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PROLOGUE 

 άWŀŎƪΚέ  

Ianto fumbled with the headset, dragging it out from under a pile of paperwork and swinging one of 

¢ƻǎƘΩǎ ƪŜȅōƻŀǊŘǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘŜǎƪ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳŜǎǎΧ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ Iǳō was a mess. 

άWŀŎƪΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

άDƻǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚέ DǿŜƴΩǎ voice crackled through the comm accompanied by the sounds of the 

{¦±Ωǎ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ǎǇǳǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ƭƛŦŜΦ 

ά²ƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΣ ǎŎǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳƳŜǎΦ At least two dozen of them were 

running and the whole system looked as if it were slowly imploding under the strain. 

άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ WŀŎƪ ǿƘŜƴ L ŦƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΦέ 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ǇŀǳǎŜΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ LŀƴǘƻΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΣέ Jack 

said, slightly breathless. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ LΩƳ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǊŜŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎΦέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉuite suppress a smile. 

άDǊǊǊΧ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘ ƳŜΣ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ 9ȄǘŜƴǎƛǾŜƭȅΦέ 

ά²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣέ DǿŜƴ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ, WŀŎƪΚέ 

ά!ƘΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ŎƘŀǎƛƴƎ ŀ ǎŜȄȅ ŀƭƛŜƴ ς Ƨǳǎǘ Ƙƻǿ L ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦέ Jack sounded tense. 

¢ƘŜȅΩŘ Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Iǳō about ten minutes before to find all the security systems down and an 

alien rooting through their stuff. Messily, Ianto thought with annoyance as he finally found the right 

programme amidst the wreckage of the computer. 

ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ƘŜΣ WŀŎƪΚέ 

WŀŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ probaōƭȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜm; Jack was still terrible at talking 

about his past. And whoever it was ǿŀǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǘΧ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ, depending on how 

you looked at it. He had been wearing a Time Agency wrist band ς ǿƘƛŎƘΣ ŦǊƻƳ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜΣ 

was more or less a sign of impending doom. 

Seconds after theyΩŘ appeared the alien had vanished with a grin and a wink and Jack had followed, 

after a sudden frenzy of button pushing and a muttered Ψ{ƻǊǊȅΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ.Ω 

What was it about the other Time Agents that always made Jack run off, leaving the rest of them 

behind? Ianto ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ¢ƛƳŜ !ƎŜƴǘǎΦ 
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άWŀŎƪΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά²Ŝ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƘƛƳΦέ 

άIŜΩǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ WŀƛΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ cŀǎǘƭŜΣ DǿŜƴΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǘƻƭŘ her, having managed to narrow the search boundaries to 

focus just on the wrist bands energy. The two dots blinked out of existence for a second and 

ǊŜŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘΦ άbƻΣ ǿŀƛǘΣ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ōŀŎƪ ōȅ ǘƘŜ docks. Roath Dock, by Old Clipper Road.έ 

άOn my wayΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƛŘǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƳŜΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ, over the sound of pounding footsteps. 

άDƭŀŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ ōƭŀƴŘƭȅΦ άCŜŜƭ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ŀǘ 

ŀƴȅ ǇƻƛƴǘΦέ 

ά²ŀƛǘΗέ WŀŎƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƛƳŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ 

There was the noise of a struggle. And the sound of a gun shot. 

άWŀŎƪΗέ DǿŜƴ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ 

But they were just greeted by silence, and then suddenly an unfamiliar voice: 

άDƻǘ ƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ, WŀŎƪΚέ 

The ear-piece was suddenly alive with a high-pitched feedback squeal that ǊƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ 

head. He squeezed his eyes shut against the pain, white lights dancing across the back of his eyelids. 

άCǳŎƪΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎǿƻǊŜΦ 

The noise stopped as abruptly as it had started ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƻǇŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ !ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

know what he was seeing on the computer screens and then he could do nothing but stare at it in 

horrified comprehension. 

άWŀŎƪΚέ DǿŜƴ ǿŀǎ ŀǎƪƛƴƎΦ άCƻǊ ŦǳŎƪΩǎ ǎŀƪŜΣ WŀŎƪΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ LŀƴǘƻΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚέ 

άIŜΩǎ ƎƻƴŜΧ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ōƻǘƘ ƎƻƴŜΦέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǎƛƎƴŀƭ. TƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ /ŀǊŘƛŦŦ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦέ 
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MONDAY 

There was something about the light that crept ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŜȅŜƭƛŘǎ ǘhat screamed hospital room. 

He lay with his eyes closed for a while longer, not quite wanting to face it. He really fucking hated 

hospital rooms. 

When he finally forced himself to open them, it took approximately two seconds to confirm his 

hypothesis. All it really took was one look at the ceiling. There was a particular white paint that they 

used in the hospitals ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ exist anywhere else. He was almost willing to believe that 

the rift had dumped a load of alien paint somewhere in the NHS and ǘƘŜȅΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ 

most of it. 

LŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƛƭƛƴƎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƛǘ ŀǿŀȅΣ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜ ƛǘŎƘȅ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ Ǝƻǿƴǎ 

would have.  

At least he had a private room. 

Although that did beg the question about where Jai had ended up. 

He sighed; no time for that now. Better make the most of it, he thought, swinging his legs over the 

side of the bed. He tested his legs for a second, but they seemed to be fine and in seconds he was 

searching the room.  

His clothes were missing. Which was annoying. And a little bit worrying; it had taken months, and 

¢ƻǎƘΩǎ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ōǊŀƴŘ ƻŦ ƎŜƴƛǳǎΣ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƛƴŘŜǎǘǊǳŎǘƛōƭŜΦ 

Finally, giving up on his last hope that his coat might have been lurking under the bed, he pressed the 

call button and tried to strike an impressive pose ς not an easy feat in a hospital gown, but if anyone 

could manage it, it was definitely Captain Jack Harkness. 

As it was, the nurse looked slightly less impressed than normal, but that was still something he could 

work with. 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǎƛǎǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀƪŜΦ 

aǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ŦǳƴΦ CƻǊ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǳǎΣέ Jack said just resisting adding a wink. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ōŜŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǎŜƴse of utter disdain that Jack was, for 

a moment, completely floored. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΣ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǇ Ǿƛǘŀƭ ǎǇŀŎŜΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ my 

ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎΧέ 

The nurse raised an eyebrow and, with an overly dramatic sigh, picked up the clipboard on the end of 

his bed.  



4 

 

άaǊ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ ǎǳŦŦŜǊƛƴƎΣ άhǳǊ notes say ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƻ ǎtay here 

ƻǾŜǊƴƛƎƘǘΦ 5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǘƻ Řƛǎŀgree with the 

doctors, so if you could just get back into your bed, go to sleep and leave those of us with work to do, 

to get on with it.έ 

ά[ƻƻƪΣ bǳǊǎŜΧέ WŀŎƪ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŘƎŜΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ 

ŎƘŀǊƳƛƴƎΣ ά²ƛƭǎƻƴΣ LΩƳ ǿƛǘƘ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ǎƻ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŜǊŜΧέ 

ά¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƘƻ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘƻ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ǿƛǘƘΧέ 

άaǊ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΧέ 

άLǘΩǎ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ.έ 

άaǊ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎΣ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ be along shortly. There will be jelly.έ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

IŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŦƭƛǊǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŦƛǾŜ ǎǘŀŦŦ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǘǊŀŎƪ 

down his stuff. It was true what they were saying; the NHS was definitely overworked and 

understaffed. He ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ƘŜΩŘ ƻƴƭȅΣ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎƭȅΣ ƘŀŘ 

two phone numbers pressed into his hand. 

Also, the overworking, might explain why his clothing had mysteriously been stored in an office. 

ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΣ ǎǿŜŜǘ ŎƘŜŜƪǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǿƛƴƪŜŘ ŀt the blushing medical student and started to root through his 

clothing. 

He dressed quickly, but paused for a moment as he strapped his Vortex Manipulator on, flicking it 

open. It was dark, only a dim light holding any promise of life. He pressed one of the less dangerous 

buttons experimentally, recieving a ƴƻǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊƻƳƛǎƛƴƎΣ ΨCȊȊȊȊǘǘΧΩ in response.  

 Oh well. It looked like he was going to have to spend a few more restless nights fiddling with it. 

When he finally found his comm.Σ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜtter, ōǳǘ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅΧ 

It whined lowly as he switched it on, the familiar sign of poor reception. 

άLŀƴǘƻΚέ IŜ ǘǊƛŜŘΦ άDǿŜƴΚέ  

It was no good.  

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōƻǊǊƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻōƛƭŜΚέ 
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άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘΣ .ŜǘƘΣ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΦ ά9ǊǊΧ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ 

ŀƴȅƻƴŜ L ǿŀǎ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ 

It took a moment for the mobile to switch on, and the annoying tune that heralded it was still alive 

surprisingly loud in the quiet, still darkened room. Beth was biting her lip nervously, gazing through 

the doors glass window. 

άbǳǊǎŜ ²ƛƭǎƻƴ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŎƻƳŜΣέ .ŜǘƘ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘΣ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƘŜǊ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ LΩƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ǿŀǘŎƘΦέ 

WŀŎƪ ŘƛŀƭƭŜŘ DǿŜƴΩǎ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ as Beth slipped from the office. 

It rang four times and then Gwen answered. 

άHello,έ she answered, slightly breathless.  

άCŀǘ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƎƻƻŘ ȅƻǳ two are,έ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΣ ά/ŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΦέ 

ά9ǊǊǊΧέ 

ά5ƛŘ you manage to catch Jai?έ 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ, sounding confused. 

ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ƘŜŀǊŘ Rhys ask. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ some !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴΦέ 

άDǿŜƴ, ǿƘŀǘΧέ WŀŎƪ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ wƘȅǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀƴΣ DǿŜƴ /ƻƻǇŜǊΚ ²ƘƻŜǾŜǊ ƛǘ ƛǎΣ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ōǳƎƎŜǊ ƻŦŦΣ LΩǾŜ ƴƻǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ 

ȅŜǘΦέ 

Gwen giggled. 

άDŜǘ ƻŦŦΣέ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ǎǉǳŜŀƭΣ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭƛǾŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ 

And then she was back on the phone again. ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘΣ ά/ŀƴ L ŀǎƪ ǿƘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎΚέ 

Jack cut the call and stood, silent for a moment. Gwen had lived with Rhys for years. Something was 

very wrong. Outside he suddenly heard Beth start talking, trouble had obviously arrived. 

άbǳǊǎŜ ²ƛƭǎƻƴΣέ .ŜǘƘ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƭŀǊƛŦȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ the 

ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ t/h{ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŜ dƻŎǘƻǊǎ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǳǎŜƭŜǎǎΣ ǎƻ LΧέ 

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ who was in Room 4D?έ Nurse Wilson interrupted her sharply.  

Jack lowered the phone slowly. And stared at the screen. The date was clear. 
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MONDAY 

09/05/2005 

ά¢ƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴΣέ bǳǊǎŜ ²ƛƭǎƻƴ ŎƭŀǊƛŦƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǎƘŀǊǇƭȅΦ  

Fuck. 

ά9ǊƳΧ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΣέ .ŜǘƘ ƭƛŜŘΦ 

The nurse swore, inventively. 

ά5ŀƳƴ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǘ ŀǊŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΣ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ 

ŀƴ ŜȅŜ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΦ {ŜŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΦέ 

The phone began to ring again. It was probably Gwen calling back, trying to find out who he was. 

Tracking him down. 

It barely took a second to drop the phone, force the window open and fling himself outside. The door 

had only just begun to open. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

άWho is this?έ A thoroughly angry, surprisingly female, very Welsh, voice asked. 

ά9ǊǊΧέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά{ƻǊǊȅΧ !ƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ .ǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ 

Ǝƻǘ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦΧέ 

Or cut me off on purpose, she thought. 

There was a pause at the other end of the phone. Somehow pointed. It spoke volumes. Someone was 

in trouble, or going to be. 

ά¢ƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ƛǎ ƎƻƴŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ 

άwƛƎƘǘΦ {ƻǊǊȅ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Gwen thumbed her phone off and dropped it back in her bag.  

άbƻ ƭǳŎƪ?έ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǎƳǳƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘƛŎƪƭŜ ŀǘǘŀŎƪΦ {ƘŜ shook her 

head and kissed him quickly on the lips. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ōƭƻƪŜΚ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜƳΣέ !ƴŘȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƪƴƻǿΧέ DǿŜƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ wƘȅǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΦ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ, Gwen. TƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŀǘƘŜǘƛŎΣ ƭƻǾŜǎƛŎƪ Ƴŀƴ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦέ 
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It was an oddly sharp comment, greeted only with silence for a moment. Andy took a deep gulp from 

his lager. He looked uncomfortable, huddled on a stool on the other side of the Pub table. 

ά{ƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΚέ 

ά9ǊǊǊΧέ DǿŜƴ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭȅΦ !ƴŘȅ ƘŀŘΣ ƻƴƭȅ ƭŀǎǘ ǿŜŜƪΣ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ that maybe they could 

move in together and save some money. tŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƭȅ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ƛŘŜŀΣ wƘȅǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

have been round all the time and him and Andy would probably end up killing each other. Plus Andy 

was a terrible cook. {ƘŜΩŘ ŦƻōōŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊǳōōƛǎƘ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ had been feeling guilty about it 

ever since. 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǿŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣέ wƘȅǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άwƘȅǎ has mostly ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘ and decided to change the subject quickly.  

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀǘ ǿƻǊƪ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΚέ she asked Andy. 

άDƻŘ ƪƴƻǿǎΣ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎΚ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ /ŀǊŘƛŦŦΚέ Rhys asked, with a chuckle. Sounding much 

more himself. 

  

ά¢ƘŜȅ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ  

ά/ƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ŎŜƭŜōǊƛǘȅΣέ !ƴŘȅ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΦ 

άDƻŘ ƪƴƻǿǎΣέ DǿŜƴ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ άLΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƘƻŜǾŜǊ ƛǘ ƛǎ Ƙŀǎ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘέ 

ά5ƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ƘƛƳΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άhǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩt there be something 

ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ƛƴΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǊŜǎǘǎ ōƻƻƪ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

άbƻǇŜΦ IŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ƴƻǘ ŎƘŀǊƎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅŜǘΣ ƴƻǘ ǇǳōƭƛŎŀƭƭȅ 

anyway. TƘŜȅΩǾŜ got him locked ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƭƭǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǊƛŘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ƻŦŦΦ 

Only the top brass are even let in there.έ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ !ƴŘȅ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΣ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǳǎ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŘǊƻƴŜǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƴŜŀǊ ƻǳǊ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ƎǳŜǎǘΦ I heard 

they were calling someone in from one of the special branches.έ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣέ wƘȅǎ ƳƻŀƴŜŘΣ άbƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ LΩƳ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ōƻǘƘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǎǳǇŜǊ 

ǎƭŜǳǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

It was a normal busy evening in Cardiff. The streets filled with enthusiastic drunks. A normal busy 

evening in Cardiff nearly five years ago.  
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²ƘƛŎƘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ WŀƛΩǎ ǿǊƛǎǘ ǎǘǊŀǇ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ŎŀǇŀōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ Ǝƻǘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ 

up in the over wash.  

WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜΩŘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘhe hospital, though his 

feet, as always, had led him back to the Plass.  

Another thing to worry about. 

Not only did he have to avoid himself (which, as there were now three copies of himself in Cardiff, 

was going to be difficult enough), but he had to track Jai down, who could be more or less anywhere 

in time or space, which might be near enough impossible. 

Before Jai had appeared again, hŜΩd managed to re-jig his own wrist strap enough to reactivate the 

teleporter, but there was nothing he could do about the time travel, not for another 167 years at 

leastΧ make that 171 years now. 

There was no denying it, ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΦ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ hƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ 

knowledge and technology he needed. And, annoyingly, the easiest way to do that was to talk to 

himself. The danger of Torchwood One discovering there were two of them, otherwise, ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǘƘ 

thinking about. Yvonne Hartman would have a field day. 

Of course talking to himself came with a whole other basket of problems. And not the ones 

psychiatrists usually worried about. 

May, 2005. 

It had just been him and Suzie then. Yvonne had still been holding onto the purse strings like a rabid 

Rottweiler and refusing them enough funding to pay another person. It had been another two 

months before Suzie had found Toshiko. 

God. Toshiko was still in prison. She was still alive. So was Owen. 

And that was the problem. 

He could save them -- warn his past self about Grey or tell himself not to tempt them into Torchwood 

in the first place. Save them all that pain. But it was complicated. It always was.  

And then there waǎ {ǳȊƛŜΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƴŘŜŘΦ LŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƘŜƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 

would still die and it would be his fault. But if they stopped her now, then Gwen would never find 

them.  

What was he supposed to say? Yeah, {ǳȊƛŜΣ ōƛǘ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 

ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ DǿŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ƳŀǊǾŜƭƭƻǳǎΦ  

And I need her. 
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But ƘŜΩŘ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŀǘ way about Suzie once. And maybe he could save her now. But how was he 

supposed to choose between them? And how could he face SuzieΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜΧ 

WƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǿƘŜƴ !ƭƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ƘŀŘ ŘǳƎ ƘƛƳ ǳǇΦ IŜΩŘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛȄ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΩŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ 

earthquake anŘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŀƭƭ ŘƛŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƛǘΦ aŀŘŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŀƭƭ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜΦ But he 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘΦ IŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŜŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǿ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ The responsibility fell on him 

heavily. It always did. 

Of course all that was just, he told himself angrily, trying to find excuses to not do what he had to.  

There was nothing else for it. He needed to go to the Hub. 

TUESDAY 

The Hub was gone. 

bƻΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƎƻƴŜ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǊƛǇǇŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƻƴƭȅ hints that it had once 

been there. But there were no hints. No empty spaces suggesting its loss. It was as if it had never 

existed. 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ¢ƻǳǊƛǎǘ LƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ /ŜƴǘǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ hǊ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŜƭǎŜǿƘŜǊŜΦ tǊƻōŀōƭȅΣ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǎǘǊƛŎǘƭȅ 

tourist point of view, in a much better location, near the centre of the Plass.  

The invisible lift was neither a lift nor invisible anymore. 

Jack had fought and flirted his way into the basements of the nearby buildings and then found he 

could get no lower down. There was no where left to go. The Hub had brooded beneath Cardiff for 

over a hundred years and now there was nothing left. 

Wŀƛ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘΦ  

IŀŘƴΩǘΦ 

The Hub had been there. If Jai had changed somethiƴƎ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŀƭǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ 

been ripples in time stretching back centuries. Plus, Jack would have been having that weird sea 

sickness feeling that he always got around major chronological anomalies. 

Jack dropped down onto a bench. Lost. IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƴƻǿΦ hǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ [ƻƴŘƻn 

and throw himself on the mercies of Yvonne. Never a pleasant prospect. 

And that was if Torchwood London was still there. 
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IŜΩŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ searching that dawn had broken around him and the city was bursting into a 

different, mostly sober, form of life. 

He watched as the street sweepers tidied away the debris of the night before and shops and cafes 

began to open and found his eye drawn to a booksellers on the other side of the streetΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ 

Ianto would do. Research. He got to his feet and headed quickly across the road. 

They worked hard to keep Torchwood out of the public eye, but enough small, uncertain mentions 

crept through that he should be able to check that the London branch was still around. If nothing else 

a history of Cardiff might throw some light on things. 

He smiled at the boy behind the counter with a small nod and started to explore the shop.  

Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ ƘƛƳ ǘŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎǇƛǊŀŎȅ ǘƘŜƻǊȅ ōƻƻƪǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ ƘŜΩŘ 

expected. Then again, some shops were dismissive about that sort of thing. Which normally, for him, 

was a good thing. 

He flicked through a few, looking for anything that might have Torchwood hidden within it. 

Nothing. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ōƻƻƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎimply no mention of Torchwood, 

there was nothing about aliens. No Roswell. No UFOs. No abductions. Not even a book about fucking 

crop circles, and they were a nightmare to cover up. If the normal police thought they had trouble 

with graffiti, they should try dealing with it when it was the size of a field. 

He scanned the shelf again. 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ōƻƻƪ ƻƴ ŀƭƛŜƴǎΦ 

!ƴŘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ the shelves ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

spotted a science-fiction section either. 

IŜ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎƪΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦƭƛŎƪƛƴƎ ƛŘƭȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ƎƻǎǎƛǇ 

magazine. 

άIŜȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿŀǊƳ ƎǊƛƴΣ άL ǿŀǎ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ science 

fiction books.έ 

ά¢ƘŜ ǿƘŀǘΚέ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ look too bright, or too awake for that matter. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ς ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƭƛŜƴǎΧ ǎǇŀŎŜ ǎƘƛǇǎ.έ The boy gave him a blank look. άTime travel,έ Jack 

tried again. 

άhƘΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ Ŧŀƴǘŀǎȅ ς ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǇΣ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŀƴŘ ǎƛŘŜΦέ 
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It only took a minute for Jack to scan the measly two shelves reserved for the fantasy section and 

realise that the aliens were missing here as well. There were a few sci-fi books squeezed in between 

the books of dragons and wizards ς he spotted The Time Machine ς but most of them, even the 

classics, were gone. 

He had an unsettled feeling in the bottom of his stomach. 

Either Torchwood here were frankly outstanding or something was very wrong. 

~*~*~*~*~  

Suzie had the odd sensation that it could see her, even through the one-way mirrorΦ LǘΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ 

horrifyingly human eyes, were fixed upon where she stood. It was unnerving. 

Everything was unnerving. And fascinating. 

It was huddled in a corner of the interrogation room, one arm wrapped around its legs. Human arm, 

human legs, human eyes. Almost. From a distance you might have mistaken it for someone like you. 

Even up close you might have doubted your eyes or your sanity. 

She moved across the small observation room to gain a different angle. Its eyes followed her. 

It was all angles; every limb, thin and long, everything accentuated. Its shoulder blades, its 

cheekbones, its wrists ς everything bony and sharp. And where those bones reached the surface, 

they jutted through the skin. Short, flat plates of different sizes, almost leaf shaped, like an open pine 

cone. Along its shoulders, the outlines visible against his t-shirt, the bones of its hand, its cheeks, its 

nose. Bones vivid in reds and blues. 

¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŘƛŎǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǳǊǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ǉaint or dye. 

{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǎŜΦ ! ƳŀƪŜǳǇ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ And it was almost believable, 

almost, that it was all just makeup, an elaborate disguise. 

But Suzie had seen the scans and nothing on Earth was built like that.  

DSI Hopkins stuck his head around the door, his eyes drawn to the mirror and the figure, his curiosity 

plain. He had wanted to talk to it like it was a human, which was probably why the commander had 

decided she should head the case, whilst he continued with the spate of ǊŜŎŜƴǘ ƳǳǊŘŜǊǎ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŜƴ 

investigating.  

{ƘŜΩŘ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴƴƻȅŀƴŎŜ ǿŜƭƭΦ  

ά¸ŜǎΚέ {ǳȊƛŜ ǇǊƻƳǇǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘƛƻƴΦ 

άWǳǎǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ Ŏŀƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ he was found with has ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘΦέ 
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She saw it smile from behind the glass. 

 

~*~*~*~*~ 

After the fifth book shop with no mention of aliens Jack was starting to lose hope. 

He needed coffee -- ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΣ ōǳǘ {ǘŀǊōǳŎƪǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ It was 

amazing, he thought, how things, even minor things like coffee, could come to underpin your life. 

You came to rely on them. To need them. 

[ƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ŀƭƛŜƴǎΧ ŀƭƛŜƴǎ ŀƴŘ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ŦǳƴŘŀƳŜƴǘŀƭ Ǉŀrt of his life that he 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ begin to comprehend what his life could be without them.  

Wherever here was, hŜ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ just gone back in time. 

There was a queue and some sort of argument as he entered the coffee shopΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ 

had anywhere to go now. 

He glanced at the Starbucks menu, nothing too different and the currency was listed in pounds and 

pennies. Prices which he sometimes still found ridiculous, it was one of those things that made him 

feel old and out of place.  

The Time Agency only had one thing to say about parallel dimensions ς avoid them. Make that two 

things. TƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎΣ ΨƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ȅƻǳΩΦ It had been one of the accepted dangers of taking 

the Wrist Strap, and people had got lost that way, or presumably that way. TƘŜȅΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ returned to 

talk about it. ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ŀƭƭ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΦ 

It must have been the wrist straps. TƘŜȅΩŘ ōƻǘƘ ŀŎǘƛǾŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ WŀƛΣ 

his hand half-wrapped around the boy, buried in the collar of his jacket ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ 
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them both to the cells. Jai must have been trying to escape. Two straps, two destinations ς it had 

been enough. Enough to tear a crack in the walls. And who knew where Jai had ended up, he could 

still be there, wreaking havoc through Cardiff, his own Cardiff. He hoped that Gwen and Ianto could 

handle Jai. Even Jack, the old young Jack, had struggled with him sometimes. 

Perhaps it was the thought of Ianto that finally allowed the voice to filter into his consciousness. He 

looked up quickly. It was him. Young and whole, untouched by aliens and dressed in a green apron. It 

was Ianto. Arguing with a flushed customer. A nervous supervisor was hovering nearby, clearly 

wondering whether she should step in. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ ά¸ƻǳ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƭƭ 

the proper steps ς L ƪƴƻǿΣ L Ŏŀƴ ǘŀǎǘŜ ƛǘΦέ 

Ianto gave the man a look. It was a familiar look, sort of, though not quite right. Like the times that 

Jack had tracked down his favourite authors, the books he remembered from the future, and 

charmed his way inside their first drafts and mostly realised that they still had a lot of work to do. It 

was a look in progress. 

ά̧ ŜǎΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ {ƛǊΣέ Ianto said stifflyΦ άLet me sort it out for you.έ 

The man hesitated for a moment, obviously taken by surprise and then handed the cup over. Taking 

it, Ianto pulled the plastic lid from its top and then slowly and deliberately, never breaking the manΩs 

gaze, picked up a dirty wet rag from behind the counter and squeezed it, one handed, over the cup. 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎǳƛǘ ȅƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊǾƛǎƻǊ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ Ǉŀǎǘ ƘƛƳΣ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ 

άhƘ Ƴȅ ƎƻŘΣ LΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΣ ǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀǇǊƻƴ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊǳǎǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ 

hands. Then he was pushing past the queue, his face tight and angry and hurt. For a moment he was 

ōŜǎƛŘŜ WŀŎƪΣ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ Ǉŀǎǘ ƘƛƳΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƻƻƪ 

at him. Then he was gone. 

Barely thinking, Jack turned to follow him. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

He followed him through Cardiff. Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜΣ ǿƛǘƘŘǊŀǿƴ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ 

this version of him. It was a stark reminder -- no, a stark question ς what would Ianto have been like 

ƛŦ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ Ƙim? 

Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƘŀǘ WŀŎƪ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ōȅ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ. It was more a longing 

to cling to this one familiar thing. 
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He paused for a moment as they reached the hospital. TƘƛǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƛŘŜŀΣ ōǳǘ Lŀƴǘƻ 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ for A&E. Instead Jack followed him into one of the long term care units, stopping 

outside as he closed the door of a private room behind him. 

The room had a large glass window, with a blind giving those inside the allusion of privacy. Jack could 

see through it easily. As the door closed, a dark haired girl twisted in surprise, her eyes startled. She 

was sat beside a bed where a man lay wreathed and imprisoned in wires and machines. 

άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘǊŜŜΚέ WŀŎƪ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ǎŀȅΦ 

ά²ƻǊƪ ƭŜǘ me go earlyΣέ Ianto told her. Moving forward he touched the mans hand, a brief, soft touch 

as if to reassure himself that it was still warm. ά²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ aǳƳΚέ 

wƘƛŀƴƴƻƴΣ WŀŎƪ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎΦ And that meant the man must be their 

father. She stared at him for a second, hesitation in the gaze and then she looked down. 

άL ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘΦΦΦ ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǿŀȅΦέ 

Ianto just nodded. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊǎ ǎŀƛŘΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΣ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΦέ 

Ianto waǎƴΩǘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ. He was staring at his father, his back to Jack, and if he had been looking at 

her perhaps he would have seen the lie. Jack was and saw it. HŜ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ -- he 

was fascinated, and he saw the hurtful lie so clearly on her face that it felt for a second like he had 

been punched in the stomach. 

άLŀƴǘƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇΣ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ǘŜƴǎƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ƻǊ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ 

άaǳƳ ǘƘƛƴƪǎΧ L ƳŜŀƴΣ ǿŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘΣ ǿŜ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƎƻΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘo turn the 

machines off on Thursday.έ 

The silence was horrible. They were both frozen. The only noise the hiss and whine of the machines, 

ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŦǘ ǊƛǎŜ ŀƴŘ Ŧŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΦ 

άtƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ difficult.έ 

άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘΚ IŜΩǎ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǘƻƻ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘΚέ 

άLŀƴǘƻΧέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΦ Iƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ǎƘŜ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΚ {ƘŜΩǎ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ 

ƘƛƳΦέ 
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ά{ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎΣέ wƘƛŀƴƴƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLǘΩǎΧ ƛǘΩǎΧ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

understand, you never listen to her ς ǎƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǊŜǊ nowΦέ 

ά{ƻ ƛǘΩǎ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΚ ²ƘŀǘΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ƳƻǾŜ ƻƴΚ CƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŜŀǎȅΚ ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŎŀǊǊȅ ƻƴ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΣ LŀƴǘƻΣ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƪŜŜǇ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎΦέ 

άIŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ 

άIŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ǿŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƛƭƭ ƘƛƳ ƻƴŜ ŘŀȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŜǾŜǊ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

ōŜ ŘƻǿƴƘƛƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘΧέ 

ά9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΣ ǎƛǊΣέ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ said behind him, and Jack turned to find a detective and two police officers 

standing behind him. FƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƘŜΩŘ forgotten everything else that was happening. ά²ŜΩŘ 

ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ƛǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǘ ŜƴǉǳƛǊƛŜǎΦέ 

Jack thought for a second about running or fighting but he glanced back at the room. Rhiannon had 

stood, she was in front of Ianto one hand reaching out to him. He pushed it away. If he did anything, 

ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ 

He nodded his acceptance. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack was hustled quickly through the police station. He thought that he caught sight of Gwen, dark 

haired and curious, behind a desk, but a moment later he had been hurried into an interview room 

and pushed into a chair. 

One of the police officers was left with him, stood in front of the door. 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ άǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΚέ 

The man ignored him and, sighing, Jack settled down to wait. 

When his interrogator finally arrived, with the detective from the hospital, it was the last person he 

had expected. It was Suzie. 

άaȅ ƴŀƳŜΩǎ 5I SmithΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ōƻǘƘ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘǎ ƻǇǇƻǎƛǘŜ ƘƛǎΣ άŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ 5/LΧέ 

ά/ƻǎǘŜƭƭƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘΦ 

{ǳȊƛŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΣ ŀ ǘƛƴȅ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎǘΦ She was too good for 

that. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƭƳΣ άǳƴŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ōŜǎƛŘŜǎ wƻŀǘƘ 5ƻŎƪΦ 

There were signs of massive water inhalation, from which thankfully and surprisingly you seem to 

have made a thorough recovery. Can you tell me what happened to lead up to that event?έ 
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Suzie should have been in London. TƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊŘŜǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƴŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƻǳǘ 

ŦǊƻƳ ǳƴŘŜǊ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ hƴŜΩǎ ƴƻǎŜǎΣ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƻ /ŀǊŘƛŦŦΦ 

He shrugged.  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ.έ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΚέ Smith asked. 

άbƻΣ ƛǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ L ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŘǊǳƴƪΦ aŀȅōŜ L ŦŜƭƭ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ dƻŎƪΦέ 

ά²Ŝ tested your blood, there was no ŀƭŎƻƘƻƭ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΣέ {ǳȊƛŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

άLǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƴȅ ŎƛǾƛƭ ƭƛōŜǊǘƛŜǎΚέ WŀŎƪ ǉǳŜǊƛŜŘΦ 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ our rights to follow what procedures we deem necessary if we believe the 

ǎŀŦŜǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘǊŜŀǘΦέ 

ά¦ƴŘŜǊ ǘƘǊŜŀǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŀǘΚ ! ŘǊǳƴƪ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƪŜŜǇ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻƻǘƛƴƎΚέ 

ά9ȄŎŜǇǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŘǊǳƴƪΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ōŜƎǎ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ us where you were the 

ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƭŀǎǘΦέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦ aŀȅōŜ L Ƙƛǘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΣ got ŀƳƴŜǎƛŀΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǎƻ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭΣέ {ƳƛǘƘ said and Jack could not hide the slight tensing 

ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ Wŀƛ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΚέ 

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΦέ 

It was not a very convincing lie. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΚέ Hopkins asked and Suzie made a mental note to find out who had told 

him what she had been planning and make their life uncomfortable for the next few weeks.  

άIŜΩǎ been lying to meΣέ {ǳȊƛŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ōǳǘ ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƧǳǎǘƛŦȅ 

herself. ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǎŜΦ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘΚ You questioned him for over an hourΧέ He was gazing at Harkness now, hands in 

his pockets, his face odd. It took Suzie a moment to place his expression ς protective, possessive; the 

look he reserved for the special members of his team. It was the sort of look that Suzie only knew 

second-hand. 

άLt might not be safe for him in there,έ he added. 
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ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƘƛƳΚέ {ǳȊƛŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎΦ  

ά²ƘŀǘΚ bƻΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƭŜǘ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŎǳǎǘƻŘȅ ƎŜǘ ƘǳǊǘΦέ 

IŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ǿŜŀƪƴŜǎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎΦ 

ά²ŜΩŘ ƭearn something from that too. Whatever his reactionΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

άWǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōǊŜŀŎƘ ƻŦ ǇǊƻǘƻŎƻƭΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ƴƻǿΦέ 

²ŜƭƭΣ {ǳȊƛŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀƴƎǊƛƭȅΣ ȅƻǳΩd know all about that, Detective Superintendant Hopkins. He had no 

idea how much she knew about his out of office activities. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

They shoved him into the room unceremoniously. He glanced around quickly -- it was just another 

interview room. HŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ questions 

again. 

άCƻǊ ŦǳŎƪΩǎ ǎŀƪŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎǿƻǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ-way mirror. 

άIŜƭƭƻ, WŀŎƪΣέ Wŀƛ ǎŀƛŘ.  

Jack turned quickly. HŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ Wŀƛ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ huddled in a corner, his arms wrapped around 

himself. He was shivering slightly, his jacket gone, his hand shaking. He tilted his head slightly and 

ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ! ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊΣ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ! ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ WŀŎƪ Ƴŀƴȅ times before. It still made 

WŀŎƪΩǎ breath catch in his throat.  

The Time Agency had been always been liberal with its hiring policies -- as long as you were mostly 

humanoid, attractive, clever, dangerous and had a healthy disregard for morals, you were in. And Jai 

had all of those things. He was beautiful. 

CƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ long coat and threw it to him 

without a word.  

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƭŘΣέ Wŀƛ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻŀǘ on anyway without getting to his feet, it was too long 

on him, pooling around him and loose on his slender frameΦ άHungry, mostly.έ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŦŜŘ ȅƻǳΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ turning away and sitting at the desk, his head in his hands. 

άbƻΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ ŜǘƛǉǳŜǘǘŜ ƻǊ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ LΩƳ ŀƭƭŜǊƎƛŎ ƻǊ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ 

ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ ŀΧ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ, WŀŎƪΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ ŀƭƛŜƴǎ ƘŜǊŜ. None. ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪnow 

the word, ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƴŀƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿŜƛǊŘΣ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ 

ǿŀȅǎΧέ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜ ŦƛŎǘƛƻƴΣ LΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘΣέ Jack admitted. 
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ά.ƛƎ ǿŀȅǎ ǘƻƻΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘΚ tƻƳǇŜƛƛ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƙŀppen here. L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ 

aliens were involved-- ȅƻǳΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ, we were busy. Do you 

ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩŘ ƭŜŦǘ WƻƘƴ ōŜƘƛƴŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎΧ 

How long had it been, a month? No, just three weeks, L ǘƘƛƴƪΧέ 

Jack ignored him. The memory sort of hurt. Anyway, Jai was just talking for the sake of it. He always 

talked too much. It made him seem warm and bright and vibrant, drew people to him. It hid that he 

was cruel and vicious and driven by zealous self-belief. 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǘƛŜŘ ƳŜ ǳǇ WŀŎƪΣέ Wŀƛ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǇŀǳǎŜΦ άhn one of those big tables, just like 

Roswell, examined meΧ Ŏǳǘ ƳŜΦ ²ŀǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ŦǳƴΦέ  

Jack looked at him then, swamped in the coat and childlike. There was something unfamiliar in him, 

his eyes reflective and broken ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ŦŜƭǘ ŀ ǎǳǊƎŜ ƻŦΧ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛǾŜƴŜǎǎΦ CǳŎƪ, it had been thousands 

of years and he still wanted to protect him.  

And there was the yearning. He ached for him. 

He pushed the feeling aside. 

άDoes your wrist strap work?έ he asked instead. Jai shook his head.  

άCǳŎƪΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά²Ƙȅ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

ά/ŀƭƭ ƳŜ WŀƛΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ Ǉƭŀȅ ƎŀƳŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ WŀŎƪΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƳŜ ŀ ƴŀƳŜ, but you kept 

ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻŦŦΦ ¸ƻǳ ƛƎƴƻǊŜŘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŘŀȅǎΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎǿƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ W ƴŀƳŜǎ ǎƻ L 

ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ōŜ WŀƛΦέ 

Jack turned away, took three short steps to the other wall and just resisted hitting it. 

άJohn said you should have called me Jeremiah -- ΨGod will uplift,Ωέ Wŀƛ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άbut you said with 

what we were doing, ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘƻǇŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ DƻŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƛƎƴƻǊŜΦέ 

¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ Wŀƛ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ WƻƘƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŀŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜ 

to keep their best team together ς a present, a child. Though, even at sixteen there had been little 

childlike about him. Of course, that plan had backfired. 

άtƭŜŀǎŜ, Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ WŀƛΦέ 

άWŀƛΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΚ ²Ƙȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΚέ 
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άL ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪ. The Agency, I need it. And I thought, when John told me where you were, I thought 

maybe if I could talk you into coming back, ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŀǾŜΧέ 

Jack turned back to him. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ I would ever go back there after what they did?έ 

ά²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΧέ Wŀƛ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ, ōǳǘ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎǘƻƭŜ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΗέ 

άStole? Jack you begged us to take it, to take away the memories ς you said ǿŜΩŘ ǊǳƛƴŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ 

that you coulŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘΧ ǘǳǊƴǎ ƻǳǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ you 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦέ 

It might be a lie. Jai had always lied. They all had. It felt a little like truth. Painful. What did it really 

change, it was all a long time ago now, his decision had been made then, this future had been forged. 

The good and the bad. 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ? If he could go back and take a different path ς never run away, 

never meet the Doctor, just one life, one adventure ς would he do it?  

¢ƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ƴƻǘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ƻŦ ƴƻǘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ aŀǊǘƘŀ ƻǊ wƻǎŜΣ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀƴŘ DǿŜƴΣ ¢ƻǎƘΣ hǿŜƴΧ 

That alone would normally have decided his answer ς ƘŜΩŘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ōǳƛƭŘ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ 

little planet again and again, and no matter how fleeting they were, or how painful, they were 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭŀŎƪŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ CƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜƴŘǳǊŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜŜƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜŜƴ ǿƘŀǘ {ǳȊƛŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ have been like 

if Torchwood had never found her, never seduced her away. Powerful, successful, surrounded by 

friends, helping people ς not broken and alone and a murderer. 

IŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ hǿŜƴ ŀǎ ƘŜΩŘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ, and of Rose trapped on a parallel earth and of Martha 

walking the world in darkness ς what would they have been like if aliens had never come into their 

ƭƛǾŜǎΚ LŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘΚ LŦ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƘŀŘƴΩǘΚ 

ά²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŜǊŜΚέ hŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƛȊȊȅƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ŀǎƛŘŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ 

ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ ōȅ ƴƻǿΦέ 

Jai laughed softly, though the laugh was oddly halting. ά!ƴƎǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎΚ 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΣ WŀŎƪΦ aŀȅōŜ L ǿŀǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Jack waited for the real answer. 

Slowly unfolding his arms from around his legs, Jai climbed slowly and unsteadily to his feet, using 

the wall to his feet. The long coat fell open and Jack saw the t-shirt properly for the first time. It was 

covered in blood, still wet, he was still bleeding. 
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άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏǳǘ ƳŜΦέ 

Jack saw his hand, resting against the wall, clench against a painful spasm and moved forward just in 

time to catch him as he fell. Jai leant heavily against his chest for a moment, his head resting on 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ. Jai was still the shorter and Jack let his arms settle around him. 

άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅΣέ Wŀƛ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ Ƨǳǎǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ 

could look into each others eyes. 

άLΩƳ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ Wŀƛ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ 

Behind them, Jack heard the key in the lock, the door beginning to open. With his teeth clenched, Jai 

ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ǳǇǿŀǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ ƻǾŜǊ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŜŀǊΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ WŀŎƪ ƘŜŀǊŘ {ǳȊƛŜ ǎŀȅΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƳǳŦŦƭŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŜǎ ƻŦ WŀƛΩǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ, 

and then Jai clasped him tighter and closed his eyes. 

He could feel the sound as it began to steadily thrum through the buildƛƴƎΣ WŀƛΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƴƎ 

him. 

The building around them shook. From the corner of his eyes Jack saw Suzie fall, her hands tearing at 

her ears. In a moment she was still, in another moment she would be dead, but in his own arms Jai 

ǿŀǎ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎƭŀŎƪΣ ǳƴŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƛǎŜ ƎƻƴŜΦ  

Jack gathered him quickly up into his arms, he was lighter than Jack remembered. He did his best to 

cover up the blood with his long coat and tucked the boys head deeper into his shoulder, hoping that 

people would only notice a friend carrying another. It was probably the least conspicuous they could 

look now. 

He carried him through the silent broken police station, stepping over the bodies, carefully not 

looking at them too closely, in case one of them was Gwen. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

DǿŜƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǾŀƎǳŜ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ with Rhys and Andy. That was 

never going to happen again. 

No, ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ IƻǳǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴƎƻǾŜǊΦ 

She reached up her hand to rub her head. There was dust in her hair. She forced her eyes open and 

saw long cracks running along the ceiling. Small streams of dust falling from it. 

Gwen levered herself onto her knees, nothing broken at least. Around her the office was in tatters, 

chairs upturned, files and paper scattered across the floor and the groans of everyone as they righted 

themselves. 
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ά¸ƻǳ ŀƭǊƛƎht, sƛǊΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 5{L IƻǇƪƛƴǎ, one hand on his shoulder, helping him sit up. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ happened?έ He asked, dazed. 

There was the sudden sound of someone coming, from the closed off corridor and Hopkins tensed 

beneath her hand. He was scared. 

ά²ƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άjǳǎǘ ǊǳƴΦέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ōut he was already struggling to his feet, his hand reaching for a gun, hung at 

his side. 

IŜΩŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŘǊŀǿƴ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ 5/L /ƻǎǘŜƭƭƻ ǎǘǳƳōƭŜŘ ǘƘǊough, pushing the door open. Her hair was a 

mess and she was covered in dust, blood seeped from one ear and a bruise was already forming on 

the side of her face. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΚέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ ƎƻƴŜΚέ IƻǇkins asked, horror in his voice and, yes, excitement. άL ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ȅƻǳΧ This is your 

ŦŀǳƭǘΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack slipped back into the hotel room, making sure ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ψ5ƻ bƻǘ 5ƛǎǘǳǊōΩ ǎƛƎƴ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ 

and slipping the chain back into place. The lights were still out, only the soft glow from the street 

lights seeping through the half open curtains. 

It was enough light to see that Jai was awake, though he was still led out on the bed, looking tired 

and hurt, his eyes half shut. Jack moved across to him quicklyΣ ŘǊƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǘƻǿŜƭǎ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ 

ask for onto the bed.  

The old towels had been as grubby as the room looked. All faded pink wallpaper, bare carpet and 

cheap, bland pictures. It was the only place he could afford with the money in his pocket. He doubted 

his Torchwood credit card would do any good here. 

άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΚέ 

ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƛǊŜŘΦ [ƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘǳǊǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ 

ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǿƛƴƎ ƪƛǘ ƛƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŀǇ ƻƴŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƻǘŜƭǎ ƎŀǾŜ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎŜǘŦǳƭ 

guests. 

Jack pulled two small bottles of vodka from his pocket. HŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŜŀƭ ǘƘŜƳ. He pushed one into 

WŀƛΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

άIƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜƭǇΦέ 
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άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǘŀƪŜ ōƻǘƘΣέ Wŀƛ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ƪƴŜƭǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ 

ά!ŦǊŀƛŘ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƴŜŜd this oneΦ ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊΩǎ ƭŜŦǘΦέ 

He waited until Jai had taken a deep swig of his vodka and as quickly as possible prised the t-shirt 

away from his bloody skin. Jai hissed slightly, his teeth clenched together. 

WŀƛΩǎ stomach was a mess of blood, Jack ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀǊǘΦ Carefully his fingers 

traced the cuts, settling at last on the place at the top of his hip where they had obviously dug away 

the flesh to reach the base of the protruding bone and sawed it through, leaving only sharp pale 

edges behind. ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƛǘΦ 

Jai was watching him. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ŀ ǎƻǳǾŜƴƛǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎaid. Jack felt a brief, sudden surge of rage, but bit down on it. 

IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻǎŜ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǊ ƻǾŜǊ WŀƛΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴƛŎŜǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜǎΣ WŀŎƪΦέ  

WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ 9arth or the hotel room. Opening the second vodka bottle, he poured 

some onto one of the towels and began to clean the blood away from the wounds. Jai winced, his 

body shifting beneath the cloth. He took another deep drink of his own vodka. 

ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ WŀŎƪΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴΦ άLΩƳ ǿƻǊǘƘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ this. Take me out, get me drunk. 

²ƛƴŜ ƳŜΣ ŘƛƴŜ ƳŜΦ {Ƙƻǿ ƳŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƛƳŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 

The wounds were as clean as they were going to get. Carefully he opened the sewing kit. Finding the 

needle. 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ Ǉƛƴƪ ǘƘǊŜŀŘ ƻǊ ōƭǳŜΚέ he asked. Jai just laughed, brokenly.  

ά.ƭǳŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘΣ άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ Ǝƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀƛƴǘΦέ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΚέ Wŀƛ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

For a second he ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƭŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƳŜŜǘ WŀƛΩǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŜǘ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƎƘǘΦ Jack 

reached out and stroked the small bones along his cheekbone and Jai smiled, it was tight and pained, 

but still a smile. 

άL ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ōŜƴǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǎƪ ŀǘ ƘŀƴŘΦ Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƴ ŀƎƻƴƛǎƛƴƎƭȅ ƭƻƴƎ 

time to get the needle threaded.  

At last it was done. Jack took a deep breath to settle himself. Jai took another drink. Carefully he 

pressed the needle through the skin, pulling the sides of the cut back together. Compulsively Jai 

ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƎǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŎƻƭƭŀǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ {ǘŜŀŘȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ōƻǘƘΦ 
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For a whƛƭŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǊǇ ƛƴǘŀƪŜ ƻŦ WŀƛΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜ 

needle entered his flesh. Jack worked quickly, eager for this to be over. 

Suddenly Jai laughed breathlessly, though there was little humour in it, the sound coming out ragged 

and pained. 

άbƻǿ this ƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎΣ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦƻŎǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘΦ 

άNo L ƎǳŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΦ There were some bad things at the end, we got involved with 

things ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ haveΦ CƛƎƘǘƛƴƎΧέ WŀƛΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

WŀŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

have. 

Finally he finished. It had felt like it had taken years, though the flashing light on the cheap TV told 

him it had only really been minutes. ¢ƘŜȅ ǎǘŀȅŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΣ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŀǎ WŀƛΩǎ ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊǎ ǎǳōǎƛŘŜŘΦ Iƛǎ 

ƘŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōǳǊƛŜŘ ƛƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŎƻƭƭŀǊΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 

ά{ƻ, ǿƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΦ 

A longer pause. 

άYŜŜǇ ƳŜ ƛƴΣ WŀŎƪΦ YŜŜǇ ƳŜ ƛƴΦέ  

Jai pulled him forward by the collar until their mouths met. A deep, soft kiss. Familiar and reassuring. 

They pulled apart, their faces still close for a second and then Jack stood, pulling away. He saw a brief 

ōǳǊǎǘ ƻŦ Ǉŀƛƴ ƛƴ WŀƛΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ, but it only lasted a moment as he moved to the other side of the bed and 

carefully climbed in beside him. 

WŀŎƪ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ǎƭƛŘƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ŀǊƳ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ WŀƛΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŦƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƻƴŜ 

slipped down, undoing his shirt and slipping beneaǘƘ ǘƻ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻǿƴ 

ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǎǘǊƻƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ WŀƛΩǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ 

It was a long tender kiss, made up of many smaller ones, ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ōǊƻƪŜ ŀǇŀǊǘΣ WŀƛΩǎ 

head ǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻƻƪ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ fell asleep. 

~*~*~*~*~  

Suzie stood as tall and straight as she could manage. The side of her face was still throbbing. Beside 

her Hopkins had regained his composure, his anger hidden again, his careful mask back in place. 

άL ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣέ ǘƘŜ chief constable ǎŀƛŘΣ άǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ, Detective Costello, to put the 

ǇǊƛǎƻƴŜǊǎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ǳƴǎŜŎǳǊŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ 
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άLǘ ǿŀǎΣέ she replied. 

ά5Ŝǎpite the concerns of your superior officerΚέ 

{ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘΦ IƻǇkins had obviously already told him everything.  

ά!ƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ any analysis of the possible dangers of such an action.έ 

άL ǿŀǎ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǿŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ Ǝŀƛƴ Ǿital evidence about the dangers. We had run out of other leads to 

follow ŀƴŘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΧέ 

άYour thinking has allowed a serious potential threat to escape onto the streets of Cardiff.έ 

IŜ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ going to respond again. SƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭƻƴƎ 

since learnt the danger of rising to his bait. 

άLΩǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀŘ Ƴȅ Řƻǳōǘǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ, Costello. YƻǳΩre unreliable, unpredictable. ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ 

ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ƛƴΦ LΩƳ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ that the glowing report you 

ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ [ƻƴŘƻƴ ǿŀǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŜŀƎŜǊ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ 

She fought down the angry flush that was threatening to emerge. 

ά!ƭƭ ǘƘings considered, and following the recent disaster, I think control of the case should be handed 

to DSI HopƪƛƴǎΦ LΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŀƳΦέ 
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WEDNESDAY 

The sun was warm but it was the soft breath against his neck that woke Jack up. The heavy weight in 

Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊƛƴƎΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƻŦǘŜƴ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΦ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǳǇ ŜŀǊƭȅΣ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ 

ready and waiting for Jack. Except when they were woken by the sound of the alarms. 

ά{ƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƭŀǘŜΣέ he murmured softly and Jai hummed, a soft pleased sound, lips pressed against 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ƴŜŎƪ. 

His eyes opened. There were cobwebs on the hotels ceiling. He pulled in a deep breath, crushing 

down the disappointment. Jai kissed him on the nape of his neck. 

άbƻǘ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ late, just waiting impatiently,έ Jai kissed him again, on the lips this time. 

άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ƻƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ōŜŘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

covered with splatters of blood. 

ά.ŜǘǘŜǊΣέ Wŀƛ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƳŜΣ L ƘŜŀƭ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ōƻǘƘΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ŘǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ I 

thought, maybe, John was lying. About you.έ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƻ WƻƘƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

άL ǿŀƴǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜƭǇΣέ Wŀƛ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ άIŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ¢ƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊΦ Dead.έ 

άaŀȅōŜ ƛǘǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ Ƙim. 

Jai paused. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ άǎƻŦǘŜǊΦέ 

WŀŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǇƭȅΣ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜΦ 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƻŘΣ WŀŎƪΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅ was all I ever had. You know how 

ƘǳƳŀƴǎ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ bƻǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀǿ 

this.έ 

Iƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ Ǌŀƴ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǿǊƛǎǘ ǎǘǊŀǇΦ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΦέ 

They lapsed back into silence and even though they were still led close it felt like there was a sudden 

gap between them. Without warning Jai sat up, wincing slightly. 

ά¢ƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƻŘΣ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜǎΦ L worked it out, all the things that had gone wrong and 

it was right from the beginning, from the charter, but I tried to get them to change it and they 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ {ƻ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ if I talked to the inventor, if I talked to Adam Mitchell, told him not to sell the 

patentΧ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜΦέ 
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ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦέ 

ά[ƛƪŜ ǿŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŘΚέ 

ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜΦέ 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ L ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀǎŜΦέ 

ά²ƘȅΚέ 

ά¢ƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘΣ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΦ L ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ, and I 

thoughtΧ I thought maybe there was another way. I thought if you came back the others would to 

ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜōǳƛƭŘ ƛǘΣ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ 

Jai turned to look at him. 

ά²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ Řƻ ƛǘΣ WŀŎƪΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ 

IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǊƻǳƴŘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƪƴŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŀǊƳΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǳǇ ǎƻ 

that both their wrist straps were held between them.  

ά²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦƛȄ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

άLŦ ǿŜ ŦƛȄ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŎǊŜŀǘŜ the accident, we could get back.έ It was a more thought but Jack 

said it out loud. 

Jai sighed, looking down for a second and then back up, his head slightly tilted. He leant forward, and 

ƭŜǘ Ǝƻ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǿǊƛǎǘ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ seize his hand. Holding it in both of his own. 

ά²Ƙȅ ōƻǘƘŜǊΚ ²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜōǳƛƭŘ ƛǘ ƘŜǊŜΦ {ǘŀǊǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ς no problems, no private investors. It could be 

ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴΦέ 

άWŀƛΣ ȅƻu heard them- ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ bƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ƻǊ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƻǊ ƳŜǎǎ ǳǇΦ Wǳǎǘ ƘǳƳŀƴƛǘȅΣ 

ŀƭƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΦέ 

Jai rocked back on his knees and shook his head. [ŜǘǘƛƴƎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŦǊŜŜΣ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜΦ 

ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀƭƭ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƛŜƴǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ aŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƻǊǘƘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ, WŀŎƪΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ Ƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ς practically crawling in the dirt. 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƳƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜȄƛǎǘ ǘƘŜƴ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ L ƪƴŜǿ 

ŀƴŘ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƴŜΦέ 
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WŀŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǇƭȅΦ /ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŜ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ, and, whatever people 

thought, ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ ǊŜŀƭ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƻŦ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ bloodied bed, together 

and apart. 

άLǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘ. άTƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǘŜŎƘΣ ǿŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŦƛȄ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ 

pointless. ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘŜǊƛŀƭǎΦ L ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳΧέ  

Jack gestured meaninglessly. The original time travel had come from this time, but the wrist straps, 

whatever the Doctor said, were complicated technology. Mitchell had needed to jump blindly 

forwards centuries to find the material to make them work properly. 

άWƻƘƴ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ said you never listened properly in classes. We have the strap, with that we have 

everything here on earth that we need to replicate the parts. We just need to synthesise the raw 

materials.έ 

ά²ŜΩŘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƎŜƴƛǳǎΦέ 

ά²ŜΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ƻƴŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀƭƛǾŜ, Jack, have you thought about that? I read her file, 

she could do it.έ 

άLeave Toshiko alone,έ Jack snapped, his voice suddenly harsh. The idea of Jai near Toshiko was 

horrifying, ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘ ǿŀǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŎƭŜŀǊΦ IŜ ǎŀǿ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ŦƭŀǎƘ ƻŦ ŀƴƎŜǊ ƻƴ WŀƛΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ, of 

strength and fury. A sudden reminder of what Jai was really like. 

ά!Ƴ L ǘƻo grotesque, Jack, ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƴŜŀǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΚέ Jai got to his feet, dragging the 

bloody t-shirt back over his head. 

άWǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀƭƻƴŜΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘǊŀƎƎŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚ ¸ƻǳ ŘǊŀƎƎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ ²Ƙȅ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΚ L ƴŜŜŘ ƘŜǊΦέ 

άLǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƻǇ ƳŜΦέ 

Jack got quickly to his feet, reaching out for the boy again but Jai shrugged him off. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƻǾŜǊΣέ Wŀƛ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ŀƎŀƛƴ, and then suddenly Jai was humming and the 

pain was echoing through him, shattering him, and the world went black. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack woke hours later, housekeeping banging on the almost open door, the chain at its limit. The first 

thing he noticed was that his wrist strap was gone, the second was that Jai had gone with it.  
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He took one glimpse around the blood spattered room and decided it was probably better to leave 

through the window, only pausing to pull on his coat. It still smelled a little like Jai. 

Once he was out of the hotel it was more difficult. He had no idea where Jai would go, and nowhere 

to go himself. He wandered aimlessly back towards the Plass, again. 

He thought for a moment of going back to the hospital... back to Ianto. The memories of the few 

seconds before his eyes had opened, ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Lŀƴǘƻ ŦƻƭŘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ, 

blended with the image of him angry and hurt beside Ƙƛǎ ŘȅƛƴƎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŜŘΦ  

He had ƪƴƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŘƛŜŘ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀƭƭ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ ŀ ōǊƛŜŦ 

ǎŜƴǘŜƴŎŜΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ ƻǊ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ǳƴŦƻǊƎƛǾŀōƭŜ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦ 

He pushed that memory aside again with an effort. 

Even without tƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ōŜŜƴ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƻƴŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΣ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

question. 

But he needed something. Someone. Reassurance. His eyes were drawn to a phone box. 

He wanted Gwen. 

The phone was already in his hand, when he hesitated again.  

It waǎ ŀ ǎŜƭŦƛǎƘ ŘŜǎƛǊŜΣ ŀ ǎŜƭŦƛǎƘ ƴŜŜŘΦ IŜΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ DǿŜƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΣ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊŜŦǊŜŜ, and he 

wanted, even if it were just for a second, to draw her into all this? Jack had seen her so many times, 

hurt and broken and lost ς all because of Torchwood.  IŜΩŘ Ǌuined her life by letting her follow him. 

Hers, ŀƴŘ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΩǎ, ŀƴŘ hǿŜƴΩǎ, ŀƴŘ {ǳȊƛŜΩǎ, ŀƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΩs and everyone who heΩŘ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘΦ 

Jai had said that his life had only been worthwhile because of the Time Agency, but he had been 

wrong ς the Agency had sucked them all in and turned them into monsters and unleashed them on 

all those worlds. It had ruined their lives, ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ Řƻ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ 

Torchwood. 

¢ƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅ ƘŀŘ ǳƴƭŜŀǎƘŜŘ Wŀƛ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƻ, and this world stood, 

ǳƴǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎΣ ƛƴ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ƘƛƳ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ 

²ŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ bear to. He owed Jai but then he owed the others too. He had to fight him. 

And he had to do it alone. 

He slammed the phone back onto the receiver, hesitating again. 

He just needed to hear her first, he just needed a reminder of what he was fighting for. 

He picked the phone up and dialled her number quickly not wanting to doubt the decision now it had 

been made. 
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She answered on the fourth ring -- ǎƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŘƛŘΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ, once, that two rings seemed 

desperate, three rings was expected and the other person might give up before the fifth ring. 

άIŜƭƭƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²ƘƻΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ. He knew her, ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƘƛƳ ŘƻǿƴΣ 

get herself involved. The pause stretched between them. 

άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΦ ά[ƻƻƪ, L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ, ōǳǘ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ 

talk to me? L ǿƻƴΩǘ ōƛǘŜΦ aŀȅōŜ L Ŏŀƴ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΦέ 

{ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƘǳƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŏǳǘ 

her off. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴŜǿ ƳŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǊŀƴƎ -- ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ LΩŘ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΦ LŦ ȅƻǳΩŘ 

just...έ 

The line suddenly went dead, then clicked back to life. .ǳǘ DǿŜƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

hear what sounded like a struggle and something else, something different, underlying the whole 

thing. It sounded like an oddly discordant hum. 

άDǿŜƴΗέ WŀŎƪ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ άDǿŜƴΗέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ LΩƳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΣ WŀŎƪΣέ Wŀƛ ǎŀƛŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜΦ άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŎǊŜǿ ƛǘ 

ǳǇΦέ 

άWŀƛΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘ ƳŜΦ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ, ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ 

understand? hƴŎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻǊǘŜŘΣ LΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƻƳŜ. I think you were right, I think we can 

replicate the accident and... Just let me have this. L ƴŜŜŘ ƛǘΣ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅΦ ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƛǘ 

behind like you did. L ŎŀƴΩǘ ōǳǘ LΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦΦΦΦ L want to be proud 

again. And maybe I can rescue Toshiko like you did.έ 

άWŀƛΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ōŜƎƎŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

άL ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ǘƘŜƳΣ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΣ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

There was a slight pause. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅΣ WŀŎƪΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜΚ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƻrture. I 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƳŜΣ L ǿƛƭƭΦέ 

The other end of the line went dead, leaving Jack staring at the phone. Lifeless and cold and 

ŘŜǎǇŀƛǊƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ CƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǿŀǎ ōƭŀƴƪΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ 
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And then ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ Wŀƛ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǳƴƪ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ōǊŀƛƴΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ΨǘƘŜƳΩΦ 

He had to get to the hospital. He had to find Ianto before Jai did. 

~*~*~*~*~ * 

Gwen woke up slowly, her head pounding again, though now the feeling had the taint of familiarity. 

There was an image now as well, an image of something monstrous, an avenging angel. No, not an 

angel. 

It was almost not a surprise when she forced her eyes open to find that she was in a small 

windowless room, nor as she rubbed a hand across her face to find it was caked with dirt and dried 

blood. Neither felt real, but they matched too neatly with the last things she remembered to be a 

surprise.  

!ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩt tied up. 

The only real surprise was that she was not alone. DCI Costello was unconscious beside her, roughly 

flung on the floor, face down, bruised and bloodied. 

DǿŜƴ ŎǊŀǿƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƎǊŀƴǘŜŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅΣ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻǾŜǊΦ IŜǊ 

ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǎǘǊƻƪŜŘ ǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ Řƻǿƴ /ƻǎǘŜƭƭƻΩǎ ƴŜŎƪΣ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǇǳƭǎŜ, though as she 

was breathing lightly that was probably, Gwen thought, more her own ineptitude than something to 

worry about. 

!ǎ ǎƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƭǎŜ /ƻǎǘŜƭƭƻΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭƛŎƪŜǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ and then opened accompanied 

by a hacking cough. She sat up suddenly, her eyes wide. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƘŜΚ Lǘ,έ sƘŜ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƧŜǊƪȅΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ƛǘ ƎƻΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ DǿŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ǘƻ ŎŀƭƳ ƘŜǊ Řƻǿƴ. 

Costello looked at her in blank confusion for a moment. Unsurprisingly perhaps. It was definitely a 

weird situation. 

vǳƛǘŜ ŀǇŀǊǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎΣ DǿŜƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŘƻȊŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ 

ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΦ !ƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ {ƛƴŎŜ /ƻǎǘŜƭƭƻ ƘŀŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ [ƻƴŘƻƴ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ŀƎƻ, 

ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ƳƛȄŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǇǊŜŦŜǊǊing to keep a cold, calculating distance between 

herself and everyone else. 

DǿŜƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǿƻǊƪΦ Even in work her knowledge 

pretty much amounted to the fact that she was always there all hours, tended to get the job done 

and most the people from her department thought she was a bitch. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜΦΦΦ ²Ŝ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŜΚέ /ƻǎǘŜƭƭƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
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άLΩƳ DǿŜƴΣέ she said, nodding and held out her hand. 

άLΩƳΦΦΦ ŜǊǊǊΦΦΦ LΩƳ {ǳȊƛŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǇŀǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ shook her hand. There was blood on it, and grit. 

ά!ƴŘ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜΩǎ WŀƛΣέ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ 

He stood there, unnoticed, the monster who had attacked them. Almost a monster, Gwen suddenly 

found herself thinking, because he was also beautiful and wearing a simple hoodie and jacket and 

there was a shadow of frailty and pain on his face, all of which stopped him seeming entirely 

monstrous.  

ά²Ƙȅ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǳǎΚέ {ǳȊƛŜ ǎǇŀǘ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎΣ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜΦέ 

It obviously meant something, because Suzie blanched beside her. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ƭŀǳƎƘ. άCŜǿ ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

right to cold, detached cruelty like humanity has. And having seen your apartment, Suzie Costello, 

cold detachment seems to be somethƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴ ŀǊǘΦέ 

άWho ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ He smiled, walked towards them and knelt down close to her 

before answering 

ά{ƻƳeoƴŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǿƘƻΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǳǎΚέ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ, sweetheart. YƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Řƻ 

ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΦ LǘΩǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƭǳŎƪƛƭȅ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ƘŜ ŎŀǊŜǎ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ŦƻǊ ōƻǘh of you and--έ 

άWho?έ Suzie interrupted. Jai rose to his feet as he turned to look at her, suddenly towering over 

them again. 

άThe man you locked me in with. You made a mistake, there; ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

long time, not until you forced us back together. I suppose I should thank you for that, but I must 

ŀŘƳƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ LΩƳ ŀ ǎǘƛƭƭ feeling a little bitter. ! ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎŀŘΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ŀƴƎŜǊ ǎƻƻƴ 

enough.έ 

άLǎ ƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ ǎƘŜ saw no point in upsetting 

him unless it was necessary. 

άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΚέ {ǳȊƛŜ asked her not waiting for his answer. 

ά!ƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜΦέ 

ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎΣ ŦƻǊ ƎƻŘΩǎ ǎŀƪŜΚέ 
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ά{ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴΣέ Jai interrupted. ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΦέ 

άLǘΩǎ ǇǊƻŎŜŘǳǊŜΦΦΦέ 

 άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ, Suzie Costello. Not of me, you proved that. No, L ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ 

ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ ǇǳǎƘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ anyone in ς 

ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜƴ ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǾƛŎǘƻǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǾƛŎǘƻǊȅ ƛǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƘǳǊŘƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜƳ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ 

about you.έ 

{ǳȊƛŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƘŀŘ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƛǘǎ Ƴŀǎƪ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘŘǊŀǿƴΦ 

ά{ǘƻǇ ƛǘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀƭƻƴŜΦέ 

There was ŀ ǇŀǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ WŀƛΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ 

ά!ll right. For you. And for him. But she has long since lost any right to my pity. Or my mercy. What 

would you like to know?έ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǎǘƻǇ ƘƛƳΚ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŜǾŜƴ ƳŜǘ 

ƘƛƳΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦέ 

άIŜ ƭƻǾŜǎ ȅƻǳΣ ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ Ǌƛǎƪ ƳŜ ƘǳǊǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ ƘŜ ŎƻƳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƻƴƎ ǿŀȅ ŀǿŀȅ, too and 

ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ, and another her, ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘǊŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǊƭŘǎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ 

ŦƻǳƴŘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƘƛǎΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΣέ {ǳȊƛŜ ǎŀƛŘ ōƛǘǘŜǊƭȅΣ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƛǘΦέ 

άLǘΚέ Wŀƛ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ά¸ŜǎΣ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ L Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀƴ ƛǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛŦ L ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƘŜƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ 

ŘƛŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǊŜŀƭΦ ²ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅΚ IŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ {ǳȊƛŜ /ƻǎǘŜƭƭƻ ς ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 

right. YƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎŜŜǎ ƛǘ ς ƘŜ ƎŜǘǎ ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘǎ ƘŜǊΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ 

ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜΦέ 

With that, Jai turned to leave, making for a large iron door in one wall. Pulling it open with what 

looked like some effort. All the bolts were on the outside. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜΚέ DǿŜƴ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜƭȅΣ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƳΦ 

IŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ǎƛƭƘƻǳŜǘǘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǳǊƴ ǊƻǳƴŘΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ WŀŎƪΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ * 

Jack stumbled at ƭŀǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ǊƻƻƳΣ ōǊŜŀǘƘƭŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŀŎƘƛƴƎΦ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ Iƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ 

was, alone and wreathed in wires ς a cage of tubes and monitors. 
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IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪΦ IŜΩŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǎŜŘΣ ƘŜΩŘ 

thought about {ǘŀǊōǳŎƪǎ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ƘŜΩŘ ǘǳǊƴ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ 

Jones in the phone book to ƻŦŦŜǊ ŀƴȅ ƘŜƭǇΦ IŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦŜƭǘ ǎƻ ƭƻǎǘ without technical support. In the 

ŜƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƘŜΩŘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ǘǳǊƴ ǳǇ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¦nless Jai got to him first. 

Jack pulled in a few deep breaths and then turning, closed the blinds so nobody could stare in as he 

had. He paced to the small window, staring out across industrial Cardiff, carefully ignoring the man in 

the bed. It was surprisingly sunny. 

But the view could only hold him so long, ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎƻƴŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘƛƎƘ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ς his mind 

was trained to it. The view could not hold off the thoughts. 

IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ in the room of a 

dying manΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǿƘŜƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎƘŀǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ 

broken and then remade in the image of Torchwood. 

LŦ ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ς Ianto would 

have fled to London and, eventually, to... 

IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ bƻǘ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ In their woǊƭŘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǳƴŘ ōȅ ¸ǾƻƴƴŜ, but here anything 

could happen. A few more months and the matter would have been out of his hands. 

It was a selfish wish. 

He watched as some gulls, the scavengers of Cardiff, sailed past the window. 

IŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻƳŀ ƻƴŎŜΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƛǘ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ƴƻǿ ς just fractured memories. IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ 

ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƘƛŘing from 

¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΣ ƳƛƳƛŎƪƛƴƎ ƴƻǊƳŀƭƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘΦ IŜΩŘ ƭƛƴƎŜǊŜŘ ƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ 

listening to the people who cared for him ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŜƴ ƭƻƴƎƛƴƎ 

for them to let him die, so he could finally heal and escape from that limbo. 

Perhaps that had been how Owen felt by the end. 

άLǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΦ ά5ŜŀǘƘΣ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘΦέ 

Dying hurt and coming back hurt, but for those blissful moments between it had always been 

peaceful for him. He tried not to think about the things Suzie and Owen had talked about ς the 

movement in the dark. Did Abaddon exist here? Did Death? No aliens, but what about the other 

things? 

He turned at last to look at ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ Lŀƴǘƻ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀbly 

whatever disease was eating away at him, leaving his pale dry skin clinging to his bones. Jack knew he 

could have picked up the chart and known exactly what this thing was. This thing that must have 
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ƘŀǳƴǘŜŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΣ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ to hide behind this one last barrier of 

ignorance. 

άI know your son,έ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ άL ƭƻǾŜ ƘƛƳΣ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ƘƛƳΦ LǘΩǎ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘΦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ .ǳǘ L 

ŀƳ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜΦΦΦ LΦΦΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦΦΦ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƘƛƳΦέ 

He felt the hollow awkwardness of the lie in the base of his throat. Around them the soft hiss and tick 

of the machines carried on and the lie settled and became a promise. A sickening promise that Jack 

ƪƴŜǿ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇΦ 

He was so absorbed in the feeling, in the silent disapproving presence of the man, that he did not 

hear the door open. 

ά²Ƙƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

He was pale, his eyes dark rimmed and heavy with sleepiness. !ƴŘ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎΦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ 

at the sight of him. He was still safe. 

άaȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ.έ He held out his hand ŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘƛƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǘƻǳŎƘΣ 

almost yearning for it. Ianto just stared at it. 

He was dressed casually, all soft colours and soft materials ς jeans and faded t-shirt ς a different 

man. The suits gone. Jack had to remember, he was a different man. He should treat him like one. 

Like a stranger. Behave like a professional. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ Lŀƴǘƻ WƻƴŜǎΚέ 

ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άaǊΦ WƻƴŜǎΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊΦέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΚ Lǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƧƻƪŜΚέ 

άLΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƴƻǘ. IǘΩǎ ŘŜŀŘƭȅ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΦέ 

ά²Ƙƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƭŀŎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ 

άL ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜΦΦΦ ŀƎŜƴŎȅ.έ The familiar lie slipped out. ά/ǳǊǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

activities of a dangerous individual who we believe might make an attempt on your life. LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 

sent to keep an eye on you. To protect you.έ 

Jack was carefully trying to keep his voice neutral, desperately trying to hide his need for Ianto to 

trust him. To have faith in him. 

Ianto groaned. άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘƛǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǊƳŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ 

~*~*~*~*~ 



35 

 

ά[ƻƻƪΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŀǘ ǿƻǊƪ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΣέ {ǳȊƛŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŀƴƴƻȅŜŘ ǎƛƎƘΣ ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ Ŏƻǳƭd talk 

ƳŀȅōŜΦέ 

Gwen paused for a moment, she had been examining the small high window in the wall where dusty 

sunlight was filtering through. Even if they could get up there she was pretty sure it was too small for 

either of them to get through. Still she could see what looked like a street and there was a faint hum 

of traffic and even if no shoes had wandered past yet, if they could break the window then when 

they did they could shout... 

{ǳȊƛŜ ǿŀǎ ŎǊƻǳŎƘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǾȅ ƳŜǘŀƭ ŘƻƻǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀlone now for over an hour, 

according to the scratched face of her watch, ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǿƻǊŘΦ The things that Jai had 

told them had felt to her like it was hanging between them, an invisible barrier. 

άbƻōƻŘȅΦΦΦέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŘŜƴȅ ǿƘŀǘ {ǳzie had said and then stopped herself, deciding to 

ǎǘŀǊǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΦέ 

There was a pause, accompanied by the faint sound of metal grating against more metal as Suzie 

worked at one of the bolts. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƧǳǎǘƛŦȅ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣέ {ǳȊƛŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ 

άNo,έ DǿŜƴ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ, ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪΦ LǘΩǎ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ. L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƪƴƻǿ 

ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŎŀƴΩt be true. I mean, you came all the way from London ς big and impressive and good at your 

job...έ 

άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ōŀŘ ǘƘƛƴƎΚέ {ǳȊƛŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ 

άbƻΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƴƻǘΦ .ǳǘΦΦΦ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΚέ 

There was a heavy pause. 

άWǳǎǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣέ {ǳȊƛŜ ŀŘƳƛǘted a moment later. 

άLΩƳ ŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǘƻƻΣέ DǿŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ άwǳōōƛǎƘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ 

Suzie turned to look at her, sharp surprise in her eyes. 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣ L ƪƴƻǿΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭƭ ǎƳǳƎ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ς no 

competition, always spoilt. Bǳǘ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΣέ DǿŜƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŀƳōƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŧƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΣ ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀƳŜ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ 

hǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǊŜǎǎǳǊŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǊ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴŘΦΦΦέ 
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DǿŜƴ ǿŀǎ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ {ǳȊƛŜΩǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ŘŀǊƪΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ IŜǊ 

words trailed feebly away. 

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ L ŘƛŘ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜǊ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣέ {ǳȊƛŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ 

άaŜ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴŀōƭŜ ōǳǘ ǘƻƻ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ŀǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ 

ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ {ǳȊƛŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǾǳƭƴŜǊŀōƭŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ  

άaȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǿƻǊǎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ƘŀƭŦ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΦ It crossed her mind for a fleeting second that 

it was probably a good thing that her mother and BrendaΣ wƘȅǎΩ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ had hated each other at first 

sight, if not before. IŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŜǾŜǊ ōŀƴŘŜŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ŘƻƻƳŜŘΦ 

Suzie turned back to the door. 

άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΚέ DǿŜƴ ǘǊƛŜŘΣ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘǊŀǿ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ 

the conversation. 

άLΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǇǎȅŎƘƻŀƴŀƭȅǎŜ ƳŜΣέ {ǳȊƛŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

ά!ƭl ǊƛƎƘǘΣ L ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻΦ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΣ 

ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Ǉǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΦΦΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀŎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻΣέ {ǳȊƛŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΦ 

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ. WŜΩre Welsh, we hate seeing English people being better than us at anything. 

5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘǊǳŜΦΦΦ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΦέ 

Suzie straightened up, climbing to her feet as the door slowly and painfully swung towards them, its 

hinges freed. 

άAll right,έ DǿŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΣ άLΩƳ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ Sodding English.έ 

Unexpectedly Suzie laughed. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘȅ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƳŜ?έ 

ά¢ƘŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅ thinks ƛǘΩǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

IŜΩd finally caught him the third time and convinced Ianto to stop to talk in Splott of all places, and 

now they were sat beside the canal. Jack thought that maybe this time he might believe him. He 

hoped that he wouldΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΣ ŦǊŀƎƛƭŜ LŀƴǘƻΦ .ŜŦƻǊŜ, he would have 

just reached for him, drawn him in and drawn him out. Even with a stranger he might have. 
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But this Ianto was something different, something in between. He was a stranger and a lover and 

ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΦ WŀŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƘŀǎŜ ƘƛƳ 

away again. 

ά²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ōŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƳŜΚ LΩǾŜ ƴƻǘ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦΦΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΦΦΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘǊǳŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ Lŀƴto shot him an angry look. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΦ !ƴȅǿŀȅ, why should I believe you? You could be 

insaneΦΦΦέ 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘΦ ²ƘŜǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΣ aǊΦ WƻƴŜǎΣ L ǿƛƭƭ do my job. I will follow you and I will 

ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪΣ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǎǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ L Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǾŜ ƛƴ ŘŀƴƎŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ agency I work for has always had a 

difficult relationship with the police; they tend not to listen to our warnings until itΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜΦέ 

Jack had a fleeting image of the Judoon ς uninspired and implacable. HŜΩŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳ 

for years. Not since the incident in London, anyway, and not for a long time before that. 

Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƛȄŜŘ on the slow movement of the water. ά²Ƙŀǘ 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ Řƻ ǘƻ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΚέ he asked softly. 

The wind rose for a second, lifting their hair. 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ and reaching out touched his hand. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳ, pulling his hand away, 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ, or him. You 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΦέ He rose quickly to his feet, clearly meaning to leave again.  

Jack pushed himself to his feet, grabbing his arm. άLŀƴǘƻΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

¢ƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ƛǘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊƛǘȅ ǎƭƛǇ 

dangerously between them. Gwen had teased him once ς told him that as soon as anyone heard him 

ǎŀȅ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΦ 

They stood for a second like that, frozen in place, the closest they had been in this world, their eyes 

locked together. Jack felt the paused and felt himself lean, naturally, forward slightly. Then Ianto 

shook his hand off. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ, he sounded uncertain of exactly what he was forbidding. 
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άLΦΦΦέ WŀŎƪ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǊƛǇǇŜŘ ŀǇŀǊǘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ŀƴ 

explosion in the distance.  

Without meaning to, Jack grabbed Ianto again, holding his arms tightly. He felt shaken, and it must 

have shown -- LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΦ [ŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ, both 

their eyes scanning the sky and both finding the plume of smoke steadily beginning to snake through 

the air. 

άLǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǎƻƴΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜǊe was another explosion, more smoke 

ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊǊƛŦȅƛƴƎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎ ǊŀŎŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ. 

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƳeƴΩǎ ǇǊƛǎƻƴΣέ ƘŜ said. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ?έ Ianto asked and then, suddenly realising how they were stood, pulled himseƭŦ ŀǿŀȅΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ 

ƘŀǾŜ ōƻǘƘ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ IŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ǇǊƛǎƻƴ ŎƭƻǎŜŘΦέ 

Another difference. 

άIŜΩǎ ƎƻƴŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ άIŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜΦ 5ŀƳƴΦέ 

ά²ƘƻΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά{ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ L ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ in the direction of the smoke. 

~*~*~*~*~ * 

¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŀƭŦ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŜŀƎŜǊ ŦƻƻǘǎǘŜǇǎ ŎƻƴǘǊŀǎǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ {ǳȊƛŜΩǎ 

reluctant ones, when the first explosion flung them to the ground. 

Gwen just managed to get her hands beneath her in time to cushion the fall, the stinging of the grit 

mixing with the numbness of the impact. For a second she just saw pure whiteness and then the 

ground faded back into clarity beneath her. Her head was pounding again -- she needed another 

painkiller. What wŀǎ ƛǘ ƘŜǊ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΚ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛǘΣ ΨƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ 

ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ǊŀǘǘƭŜΩΦ 

As the initial shock faded away she felt a gentle rumble beneath her palms. It was like the feel of 

traffic but deeper, more menacing. She might have thought that it had been an earthquake and this 

the aftershocks, if another ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛƻƴ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŜƭƭ ƻŦ ǎƳƻƪŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

reached her nose. She pushed herself carefully onto her knees and then into a more comfortable 

position. Her trouser was ripped, the knee beneath it bloody and grazed but definitely movable. 

Suzie was still stood, staring into the sky, where twisted smoke was beginning to rise, it looked like it 

was a few streets away. With a slight frown, she turned back and offered Gwen a hand. Thankfully, 

Gwen took it and allowed herself to be pulled to her feet. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘǳǊǘΚέ {ǳȊƛŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ 
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ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǎƻƴΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻ,έ Suzie paused for a moment, ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 

It ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ ƛǘΦ 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊŜǎǘ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊǎ ƘŜǊŜΦΦΦέ DǿŜƴ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΦ 

She knew what Suzie knew -- that, unarmed and with no backup and no means of calling any, their 

duty was to head back to the station. But her heart was pounding fast and her fingers tingling ς and 

ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƭƭΦ Something was happening and she wanted to 

know what it was. 

Their eyes met for a second and without saying a word they began to move quickly towards the 

prison. Two more explosions echoed towards them as they moved. The damage was clear, a gaping 

break marring the tall outer walls, rubble littered to either side. They moved cautiously towards it, 

pausing either side, pressed against the remnants of the stones and peered inside. There was a lot of 

ǎƳƻƪŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ DǿŜƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ŦƻŎǳǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōƻŘȅ ƻŦ ŀ 

guard led nearby, his body was curled on the floor, his hands on his ears, blood seeping from 

beneath them and from his nose and eyes. 

There was another explosion and the sound of brick and stone scattering and sliding and groaning. As 

the wind shifted and the smoke cleared a little Gwen saw the new wing of the building. Its corner had 

broken away, scattered around its base, all five storeys now open to the air. Before it stood the 

small, easily recognised form of Jai. He barely looked capable of such destruction was barely moving, 

had no recognisable weapons. But then there was a deep, painful, rumble of noise from his direction 

and another section of building shivered onto the ground. 

Suzie caught her eyes and mouthed silently, ά²ŜΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΣ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ * 

Ianto hesitated for a moment and then, not quite knowing why, began to run after him. Their path 

took them along the silent, almost deserted banks of the canal, only passing one man walking a dog 

and then they emerged into the streets of Splott. Here, the people were almost frozen, half paused 

for action, unsure of what to do. It was like that moment when you startled a rabbit and it hesitated, 

half in flight and half out of it, deciding whether you were a threat. They raced past them, startling 

them further, eyes wide and confused. 

Another explosion and a few began to move. 

As they passed Ianto saw the twitching of curtains, worried and angry faces peering out at the smoky 

sky. None of it felt quite real to him, he felt outside of it, outside of himself ς as if he was watching 

himself in a movie where strange things were happening. Moving towards the danger and through it 

all the large hulk of the hospital brooding intently over them. 
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They were in Adamsdown before Jack paused, his breathing heavy, his face pricked with sweat. Ianto 

stopped with him, took two deep breaths and grabbing him forced him against the wall. ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ 

ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 

CƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƛȄŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ƛƴǘŜƴǎƛǘȅ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ 

mouth slightly open, and his breath suddenly soft. Another explosion. The echo of it trembled 

through the wall and through them both. 

Jack looked away, back in the direction of the prison, and Ianto felt the breaking of his gaze like a 

sudden, sharp loss. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƛƳŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦέ 

ά¢ǊȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ Ψsomeone else you cared about.Ω WƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ 

Ianto shook him slightly, pressing him hard back into the wall. Wanting answers. Wanting his 

attention again. Jack looked back at him, angry now and roughly, easily, pushed him away. 

άDid you mean me? Did you mean ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚ ²ƘȅΚέ There had been something in the 

ǿŀȅ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ Lŀƴǘƻ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎǊŀǎǇ ƻǊ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ 

Jack sighed. ά¸Ŝǎ, I meant you. LǘΩǎ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ƳŜΦέ 

άLike I said, complicated.έ He paused for a moment, looked torn about what to do and then, with a 

grimace, ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΦ LΩƳ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ 

identical to this one ς in that world you work for me... I care for you and for the girl inside that 

ǇǊƛǎƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ƛǎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƻƻΦ !ƴŘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǎƻƻƴΣ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƘǳǊǘ ƘŜǊΦέ 

It was... well, ΨunbelievableΩ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƻ ŎƻǾŜǊ ƛǘΦ 

άL ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ was ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘΦ [ƻƻƪΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜ ōǳǘ L do haǾŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΦέ 

Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƘƛƳ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘŜƴȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΦ From 

the edge of the alleyway he could see people running past, cars crashed and abandoned and the air 

filled with dust and smoke. He had a sudden glimpse of his father, in his death bed, untouchable. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΚ !ƴŘ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜΣ ƘŜ ŎŀǊŜǎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƻΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ WŀŎƪΦ 

ά5ŜŜǇƭȅΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ * 
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She pressed herself further into the corner, wishing the wall would swallow her, longing it to. She 

could feel the building vibrating through the stone. 

A small part of her, the part still called Toshiko, was busy trying to work out what was happening, 

ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǳǎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƎƻΦ There was another explosion, 

loud and painful and the sound of screaming. She pressed her hands painfully against her ears, not 

wanting to hear it. 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǘŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻΣ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƎŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƎƛŎŀƭ 

immunitȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ōǳǘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƴǳƳō ς ǎƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ 

terms with how it was always crushingly noisy here or destructively quiet and she had no choice over 

which she was caught in. 

Another explosion, more screams. Another voice was screaming at her now, a broken desperate 

voice in her own head -- ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΣέ it said, ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ǊŜŀŘȅΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ōŜ ǊŜŀŘȅΦέ 

But she had learned long past that listening to that voice only caused trouble and pain, so she 

pressed herself further into the wall wishing that it would swallow her and never let her go. 

~*~*~*~*~ * 

Alex Hopkins drummed his fingers against the police cars dashboard in frustration. Their siren was 

blazing, but the streets weǊŜ ƎǊƛŘƭƻŎƪŜŘΣ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǎ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ 

In the distance there was another explosion and his fingers paused for a moment and then took up 

the beat again, more incessantly now. If he had been off duty when the attack had happened he 

would have already been there and half the team would have been on the way, weapons at the 

ready. He should never have taken the promotion, it took up too much time ς too much time playing 

it by the book. 

άCǳŎƪ ǘƘƛǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŦƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ his seat belt loose and pushing the cars door open. 

ά{ƛǊΚέ {ƳƛǘƘ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ŎƭŜŀǊΦ 

Alex was already out of the car, he leaned back down for a moment, looking back into the car. άLΩƳ 

going on by foot. Call through to the station and get there when you can.έ 

ά.ǳǘ {ƛǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǘƻŎƻƭǎΦΦΦέ  

There was definite panic ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƴƻǿ ōǳǘ !ƭŜȄ ǿŀǎƴΩt listening. He slammed the door and, with a 

feeling of excitement and joy, began to run, winding through the abandoned cars. 

~*~*~*~*~ 
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The sky was beginning to darken as they reached the prison, the smoke standing out palely against it. 

The building, the remnants of it, was in tatters, walls broken and smoking and bodies everywhere ς 

ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ƳƻǎǘƭȅΦ Wŀƛ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ǿƛƴƎΦ The scene had a 

sickeningly familiar feel to Jack, one he had tried to escape again and again but had never managed 

to. A battlefield. The perpetual soldier, someone had called him that once long ago and far in the 

ŦǳǘǳǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭŦ ƻŦ ƛǘ. 

He glanced wearily and as surreptitiously as possible towards Ianto. Neither had said anything since 

they left the alley. Ianto ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǊŜŀŎǘŜŘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ 

ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΦ IŜΩŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛme ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘ Lŀƴǘƻ 

ōǳǘ ƴƻǿ ƛǘ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōŀŎƪ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜΩŘ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ŀōƻǳǘ [ƛǎŀ ς guessing and second guessing and 

hoping and hopeless. And mostly lost. 

Jack ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘƛǎ Lŀƴǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ǎƻ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ things that 

made him seem the same. 

He felt the deep rumble of danger that underscored those rare moments whenever Jai appeared in 

his dreams, one of the endless lost souls that haunted his nights and kept him from sleep. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ 

The easiest route inside seemed to be to scramble up the rubble, ignoring as much of its hidden 

horrors as they could and steadying themselves against the sudden rushes as the stone slipped away 

beneath them. They emerged, mercifully quickly, into the one of the fourth floor corridors, its end 

now gaping hungrily at the smoky sky. Jai was there, crouched in front of a door, his lock picking 

ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ /ƭŜŀǊƭȅΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōƭŀǎǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻǇŜƴΦ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦ 

As Jack pulled himself inside, Ianto besides him, another cracked brick shifted beneath his feet, 

rattling down the heap. 

Wŀƛ ǎǘƻƻŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀŎŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƳƻǾŜŘΣ ŀƭŜǊǘΦ 5ŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΦ WŀŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ 

ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ As he saw Jack his face twisted angrily and then his eyes 

settled upon Ianto. The boy was tense beside him, nervous and angry, never a good combination. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΣ WŀŎƪ? Pǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΚέ 

άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƘŜǊΦέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΣέ WŀƛΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦƛȄŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ LŀƴǘƻΦ CƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ 

silent, something twisted inside Jack. 

ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƭƻƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŘǊȅ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƘƻŀǊǎŜΦ 

άΩLeave him aloneΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƘŜǊΧΩ Who do I get to play with, Jack? You always used to be so good 

at sharing. Iƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƛƴǎƛǎǘ ƻƴ ƛǘΚ ²Ƙŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳΚέ IŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΦ 
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Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǇƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΣ ǎǘƛŦŦŜƴƛƴƎΦ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ? That ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŀƳΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŀƳΚ ²Ƙȅ ƘŜ ǎŀǾŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǿΚέ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ŜȅŜǎ ƴƻǿ ŦƛȄŜŘ ƻƴ LŀƴǘƻΦ 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜΩǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΣέ Wŀƛ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳΦ LŦ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƴȅ Ŏƻƴǎƻƭŀǘƛƻƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 

enjoying it. I should know. L ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎǘ, his face a careful mask. That, at least, felt uncomfortingly familiar. 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜΦΦΦέ WŀŎƪ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ōǳǘ Wŀƛ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ 

ά9ƴƻǳƎƘΦέ 

Jack wrenched his eyes away from Ianto, beginning to move just a moment too late. In a single, fluid 

move Jai turned, gripped the door by its handle and the small window set in it and ripped it loose. 

Jack expected there to be a scream, something, a reaction but instead there was simply silence. Jai 

was staring inside. 

άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǘΚέ IŜ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎide and pushed into the cell. 

Toshiko was curled in the corner of the room, her hands around her head, her face buried into her 

knees.  

JackΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ǿŀǎ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΦ 

There she was. 

Alive. Terrifyingly, gloriously alive. 

He turned to face Jai. άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƳŜ WŀŎƪΚέ 

~*~*~*~*~  

Gwen edged up the stairs carefully behind Suzie. The gun felt wrong and heavy in her hand. They had 

taken them from the bodies of the guard. Whatever had killed the ones outside had spread farther 

and faster than she could have believed possible. ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ Ŧound anyone alive until they reached 

ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ǿƛƴƎΦ 
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They could hear the sound of voices, male voices above them. There were three of them, one of 

them instantly recognisable as Jai, none of them noticed as they rounded the corner. She stared at 

the other two ς one of them had to be Jack. Her eyes fixed upon one, he was dressed in a long 

military style coat, dusty but impressive. IƛƳΣ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƘƛƳΦ 

Suddenly everybody was moving, Jai dragging a door, terrifyingly, from its hinges ς the man pushing 

past him, suddenly out of sight.  

άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƳŜΣ WŀŎƪΚέ {ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ Wŀƛ ǎŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ƳŜƴŀŎƛƴƎƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ 

humming drifted towards them. It felt like the soft, subtle sound was vibrating through her skull. 

Without warning, Suzie stepped forward, her gun raised and fired.  

The noise stopped, Jai fell backwards, one hand clenched to his neck, his eyes piercing them for a 

moment. And then he screamed, a horrid, wet sound.  

It was almost as if she saw the sound, rippling through the building towards her, she flung herself 

backwards into a doorway, pressed against a door. The wood shaking beneath her and around her 

the building began to fall. Collapsing as easily as a house of cards. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack heard the gunshot and Jai suddenly fell backwards, clutching his throat. He had no idea what 

was happening but as he saw thŜ ƳǳǎŎƭŜǎ ƛƴ WŀƛΩǎ ŎƘŜŜƪ tighten he knew what would happen next. 

There was no time to do anything. 

He turned, the world both speeding past and moving sluggishly slow. 

Toshiko was still huddled in the corner, unmoving. There was no time. 

He flung himself over her. All he could do. 

{ƘŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ ōǳǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ς then her hands buried themselves in his collar, clinging 

to him. 

And something hit him. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Alex staggered through the gap in the wall as the final collapse happened. Dust and debris surged 

towards him, almost knocking him from his feet. As the dust passed and his stinging vision cleared, 

he saw the prisonΧ ƻǊ what was left of it. It was much worse than Alex had expected, more like a war 

zone than a building ς filled with the personal tragedies that each battle left. IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊ 

ƻƴŎŜΣ ƛǘ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƎƻ ƴƻǿΦ IŜΩŘ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ. It had been one of those 

things that haunteŘ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ŜǾŜǊ ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŜǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǎŜƛȊŜ 
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on that fact. He could see it, sometimes in his dreams, in that same newspaper type you saw in 

superhero movies: 

ΨCƻǊƳŜǊ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŎƻǇŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ƭƛŦŜΣ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŀǘƛǎŦȅ his violent desires, turns 

vigilante.Ω 

The whole dream probably said rather too much about his psyche. 

He was still picking his way through the rubble when the last person he expected stumbled dustily 

out of the darkness. It was Gwen Cooper, there was blood on her forehead, but it looked like it 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ōŀŘ. He moved to her as quickly as possible. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

She nodded and then winced, one hand reaching for her forehead. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƴŜŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǇƛƭƭǎΣ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴ ǎŀȅǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŦŜƭƭ ŀǿŀȅΦέ 

She swayed slightly and he caught her, stopping her from falling, she gripped one of his arms. 

άL ŀƭǿŀȅǎ liked you,έ she said her voice soft and slightly slurred. άIŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ wƘȅǎΦΦΦέ 

She sighed, leaning into him and he choked back a startled laugh. IŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƛƪŜŘ ƘŜǊΣ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 

keeping an eye on her ς just in case he needed someone else... 

άLǘΩǎ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘ DǿŜƴΣ ǎǘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ DCI Costello is?έ 

There had been people out searching for them both for hours. Panicked people. Nobody wanted to 

find out there was a cop killer around. 

She seemed to sharpen, shook her head slightly and peered across the rubble. 

ά{ƘŜΩǎΦΦΦ ǘƘŜȅΦΦΦ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŦŜƭƭΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘƛƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘΣ 

ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘŜƭǇΦέ 

IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ǿƘƻ ΨǘƘŜȅΩ ǿŜǊŜΦ Lƴ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ DǿŜƴ ƻnto what looked like a 

relatively stable pile of masonry and began to dig. It was easy to find the first man, already half out of 

the rubble, but too weak to pull himself free. 

άIŜȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ άLΩƳ ŀ ǇƻƭƛŎŜƳŀƴ. How are you feeling?έ 

The man gave him a scathing look which in a lighter situation might have made him laugh. 

άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ, ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ Ƙƛǎǎ ōŜǘǊŀȅƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀƛƴΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ōǊƻƪŜƴΣ 

ƧǳǎǘΦΦΦ ǎǘǳŎƪΦέ 



46 

 

Alex shifted the heaviest bits of stone with a grunt of effort. The man was young, early twenties at 

ƭŜŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ wing of a 

prison. 

άhYΣ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇǳƭƭΦΦΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 

άLŀƴǘƻΦέ 

άDƻƻŘ ²ŜƭǎƘ ƴŀƳŜΦ LΩƳ !ƭŜȄΦ hkay, LŀƴǘƻΣ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ pull you out. What I need to do is to 

let me know if ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘǳǊǘƛƴƎΦ !ƭǊƛƎƘǘΚ bƻǿ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǊŜŀŘȅΦέ 

.ǊŀŎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅΣ ƘŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŀǊƳǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘΦ Lŀƴǘƻ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ 

deep breath and then another and nodded and Alex heaved. 

!ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ, with the sound of ripping material and a groan 

of pain, he slipped free.  

They rested for a second, both breathing deeply, Ianto cradled against his chest. Across from him he 

saw Gwen getting back to her feet, shaky and loose. He was about to tell her not to, when Ianto was 

suddenly rising to his own, stumbling away from him. 

ά{ǘŜŀŘȅΣ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘΦΦΦέ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ōǳǘ Lŀƴǘƻ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

άIŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ was over hereΧέ He started moving the crumbled bricks, pushing and 

ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘΦέ 

Alex glanced for a second at Gwen, she was stood a little way away, on one of the few bits of 

precarious floor remaining, looking around her. He looked back at Ianto and the pile of rubble ς he 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ ƛƴ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎǘŜǇǎ ƘŜ 

was besides Ianto, digging as well. 

It took them nearly three minutes to reach the man ς Jack Harkness, he thought, their escaped 

prisoner ς and when they did he thought his initial reaction had been right. He was dead.  

He looked back at Ianto. The boyΩǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ōƭŜŀƪΦ IŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ. 

Without warning, the body ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƭǳƴƎŦǳƭ ƻŦ ŀƛǊΣ ǎŜƛȊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎΦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƛŘŜΣ 

his face streaked with blood and dust and very much alive. Alex steadied him, his fingers brushing his 

wrist and he felt a shudder like electricity running through his hand. 

ά!ƭŜȄΚέ he said, shocked recognition clear on his face. 

άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳΦΦΦέ !ƭŜȄ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ōǳǘ Jack was scrambling to his knees, looking suddenly scared. It struck 

!ƭŜȄΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƘȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǎŀǿ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƻŦǘŜƴΦ 
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άtƭŜŀǎŜ, let ƘŜǊ ōŜ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΣέ he muttered and as he shifted Alex saw why. There had been a girl 

sheltered beneath him.  

{ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΣ ƴƻǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ WŀŎƪ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ -- then she flinched. Jack laughed, a 

sound of utter relief.  

άLǘΩǎ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΣ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 

Slowly, unsteadily, her hands moved away from her face and through lank hair, dark stunned eyes 

stared at them. 

άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳΣέ WŀŎƪ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƛƳōƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΣ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ 

hers. She had a few bruises, but he looked remarkably unƘǳǊǘΦ !ƭŜȄ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ 

blood had come from. 

άLΩǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿǊŜŎƪŀƎŜΦ  

Alex reached her first and with horror saw Suzie, like a rag doll, led amidst the rubble. Gwen knelt 

beside her. 

ά{ƘŜΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ άōǳǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƘǳǊǘ. SƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘΦ ²Ŝ 

ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΦέ 

He was barely aware of the other three reaching them.  

άbƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘȅΣ άL ƪƴƻǿ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΣ ƘŜΩǎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦέ 

IŜ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ {ǳȊƛŜΩǎ ƭƛƳǇ ōƻŘȅ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜΦ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

They moved through the streets dark, deserted streets quickly, one of his hands gripping Toshiko 

firmly, pulling her with them.  

Jack spared one gƭŀƴŎŜ ōŀŎƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǎƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ Wŀƛ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ. Then his 

eyes fixed upon where Alex was carrying Suzie.  

It had been so long since he had seen him. January 31st, 1999 ς it was a date difficult to forget for so 

Ƴŀƴȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎΦ IŜΩŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ Řŀȅ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜΩŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

seen him before that. How he had failed to notice what was coming. 

And here he was, years after he should have died ς alive and whole and still a hero. 

Saving Suzie.  

If Alex had lived, would Suzie have gone mad? Would he have succeeded where Jack had so 

spectacularly failed? 
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He could see both of them, images flashing through his head ς both clever and brave and strong and 

heroic and broken and mad and murderous. For a second, he had to stop ς pulling in a deep breath, 

trying to calm the madness ς watching the two of them drawing father away from him ς again. 

Then he was running again. Following them. Again. 

He felt torn and tired and broken, the only thing settling him, the warmth ƻŦ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ 

stumbled after him. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƛǘΣέ !ƭŜȄ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ WŀŎƪΩǎΣ as they reached a big imposing building. 

The look lingered for a moment and then he turned back and pressed the bell. 

It was long minutes waiting for the door to open and when it did, with how he felt now, Jack would 

hardly have been surprised to find Owen behind it. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦΦΦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ WŀƳŜǎΣ 5ǊΦ WŀƳŜǎ [ŀǿǎƻƴΦ Only a scattering of grey hairs at his temple, different 

from how Jack remembered him. James Lawson. Who had died as millions of people had counted 

down to the end of a millennium. He surveyed them with a stern critical expression, only slightly 

marred by the fact that he was wearing a dressing gown, and sighed.  

άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ƳǳŎƘ time for us recently,έ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƴŀǇǇƛǎƘƭȅΣ ƎƭŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ !ƭŜȄΦ ά.ǳǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

expecting you to put a new team together and if you truly had to, you could have at least taken 

better care of them.έ 

!ƭŜȄ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǇƭȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎŀȊƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ǎƛƭŜƴǘƭȅΣ openly, pleading. 

Jack wondered if this James was in love with Alex too ς deeply, annoyingly, unrequitedly in love. 

¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ǎƭŜǇǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ WŀƳŜǎΣ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƻƴŎŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ς finding solace, relief 

and maybe a little joy in each ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ bodies. Each thinking of Alex. 

James had told him once, in the not quite bitter light of morning, that he thought maybe it was 

better like that ς that he enjoyed their friendship hidden behind ill-disguised sniping and moaning. 

And that at least that way it never really changed. 

And then Alex had shot them both. 

άhƘ ŦƻǊ ŦǳŎƪΩǎ ǎŀƪŜΣέ James groaned moving asideΣ άŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ. The last thing I need is you lot drawing 

ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ LΩƭƭ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŘƻƻǊǎǘŜǇ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 

IŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŘƛǊǘȅΣ ǘƻǊƴ ǳƴƛŦƻǊƳΦ 

άaore police,έ he added. 

~*~*~*~*~ 
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Alex watched as James swept the cooking utensils off his kitchen table. It was large and wooden and, 

if you looked too closely, had ingrained blood stains from the other bodies that had led on top of it. 

He lowered Suzie onto it and without speaking for a moment they set to work, James pulled her 

bloody shirt open, to reveal the gaping gash across her stomach, as Alex searched through the 

cupboard for the emergency surgery kit. 

άbŀǎǘȅΣέ WŀƳŜǎ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ά.ǳǘ ƭǳŎƪȅ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƻǿŜǊΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 

ά{ǳȊƛŜΣέ !ƭŜȄ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘΣ ά{ƘŜ ǿƻǊƪǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ 

James looked up at him, his eyebrow quirking upwards slightly. 

ά.ǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǊƪ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΣ !ƭŜȄΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ŀƴŘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘΦΦΦέ ƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦΣ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ 

ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜ ōǳǎȅ ǎƻƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ Řƻǳōǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ŜƭǎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǘǘŀŎƪΦ 

ά±ŜǊȅ ŦƭŀǘǘŜǊƛƴƎΣέ WŀƳŜǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭŜŀƴǘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘΣ ǇǊƻŘŘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ άDƻŘ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘȅ L 

ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

άLǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ŎƘŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ƎƻƻŘ ƭƻƻƪǎΣέ !ƭŜȄ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

He caught a glimpse of movement at the corner of his eye and looked up to see Jack leaving the 

kitchen. He looked back to see James watching him.  

ά¸ƻǳ ǘǿƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ DǿŜƴ ŀƴŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ς άI need you to go and get me 

towels ς as many as you can carry. TƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳŜǎǎȅΦ ¦ǇǎǘŀƛǊǎΣ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŘƻƻǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΦέ 

!ǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŜ ǘurned back to him. 

άDƻ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŀǊǇƭȅΦ 

!ƭŜȄ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜƭǇΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ 

him. 

ά{ǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎƭȅΣ !ƭŜȄΣ LΩƳ ŀ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƳŀǊǾŜƭƭƻǳǎ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊŜ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΦ LΩƭƭ 

get those two to help me ς L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǎƻ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ 

ƴƻǿΦέ 

Alex hesitated again and James glared at him. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƎǊŀǾƛǘȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΣέ WŀƳŜǎ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ άDƻŘ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎ, but you draw people to 

you. When I look at you, I want to be near you ς no matter what ς and when I look at him I feel 

ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ felt like that about anyone else, ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘ 

ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƛǘ ǘƻƻΦ You want adventure? WŜƭƭΣ ƘŜΩǎ ƛǘ. Go and talk to hƛƳΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ 

ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΦ bƻǿ ōǳƎƎŜǊ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƛǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŜǊƻŜǎΦέ 
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~*~*~*~*~ 

It was one of those old, falsely grand houses that held odd echoes for Jack. He could remember when 

these houses were new and fresh, and now they were dusty, slightly faded, ghostly. It was all dark 

woods and rich patterns and beautiful complicated windows decorated with edges of coloured glass. 

The living room was dark, the only light coming from the moon, spilling across the dusty carpet. 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƭƛƴƎŜǊŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎǿƛǘŎƘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŦŜƭƭ ŀǿŀȅΦ wƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

ready for a bit of darkness. He sat heavily on the couch and let his hands run across his face, trying to 

smooth out the aches and pains, rub away all the hurtful, lingering memories. 

IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŜΩŘ ƭƻǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦŜƭǘ ǎƻ 

alone. So unsure of how he fitted into this jigsaw. And a bit of him felt that if he could find where he 

fitted, find where his edges matched theirs, and then the picture would change ς suddenly become a 

tragedy. 

His hands were still rubbing, uselessly at his face, when he felt someone sit down on the sofa beside 

him. Jack looked up. It was Alex, all soft rough edges. 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Jack almost laughed, the feeling brewing in his stomach unable to burst through with Suzie laid open 

on a table next door. That had been the first thing AleȄ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ 

Torchwood One. 

ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴ WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ, momentarily enjoying the taste of the familiar words and 

the feel of the soft memory. 

Those first few weeks with Alex had been tight and uncomfortable ς all last names and aggressive 

bravado ς ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘǎΣ ƳǳŎƘ ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘǎΣ !ƭŜȄ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎ ƘƛƳΦ Lǘ 

had worked of course. 

 ά{ƻΣέ !ƭŜȄ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴŜ nonchalantΣ άL ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴŜǿ Ƴȅ 

name whŜƴ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ŀ ǿŀȅ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ƛǘΦ ¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜŀŘ 

ƳƛƴŘǎΦέ 

There was a pause and Jack suppressed a frustrated sigh. 

ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘ ƳƛƴŘǎΚέ !ƭŜȄ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ƧƻƪŜΦ 

άbƻǇŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ άLΩǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘΣ ōǳǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀ ǎƪƛƭƭ L ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘΦέ 

Nor wanted, he thought. Mind reading was not so much a double-edged sword as a very sharp 

single-edged one -- it was just that it was always the wrong edge that was sharp. Right now though, 

with Alex sat quiet and unshakable beside him, he might have been willing to reconsider that 

position. 
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ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘ, ƴƻ ƳƛƴŘ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎΣέ !ƭŜȄ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ. ά{ƻ Ƙƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜΦέ 

! ŦŜǿ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ŦƭƛǘǘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƳƛƴŘΣ ŜŀŎƘ ŀǎ ǳƴƭƛƪŜƭȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ. He dismissed them 

ŀƭƭΦ !ƭŜȄ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΦ He took a deep breath ς ƘŜΩŘ ǘǊǳǎǘŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΣ ǘƘƛǎ LŀƴǘƻΣ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ 

had failed to end. And if anyone was likely to actually understand, then it would be Alex. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻƴŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ. άhƴŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ς some completely 

different and some, some with just one little thing changed. Those worlds can almost feel like this 

ƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǇƭŀŎŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦΦΦέ 

IŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣ ŘŜōŀǘƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ƴŜȄǘΣ !ƭŜȄ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛƴǘŜǊrupt him. 

άL ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƻǊƭŘǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ άL Ǝƻǘ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ōȅ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘΦ aŜ ŀƴŘ WŀƛΣ 

the alien who attacked the prison. άhƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǊƭŘ L... know you.έ His mouth had hovered for a 

ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ΨƪƴŜǿΩΦ !ƭŜȄ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ have noticed or if he had, had chosen to ignore it. 

Jack waited in silence for a moment that felt like hours but probably was not even minutes. ά²Ƙŀǘ 

ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ōŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŀƴȅ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΦ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƳŀŘΣέ !lex said after a secondΩs hesitation. άBǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ōŜΦέ 

ά²ƘŜƴ James answered the door...έ Jack started and Alex looked at him too quickly, his mouth 

quirking slightly. 

ά{ƻ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǊƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ WŀƳŜǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ? HeΩƭƭ ōŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘΦέ 

άIŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ member of your team... and I was, too. I was going to ask -- he mentioned a team here. 

WƘŀǘ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǘŜŀƳΚέ 

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǊƎŀƴƛǎŜŘ ς just a small group of us. Investigating mysteries, going after criminals the 

ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǿƻƴΩǘΦέ 

άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜΚέ 

άtǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƴƻǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L ǘǊǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΚέ 

ά.ȅ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ. Iǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ Ŧŀƭƭ ƛƴǘƻ ǇƭŀŎŜΦέ 

Jack put the answer aside, though it troubled him, settling at the back of his mind, an uncertain 

threat. An unasked question. ά¸ƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ Ƨǳǎǘ 

disbelief. 

ά̧ ŜǎΣέ !ƭŜȄ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

ά²ƘȅΚέ 



52 

 

He laughed, a soft sound in the moonlight. άL ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴŜǿ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜΣέ ƘŜ 

told him. ά.ǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ that feeling -- the feeling that something bigger is supposed to be 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΦέ  

WŀŎƪ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŜŎƘƻŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ Lƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ !ƭŜȄΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ς ΨLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ-first 

century, WŀŎƪΦ 9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀŘȅΦΩ 

άLΩǾŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ Ƴȅ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜ. What sort of man would I be if I turned away from 

ƛǘ ƴƻǿΚέ 

Probably a wise one, Jack thought. Not like me, not like Jai, or Martha or Owen or Gwen or Rose or 

you. ά!ǊŜ ȅou going to call the ǇƻƭƛŎŜΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǊŜǇƭȅƛƴƎ ς there was no reply he could 

give. 

Alex was watching him closely. ά¢ǿƻ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ ǇǊƛǎƻƴŜǊǎΦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ, 

Jack Harkness. MŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΦέ 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

!ƭŜȄΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ WŀŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŀǊƎǳŜ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 

smiled with a slight nod. 

άWhich just leaves one question,έ Alex said. ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƛǎ ŀƴ ŀƭƛŜƴΚέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Gwen met the boyΩǎ eyes as they stood, lost for a second, in the bathroom. The same tired, drawn, 

baffled expressions and, for a second, breathless desperate laughs broke from both their lips.  

άLǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ŀ ōƛǘ ƳŀŘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ she said softly, as they both regained themselves and he began rooting 

through a cupboard. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƴ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ,έ he said but he smiled, a slightly broken smile, as he turned and pushed 

a pile of towels into her arms. ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ŘƻǿƴΦέ 

She was half way down the stairs, when she noticed the girl from the prison. She had completely 

forgotten her. She was stood by the front door, her back pressed against it, looking scared and 

abandoned but not about to escape. DǿŜƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦ What did you 

say to a convicted terrorist? 

Before she could make up her mind, Gwen had swept past her and into the kitchen. She glanced back 

ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩt see her. The boy had paused in the doorway of the room next door. He stood there, 

immobile for a second and then swallowing turned and followed her into the kitchen. Gwen ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

recognised the girl until just ǘƘŜƴΣ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ς ǎƘŜΩŘ 

known who she was ς ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻ {ŀǘƻΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΦ Mostly Gwen had felt sorry 
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for her ς ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ǎǘŀǘŜ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎ ǘƻ ƘŀŘ Ƙeld her mother captive. 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ŦƻǊ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŀǘ ǊƛǎƪΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǎ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ 

Alex wasƴΩǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ, and for a moment, she paused, awkward. The doctor met her eyes and 

smiled. 

άLΩƳ WŀƳŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άLŀƴǘƻΣέ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΦ 

άDǿŜƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŀŘŘΣ ά!ƴŘ ǎƘŜΩǎ {ǳȊƛŜΦ {ǳȊƛŜ /ƻǎǘŜƭƭƻΦέ 

άwƛƎƘǘΣέ WŀƳŜǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ άThis ƛǎ {ǳȊƛŜ /ƻǎǘŜƭƭƻΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ǎƘŜΩs going to be alright, I 

Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǇŀǘŎƘ ƘŜǊ ǳǇ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΦ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƘŜƭǇΣ ōǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ -- LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊǳǎǘ 

you to do anything more than pass me things.έ 

Gwen glanced back at where Toshiko was stood again, she had turned away, her face pressed against 

the glass of the door. When she looked back, James was watching her.  

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ L ƻƴƭȅ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴŜŜŘ ƻƴŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ me ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦέ 

She nodded gratefully and turning headed back down the corridor. 

Toshiko turned large, frightened eyes towards her as she approached and Gwen, realised with a 

silent inner curse, how she must look filthy in her battered police uniform. But then, she was used to 

being the last person anyone wanted to see, in her uniform. 

άaȅ ƴŀƳŜΩǎ DǿŜƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇǳǎƘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ǿŀǊƳǘƘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ 

ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 

Toshiko looked away for a second as if it were a difficult question. 

ά¢ƻǎƘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊƻǳƎƘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǳǎŜŘ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΦ 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ, ToshΦ L ōŜǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ feeling a little scared. L ŀƳΦ .ǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜ 

here.έ 

 ` 

¢ƻǎƘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƻƭŘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŜ Ǝƻ upstairs and get cleaned up a little. I 

ƪƴƻǿ L ƴŜŜŘ ƛǘΦέ 

Another pause, but then Tosh nodded and Gwen followed her thankfully up the stairs. 
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Gwen ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǾŀŎȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƘŀŘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ 

of that recently.  

{ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǇǊƛǎƻƴǎΣ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ, and had mixed feelings about them. 

And there had been times, when she was at an arrest, when the criminal was just teetering on the 

ŜŘƎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǇƭǳƴƎŜŘ ȅŜǘ into true evil, that she wondered sending them to one was the right 

thing to do. Now, thinking of the trembling broken girl hidden behind the door, she was less certain 

than ever. 

Toshiko emerged from the bathroom, back in her clothes, pink-faced and hair wet. 

ά²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ a momentΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά²ƘƛƭŜ L ŎƭŜŀƴ ǳǇΚέ 

Tosh nodded, a slight movement and, biting her lip, stepped out of the way. 

DǿŜƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƧŀǊΦ  

She surveyed herself critically in the mirror for a second ς she was bruised and dirty and dusty. With 

quick economic movements she pushed the plug into place, turned on the tap and shrugged off the 

bits of her uniform that looked most police-like, until she was left in her trousers and the black vest 

she wore underneath. Then, stopping the tap again, she began to wash the worst of the dirt and dust 

from her skin and hair.  

It took about two minutes, all told, one eye always fixed on the door and Toshiko. 

Afterwards she paused only to look at herself in the mirror again (better, if not great) and, gathering 

up her uniform, headed back to Toshiko. 

ά!ƭƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣέ she told her brightly and then, pausing only for a split secondΩs doubt, pushed the door 

opposite open. 

Thankfully it was a bedroom. 

άWŀƳŜǎ -- ƘŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƻǿƴǎ ǘƘŜ Ƙƻǳse -- ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΣέ DǿŜƴ ƭƛŜŘ, the 

sudden urge to put the girl back together - to rebuild her - winning against any sense of the 

professional distance she should have been keeping with a convicted criminal. 

Toshiko walked inside slowly, her eyes brushing across the room. Gwen hovered in the doorway, 

uncertain. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚέ she asked after a second. 

For a moment, as the girl turned quickly to look at her, it seemed as if Toshiko would just nod again. 

But then she spoke. άtƭŜŀǎŜ, ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜΦέ 

ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǿƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻΦέ 
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She prattled more nonsense, aware she was doing it, as Toshiko climbed uncertainly into the double 

bed and then settled onto the mattress next to her. 

ά{ǳǇǇƻǎŜ LΩŘ better shut us up and let you go to sleep,έ she said after another moment. 

άbƻΣέ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǉǳƛŎƪŜǎǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ȅŜǘΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜ, Ƨǳǎǘ ƪŜŜǇ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ 

ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘΦέ 

9ǾŜǊȅ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŦƭŜŘ DǿŜƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ -- it was a terrible thing, sometimes, to be told you could 

say anything. Something. 

άhYΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŦƻǊŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƻŦǘΦ άaȅ ōƻȅŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 

ƳƻǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎƻǳǇƭŜǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΣ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ 

barely ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƭƛƪŜ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ !ƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΦΦΦέ  
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THURSDAY 

James lost track of how long he had been working -- he always did. But the grey light of dawn 

appearing outside the window was enough to tell him it had been hours. 

¢ƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ aƻǎǘƭȅ ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŜƳ ǘƘŜ ōƭood and 

now it was just ǘƛŘȅƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ {ƘŜΩŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ōŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŘŀȅǎΣ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ a fighterΧ and 

every complaint Alex had ever uttered against her said that she was. 

άbŜŜŘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜŀŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ŀƴŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ 

They had worked mostly in silence. The only sound that of the soft murmur of Alex and the man 

talking next door. Every now and then the boyΩs eyes had drifted in their direction. Thankfully it 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀŦŦŜŎǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊƪΦ IŜ had blanched only briefly as James had opened her up and had then set 

to work efficiently and thoroughly ς even his spare medical kit was now organised.  

After another half an hour or so, James was satisfied. Setting down the needle, he turned and quickly 

washed the blood from his hands and arms. His shirt was ruined. Again. 

When he turned back, Ianto was sat in one of the kitchen chairs, his hands clasped together, staring 

at a thoroughly uninteresting spot on the kitchen floor. He looked exhausted. No, not just exhausted 

ς ΨǎǇǊŜŀŘ ǘƻƻ ǘƘƛƴΩΣ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŎŜΦ There was obviously something troubling him. 

James sighed -- he was a doctor, this was where he was supposed to step in and ask and be 

sympathetic and magically solve everything.  

He was steeling himself for the first inevitable question when Ianto spoke. άLŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻƳŀΣ 

ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇΣ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅΚέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŘŜǇŜƴŘǎ ƻƴ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣέ WŀƳŜǎ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǘǊǳǘƘŦǳƭƭȅΦ  

ά.ǳǘ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΦΦΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΦέ 

James paused for a moment before answering. ά{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ǳǇΣ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

ǘǊǳǘƘΦέ 

Ianto stayed perfectly still for a moment and then as a soft laugh drifted from the other room, he 

twisted rapidly in his seat towards the sound ς startled back into the world of the living. For a second 

James saw sorrow and anger and jealousy and grief mixed on his face. 

άL ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎΣέ WŀƳŜǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ, not waiting for a response, he went to get Alex. 

He was sat next to the other man ς an interesting portrait in familiarity and ease and tension. They 

both looked up, surprised and slightly guilty as he entered. TheyΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ 

next door. 

ά{ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά!ƭŜȄΣ L ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ ƘŜǊ ǳǇ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΦέ 
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It was with a certain sense of reluctance that Alex followed him, leaving Jack alone. Neither they nor 

Ianto said anything as they re-entered the kitchen and Alex gathered Suzie into his arms, and it was 

with equal silence that they climbed the stairs. James pushed the door to his bedroom open, to find 

Gwen and the other girl curled in his bed. Peaceful and comfortable. Alex shot him an amused look, 

as he pulled the door back shut and headed to the room next door. For once he was grudgingly 

thankful that his parents had left him with this big, sprawling heap. This one was thankfully empty 

and Alex settled Suzie gently onto the bed. He looked at her for a second and then straightened, his 

eyes already past James focused on the door. 

άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻΦΦΦέ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ōǳǘ WŀƳŜǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƭƭ ƴƛƎƘǘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ !ƭŜȄΣ άDƛǾŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦέ 

ά{ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΚέ 

James tutted in annoyance. 

άCƻǊ ŀ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǿƻǊǊȅƛƴƎƭȅ ǳƴǇŜǊŎŜǇǘƛǾŜΦ /ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŘƻǳōƭŜ ōŜŘ ƴŜȄǘ ŘƻƻǊ ǿŜ 

Ŏŀƴ ōƻǘƘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

Neither spoke as they climbed into the bed -- ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎΦ IŜ 

was almost used to it. Almost. Nothing could quite take away the dull ache it provoked. Though even 

that was mostly worth it. 

James lay on his back, staring at the ceiling as Alex fidgeted besides him. Eventually he felt Alex roll 

onto his side, so that he was facing him. He could almost feel his eyes watching him. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΣέ !ƭŜȄ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά!ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ƴƻǘΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƪŜŜǇ ōƻǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ At night. With bodies.έ 

άL Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΣέ !ƭŜȄ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎ to sound genuine. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣέ WŀƳŜǎ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ōƭǳƴǘƭȅΦ 

Alex grunted in annoyance and reaching out shoved him softly. 

ά{ǘƻǇ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƳƛǎŜǊŀōƭŜ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΦέ 

Giving up James rolled onto his own side so they were face to face. Noses too close together. 

ά{ƻ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ƘŜΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΣέ !ƭŜȄ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘΦ 

²Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΣ WŀƳŜǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ and ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘǊŜŀŘƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ LΩƭƭ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

follow you. 
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~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack watched as Alex and James left the room, feeling the old sting of pain. He was already scared of 

losing them again. All of them. 

The clock on the wall said it was half past seven. They must have talked for hours, though hŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

truly told Alex much, ƘŀŘƴΩǘ known what he could say. IƴǎǘŜŀŘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ just talked of anything and 

nothing. Explored each other in words. 

Jack sat down heavily on the sofa ς lost again. IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƘƛƳ ƻǊ 

see him but was suddenly aware of him, stood in the doorway, staring at him. Their eyes met and 

Jack waited for him to speak first. He had no idea where they stood now. 

Ianto looked away first. άLǎ ƛǘ ǘǊǳŜΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΚ !ōƻǳǘ ǳǎΚέ 

ά¸Ŝǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǊŜŦǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǿŀȅΦ ά²Ŝ ŀre sleeping together, me and him, but 

ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘȅ ƘŜΩǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǘŜŀƳΦέ 

Ianto moved into the room, his eyes scanning the bookshelves, glancing out at the grey window. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜ ƭƛƪŜ? This other me?έ he asked. 

For a moment Jack saw Ianto clearly in his mind ς his 

Ianto. Brave and broken, heroic and monstrous, 

passionate, clever, beautiful. His. The image of him 

hurt, like it was splintering inside him. 

άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦέ 

ά²ƘȅΚ ²ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ōǊŜŀƪ ǎƻƳŜ ǊǳƭŜΚέ 

άtǊƻōŀōƭȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ not what 

L ƳŜŀƴǘΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƘƛƳΦέ 

Suddenly a phone began to ring, shrill in the stillness of the morning, Ianto pulled the mobile from his 

pocket and stared at it blankly for long seconds. Then with a small shake of his head, he switched it 

off and dropped it on the table beside the doors to the garden. 

ά{ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ άLǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

He thought he saw a swift flash of anger, and suddenly the boy was moving towards him. Ianto 

seized his face and ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǇǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ 

awkward for a second, teeth clashing and knees tangled against the sofa. Jack shifted, twisting so 

that Ianto was beneath him, breaking apart only long enough to catch a quick breath, and then 

kissing him again. LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΣ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛǊǘΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

buttons loose. 
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It felt right. It felt like Ianto. 

With the last thought, everything came rushing back to Jack. Where he was, who this was. He pulled 

sharply away from him.  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 

Ianto was breathing heavily, his eyes hurt and pleading. ά²ƘȅΚ ²Ƙȅ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΚέ 

WŀŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ -- it just was. Ianto lunged upwards towards him for another kiss but Jack 

turned Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƭƛǇǎ ŦƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΩs pause and then 

Ianto bit him softly, just on his jaw lineΦ WŀŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘƛǎƎǳƛǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǎǇ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ 

throat. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ ǘŜŜǘƘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŜƴǘŀƴƎƭŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƘƛƳΦέ 

άL ŀƳΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜǘŎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

Jack paused then, looking down at Ianto. He looked fragile, like he was about to break. 

άtƭŜŀǎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

Jack hesitated for a second longer and then leaned in, kissed him again, slower this time, more 

gently, deeper. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

The dream faded, an insistent beeping pulling it apart. Gwen thought it was her alarm and reached 

out, half blind to knock it back into silence. Her hand found nothing and she was suddenly aware that 

the bed felt wrong and the room was too cold and that everything smelt different. Her eyes opened, 

for one panicked moment she was lost and then she remembered, sitting up sharply. 

Toshiko was already awake, scared, curled up in a protective ball inside the bedding. 

¢ƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǊƛƴƎƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜǊǎΦ 

Struggling from the bed, she tracked it down. Hidden amidst her pile of abandoned clothes ς she 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǎŜ ƛǘΦ {ƘŜ ŎƭƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ōǳǘton quickly. 

άIŜƭƭƻΚέ 

άIŜƭƭƻ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΣέ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ WŀŎƪΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Ianto pulled his trousers back on, the silence awkward between them. Jack leant back against the 

sofa and squeezed his eyes shut. He was too old for this. Too old and too tired. 
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The sofa shifted beneath him as Ianto got up. He rolled over onto his side, letting his eyes fall back 

open. He watched Ianto push open the patio doors and walk into the garden, outlined by the 

morning sunshine. Pulling himself reluctantly into a sitting position, Jack fastened his trousers, 

climbed to his feet and moved over to the door, buttoning his shirt. 

Ianto looked young in the early light, young and pale. Jack watched him light a cigarette with 

trembling fingers, lifting it numbly to his lips. He had never seen Ianto smoke, had never been able to 

imagine it. Now he blew out a thin trail of smoke, some of it lingering for a second on his lips. Jack 

felt something lustful twinge deep in his stomach and, with a will, pulled his eyes away. They settled 

instead on LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǇƘƻƴŜΣ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻƴΦ IŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǿƛǘŎƘŜŘ 

it onto silent. 

He picked it up. Six missed calls, four voice-mails. 

His eyes found Ianto again, still trembling against the cold, cigarette clenched in loose fingers. His 

eyes fixed upon him, he dialled the number to get the voice mail. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǳǊ ƴŜǿ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƭǎŜƭȅ ǿŀǊƳΣ ŜŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƴŘΦ άCƛǊst 

message received today at 7.43 am, ŦǊƻƳ wƘƛŀƴƴƻƴΦέ 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΦ IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀ {ǘŀǊōǳŎƪǎΣ 

he was probably still living at home. God, he was so young. 

It sounded like he had been right as the voice shifted to Rhiannon sounding anxious and tearful. άFor 

ƎƻŘΩǎ ǎŀƪŜΣ LŀƴǘƻΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ tƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΦ bƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ aǳƳ.έ Her voice hitched for 

ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƻōΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƎƻƻŘōȅŜΚ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻ ǳǎΦέ Another 

pause. Jack felt like the bottom of his stomach had fallen away. ά²ŜΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ŀƘŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ.έ Quiet 

and then the click of the call being ended. 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ aƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦ WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴΦ 

How could Ianto have?  

Ianto turned in the garden and ƳŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ƪƴŜǿ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

forgotten. A sudden flare of anger burst inside him and he forced his way into the garden. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ Ƴȅ ǇƘƻƴŜΦΦΦέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ŀƴƎǊȅ ǘƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΦ 

άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƎŜǎǘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳΦ 

ά5ƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άLǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ 

Ianto paused for a second and then smiled. His eyes filling with tears. ά²Ŝƭƭ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƙƻǿ L ǿŀǎ 

expecting my first sexual experieƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ ōŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎǇŀǘΦ ά.ǳǘ ōŜƎƎŀǊǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ŎƘƻƻǎŜǊǎΦέ 



61 

 

Jack shoved him. He staggered backwards a step. 

ά²ƘȅΚέ WŀŎƪ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 

Ianto laughed, though it hardly resembled one, bleak and despairing. 

άIŀǾŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭƛǾŜΣ WŀŎƪΚέ 

WŀŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ. No ready lie on his lips. ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦΦΦέ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ 

άLǎ ŘȅƛƴƎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳΦ No heroes rushing in. Not for him. Not for 

me.έ 

The tears finally broke then and, reaching for him, Jack pulled him into his arms, one hand gripped 

the front of his shirt and he felt the sobs shaking against him. Into him. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƎƻΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƛƳŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ, softly. 

Ianto seemed to freeze against him and then suddenly pushed him away, violently. άFor what? To 

sweep in and save the day? Enough people have told me that that isnΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ.έ 

He viciously rubbed the tears away from his eyes. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ƎƻƻŘōȅŜΦέ 

  

άDƻƻŘōȅŜ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘΚ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƻ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘǳōŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŜǘŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀǎǘƛŎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ 

hardly human anymore ς ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǎŜ ŀǎ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΚέ 

Jack paused, unsure what to say. ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ 

ά²ƘȅΚ 5ƻŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜ Ǌegret it? The better me? Is that what this is about, feeling ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 

healing him by making me go through this?έ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘΦέ 

WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ Ƙƻǿ Lŀƴǘƻ ŦŜƭǘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ōŜǎƛŘŜ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘ 

as it happened. He knew nothing about any of this. He was lost. 

άaȅ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΦ ά²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ŀ ŎŀǊ 

crash ς it left her in a coma, she managed to hold on for a week but they said she was already dead 

ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻŦŦΦέ The last three words were haltingly emphatic as if he could barely 

stand to say them. άIŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘǎ. They said he should stay with her, say goodbye, 

and he needed to tell someone. Anyone, ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ 

all there was. So I had to.  
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άHe said that it was so slow and that her skin, it changed colour ς from one to another and another. 

tŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀǿŀȅΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǿŀƴǘƛƴg to talk about it and I 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ς we stopped seeing each other. Do you think that is what I want my 

last image of my father to be? Haunting me? LǘΩǎ ōŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŀǘ L Ŏŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǿΣ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ 

machine...έ 

Jack reached for him again, but Ianto knocked his hand away. He had no idea what to say and it was 

almost a relief as Gwen appeared suddenly, pale, a phone clutched in her hand. 

άLǘΩǎ ƘƛƳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ  

Ianto turned away and Jack took the phone, climbing unsteadily and wearily back into the living 

room. Gwen glanced between the two of them and then followed Jack inside. 

ά{ƻ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƳŜǎǎ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƳŀŘŜ ǎƻ ŦŀǊΣ WŀŎƪΚέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾƛŎƛƻǳǎ ǘƻƴŜ ǘƻ WŀƛΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ, his voice 

rasping painfully. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ L want, I want you,έ ƘŜ ǎǇŀǘ, there was a horrible moment of silenceΦ άI warned you, 

WŀŎƪΦ DƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŀǎǘ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ, trying to keep his voice steady and calming, knowing it 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪΦ 

Jai was like a child ς ŜǾŜǊȅ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŜƴŎƻƳǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ ƭƛƪŜŘ 

ƘƛƳΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŜŀǊ ǎŎŀǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀǊƳƻǳǊ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 

nothing could hurt you was almost as good as it being true. Jai had never managed that, never saw it 

for the pretence it was, never copied it. Jack had liked having someone he could excite or anger or 

hurt - provoking laughter and smiles and tears ς it had been a game for him. But it had been a point 

of love as well. Those emotions had made Jai the most human of them all, the most lovable but it 

made him dangerous as well.  

ά²Ƙȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ōŀŘ ǘƘƛƴƎΚέWŀƛ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎƛƴƎƭȅ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜΦ 

άWhy are you choosing them instead of me. What did I do that was so terrible? How many of them 

ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ƴƻǿΚ Iƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƳŀǎǎƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƳŜΚέ 

Jack was distracted, he had been watching Ianto through the window, uncertain of what he would do 

next, the boy had suddenly frozen. He almost dƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ǿƘŀǘ Wŀƛ ǎŀƛŘ ƴŜȄǘΦ 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ, WŀŎƪΦ ¸ƻǳ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ƻƴŜΦέ 

The line went suddenly dead, and in the garden Ianto stumbled backwards in horror. As he moved, 

Jack saw the body strung up between the trees. Carelessly left like and abandoned toy. 
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~*~*~*~*~ 

It was Craig. 

James watched as Alex and Jack cut the body down. Craig ς unreliable, funny, always late, always 

needing money, inventive, quick on his feet, protective like a pit bull, dead in his garden. It felt like 

someone had taken hold of his stomach in a clenched fist and was twisting it. 

!ƭŜȄ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ȅŜƭƭΦ  

άWŀƳŜǎΣέ !ƭŜȄ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

He moved forwards and pressed his fingers needlessly against the cold skin. Craig. Always smiling, 

except when he was moaning. Too young, stupid and clever, sometimes at the same time. 

άIŜΩǎ ŘŜŀŘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ and, turning, went back into the house. 

He sank onto the sofa, his head in his hands. He should be used to death, but not here, not like this. 

¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ŀƭƭ ƪƴƻǿƴ iǘ ǿŀǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊΦΦΦ 

The others filtered in slowly, settling themselves on seats or the floor or leaning against the walls, 

none of them speaking. Even Suzie appeared from upstairs, looking nervous and uncertain and 

unsteady on her feet. Alex came in last, James met his eye and knew that he had sorted Craig out. 

!ƎŀƛƴΦ !ǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΦ IŜ ǎŜƭŦƛǎƘƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƘƻǿΦ 

Alex waited a moment, stood in the doorway, breathed in softly and then turned to look at Jack, who 

was leant against the farthest wall. ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

There was a long pause, breath stilled and James thought that Jack might be about to argue. He 

sighed and then took two steps forward so he was stood in the centre of the room. 

He began to talk. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

They listened in silence as Jack did his best to explain, stumbling over the words, his heart tight. Craig 

haunting him again. 

Outside, Alex had told him just to leave him to it ς his voice rough with anger. It had almost been a 

relief ς dealing with the bodies once had been enough. And here he was surrounded by all these 

living ghosts. Listening. 

So he talked. 

He told them about his earth. About parallels and duplicates. About Torchwood and aliens. About Jai. 

About what he would do. What he could do. Eventually he ran out of things to say. 
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άIŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙǳƴǘ ǳǎΚέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘƛǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǎΚέ !ƭŜȄ ŀǎƪŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ WŀŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ  

Jack considered the question for a moment. άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣέ He ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ better 

ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘΣέ WŀƳŜǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ōƛǘǘŜǊƴŜǎǎ ǘŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ words. 

άtǊƻǘŜŎǘ ǳǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŀǘΚέ !ƭŜȄ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ. 

ά!ƭƛŜƴǎΦΦΦ No. Torchwood ruins everybody who comes near itΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦ hƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ 

There was a moment of silence. In the end it was Gwen who spoke. άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΚ Iƻǿ 

Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƛǘΚέ 

ά5ƻ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻƻŘΚέ !ƭŜȄ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴ and exhaustion clear in his voice. 

Jack looked around the staring faces, each showing echoes of disbelief. His eyes were drawn to Ianto, 

but he was staring at the floor, his hands held too tightly before him. Jack watched him for perhaps a 

second too long. !ǎ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ƘŜ ƳŜǘ WŀƳŜǎΩ ŀƴƎǊȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƘŜΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΣ 

believed him. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦέ 

άL ŘƛŜŘΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ LΚέ !ƭŜȄ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪΣ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜƭȅΣ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǘŜǇ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǘǊƛed not to, 

but you kept talking like I was in the past last night ς ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳΣ LΩƳ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŘŜŀŘ. Is that 

what this is about?έ 

WŀŎƪ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ Ǉŀƛƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ !ƭŜȄΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎǇŀƛǊΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ŀƭƭ 

ǘƘŀǘΣ ƘŜΩŘ ƴƻt told anyone ς ƘŜΩŘ ƭƛŜŘ ǘƻ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ мΣ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Iǳō ς he 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŀȅ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ But he had to say something. 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ς ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ ƭŜŦǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ LΩƳ ŦǊƻƳ ς out 

of hundreds ς Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘǊŜŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ŘƻŜǎΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ς ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƴǘǎΦέ 

They were silent for a second. 

άYou asked me,έ Alex said, looking determined and ready ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘΦ ά[ŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

why James and why... Craig ς why we were together. We were drawn together Jack, we were all 

ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ 5ƻŜǎƴΩt that mean anything?έ 

Jack ran a hand through his hair. άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ ά5ƻŜǎ ƛǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΚέ 
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άAll that matters,έ WŀƳŜǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΣ ǉǳŜƭƭƛƴƎ !ƭŜȄΩǎ ŀƴƎǊȅ ƭƻƻƪ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎƭŀƴŎŜΣ άLǎ ǿƘŀǘΦΦΦ WŀƛΣ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ 

ǘƻ Řƻ ƴŜȄǘΦ Lǎ ƘŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǳǎΚέ 

Another hesitation. Jack had no idea what Jai would do next. άtƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ƻǊ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ 

Torchwood. L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ Wŀƛ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀōƻǳǘΦΦΦ ŀōƻǳǘ /ǊŀƛƎΦ IŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ŀŎŎŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

entire database before we found him.έ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ Řƻ ǿŜΚέ WŀƳŜǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘΣ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ be 

ƻǊ ƴƻǘΦέ 

Jack wished he could deny it. Around him he could see the realisation settling on the others like 

weight. The horror and anger would arrives soon ς ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀȅ ƻǊ ŦƛƎƘǘ ƻǊ ŦƭŜŜ ς 

ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇŀƭŜ ƛƳŀƎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǎǘ ǿŜƭƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ Lǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ŦŜŜl sick. 

!ƭƭ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƴƻǿ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƪŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ς it was his last chance to save them. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛǊƳƭȅΣ άLǎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ 

ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊƭŘΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

They all stayed. Watching as Jack painstakingly made a list of names, his mind and his stomach 

ŎƘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ !ƭŜȄ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ -- whatever their lives were like here, Torchwood 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜƳ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ IŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǿƘŀǘ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭΦ He tried to push 

the thoughts away, focusing on each name, ignoring as best he could each remembered story 

gathering at the corners of his mind. Thankfully, with Suzie and Alex working for the police, they had 

easy access, both officially and unofficially to the police database ς so it took far longer for Jack to 

make the list of people than to locate their numbers. 

As he found people, he handed the name to one of the others ς trying to match them up with people 

they knew, in case it helped. The awkward conversations were a distracting constant background 

ƴƻƛǎŜΦ {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ 

WŀŎƪ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘƻǇŜ ƻŦ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŀǘ ¢ƻrchwood One, all he could do 

was hope that Jai would ignore them ς ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ to Jack. He did make a point of 

ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ [ƛǎŀΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΣ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ŦƻǊ LŀƴǘƻΣ ōƻǘƘ Lŀƴǘƻs. He handed it to him, 

ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎΣ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŜŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ 

Eventually the list was done and Jack could turn ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ ƴŀƳŜǎ ƘŜΩŘ ƪŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ He 

selected a number at random. And looked at it blankly for a moment. 

Martha. 

IŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ WŀƳŜǎΩ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ ς he was the only one without a mobile. It rang for a 

horrifyingly long time, the weight of it heavy on his chest. 
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Then she answered. 

άIŜƭƭƻΦέ 

Jack ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ. The familiarity of her voice, sinking 

through him, warmed him. 

άaŀǊǘƘŀ WƻƴŜǎΣ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴess, I have something ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦέ He felt the hesitation on the 

end of the phone, knowing Martha she probably thought that he was selling something and was 

debating if it would be rude to hang up. άLǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƛƴ 

daƴƎŜǊΣ L ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻΦΦΦέ 

άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀ ƧƻƪŜΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά5ƛŘ ¢ƛǎƘ Ǉǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎΚέ 

Jack thought for a moment of Tish, sweet and comforting. Was there anything about her in the files?  

άLǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƧƻƪŜΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά{ƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ try to hurt you and your family.έ 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŦǳƴƴȅΦέ 

άL ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ¢ƛǎƘ ŀƴŘ [Ŝƻ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ς ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ 

ƘƻƳŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ς go somewhere that no one would expect to find you. Turn off your 

ǇƘƻƴŜǎΦέ 

Martha made a soft, disbelieving noise. 

άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ aŀǊǘƘŀΣ L ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇŀǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ aŀǊǘƘŀ ƘǳƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ WŀŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƻƴƭȅ ƘƻǇŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

He pressed the phone down and across from him, Gwen smiled, reached out and took his hand, 

squeezing it. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ wƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǘƻƻƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǘŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜ WŀŎƪƛŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ 

he was still trying to get a word in edge ways, James threw his mobile on the table, stole a cigarette 

from the pack that Ianto had left on the table and headed into the garden. 

Once he had finally finished, Jack followed him with a quick glance at the numbers left on the table. 

He needed a break. 

He found him crouched on the steps, the cigarette smoking in his fingers. Pale and still young, for all 

he wore the cynicism of age like a mask. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎƳƻƪŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǇ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ 
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James took another deep drag. 

ά¢ǊǳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǊŜƭŜŀǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƳƻƪŜΦ ά.ǳǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ƻǇǘƛƻƴǎΣ ŘŜŀǘƘ ōȅ ǎƳƻƪƛƴƎ ǎŜŜƳǎ 

the most pleasant ς ǎƻ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǇΦέ 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ άCƻǊ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

ά¸ŜǇΣέ WŀƳŜǎ ǎŀid noncommittally. 

ThŜȅΩŘ ŀǊƎǳŜŘΣ WŀŎƪ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ ŀƭƛǾŜ ς over Alex, like normal. James 

ƘŀŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ŀǊƎǳŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōƻǘƘ ǎǘƻǊƳŜŘ ƻŦŦΦ WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ 

come back, all ready to make it better, ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŘŜŀŘΦ They all had. 

άLŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦΦΦέ James suddenly ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ 

sentence. 

άL ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦέ 

Another pause. 

άhƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ŀǊŜ ǿŜΦΦΦ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŜΦΦΦ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƘƛƳΦΦΦέ 

άbƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

James laughed, bitterly. ά{ƻƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΦέ 

ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ 

know. He reached out and touched his hand softly. 

James watched him, his eyeǎ ǘǊŀŎƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴƎ WŀŎƪΩǎ Ƨŀǿ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ƴŜŎƪΦ IŜ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜ 

viciously into the ground. Leaning in, James pressed a kiǎǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŎƘŜŜƪΣ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎ lingering 

coolly, smokily there for a second and then he stood up. Wrenching himself away.  

άL ƘŀǾŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƻ ŎŀƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack hesitated before calling Owen ς perhaps he should have left that phone call to Gwen or Ianto ς 

ōǳǘ ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘǳǊǘΦ 

He dialled the number as quickly as he could ς not wanting to give himself any more chance to wait, 

to delay. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ Ƴŀƛƭ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΦ hǿŜƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ƻƴ ǘŀǇŜΦ 

άIŜȅ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ Ŏŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƘŀǇǇȅΣ ά!ǎ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƻŦŦ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ 

exciting than you can pƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜΦέ 
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ά5ŀƳƴ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ǎŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ 

ά[ŜŀǾŜ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΣέ hǿŜƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ from the 

honŜȅƳƻƻƴΦ ¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƻǊ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜȄΦέ 

Another laugh. ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŀȅΦΦΦέ 

The message cut off, interrupted by a high pitched beep. 

Jack hesitated for a moment. 

ά.Ŝ ƘŀǇǇȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ 

Owen was better ς his life was better. That was what mattered. And he was far away where Jai 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳΦ Life was better without Torchwood. How would his life have been without 

Torchwood? Without the Time Agency? Without the war, that first war that had eventually merged 

into all the others? Without the Doctor? It would have been better, he thought angrily. But lingering 

at the back of his mind was a doubt and his eyes were drawn to ToshikoΦ IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ 

ŀƴȅƻƴŜΣ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ lose her. One way or 

another. 

She was stood in the hallway, separate from the rest of them, staring out of the window, had been 

for hours, still in her prison uniform. IŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ Lǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ He 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ hƴ Ƙƛs world, aliens had trapped Toshiko, taken her mother, manipulated and 

damaged her ς and then UNIT had caught her and done more or less the same ς ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

have happened here. Something else had happened, something, drawing her back onto that path. 

!ƴŘ WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǎŎǳŜ ƘŜǊΣ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜΦ 

As he watched her, her eyes fixed on some distant spot, her hand reached up and stroked the 

window pane, the different coloured glasses, fingers spreading ς as if it felt strange to her, wondrous, 

new. Curiosity, even if only in this small thing, breaking through the fear and pain. So familiar 

Jack stood, suddenly yearning to be near her. 

She flinched as she heard him approach, backing slightly away. He wanǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣ 

ƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ Ƙƻǿ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǇǊƛǎƻƴΦ IŜΩŘ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ 

careful of her. LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ōȅ ƘŜǊΣ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ 

presence. Waiting. 

The silence lasted for over five minutes, each second ticking impatiently by, marked and measured by 

the grandfather clock by the door. 

Eventually Toshiko spoke, quiet halting words. ά²ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƳŜΚ ¢ƻ ƪƛƭƭ ƳŜΚέ 
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Jack hesitated, he owed her the truth ς he owed all of them the truth. She turned dark, beautiful 

eyes on him. 

άbƻΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ άIŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳΦ LǘΩǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ  

ά²ƘȅΚέ sƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜΚέ 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭΣ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻ {ŀǘƻΦέ 

She shook her head in mute denial and Jack pressed down the new urge to reach out and take her 

hand.  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŜǾŜǊŜǎǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ L ƪƴƻǿΦ IŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ. άThe machines that 

ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǳǎ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ς he thinks you are the only person who can fix 

ǘƘŜƳΦ IŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 

She turned away from him, caught in the minute details of the window, silence reclaiming them. 

ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜΚέ she asked at last. 

He reached out then, instinctively, unable to stop himself, lightly touching her trembling fingers, 

almost instantly regretting it. ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻǊ in mine 

ŀƴŘ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƻǳŎƘ ȅƻǳΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǿΦέ 

 Her hand fell away from the window, away from his fingers, clutching at the material of her shirt. 

Her shoulders hunching, closing her off from him. 

άIŜΩǎ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻŦǘ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƧǳŘƎŜǎΣ ǘƘŜΦΦΦ ǘƘŀǘ 

people died because of whaǘ L ŘƛŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ L ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǳƭǘΣέ Jack told her, wishing he could convince her. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

{ǳȊƛŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ǿŀƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ōȅ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ 

DǿŜƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ ²ŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜΩŘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ WŀƳŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŀǘ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ōǊƛŜŦΣ 

sorrowful kiss pressed to his cheek. 

{ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ƘŜΩŘ ǎƘƻǿƴ !ƭŜȄ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ ƭƛƴƎŜǊƛƴƎΣ ǘŜƴǎŜΣ ȅŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ƎƭŀƴŎŜǎ ƘŜΩŘ 

directed at Ianto. 

!ƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƘŜ ŀǾƻƛŘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

~*~*~*~*~  
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Eventually there was nothing left he could say, and with a final, sad smile Jack left Toshiko. Though 

he was pleased that moments later she followed him into the room, even if she hesitated by the 

doorway. 

They had reached all the people they could and someone had switched on the TV, a news report. 

άΦΦΦ ƛǘ ƛǎ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘ ǘŜǊǊƻǊƛǎǘ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ŜǾŜǊ perpetrated ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦YΣέ ŀ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŦŀŎŜŘ 

reporter was saying, the smoky remains of the prison ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά5ǳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ŎǊƛǎƛǎ ƛƴ ǇǊƛǎƻƴ 

overcrowding, the prison was home to 857 prisoners and a currently undisclosed number of prison 

wardens on the night of the attack.έ 

Jack sank onto the sofa beside Alex, numbness sinking through him. 

άLƴƛǘƛŀƭ ǊŜǇƻǊǘǎ suggest that no one has yet been found alive within the prison, though the cause of 

death is still undetermined. An unconfirmed source says that the majority of victims within the male 

wings were found with blood at their ears and nose, but no other visible injuries, which may suggest 

internal haemorrhaging. 

ά/ƻƴŎŜǊƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǇǊƛǎƻƴŜǊǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘΦ tƻƭƛŎŜ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛǾŜǎ 

have stated that they are working around the clock to identify the bodies and account for all the 

prisoners. Doubts have been raised, however, whether ǘƘƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ǿƛƴƎΣ 

which was utterly destroyed in the attack...έ 

They watched in horrified silence as flickering images of the devastation and fruitless rescue 

attempts crossed the screen. 

ά! ƘŜƭǇƭƛƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŀŦŦected by the attack and officials urge the friends and 

ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƻǳŎƘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎǊŜŀŘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ŎƭƻǎŜΦ ά²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ 

further updates as reports emerge. Lƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƴŜǿǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƎƘǘ ǎƻǊǊƻǿ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ 

vƻƛŎŜΣ άRespected human rights advocate, Lucia Moretti, was found dead in her Cardiff home this 

morning ς it is not clear whether she died of natural causes or...έ 

Jack felt !ƭŜȄ ǘǳǊƴ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŦǊƻȊŜƴΦ ¢ǊŀǇǇŜŘΦ 

IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ [ǳŎƛŀΣ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘΦ Lƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŘƛŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ 

ago, peacefully in her home ς ƭƻƴƎ ǊŜǘƛǊŜŘΦ ²ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ŘƛŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚ LŦ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǌƻō 

you of life through violence, it would steal your years through pressure and weariness and 

heartacheΧ 

He rose abruptly from the sofa, not wanting to give anyone the chance to question him, desperate to 

escape the news report ς the miscellany of tragedies ς both small and large. He moved, quickly past 

Toshiko, escaping to the solitude of the kitchen. He stood against the sink for a moment, bracing 

himself against it, feeling the hot sting of tears. Flicking the tap on he splashed the cold water across 

his face ς cooling them, hiding them. 
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Behind him he heard steady footsteps and taking a few seconds to collect himself he turned, 

expecting to see Gwen and instead finding Suzie. 

They stood for a moment, facing each other, like figures from a Western. 

ά²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǾƻƛŘƛƴƎ ƳŜΚέ sƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘǊŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΦέ He started to push past her, but she grabbed him, forcefully 

stopping him. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ L Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ōŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƳŜΚέ 

Grief and anger solidified in him, pressing down all around him. ά¸ƻǳ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎǇŀǘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ 

She paused for a second, horrified. ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳŜΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛǎΦΦΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΚ Wŀƛ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΣ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ς you tied him to a table and cut him into 

ǎƘǊŜŘǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ŦƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƛǊǘ ƴƻǿΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ her. 

άIŜΩǎ ŀ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 

Angry tears pricked her eyes. άIŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ōƛǘǘŜǊƭȅΦ άIŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ς ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƻŘ 

ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ ŦƻǊ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΣ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜŘ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΦΦΦ ǿƛǘƘ DǿŜƴΦέ 

The lines were blurring for Jack, he could see it but was powerless to stop it ς as one Suzie and 

another merged together. ά¸ƻǳ ōŜǘǊŀȅŜŘ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎǇŀǘΣ άL ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƛǘΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴƎǊȅ ǎǘƛƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴΦ ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ǝood enough.έ  

άL ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΦέ 

 

Without knowing quite how or why, he pulled her closer, wrapping his arms around her. They stood 

tied together for desperate minutes. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ A long pause. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ŘƻŜǎΣ ƛǘ Ǌǳƛƴǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦέ 

They pulled apart and with one short squeeze of her hand, Jack left her, emerging back into the living 

room. His eyes scanned the sorrowful gathering twice before he realised. 

Toshiko was gone. 
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~*~*~*~*~ 

She only had to walk three streets, uncertain, unsteady footsteps leading her away from the 

sanctuary of the house, when he found her. 

9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦŜƭǘ ŘƛǎŎƻƴƴŜŎǘŜŘΣ ŦƭŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƛƳŀƎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘŎƘΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎŜƴǎŜΦ Normal people 

and normal streets ς both tight with pain and fear. Things that still felt like fantasies and nightmares 

to her ς unreal in their normalness. !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƻƻŘΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ 

approach, waiting. The hood shrouding his face not quite disguising that he was none of those things 

ς ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭΦ 

He was something else. She kept walking towards him. 

And he was beautiful, she thought, heightened and more vivid amidst the world. Both of her ς the 

her she was now and the her she had been ς found him beautiful and wondrous and more real for 

both things. Drawing the halves of her back together. 

!ǎ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜŜƪ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƭƛƴŎƘ ŀǿŀȅΣ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ 

it there ς the soft bone of his fingers cool against her skin. 

ά¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ, his voice hoarse. 

She nodded, accepting the name, taking it back. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

They searched the streets for Toshiko ς it was the only thing they could do. Searched for hours and 

slowly pair by pair returned to James house. Jack and Gwen were last. As they wandered, hopelessly 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ WŀŎƪ ƳŜǘ {ǳȊƛŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ς ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ 

they ever could be, but at least they both knew now where they stood. He glanced around the others 

ς the quick look was enough to know that each search had been as useless as their own. 

They sat in silence for a time. 

ά²ƛƭƭ ƘŜ ƘǳǊǘ ƘŜǊΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΦ  

άbƻǘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΣέ Jack said. 

ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƴΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜ ŘƻΚέ 

Jack looked at Suzie for a second before answering her question. άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ 

ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦέ 

!ǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎΣ !ƭŜȄ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇΦ άIt dƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣέ he said firmly with a hint of 

bleaknessΦ ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŘƻΦέ He paused for a second 
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and then looked at Jack. άL ƴŜŜŘ ǘo go back to the station. We do.έ His glance encompassed Suzie and 

DǿŜƴΦ ά²ŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǳǎΦέ 

Suzie nodded and Gwen rose quickly to her feet as if she had been startled back into reality.  

άLΩƭƭ get people out looking for them ς ŦƻǊ Wŀƛ ŀƴŘ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΦ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ς if 

you need us, if he contacts you ς call us.έ 

Gwen pressed the phone Jai had left into his hand and with only a seconds hesitation, kissed him on 

the cheek. 

James got to his feet as wellΣ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǎƭƻǿŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ WŀŎƪΩs eye. άLΩƳ 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΦέ 

And they were gone. Everyone except Ianto, curled in a chair, staring out of the window. They sat like 

that, in painfully awkward silence, for a long time. Jack not knowing what to say, trying to sort 

through his anger and hurt and longing. In the end it was Ianto who spoke first. 

άWhat do I get to live for, Jack?έ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ άHow do I rebuild my life? He got 

aliens and saving the world ς ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ L ƎŜǘΚέ  

άo̧u saw what happened laǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΦ άWhat happened to Craig. LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭ 

ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛǘΩǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ŦƻǊ ς something to believe in. {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ ŦƻǊΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ !ƭŜȄ ǎŀƛŘΦέ 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƎǊƛǘǘŜŘ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ 

Ianto stood and turned to look at him at last, his expression angry. Jack rose with him. 

ά²ƘȅΚ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘΚ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΚ LǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƛǘ ǘƻ fight the monsters, to stop 

things like that happening?έ He gestured at the silent television. It only took three steps for Jack to 

reach him. He gripped his arm and leaned in, faces close but not quite touching. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎΚέ 

Ianto paused, but his eyes were still defiant. άaŀȅōŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƻǊǘƘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻƻΚ Is that what 

happened? ¢ƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜΚ Lǎ ƘŜ ŀ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΚέ 

άbƻ.έ The single syllable hissed vehemently out, masking the instant seed of doubt that plunged into 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘΦ 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƙƛǎ Lŀƴǘƻ, he told himself ς Jai may be a monster and Alex may have broken and Suzie 

become hideous ς but not Ianto. But another part of himself watched with cruel eyes and asked ς 

ΨHow would you know? You never saw the others as they were until it was too late. What are you 

making him intoΚΩ Jack could not bare the thought of unleashing another monster into the world. 
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LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƭƭŀǊ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ WŀŎƪ ŜǾŜƴ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǎƻ their noses were touching, his breath warm 

ƻƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ άIŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά ¢Ƙŀǘ ƘŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΦ 5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ 

ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΣ WŀŎƪΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ς they were both tense and shaking. 

Suddenly Ianto kissed him, a brief plunging kiss. He pulled away slightly. άMake me monstrous,έ he 

ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǊŜŀƪ ƳŜΣ ǊƛǎŜ ƳŜ ǳǇΣ ǘƘǊƻǿ ƳŜ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ƳŜΣ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ƳŜΣ ƘǳǊǘ ƳŜ ς Ƨǳǎǘ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

Jack kissed himΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƻŘƛŜǎ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ 

Then the mobile began to ring. 

¢ƘŜȅ ōǊƻƪŜ ŀǇŀǊǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ  

With shaking hands Jack answered it. 

άLǘΩǎ ǊŜŀŘȅΣέ Wŀƛ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ŀǘ wƻŀǘƘ 5ƻŎƪΦέ 

Jai hung up, dead silence all that was left. 

άLΩƭƭ ŘǊƛǾŜΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack stopped for a moment his fingers hesitant on the phone, Ianto silent beside him his eyes fixed 

on the road. Did he really want to drag them back into this? 

The answer was no, but if it might mean the difference between saving Toshiko and not, then it 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ 

He pressed the dial button. 

~*~*~*~*~  

The dock looked like Jack remembered it, like the one on his world and if there were small 

differences, ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿŜƭƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǘƘŜƳ. 9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 

seen them ς the only thing he could see was Jai, hood thrown defiantly back, stood in the light of one 

of the street lamps. And behind him, in the shadows, Toshiko. 

!ǎ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ƘŜǊΣ ǊŀƎŜ ōƭƻǎǎƻƳŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ !ƭŜȄΩǎ Ǝǳƴ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀǘ Wŀƛ 

as he strode towards him. ά[Ŝǘ ƘŜǊ ƎƻΦέ 

Jai laughed, a painful halting laugh. His throat was swathed in bandages. He was hurt. The realisation 

was accompanied by a twinge of possessiveness, followed a moment later by the realisation that if 

his throat was damaged he might be close to powerless. As close as he ever got anyway. 
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ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƛȄΣ WŀŎƪΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ Wŀƛ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳƻŎƪƛƴƎƭȅΦ άAre you going to 

ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ¢ƛƳŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅΚέ 

άaŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘΣέ Jack told him. 

! ŦƭŀǎƘ ƻŦ Ǉŀƛƴ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ WŀƛΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

ά²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ LΚ !ƭƭ ǿŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŘ ǿŀǎ Ǌǳƛƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ƭƛǾŜǎΦέ 

άbƻǘ ƳƛƴŜΣ WŀŎƪΦ Not hers,έ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ƎŜǎǘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΣ ά¸ƻǳ ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴΣ 

something to make herself into ς ŀ ƘŜǊƻΦέ 

άL ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊΣέ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŀƴƎŜǊ ǎǇƛƭǘ ƻǳǘΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ Ŧŀǳƭǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŜŘΦέ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΦ ²ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ 

άbƻΣ WŀŎƪΣ ǎƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŜŘ ς ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ ŘƛŜΦέ 

ά{ƘŜ ŘƛŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ŘƛŜǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜΩǎ Ƙƛǘ ōȅ ŀ ŎŀǊΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ 

yourǎŜƭŦ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎΦ bƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƻǊ ōƭŀŎƪƳŀƛƭƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƻǊ ŦƻǊŎƛƴƎ ǳǎ - 

we all chose this. WŜ ŀƭƭ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƛǘΦέ 

Jack felt the gun shake in his hand and steadied it. 

ά!ƴŘ ƘƛƳΣέ Wŀƛ ǎŀƛŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ Ǉŀǎǘ WŀŎƪ ǘƻ Lŀƴǘƻ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΣ ǊŜōǳƛƭǘ 

him, shaped him, gave him something to stand on ς ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴŜǿ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ 

it. Without the Agency, without you, I would have had nothing ς you know the choices my species 

have ς I would have ended up in the mines or if I was lucky on a pleasure cruiser. Would that have 

ōŜŜƴ ōŜǘǘŜǊΚέ 

WŀŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΦ  

WŀƛΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳǇƭƛƎƘǘΦ ά̧ ƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ǇƻǿŜǊΣ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ς you 

give us the power and yes we can fuck up or save tƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻǊ ŘƛŜ ǘǊŀƎƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ 

people do. TƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ, the chance to make something with their life, even if what they 

ƳŀƪŜ ƛǎ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜΦέ 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƘǳǊǘΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƛǊŜŘ and lost and sore. He dropped the gun and Jai smiled.  

ά{ƘŜΩǎ ŦƛȄŜŘ ƛǘ WŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ. We can open a portal back. GƻŘΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜΦέ 

Jai turned suddenly, reaching out a hand to Toshiko pulling her towards him, gently letting his jagged 

fingers wrap around her hand. She smiled at him, gazing at him in wonder and he pressed a soft kiss 

to her forehead. WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀŎƘŜŘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ {ŜŜƛƴƎ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻ ǎƻ ƭƻǎǘ ƛƴ ƘƛƳ, so trapped. 

That was the thing about Jai, the horror of his acts of violence and violence were joined by moments 

of love and compassion and mercy.  
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Looking back at Jack, the smile lingering on his lips a moment longer. άIŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ WŀŎƪ, it 

was different ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜǎ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜΦ Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ 

ƻŦ ƛǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭΣ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ƛǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎƘƛƴŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŀǾŜ 

her.έ 

Jack had a sudden fleeting memory of a man, a priest, he had met years before during the Second 

World War as the horrors of mankind and the monsters crashed around them. Afterwards - after 

people had died and sights had been seen and one battle, at least, had been won, the priest had 

turned to him with tears in his eyes. 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ Jack had told him, then a moment later. άCƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

The priest had stared at him for a second and then seized his arm, speaking quickly with conviction, 

the words had seemed almost like a song: 

άWhen I behold the heavens in their vastness, 

Where golden ships in azure issue forth, 

Where sun and moon keep watch upon the fastness 

Of changing seasons and of time on earth. 

I feel thy balm and, all my bruises healing, 

aȅ ǎƻǳƭ ƛǎ ŦƛƭƭŜŘΣ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƛǎ ǎŜǘ ŀǘ ŜŀǎŜΦέ 

Jack had barely understood what he was saying, recognising the words at last for a hymn ς he had 

never had much time for God and it must have shown upon his face, for the priest had smiled at him 

sadly. 

ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ǎƻǊǊƻǿǎΣέ he had said seriously, άŘŜŜǇ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜŀƭ ς but the wonders I have seen in 

turn will live with me forever. For that it was worth it. Perhaps when you understand that, you will 

ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŜŀŎŜΦέ 

Jack had not thought of him since, ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ even remember his name now, he had not known that 

those words had remained hidden inside him. The same words that Jai was saying, that Alex had said 

and Ianto ς ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘΦ WŀŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ  

Jai sensed his indecision and smiled at ƘƛƳΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ. άLΩŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ me but I 

ƎǳŜǎǎ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƪƛƭƭ ƳŜΦ You could take her with you. She needs a home and you need her. You could 

make her life magical. ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Jack felt like he had been kicked in the stomach. άL ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ Trying to cast the picture from 

his mind, forget it, deny it. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ς ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ŀƭƭ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ DƛǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ !ƴŘ LΩŘ ƭŜŀǾŜΣέ 

he said his voice suddenly quietΣ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǿƘƻ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊstand but is 

saying the words he think you want to hearΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǿΦ LΩƭƭ ƎƻΦέ 
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As he spoke, Jai moved closer, until he was stood before Jack and fighting back his own tears Jack 

pulled him to him, wrapping his arms around him. WŀƛΩǎ ƭƛǇǎ ǎƻŦǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪΣ ǿŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳƴƎ 

and momentarily innocent. 

Jack wished he could believe all those pretty words the way that Jai believed them. The way that 

they all believed them. But ƳŀȅōŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ōŜƭƛŜŦ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ somebody had to 

see the other half of the truth. 

The other edge of the sword. 

Jai sighed against his neck and Jack wished he could abandon himself in the moment but the knife 

was heavy at his side. Heavy with responsibility and loss as a city grieved in shock and terror at the 

monsters that had been unleashed. He pulled it loose, weighing it in his fingers for a second, torn 

ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ƘƻǇŜ ŀƴŘ ŘǳǘȅΦ WŀƛΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ, defenceless ς asking to be kept and redeemed 

and protected - but the hesitation ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƭŀǎǘΦ ! ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǊǳƭŜΦ 

The knife ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ǎƳƻƻǘƘƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ WŀƛΩǎ ōŀŎƪΣ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŀŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǘǿƛƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ōƻƴŜǎ ς 

slipping through the spinal cord - his one spot of real weakness. Jack felt the spasm run through his 

body and the short, desperate, shocked breath against his neck. 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ ǇƻǿŜǊƭŜǎǎƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ WŀƛΩǎ hair. 

Wŀƛ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƎǊŀǇǇƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŎƻƭƭŀǊΣ ǘŜƴǎŜ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎΣ ǎo that he could 

ƳŜŜǘ WŀŎƪΩǎ eyes. His face was contorted with the pain of his final moments. His eyes were horrified 

and despairing. ά²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜΦΦΦ ǘƘŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅΦΦΦ ǿƘȅ WŀŎƪΚέ 

He swallowed deeply, he owed him an answer. ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ do that again and you would. I 

ƪƴƻǿΣ L ƳŀŘŜ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

άWǳǎǘ ǎƭŀȅƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΚέWŀƛ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ broken laugh and ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀ ǎƘŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƪƛǎǎ ƻƴǘƻ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ 

It lasted mere seconds but as they broke apart, Jai pulled in a deep constricted breath. 

He smiled at him. ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳΚέ  

Jack pressed a kiss to his forehead and lowered him gently to the ground. ά! ōƛƎƎŜǊ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΦέ 

They stayed like that for a moment, not moving, not talking. The onlȅ ǎƻǳƴŘ WŀƛΩǎ ǇŀƛƴŜŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ 

ŀƴŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀƴŘ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΩǎ ƘƻǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀǎ WŀƛΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŀƴŘŜǊŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ 

then suddenly came back, wrecked with effort, focusing upon Jack again. 

άL ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΣέ Wŀƛ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŘǊȅ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ then his body ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǾȅ ƛƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ arms. 

Gone. 
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Jack held him there, this boy that had once been his ς his challenge, his passion, his heartbreak, his 

fury, his loss. It was the sound of police sirens that broke him in the end. The others were coming. He 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƳǇǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ Maybe that was the truth of it, it was not them 

that Jack was trying to spare. Wŀƛ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŀǘΦ WŀŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ōŀŎƪΦ wŜŎǊǳƛǘ ǘƘŜƳ 

again, break them again. 

Lose them again. 

With caǊŜŦǳƭ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƘŜ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ WŀƛΩǎ ǿǊƛǎǘ ǎǘǊŀǇ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎΣ ǊŜǎŎǳŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴΦ 

Preparing to leave. !ǎ ƘŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƘŜ ƳŜǘ ¢ƻǎƘƛƪƻΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΣ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΣ ǎƘŜ 

backed away a step ς deeper into the shadows ς broken with sorrow. 

It hurt. He had to escape. 

He looked at the wrist straps, the programme was there, clear, ready and waiting. All it took was a 

press of a button. He steeled himself, his eyes still fixed on those meaningless pieces of leather and 

metal and glass ς ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ look at them, at Toshiko and Ianto, ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ƎƻƻŘōȅŜΦ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǳǎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘ. Horrified and angry. 

άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǳǎΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜΚ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ Řƻ ƴƻǿΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ be fine, live a life, be normal.έ Forget the horror and the wonder. The words shook as Jack said 

them and those left unsaid felt like a wound. HŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ IŜ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǘǘƻƴǎΦ 

At first there was nothing and then the wind rose, twisting towards them, a steady whine and the 

first sparkle of light. He was going home. He took a deep breath and then felt hands on his shoulders, 

turning him. It was Ianto. 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘ, his eyes still angry. He kissed Jack fiercely, a bright burning kiss, and then 

pushed him. 

Jack fell through the portal, for a second lost in the twisting, destructive whiteness. He landed heavily 

on the pavement the portal wrenching closed behind him, stunned for a second. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ WŀƛΩǎ ǿǊƛǎǘ ǎǘǊŀǇ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΦ 

In the distance he heard running footsteps. A figure passing through the shadows. She emerged into 

the light of a street lamp and paused. Gwen. Her face warm and thankful and joyous. 

Then she was on him, arms wrapped around him, holding him. άLŀƴǘƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLǘΩǎ WŀŎƪΣ ƘŜΩǎ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

He pressed a kiss to her forehead. 
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άWŀŎƪΚέ 

άLΩƳ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Ianto watched Jack fall, swallowed by the light and then looked down at the wrist strap in his hand. 

The possibility. 

He turned to look at Toshiko, she was sat on the floor beside Jai, lightly touching his hand, staring at 

the body. Tears on her cheek, unnoticed. He crouched down beside her and held out the wrist strap, 

letting her take it. 

ά/ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƪŜ ƳƻǊŜΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜd. 

She nodded. άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΣέ her voice was soft. 

He heard the police car pull up on the road. The others finally arriving. He took the wrist strap back, 

feeling the weight of it in his fingers, the potential. The sound of running footsteps. 

άIƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳething in 

her eyes told him her true answer, something indescribable, an expression another him in another 

place would have recognised. ά²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΣ ŦƛƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ 

ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƭŘǎΦέ 

There was only one question left now.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ we should be called? Torchwood ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅΚέ 
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EPILOGUE 

Jack had been missing for seventeen days, three hours and forty seven minutes when Gwen called 

into the Hub, and Ianto felt like he could finally breath again. 

IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻǾŜǊΣ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ Wŀƛ ǿŀǎ 

gone. He seemed quiet, which was unusual, his mood affecting the others and for a moment it felt to 

Ianto like they were back in those ŦǊƻȊŜƴΣ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭ ǿŜŜƪǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ DǊŜȅΩǎ ŀǘǘŀŎƪΦ Then suddenly it was like 

ŀ ǎǿƛǘŎƘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŀǎƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ōǊǳǎǉǳŜƭȅ ŀƴƴƻȅƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ 

pain, wherever it had come from, packed away, as Jack always packed it away. Hiding it from himself 

and from them. 

Once Gwen went home to Rhys, who was badly ƛƴ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŀŦŦŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ Ƴƻǎǘ 

of the past fortnight by the docks, it took Ianto roughly thirteen minutes to pull Jack into bed. Doing 

the only thing he could right then to mend him. An hour later they were led together, comfortable 

and warm in the familiar cramped surroundings. Jacks fingers tracing the line of his collarbone. 

άL ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀƴŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΚέ 

άIŜ ŘƛŜŘΦέ It was a statement, not a question. 

άIŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƭƭΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΚέ 

Ianto pondered the question for a moment. He was not sure exactly what it meant, though he had a 

feeling in the depths of his stomach. άL Ǌŀƴ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƻ [ƻƴŘƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ ά5ǊƛŦǘŜŘΣ ŦƻǳƴŘ 

¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΦέ 

ά5ƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘǳǊǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΚέ 

Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀǾƻƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛǎƭƻŘƎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ƭǳƳǇ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΦ IŜ 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ōǳǘ WŀŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ŀŎǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ 

that happened they needed only the truth to lie between them. άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΣ άL 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ς ƴƻǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ŀŦǘŜǊ [ƛǎŀΦ L ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŜƴΦέ 

Jack nodded as if he understood and pressed a long, lingering kiss on his lips. Ianto opened to it, 

enjoying it, it stretched for long peaceful minutes. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΚέ Iƛǎ ǘƻƴŜ ƭƛƎƘǘŜǊΣ ƳƻǊŜ 

relaxed, though Ianto sensed the question had a secret sharp edge underneath it.  

He sighed melodramatically. ά²ŜƭƭΣ LΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƳŜ ƳƛƴƛǎǘŜǊ ōȅ ƴƻǿΣ L ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ǘƻ 

ǿƻǊƪ ƘŜǊŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 
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Jack laughed. 

άhǊ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƘƻǇΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ άLΩŘ ƎǳŜǎǎ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōƻǊŜŘΦέ 

Jack kissed him again. 

ά{ƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά[ŀȅ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ 

άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴ ƻǊŘŜǊΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ asked. 

άCƻǊŜǾŜǊΦέ 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘ ǊŜǎǘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ 

against his cheek, so softly that Ianto almost could not hear the words: 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ Ǌǳƛƴ ȅƻǳ ƻǊ DǿŜƴΦ {ǘƻǇ ƳŜΦέ 

Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ǊŜŀŘȅΦ IŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻǳƭ ǿŀǎ 

suddenly beating slower. He was only half conscious of his hand tiƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ 

άLΩƭƭ ǎǘƻǇ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǘǊŀŎŜŘ ŀƭƻƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇǊŜǎǎ 

a kiss against his lips. They lingered there together after the kiss ended. 

άtǊƻƳƛǎŜΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά!ƭǿŀȅǎΦέ 

 


