. 

Flynn waved at the Fridge’s incredibly broad back. He must shop at whatever Big and 

Tall place existed in this hemisphere. “Sayonara. Write if you get work!” Flynn turned and 



continued walking amongst the trees, avoiding the Pit of Dumb where Feelgood nearly killed 

himself. He must have had a big dick, because what else could Jude have ever seen in him? 

Moments later Ray returned with one of the pool skimmers in his hand. “Why would you 

want to be the son of a boot black?”  

Wow. Flynn was starting to like this guy, because he was like  the human equivalent of a 

ten second delay button. “Sounds cool. Flynn Bootblacker. Besides, no one would believe 

astronaut.” He noticed Ray was holding one of the scoops. “What the hell are you doing?” 

“Going fishing.” 

“For what, land sharks? You’re gonna need a bigger boat.”  Flynn hummed the Jaws 

theme. 

“If you stop wandering around like a lost sheep, I can show you. But I can’t be in two 

places at once.” Ray placed the net end over Flynn’s head. “Nearly as good as a shepherd’s 

crook,”  he said and yanked him back towards the pit. 

Flynn grabbed the scoop and pulled it off. “Hey, Lenny, I’m not a fish! Just knock it the 

fuck off.” 

Ray laughed at the look of outrage on the kid’s face. “Oops, sorry Flynn Astronut.” He 

walked back to the pit they’d come from, dropped to his stomach and wormed his way toward 

the hole. Once there, lying full length on the ground, he used the scoop to systematically scrape 

the sides, letting the head drop down to the full depth then angling it slightly before working the 

handle up through his hands. After each pass, he edged his way sideways so he could check 

the next area. After repeating the action a few times, sure enough, a soft click sounded, 

followed by the impact of a short spear embedding itself in the skimmer’s mesh. “Gotcha.” Ray 

drew up the net and inspected his catch. 

Flynn was tempted to kick Lenny in the ass and send him falling down the hole, but he’d 

probably have to help pull him out afterwards, and he just bet he’d pull a groin muscle. “What is 

it, Manta Ray?” 



“Another of those lethal little buggers that nearly killed your not-my-mate, Gil.” Ray 

edged away from the hole and sat cross legged, turning the scoop around so he could see it. 

“The thing is, now we have a problem, because this shouldn’t be there. Someone has reset the 

trap and removed the barriers we’d erected to keep idiots like you away.” 

“Idiot? If that isn’t the Kong calling the gorilla ape, I don’t know what is.” Flynn tried to 

see what the Fridge was looking at, but it was just a small thing, like a rose thorn, but a bit 

longer. 

“See these barbs?” Ray twisted the net around, so that Flynn could see it better. “They 

injected a poison of some sort. Gil’s heart stopped beating twice.”  

“Talk to Eidolon. I’m sure they’re behind it.” 

“Maybe, maybe not. I’ll check with Gideon first. In the meantime, try to keep your big gob 

shut for once, hey?” 

Flynn crossed his arms over his chest. “Look, Fridge, you’re the one’s who been 

lecturing, not me, so keep your own fucking trap shut.” 

“Speaking of traps, you don’t have a pair of gloves on you, do you?” 

“Oh yeah, I shoved them up my butt for safe keeping. No, I don’t have gloves on me. 

Why?” 

“I’m not touching that thing without them, and for all I know there could be more down 

there.” He turned and stared at the dark patch that just looked like part of the shadow of the tree. 

“As far as we could tell there’s nothing at the bottom anyway, so why rig up something like this?” 

Ray looked hopefully at the young man who was crouched down beside him. “I don’t suppose 

you would like to go back and fetch the other scoop for me?”  

“Listen to yourself, Lenny. It’s a hole in the ground. Someone’s fucking with you. 

Probably Eidolon.” 

“It still doesn’t explain why someone would booby trap a hole with nothing in it. Unless 

they’re trying to catch heffalumps, of course.” 



“I believe they only exist on Muppet Island.” He had no idea what he was talking about 

and he didn’t care. Flynn decided to leave Lenny to his hole scrying - which sounded so much 

filthier than it actually was - and wandered off, into the trees, keeping an eye out for guano and 

any booby traps. Like there’d be any. 

Damn. Where was Flynn off to now? “Do I have to bring bloody kiddy’s reins for you? 

Stop wandering off by yourself.” Ray carefully placed the pool skimmer against a tree and set off 

after the young man. 

“I’m not one of your rabbits, Lenny. You can’t tell me what I can do,” Flynn shouted back, 

glancing over his shoulder. He didn’t care if the man was as big as a moose, he wasn’t going to 

take orders from him. Of course, he picked the wrong time to look back, because his foot caught 

on something, and he fell gut first onto the trunk of a fallen tree, his breath leaving him in a 

single grunt. 

“Pity the dogs are both on Rapatoka; one of their chains might come in handy. Unless of 

course Gideon brought his bondage gear with him. You’d look kinda sweet in a collar.” Ray 

picked up Flynn and threw him over his shoulder, giving his butt a pat at the same time. 

Okay, that tore it. He’d indulged Fridge long enough. There wasn’t much you could do 

from a position like this, except grab the guy in a modified headlock, which he did, and then 

knee him in the face. They both went falling, but at least Flynn was expecting it. As soon as they 

hit the ground, he rolled away, and scrambled up onto the fallen tree trunk, which was 

surprisingly rough beneath his hands. “Jude’s paying you to be an ass to me, right?” 

“Nah, I’m nobody’s ass, but you sure are cute when you get mad.” Ray rubbed his jaw 

and scrambled up into a crouch, warily watching the young man. “Now are you going to behave, 

or do I have to make you?” 

“Oh my god. Are you actually flirting with me? Are you getting off on this, Lenny?” Flynn 

shook his head in disgust. “No molesto, comprende? I have a boyfriend, and he’s shitloads 

more attractive than you.” 

“Oh, now I’m mortally offended! Here I was thinking you must like me after calling me all 

those lovely names. I’m mortified. Mortified.” Ray put the back of his hand against his forehead 

and gave a loud sob. The young guy hadn’t moved. “Speaking of boyfriends, was yours the 



pretty boy with the dog? The one I saw climbing all over the carpenter they brought in to build 

the new school? Maybe he just liked him because he had a big tool....” Ray paused and grinned. 

“...belt.” 

“You motherfucker,” Flynn snapped. Yeah, he was probably just saying that to get a rise 

out of him, but it worked. He dove off the log, aiming for the big lug’s almost non-existent throat. 

He felt the log shift beneath his feet, but didn’t think much about it. 

“See, I knew you’d fall for me before too long.” The impact of the flying Flynn sent Ray 

reeling backwards. As he fell, Ray caught the young man in his arms and twisted so he was 

lying on top. “I may not watch soaps or sitcoms, but I do watch WWE!” 

“All fake bullshit,” Flynn replied, driving his knee up into Fridge’s balls, and slamming his 

head into his face. It was a bad, bad headbutt. Namely because Flynn hit bone, not cartilage, 

and instantly saw stars. “Goddamn it!” 

“Fuck.” Ray threw the smaller man off and curled up into a ball. The world spun and 

went white. He lay there for a while, fighting the nausea. Eventually he managed to sit up. “Next 

time, how about asking me politely to let go.” 

“Fuck you; you started this,” Flynn replied, rubbing his forehead. Like that would help. 

Ray gritted his teeth and swallowed a mouthful of bile back down. “Fine by me, there’s a 

hole over there.” Without turning, because that would be a bad idea, he pointed to the one he’d 

found the barb in. “Feel free to fall down it whenever you like. Just don’t expect me to come 

rescue you.”  

“I would rather stay in the hole,” Flynn said, sitting up. His head continued to throb, but it 

was his fault. He should have known the Fridge would have a head like granite. 

“Yeah, best place for you. I could throw down bananas when you get hungry.” 

“Racist,” Flynn said, and climbed unsteadily to his feet.  As he was staggering to stay 

upright, he noticed a weird shadow on the ground. Or, wait - was it a shadow? He edged closer. 

“Racist? How do you figure that one? Being cruel to dumb animals, maybe.” The stars 

finally cleared from Ray’s head long enough for him to notice that Flynn had gone again. Fuck. 



Why had he volunteered to play nursemaid for the brat? Rag or Clarkey could do it next time. 

He rolled over onto all fours and sat back on his haunches, fisting the ground to stop it 

slamming into the back of his head. 

“Hey. Mongo, get up. There’s another one of these hole thingies. And I think there’s 

something down there.” 

Ray took a deep breath. Standing did not seem a good option at the moment. He went 

back onto his knees and crawled over to where the young man was standing. The log he’d been 

standing on had moved during their wrestling bout, instead of solid ground underneath, there 

was another pit. He reached into his pocket and drew out his cell. 

“I don’t think 9-1-1 works out here, Lenny.” 

“Did anyone ever tell you that you’re a smart-ass?” Ray flicked the cell on and pointed it 

at the hole. The illuminated surface acted like a torch, revealing that there was indeed 

something at the bottom. Some kind of door. 
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