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Prologue: Remembering Veronica  

He watched the universe; through glass. 

Many came and paid him homage, he was a pilgrimage now, yet he never claimed to be a God.  He 

loves and has loved so many and he remembers all their names, scents and wonderful moments of joy. 

And then their endings in death, betrayal and sorrow; but somehow how the details, their face, always 

fadesΧ 

ΨLars, Veronica, John, and Dilta, Meredith, Estelle, and Ianto, Lilly, Garth, Marcus and YolandaΧΩ  

A chant inside his head as he soothed his many children that ΩpoppedΩ like fat, little, buds, off his flesh. 

ΨLars was the first and saddestΧΩ 

ΨWhy Daddy?έ   

ΨBecause he died so Daddy could live. John was fun but madΧDilta frail and soft, Meredith defiant and 

bold, Estelle full of faith and peace and Ianto, ah Ianto perfect voice and my loyal soldier.  Lilly funny 

and gappy toothed like her mother, Garth all raging male hormones and putty in my hands, Marcus 

quiet and unassuming, Yolanda sharp and brittleΧΩ 

The Face of Boe would sigh after reeling off many more names and potted portraits his fledglings sighing 

with him. He could self-propagate now and the love he had so craved was laid upon him nation by 

nation, species by species all across the Universe.  

His babies now all long gone and none had made it past 40. He told Ψhis publicΩ it was natural Ψfor his 

kindΩ. Which was of course was a lie. He was the only one, his children a trick of the vortex to ease the 

slow, slow, slow passage of time. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

He had six carers, three male, three female; only two were human the others represented races from 

across the Universe. He insisted they worked for him for just three years and then move on; though 

always welcome to visit privately. He was always fond of them.  

Ollie was celebrating his last day. There would be tears. Boe was close to being in love with Ollie; he was 

a very, quiet presence; which put him in mind of a certain Ianto Jones. His footfall silent and voice soft 

and lilting; though Ollie wouldnΩt know anything about Wales or being Welsh. He had never even been 

to Earth!  

 hƭƭƛŜ ƘŀŘ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪŜǎǘ ƴŀǾȅΣ ƻƭƛǾŜ ǎƪƛƴΣ ǿŀǾȅ ƎƻƭŘ ƘŀƛǊΣ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǘƘƭŜǘƛŎ ōƻŘȅΧ ƘŜ ƎƭƛŘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ 

flowing manner created by his life training in Zion. A methodology of movement and spiritual 

enlightenment, for which at last count there were five billion followers; in universal terms a minority 
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religion. He smiled to himself. His mind wandered more and more, but it was so full of memories and 

lost lovesΧ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

As they became older his little ones noticed he missed one out of his ΨchantsΨ: Veronica. He would smile 

with his mind, but the more sensitive of his little buds would know this was a forced smile. The he would 

tell them her story with a soft voice. 

ΨThat is because her story is much, much longer and never to be forgottenΧshe was my second love, in 

fact she was very much part of my third, John...then she, as I saw it then betrayed me, I was so, so young 

just in double figures! I was so naïve and hot headed; I ran from her and everything I knew but 

unknowingly towards the road to redemption, to the Doctor, to becoming thisΧwe met again when I 

was with my seventh love Ianto JonesΧas you know I remember his voice and the warmth he gave me in 

a very cold timeΧVeronica changed him, made him realise his potential, she did that with all of us, even 

with me!Ω 

His small ones would huddle around his tentacles and he would hug them back and dreamily take them 

on a telepathic journey. To the scattered moments he remembered of how he rebuilt Torchwood Three, 

after yet another disaster and more deathsΧHow he recruited the saviour of a lost time, Martha and a 

soldier from parallel universe called Mickey. He made them chuckle with his fragments of ancient speak 

and gasp with tales of heroism. They envied the warm family that came to be formed through their 

dinner parties and couplings and sighed at the loneliness of the one called Mickey. 

Then Boe would tell his young about the strange dreams Ianto had started having. And how he wished it 

was not the clearest memory of him.  How he had thrashed about the bed, but once awake could not 

remember any real detail, just fear and darkness and deathΧ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Ollie cried, just as Boe predicted, while others sang his ancient songs of hope he had culled from his 

childhood, youth and his forever life. Ollie would be replaced by another human male the next day and 

he knew he would love him just as much; the vortex always chose them well. They had their own 

destinies to fulfil and after their time with him they seemed to speed up and surge forward on to the 

right path to the histories, their destinies. 

Boe was the vortexΩs creation and he knew now he had ceased to be human when Rose gazed into the 

heart of the TARDIS and could not let him die. It would never happen again and when he ended, as he 

knew he would, ΨBoekindΩ would be no more. He would follow his otherselves of king and hero and 

saviour and con-man and lover, into legend. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Of his lovers, one face had remained clear. High cheek bones; green eyes the severe hairdos and the 

slightly cruel lips. Veronica, his trainer, lover, betrayer, counsellor, friendΧ 
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Friendship is so precious, as precious as love, in fact it was a kind of love in its own right. Boe preached 

this to all minds open enough to hear his voice. Boe had seen war after war, needless death after 

needless death. His own friends and lovers giving themselves for the greater good, whatever that was 

deemed to be.  

The questions, always the questions; what are you? Who are you? What does it all mean? And he would 

smile as best he could and would give a riddle as an answer much like her and of course himΧ 

 ά5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ŘǊƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƳŀŘΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻn,  not even to those you love?έ 

άLove and paradox, Jack, itΩs what the universe is made of!" 
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Chapter 1: Old Friends and Foes 

IantoΩs heart was beating so fast he was sure it would leap from his chest. He ran into JackΩs office 

making Jack jump from his chair at the sight of the flustered, out of breath, Ianto. 

άHey, take a breath. Take it easy.έ By now he was in front of Ianto his hands resting gently on his 

shoulders. 

άBilis Manger!έ Ianto looked into JackΩs blue eyes and watched the darkness come down, watched the 

mix of fear and hatred cloud them. άHe just, appeared, on the CCTV outside the Hub!έ 

άWhat?έ WŀŎƪ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ 

ά!ǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ WŀŎƪΣ  ōǳǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜΦ aƛŎƪŜȅΩǎ ŘƻǳōƭŜ ŎƘŜŎƪƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΦ Wǳǎǘ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ 

staring into the invisible lift camera, smiling.έ  Lŀƴǘƻ ōŀōōƭŜŘΦ 

άHe is announcing his presence, throwing down the gauntletΧέ Mused Jack, to himself; seeing this Ianto 

felt a lump in his throat as Jack retreated further away from him. 

άThatΩs what I thought.έ  Agreed Ianto, stepping even closer to him; but Jack dropped his hands from 

IantoΩs shoulders and Ianto immediately missed them. He watched Jack grab his coat and go down to 

Mickey. He leaned over MickeyΩs chair in way Ianto knew would make the younger man uncomfortable. 

In spite of his own fears, Ianto couldnΩt help but smile. He had his suspicions about Mickey. Some 

comments he made, and his ΨstraightΩ posturing just seemed a bit of an act. Not that Ianto was 

interested, he had his hands full with Jack and wouldnΩt have it any other way. He was just interested to 

observe someone go through the same journey he had. 

ά9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΣ ŎƻƴŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ ƴƻǿΗέ .ŜƭƭƻǿŜŘ WŀŎƪΦ 

Ianto glanced at the closing door and a confused Gwen munching on a cereal bar. Ianto mouthed Bilis 

Manger to her. She dropped the bar in shock and raced to join them, not even removing her coat. 

Martha sat to the left of Jack, Gwen to his right and Mickey sat next to Martha. 

άSo who is this Bilis guy then?έ Mickey asked. 

άHe almost ended the world a couple of years back and Jack was dead for four days the longest he has 

ever, well stayed dead.έ Gwen looked down biting her lip. Ianto was pleased he sat next to her, so she 

couldnΩǘ ǎŜŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ IŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀƛǘƘ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōǳǊƛŜŘ Ƙƛmself in the all too familiar 

grief. When Jack had kissed him straight from the morgue he had promised himself he would believe in 

Jack whatever happened and that had been tested almost immediately.  

άIanto?έ  He came to and looked at Jack feeling a little foolish. 

άSorry Sir?έ 

άCan you fill in Martha and Mickey on what we know about Manger?έ 
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άNot much. He ran a clock shop and can spontaneously time travel; though there was a theory that he 

used the power of the Rift, which is why he based himself here. He appears human but we have had no 

chance for a close examination and although we know that we are not the only sentient creatures on 

this planet there have been no legends, mythologies of anyone like Manger. Therefore he is either a 

freak of nature or an alien.έ 

άHis worship of Abaddon is very human!έ Muttered Jack. 

άIΩm sure misplaced faith is not just limited to the human race.έ Gwen replied softly. 

άTrue. Right our main objective is to locate Manger ASAP. Mickey keep sifting through the CCTV to see if 

we get any more. Martha, you can review all previous intel we have with a fresh eye, and then call your 

contact at UNIT to see if they have anything on him? Gwen, Ianto go to the shop see if there is any 

activity but check first for any rift peeks in the vicinity over the last couple of years. And IΩve to make a 

visit.έ 

άWho Jack?έ Lŀƴǘƻ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ΨǳƴŘŜǊ ŀƎŜΩ ǘŀǊƻǘ ǊŜŀŘŜǊ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ 

was never good for jack's mood.. 

άJust keep the faith Ianto!έ Ianto raised his eyebrow at that. It was as if Jack had picked up on his earlier 

thoughts. 

He had been graded basic latent, by Lisa in fact, when he had joined Torchwood One. He actually had 

been rather disappointed. HeΩd thought he had at least a strong empathy. But it was not long before he 

began to realise what happened if you were found to be more than ΨnormalΩ: you disappeared and there 

were rumours. Yvonne Hartman was, apparently, obsessed with finding alien genome in humans and 

then cutting it out. She was convinced telepathy was a sign of this. Ianto often wondered about this; 

heΩd asked Lisa but sheΩd changed the subject. But this was a woman who hated the use of Retcon. 

SheΩd kicked against the darker side of Torchwood at every opportunity. Ianto had often been afraid for 

her. The question was: had she marked his score down to save him? 

~*~*~*~*~ 

The shop was untouched, but not dusty. Gwen stood with her back to the wall facing the door. Ianto 

was a little braver and took a good look around. 

άIt is as if we closed it up yesterday not more than two years ago. No dust, even the air seems the 

same.έ  Lŀƴǘƻ ƳǳǎŜŘΦ 

άAnd nothing on the Rift monitor.έ Gwen mumbled. 

άWe couldnΩt detect his movement before. He might leach off the Rift but he moves independently of 

it.έ Lŀƴǘƻ tƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ƪŜǇǘ ƘƛƳ ŎŀƭƳ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŎƪƴŜǎǎ ōǊŜǿƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ 

stomach. 
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άCan we go? This place, it makes me feel sick, this is where he showed me Rhys, you knowΧέ GwenΩs 

voice was shaky, as shaky as he was now feeling. 

ά{ƻǊǊȅΦ /ƻƳŜ ƻƴ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΦέ  Ianto carefully locked up and gave Gwen a hug outside. He normally 

wouldnΩt so familiar during office hours, even with Jack, but she looked like she needed it. He had had 

trouble feeding the Weevils for months, after his own vision in the cells, so he did understand; all too 

well. 

Ianto looked up over GwenΩs shoulder. Just as he was going to suggest going back to the Hub, there he 

was. The same clothes, the same smug smile, the same reptilian eyes. 

άDonΩt move.έ He whispered. Gwen stiffened and Ianto swore he could feel her own undeniable 

empathic abilities reaching out. 

άhƘ ƎƻŘΣ ƛǘΩs BilisΧέ she whispered back. Slowly he released Gwen and moved  slowly towards him. 

άBilis, you have our attention!έ  The strange little man just smiled a smile that would freeze hell and 

then he vanished. Gwen turned just in time to see him go. Ianto was sure she was shaking as much as 

him.  

Jack went crazy when they told him. His eyes had a wild look as he ordered Mickey to scout the area - 

with himself. Ianto was afraid, for Jack; because last time they dealt with Bilis, he almost lost him. Gwen 

squeezed IantoΩs shoulder and went to call Rhys. Martha approached him and tipped his face up. 

άIanto from what I know about Manger he targets the people you love.έ 

άI know and Jack nearly didnΩt come backΧέ 

άHe told me. He also told me he didnΩt want to live at that moment, he was happy to go permanently, 

but now he isnΩt. ThatΩs because of you Ianto Jones!έ He tried to smile at her through the tears now 

tumbling unchecked and then it was his turn to be hugged and comforted by a colleague, friend. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

For the second time that day Ianto was out of breath. He had run through the arcade upsetting the 

shoppers as they pushed through to a prone Jack and a panicked Mickey. 

άHe came out of nowhere. We didnΩt stand a chance. Jack should have of come back by now!έ Stuttered 

Mickey, when on cue Jack took a sharp intake of breath; he grasped IantoΩs shirt, who was by now 

kneeling down by him. 

άJack you have blood all over me!έ Ianto said with mock indignation and Jack smiled. 

άIantoΧέ  

άItΩs OK IΩm here.έ IŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ 
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άIanto, look out.έ aƛŎƪŜȅΩǎ ǎƘƻǳǘ ŎŀǳǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ŀǎ ŀ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘ .ƛƭƛǎ ǊŀŎŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ WŀŎƪΩs blood still 

dripping off his knife. He heard a shot behind him and then a blinding flash of white light blotted out the 

arcade in front and a tall female figure emerged, almost in slow motion, touched something on her wrist 

and Bilis went down screaming.  

άI missed IΩm sure IΧ.who?έ Mickey gabbled as he stared along with everyone else at the tall blond 

woman in a long leather coat, knee high boots and a tight black jump suit not seen since the last Matrix 

convention. 

άThank you. And who might you be?έ Ianto struggled to his feet with Jack who leaned on him a little 

ƘŜŀǾƛƭȅ Φ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

άVeronica! Well you always had to make an entrance!έ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Bilis, surprisingly not dead, was unconscious in an containment field, in a cell.  

Veronica sat in the middle of the Hub; Jack perched on GwenΩs desk, Gwen in her chair, Ianto half 

hidden behind Jack. He knew who she was; who she was to Jack; 

Since they had gotten together, properly, they had spent several nights being ΨhonestΩΣwhich had 

involved Jack listing all those he had loved, surprisingly not that many, and Veronica had been second on 

that list; the worst thing was how they ended, in betrayalΧPerhaps Jack just wanted to forgive her, love 

her again or maybe he just wanted answers. And of course she had just saved his own life. Mickey was 

sitting at his desk chair swivelled round and Martha leaned against JackΩs office door, watching. 

άOh goody, an audience!έ Her accent was plummy, English, her eyes cat green and hair a dark natural 

blond. Veronica had high cheek bones and a pursed mouth that looked as though it would break out into 

a mocking laugh at any moment. There was something else behind the eyes something Χ.for a second 

Ianto could see time, space, dreams of other worldsΧ  

άI knew human telepathic abilities started to show around this time but youΩre much stronger than I 

thought you would be!έ  

Veronica was staring right at him, a smile dancing on her lips but there was no telling if it was to be an 

honest smile; this women had a whole armoury of smiles designed to slay all. Just like Jack. άWell, Jack, 

we need to talk in privateέ Gwen bristled and Veronica smiled a calculating smile (number103 maybe)? 

 άSpoilers, sweetie, spoilers!έ And Veronica actually winked at Gwen! 

Without a word Jack got up and ushered her into his office. Ianto was thinking how she paused on the 

name Jack, he knew it wasnΩt his real name, they all did, but that meant she knew his real name. She had 

known the real Jack Harkness; Captain or not. 
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άWho is she Ianto and why did she think youΩre a telepath?έ Gwen stood in front of him. She looked 

more afraid than she had than when they has seen Bilis. 

άJack worked with her, for her at the Time Agency. They were lovers.έ 

άLike Captain John?έ 

άSame place, same occupation but she was the one who stole his memories. He is probably forgiving her 

this second; his redemption through forgiveness.έ 

άHis memories?έ 

άThe reason he left the Time Agency, they robbed him of two years of his life.έ Gwen glanced through 

the office window; Veronica was standing so they couldnΩt see Jack. 

άI donΩt like this Ianto; I donΩt like this at all.έ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

They made love. It was nearly two am and Ianto was shattered, they both were, but somehow this 

connection was needed. Ianto was beneath Jack, legs slung over his shoulders as Jack moved steadily 

inside him. They gazed into each others eyes. They were too tired for games and experiments. This may 

be ΨvanillaΩ, but he needed this, Jack needed this. They needed this; he had almost died today. The tears 

came. He didnΩt mean to; it just hit him that this may not have been, but for VeronicaΧ 

άSssh, oh baby!έ Jack came not as loudly as usual, they kissed; Ianto followed through and clung onto 

Jack as he rode the wave. He finished and lay warm and splendid as Jack gently kissed his tears away. No 

one saw Jack like this; soft and sad and loving, except him. Ianto cherished this private thing. 

άI love you so much Ianto Jones. I donΩt tell you enough.έ ²ƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ WŀŎƪΦ 

άYou donΩt, in words at least. I do know, honestly I do, but today was so close and Bilis Manger of all 

peopleΧέ  

άI know, hush, he is out of harms way.έ WŀŎƪ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǇǎΦ 

άVeronica saved me.έ Lŀƴǘƻ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ 

άShe did and for that IΩll always be grateful but it is you I love.έ WŀŎƪ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ Φ 

άI know.έ Ianto whispered.  

άDo you? I did love her then hated her; but well IΩve lived far too long to carry that on my shoulders. I 

trust why she is here but IΩm not sure I trust her. The Agency is gone but she was very much part of its 

ethos.έ 

άWhich was?έ {ǉǳƛƴǘŜŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ōǳǘ ǘƘey were too close, forehead to forehead 
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άProtect the timeline above all elseΧέ {ƛƎƘŜŘ WŀŎƪΦ 

άThatΩs bad?έ 

άIt depends what it makes you do.έ WŀŎƪ ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘ ƻŦŦ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀƴŘ ǎƭǳƳǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳΦ 

άWhy is she here?έ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŎƭŀǎǇƛƴƎ WŀŎƪΩǎ 

hand with his. 

άTwenty-first century is when everything changesΧέ 

άYouΩre catchphrase!έ [ŀǳƎƘŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΣ ǎǉǳŜŜȊƛƴƎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

άAnd true!έ WŀŎƪ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΨǎ ƘŀƴŘ ōŀŎƪΦ άNow go to sleep, IΩm not going anywhere.έ 

άPromise?έ  

άPromise.έ  Ianto drifted off into an uneasy sleep. And more strange dreams came; even darker, harder 

than before and he awoke in a sweat to Jack gently talking him down into a blessed dreamless slumber. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

 

Ianto felt rested and happy in spite of his confusing dreams. Last night was the first time Jack had 

actually said ΨI love youΩ. He had shown him, said it, almost, so many times; but Ianto understood how 

hard it was for him, as an immortal. Ianto also understood why he said it now. 

Veronica stalked into the Hub, having slept in MarthaΩs spare room. She wore a green skirt that Ianto 

was pretty sure was one of MarthaΩs with a worn, faded, black, Iron Maiden shirt, he was sure was 

TomΩs. The long leather coat remained. Ianto wondered if slipping from time to time gave you a strange 

coat fetish! Veronica smiled at him; her hair was still slicked back, though this time in a painfully tight 

plait. 

άIanto, can I have a word?έ  Ianto looked nervously at Jack who shrugged his shoulders and wondered 

ǘƻǿŀǊŘ Ƙƛǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ IŜ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƛƻƴŀƭ ŦŀŎŜ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōƻȅŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ŜȄΦ 

They stood in the hot house, Ianto kept it ticking over, though not with the love Owen had lavished on it. 

He stroked a leaf of some alien herb and was aware of her staring. Then he could see them; her and Jack 

and John in a room. The room was very white they all wore fairly, normal clothes though JohnΩs were 

really bright. Jack beamed and flirted with both. Veronica had her hair in an elaborate up do and wore a 

tight, blue, full length dress. Jack was in a half undone white shirt and very tight trousers. Ianto smiled at 

this sight; then started when he realised Veronica was standing in front of him, inches away. 

άYou are so special! I can see why he loves you, contrary to what you may think he doesnΩt love easily; 

even before he couldnΩt stay dead!έ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǎƭƻǿΣ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ 
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άWhy donΩt you say immortal?έ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŀǎ ǘǊǳƭȅ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎΦ 

άHeΩs not. He just canΩt stay dead!.έ ±ŜǊƻnica bit her lip and stepped closer to Ianto. 

άWhy did you betray him?έ Lŀƴǘƻ ƘŜƭŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ 

άItΩs complicated.έ  Her lips formed a tight line. 

άIsnΩt it always?έ  

άHe crossed his own time line, twice!έ 

άSurely he wouldnΩt be that careless? He has done really extreme things to avoid that.έ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ 

shouting. Jack had been buried alive for nearly two thousand years but still volunteered to be frozen for 

another hundred simply to keep his time line intact. 

άIt was meant to happen, Ianto, as was this, his prolonged life; I wasnΩt told why butΧέ 

άIt was meant?έ ¢ƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅ ƪƴŜǿΣ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ YƴŜǿΚ 

άIŜΩǎ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜƭƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ Ǉƭŀȅ ŀ Ǿƛǘŀƭ ǊƻƭŜ ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘΩs to come which is why IΩm 

here.έ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴƻǘŜ ƻŦ ǇƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀΩǎ voice. 

ά²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƘƛǎΚ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ƴƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƻ 

ƪƴƻǿ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǎŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΗ 

άSo I can train you!έ 

άTo do what?έ  

άUse your abilities.έ  Ianto bit his lip and glanced down he knew this and he looked up at her again and 

saw the younger, freer Jack walking away into a very bright light, waving. 

ά²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ŘƛŜΦ IŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƻǎŜ ǳǎΧέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ 

άYes and he will grieve us. He will then move on, as he must!έ  

 Ianto nodded everything she said was right and true. He liked her, admired her, she had betrayed Jack 

for the greater good, she had given him up so he would travel this path and meet him. He suddenly, 

impulsively, which wasnΩt like him at all, hugged her. She stood stiffly then relaxed slowly and wholly 

into his arms. Ianto felt like he was holding the universe. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Gwen was watching Bilis on the CCTV.  He sat on the cell floor his knees hitched up to his chin and 

every few minutes he opened his mouth in a silent scream. 

άItΩs so creepy, inhumanΧέ ǎƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘƛƳΦ 
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άHeΩs not human; MarthaΩs scans confirmed that but weΩre still not sure if he is alienΧέ 

άWhat else could he be?έ Gwen looked up at him her eyes like saucers and her face tense. 

άRemember the faeries? The people from the film? They were of this Earth just not yet categorised!έ 

Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŀǎ ǘƛǊƛƴƎ ƻŦ DǿŜƴΩǎ ƘȅǎǘŜǊƛŀ 

άYou said there are no legends, mythologyΧέ 

άNo.  And that is truly puzzling because my gut says he is from here and IΩm beginning to learn my gut 

is rarely wrong!έ ²ƘƛŎƘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ  ŀǎ DǿŜƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ōƛǘŜΦΦ 

άIanto?έ !ǎ ǇǊŜŘƛŎǘŜŘ ǎƘŜ ōƛǘΦ 

But before Gwen could interrogate him; he moved on to the coffee machine his home, his safety. He 

flicked the switches and stopped thinkingΧ allowing images to flood his mind. He could see wonderful 

worlds of every colour; he could see gas clouds moving through space, he could see the time vortex 

moving, changing and all swirling around one still point, one moment of wrongnessΧJack. 
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Chapter 2: Tea V Coffee 

Mickey sat in the passenger seat of IantoΩs car. They used it for stakeouts as it wouldnΩt do to have a 

huge SUV with TorchwoodΩs name emblazoned on the side! Some secret organisation: at least the other 

worldΩs Torchwood was public and he had even appeared on TV defending their clear-up rate of the 

Cybus factories!  

Mickey shuffled down to a comfy position. They were watching a drug dealerΩs house that had just 

started to distribute an alien drug. They werenΩt interested in him, however much a scumbag, but in his 

ǎǳǇǇƭƛŜǊΦ hƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀƭŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƭƻŘǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ŘƻƻǊ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

Veronica got in armed with tea for him and coffee for her. His nose wrinkled at the bitter smell; the one 

thing Mickey Smith and the Doctor agreed on was the supremacy of tea! 

άTea, serviette, stirrer, sugar; just how much does one man need for his hot beverage?έ 

άWell you take your coffee black but I like a little milk and a little sugar in my tea. Nothing wrong with 

that!έ ¸ŀǿƴŜŘ aƛŎƪŜȅΦ 

άExcept tea is foul! Well coffee isnΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŘǊƛƴƪŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀŦŦŜƛƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎƛǊŜŘ 

effect!έ {Ǉŀǘ ƻǳǘ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ƴƻǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƛǊƻƴȅΦ 

 

άSo what do they drink in the future?έ 

άSome still drink tea, would you believeΧέ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀΦ 

άI do!έ 

άAnd fewer drink coffee; my foster parents actually drank tea, oceans of itΧέ 

άFoster parents?έ aƛŎƪŜȅ ǉǳƛǊƪŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿΣ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘȅ ǇŜŀƪŜŘΦ 

άIΩm a foundling. The distant colony I was born on, was attacked when I was an infant, everyone, 

including my biological parents, was killed: unless you were under six. Somehow the aggressors felt that 

if you preserve the future generation then it isnΩt genocide which technically is true.  I was found and 

then placed with my foster parents. They were friends of my biological parents, they lived on the Earth 

Moon Station; as they were both biologists..έ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŦƭŀǘΣ ŦŀŎǘǳŀƭΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƴŜǿǎǊŜŀŘŜǊΣ ƴƻǘ 

someone describing their own childhood! 

άWere you happy?έ aƛŎƪŜȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴΦ 

άYes, I suppose, I was. School was rudimentary for someone of my talents but at twelve I was put on a 

gifted child program and sent to Mars for the rest of my education. The Time Agency waited in the wings 

and recruited me on gradation.έ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀƘŜŀŘΣ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ŀǘ 

all. 

άWhat did you study?έ aƛŎƪŜȅ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ǊŜƭŀȄΦ 
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άYou would call it quantum mechanics.έ {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ 

άAnd what would you call it?έ 

άTime and dimensional theorem.έ 

άAh!έ aƛŎƪŜȅ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΗ IŜ ƎƭŀȊŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŜŜƪǎ ŀƴŘ ōƻŦŦƛƴǎ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ 

ǘǿƛǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ƻƴΧ 

άItΩs not as complicated as it sounds and there is nothing like personal experience which you have; 

unlike so many of your era!έ Mickey shifted in his seat keeping his eyes on the house, which is why they 

were here after all. 

άAnd Jack? He doesnΩt strike me as the ΨboffinΩ type!έ 

άHe was recruited to be a soldier. They severely underestimated him though, considering they knew 

what he could becomeΧέ 

άCould?έ aƛŎƪŜȅ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀΣ ǇǳȊȊƭŜŘΦ 

άThe Time Vortex is in constant flux very little is set in stone. Jack could have just died, that first time, 

and stayed dead.έ Mickey glanced at her from the corner of his eye. She had a strong profile, which was 

unexpected, as for all her height and severe hairdoΩs her face was feminine. 

άItΩs saying stuff like that that makes my head hurt.έ aƻŀƴŜŘ aƛŎƪŜȅΦ 

άBut you have done it! You have skipped across galaxies and eras, you have lived in a parallel world and 

returned. You know only too well the effect of choosing to stay in on a Friday night, for once, then when 

you switch on the news and see the club you would normally go to; up in flames.έ Mickey swallowed 

how the hell did she know? The fire that had killed Jake. He had refused to go to that Ψbloody gay clubΩ 

yet again. He had hurt Jake then lost him. άI know lots of things; recently IΩve been able to look into to 

the time vortex. Really read the timelines and help manage them a lot better. Something stopped and 

the legend of the Time Lords was born and with that vortex slipped into unmanaged chaos. We are 

regaining control.έ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΧ 

άIs that why you are here to contact the last Time Lord, the Doctor?έ Veronica glanced at him. She 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǎƻ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǊǳƳƻǳǊ ǘƻƻΦ 

άMaybe. Our fates are so hard to pin down except JackΩs of course. We all spin creating paradox as we 

go and Jack is just still, utterly, perfectly still.έ 

άSo he could be the key?έ Veronica smiled a long cat like smile, baring teeth over her lips, ever so 

slightly. 

άSee, Mickey, you do understand so much more than you give your self credit for!έ 

άMaybeΧέ Mickey rested his head against the cool window and closed his eyes for a second.  
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He had run to the club as soon as he has seen the news. He had become part of the crowd craning their 

necks watching the bodies being taken out.One of the fire exits had been blocked; all those who died 

had been ushered there by one of the security men. They had made their way back when they realised; 

but it had been too late the fire had been too strong and the smoke had overcome them. Jake forever 

the soldier, who would never surrender, died in a club with his lungs full of smoke. It all came out at the 

inquest. There were fines and prison sentences but eleven people had died and were still dead. He could 

look for Jake in this world, he had been tempted to do so, but what if this Jake was not gay, was not his 

Jake?  Mickey had to bite his lip. He must not cry. 

άI grieved for Jack.έ Veronica suddenly stated. 

άYou had to wipe his memories?έ  

άYŜǎΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ƳŀŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘΦ hǊ ǎƻ L ǿŀǎ ƭŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜΧέ 

άWhy wasnΩt he told?έ Mickey challenged. 

άHe ran before he could be debriefed and I missed him. John missed him.έ 

άIΩve met John heΩs in Prague at the moment, he sent a postcardΧHe turned up after Martha and me 

first joined the team. All 'fur and no knickers', as my Gran would have said!έ 

άThat is his mask; JackΩs is his flirting.έ 

άYours?έ aƛŎƪŜȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎΗ 

άIce maiden!έ Another thin smile crept across her face. 

άWhatever gets you though the night!έ  Mickey sighed and sipped his tea. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

On his turn to trot to the all night coffee shop, he took his time and breathed in the cool night air. There 

was no one about, maybe the occasional taxi, as they were near the centre, taking a few clubbers home. 

Thursday night was student night and Mickey could well imagine the state of the centre right now, 

kebabs and chips strewn around everywhere. Drunken girls in short, short skirts puking up in the gutter 

and boys fighting over which ΨtartΩ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƻƳŜΦ aƛŎƪŜȅ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǇǇŜŀƭ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΣ 

he must be getting old. 

After picking up the tea and coffee he cringed at the smell. He tried to work out in his head when he 

decided he hated coffee. His Gran drank it on Saturdays, instant of course and only in the morning; 

loaded with sugar. The bitter smell meant nice things, no school, sitting with his Gran watching kiddie 

programs, as she called them, and laughing at the silly jokes and enjoying the pop songs of the day. As 

he had gotten older he had even made it for her. Never tried it though the smell had put him off even 

ǘƘŜƴΤ  ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƭƛƪŜ ƴƻǿΦ  aƛŎƪŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩt know how he went from not fancying 

coffee to hating itΧ 
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άAny movement?έ He asked as he got into the car. 

άNope.έ And Veronica reached out for her coffee which he placed into her hand.  

άThanksέ.  

άSo any exciting Ψwhen I was in the AgencyΩ stories? JackΩs full of them though mostly about his 

conquests.έ aƛŎƪŜȅ ǿŀǎ ŦƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΤ ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ 

άMy experience at the Agency was different to Jacks.έ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ǎƛǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀƘŜŀŘΦ 

άBut still interesting to a backward twenty-first century boy!έ Veronica laughed then blew on her coffee. 

άWhy didnΩt you ever sleep with Jake?έ 

άIΩm not gay.έ {ƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘ aƛŎƪŜȅ 

άWrong answer! Again why did you not sleep with Jake?έ She turned her head and stared at Mickey; 

unblinking green bore into him. 

άHe wanted Ricky not me!έ Mickey felt sick, he had said it out loud the real reason his ΨrelationshipΩ with 

Jake had been so fucked up. Suddenly a cool hand cupped his face and turned it so they were looking 

ƛƴǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƪƛǎǎŜŘΣ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŦƻǊŎŜŦǳƭƭȅΣ ŀ ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻ ƘƛŘŘŜƴΣ ǎƻ ƛƴ ŘŜƴƛŀƭΣ ǘƘŜƴ 

suddenly Mickey pulled back 

άWhat is that perfume?έ 

ά51st century pheromones, a hundred years before Jack and I were born there was a crash in libido 

among the human race so the government put an edict on every couple that could, should bear at least 

four children, even if it meant forcing themselves! And then those children had an injection at puberty 

that made their hormones well ΨsuperΩ. What they didnΩt realise it was actually genetic! We believe the 

effects will finally fade in another three generations.έ 

άWhy did the libido crash in the first place?έ 

άPollution, they think. Anyway, letΩs get back to the task in hand!έ And Veronica smiled as they leaned 

towards each other again; a door slammed, they jumped apart. Their target walked off ,away from 

them. Mickey jumped out the car and went to follow him. The taste of VeronicaΩs lips was still tingling 

and teasing him. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Mickey watched the house discreetly from a corner when he heard Veronica pull the car up just behind 

him. He was armed but was pleased to have her company again. Her marksmanship was proven and if 

Gwen was to be believed she was a telepath too and perhaps their recent conversation had just 

confirmed that! He was beginning to like Veronica she was alone like him, out of place, although he was 

out of place in his own timeΧ 
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He backed up and got into the car.  

άA new view.έ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ 

άNo coffee shop!έ aƛŎƪŜȅ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ 

άDamn.έ They stared at the large Victorian town house not unlike MarthaΩs, the first floor lights were 

one. 

άDidnΩt Martha say these houses often had their main reception on the first floor and many people kept 

the tradition?έ !ǎƪŜŘ aƛŎƪŜȅΦ  

Veronica shrugged.  He rubbed his forehead. It was so late and his head hurt, too many thoughts of 

Jake, Veronica had somehow gotten to the root of it; then kissed him? Was he bisexual? Becoming more 

like, god forbid, Captain Cheesecake? Mickey sighed and on cue the target emerged. They let him pass 

and then Mickey went to the house, Veronica called in back-up and then covered him.  

Mickey took a deep breath and knocked. A very tall, grey looking man answered Mickey gave him no 

chance to speak and knocked him straight down with a swift punch and ran up the stairs. He burst into 

the upstairs drawing room and two reptilian creatures were sorting through packages of the drug. They 

started and Mickey shot the hand of one, the other went to run and Veronica clipped him with her 

wristband.  

Gwen came charging up with Ianto just behind her. 

άYouΩve got it all under control then?έ She holstered her weapon and grinned at Mickey, but the grin 

dropped when her eyes met VeronicaΩs. Gwen turned and left the room. 

άSorry.έ Mouthed Mickey 

άNot your problem.έ Smiled Veronica, rolling her eyes and she carried on helping Ianto accompany their 

prisoners to the SUV. Jack was waiting outside. 

άMickey the idiot!έ 

άCaptain Cheesecake!έ Grinned Mickey. Veronica and Ianto manhandled the prisoners into the SUV 

including the strange doorman. He reminded Mickey of someone but he couldnΩt put his finger on it. 

Mickey drove back with Ianto in his car. The others went with the prisoners. Suddenly there was a 

ŎƻƳƳƻǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ .ƭǳŜ ¢ƻƻǘƘΩǎΦ Lŀƴǘƻ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ aƛŎƪey in a panic and Mickey put his foot downΧ 

Gwen stood outside the SUV, at the side of road,  the reptiles dazed and confused still inside the car. 

Jack was enraged as he climbed out the drivers seat onto the hard shoulder and Veronica was fiddled 

with her Wristband, turned away from the prisoners ignoring their panicked squeaks.. 

άJust like Bilis! He bloody vanished with a thin smile!έ DǿŜƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ǊŜŘΣ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛƭŘΦ 

άNothing on the Rift.έ Reported Veronica. 
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άContact Martha she is in the Hub alone with IT!έ Shouted Jack. 

Ianto got on his phone when he couldnΩt raise her on the comms. 

άMartha thank god! What is the status of BilisΧΚέ Ianto went silent as Martha ran to check the monitors. 

They all waited holding their breath.  άMartha? HeΨs still there?  And the same? Good. We are on our 

way back now!έ The group gave a united sigh of relief and jumped back into their vehicles and sped back 

to the Hub. 

Martha was sitting at the monitor watching Bilis intently. She didnΩt even glance at them arriving, 

announced by the proximity alarm. Ianto and Veronica shifted their prisoners down to the cells and the 

rest gathered around Martha and looked at the frankly creepy image of Bilis silently screaming.  

άWe have to deal with the fact there is another, like BilisΧέ Jack said quietly Mickey felt sick and glanced 

at Gwen. He didnΩt need to be an empath, telepath, whatever, to know she felt the same way.  

άWe have to identify what Bilis is.έ Martha stated, eyes still locked on the screen. 

άAgreed. Mickey trawl the internet, Gwen assist. him Martha bug your contact, if there are two of them 

there must be some kind of history.έ WŀŎƪ ōŀǊƪŜŘΦ 

άDidnΩt Faith come up with anything thing?έ  Ianto had appeared from the cells Jack had gone a little 

white, who the hell was Faith? 

άIΩm going to pretend you didnΩt ask that IantoΧ.έ 

άJack?έ Gwen was looking up at him with her puppy dog eyes. 

άGwen IΩve given you a direct order, get on with it!έ 

άAnd whatΩs my order Jack?έ Ianto glared at him as Veronica appeared. 

άYou and Veronica go back to the house and see what you can find.έ Veronica started to leave Ianto 

continued to glare at Jack. Mickey watched, lovers spat? Then Ianto, in silence, turned on his heel and 

followed Veronica; Jack let out a long breath. 

άJack?έ Gwen tried again. 

άNot now.έ This time Jack was softer, quieter and went to his office and closed the door. Mickey was 

sure Gwen was going to cry. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Hours later they had found veiled references, very few, but some; mostly on scanned ancient 

documents. All seemed centred around Cardiff, which because of the Rift wasnΩt really a surprise.  

There was a lot about Abaddon and the End of Days. But some much older, oral stories had been 

recorded hundreds of years after they had started to be told around the hearths of the dark ages maybe 
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even earlier. Bilis and his kind had been more numerous. Merlin, maybe a title rather than a name, 

seemed to be connected. But it was all hints and rumours no direct description, nothing conclusive. 

They sat in silence in the conference room. Martha still was unlucky with UNIT though this time she felt 

they were holding out on her. Veronica and Ianto had found nothing useful at the house.  

άFaith was unable to help other than do my cards again.έ Jack shifted uneasily in his chair. 

άFaith?έ Dared Mickey. 

άOwenΩs future if he hadnΩt actually found the one thing he couldnΩt be protected from.έ Jack stated 

sadly. 

άIt is still not safe to go down there yet. For all we know he is still functioning in some form or otherΧέ 

muttered Ianto. 

άWhat? I thought Owen was dead.έ Mickey was shocked, although he really should know better by now. 

άHe was dead, but walking and talking like you or me.έ Explained Martha 

άAnd Faith is more than five hundred years old!έ {ƴŀǇǇŜd Ianto who then shifted and glanced at Jack. 

This was obviously a sore point between them. 

άHer longevity has given her a gift. She knows our possible futures.έ Jack looked down at the table sad 

and fallen; Mickey had never seen him so dejected. For the first time he began to understand JackΩs 

ΨconditionΩ as the probable curse it was. 

άIn our time. It has been realised  that all humans have certain abilities, though some more than 

others.έ Veronica was looking directly at Gwen and Ianto. They were special, he was not. άWhose to say 

even the most basic latent wouldnΩt develop such gifts over time?έ 

άShould we know that Jack? And could Owen be still down there alone?έ Asked Gwen. 

άYes and yes!έ With that Jack got up and walked out of the conference room, Ianto following him, 

Veronica stood up and took charge just like that. 

άMickey, Gwen, go home, go to bed; Martha a wordΧέ Mickey and Gwen slunk out together. 

άDid you bring your car today Mickey?έ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƛǊŜŘƴŜǎǎΦ He shook his 

head and just like that extreme fatigue had swamped him. άIΩll give you a lift as soon as IΩve called Andy 

to tip him off about the human drug dealer and get our speeding tickets cancelled!έ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Mickey woke up at two pm. He staggered into the kitchen and found some not out of date milk and 

some cereal. He put the radio on and music he didnΩt recognise blared out, so he switched it off again 

and ate in silence. He stared at his orange tea and remembered why he really hated coffee. His Gran had 
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spilt it on herself as she had fallen down the stairs to her death, it was all he could smell when he found 

her. It had been a Saturday. 

Suddenly his doorbell rang. He sighed, as lonely as he was; there was a part of him that embraced it. He 

opened the door to Veronica standing there. She was wearing her signature coat and her hair was tied 

tightly back as always and Mickey felt the desire to release it. She wore just a T-shirt and jeans both 

bought on an over enthusiastic shopping trip with Gwen; both probably had jaw ache from all the 

clenched teeth!. Veronica gave a nervous smile, not one he had seen before and not one he was sure 

she was used to giving.  

And they were kissing. His hand slipped upwards and let loose her hair. It tumbled down like a fairytale, 

his hand got satisfyingly lost in it. His other hand held her taller body flush to his. It was strange having 

to look up to kiss someone but she was firm and demanding in her kisses. Mickey pulled back. Veronica 

kicked off her shoes and led the way into the bedroom. 

άItΩs been a while for me!έ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 

άAnd me!έ !ŘƳƛǘǘŜŘ aƛŎƪŜȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ŦŜƭƭ 

onto his bed naked and were in the act, having sex, for that was what it was,  pure, fantastic sex.  

Mickey was up first and as she slept he gathered up her clothes. A lot had fallen out of her coat, her 

mobile, a notebook, a scrunched up receipt, half a pack of Polos, an old style watch, a piece of blue tack, 

a lipstick, Torchwood ID. No wonder she didnΩt carry a bag; she wore it. All women were the same 

however much from the future! 

 He piled up the shrapnel of her life, here in the 21st century, on the side and went to make a cup of tea. 

Then his mobile on his table came to life hand heard VeronicaΩs in the hall too. He looked at the screen 

ΨTorchwoodΩ. Seven hours sleep, then fantastic sex made for a good start. Mickey smiled he wasnΩt 

feeling so alone now. 
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Chapter 3: Knowing  

Gwen hated this. She and Ianto sat either end of the long table of the conference room, facing each 

other; Veronica sat in the middle on GwenΩs left hand side. A vase was in the centre of the table; all had 

their palms face down on the solid wood. The vase slowly, very slowly started to inch its way towards 

Ianto.  Gwen threw her focus beyond, as she had been taught, then she visualised a wall. The vase 

stopped and actually started to fall. It stopped half way and righted itself.  

άWell blocked Gwen.έ Veronica didnΩt take her eyes off the vase so Gwen just nodded and started to 

wind ΨropesΩ around the vase and pull them toward her. Suddenly the vase shot forward and she only 

just caught it. 

άShit!έ 

άIanto your problem is your fear and Gwen yours is your excitement!έ Veronica stood up. άThatΩs all for 

today. But please think about it. Ianto, I know Torchwood One made you fearful of anything like this and 

Gwen you always dreamed of this and of course it is in your bloodline!έ Gwen looked away. They all got 

up and left the room in silence, all deep in thought 

There always had been rumours and Auntie Helen claimed to talk to the dead. The rest of the family had 

laughed at her but as a girl Gwen would press her for stories of funeral homes where the dead walked. 

The great uncle who could predict storms, very popular with fisherman he was! The family were less 

scornful of Aunt Helen as she died on the day and the way she always predicted; a heart attack on 

January 2nd 2000. Gwen went round remembering the date but had been too late. She had a smile on 

her face; Auntie Helen always believed in the other sideΧyet how many times had Jack been there and 

said there was nothing? 

Gwen was merely asking the question millions had asked for millennia. But she was different because 

she had to know; she couldnΩt bear not knowing even if she knew it was better that way.  

άPenny for themΧέ Jack appeared all glorious matinee idol and heady natural scent. Ianto had confided 

that Jack had told him all 51st century people exuded this but she hadnΩt noticed it on John or Veronica! 

But Jack always did it for her; he made her feel all confused and fifteen again. He was IantoΩs just as she 

was RhysΩ. She forced, what she hoped was a happy but tired smile, after all he knew where she was 

coming from  as Jack had admitted that he had found this sort of training hard too. 

άJust a little tired Jack.έ He smiled and she felt all the tiredness evaporate. 

άGo to the surface, for a walk; take Ianto. Pick up some donuts! Relax!έ The smile she returned felt 

genuine this time and Ianto joined them. 

άDid I hear a request for donuts? Come on Gwen we both need some air after all that!έ They went 

through the tourist information entrance both blinking in the sunlight that had chosen to bless Roald 

Dahl Plas for a change. 

άHave you checked on him?έ They both knew who Ianto meant by him. 
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άbƻǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŘŀȅǎΣ LΩƳ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΗέ DǿŜƴ ǎƘƛǾŜǊŜŘΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ 

άI looked two days ago and couldnΩt focus, eat anything or sleep; itΩs the silent screaming, gets under 

your skin. ItΩs been over a month now; he doesnΩt eat or sleep nor appear to need those things.έ Ianto 

clenched his jaw, Gwen guessed he was a teeth grinder. 

άHeΩs getting thinner though. Veronica thinks he feeds off time itself!έ aǳǎŜŘ DǿŜƴΦ 

άCould be. The universe is a strange place, even our little backwater.έ Ianto smiled a cool smile and 

Gwen knew what he meant. In fact anyone one who worked for Torchwood knew that for a ΨbackwaterΩ 

it was very busy indeed! 

άDo you ever wish you didnΩt know?έ vǳŜǊƛŜŘ DǿŜƴΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ Lŀƴǘƻ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ who 

knew everything! 

άAll the time, at least, before I started seeing Jack properly, you?έ Gwen glanced at Ianto. Yes she was 

jealous, she had no right to be, but she was and there was nothing she could do about it! 

άNo. IΩve always needed to know!έ DǿŜƴ ōƛǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇΣ ΨŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘȅ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǘΩ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ŎŀǘΣ ǎƘŜ 

would have used up her nine lives a long time ago! 

άKnow what exactly?έ Lŀƴǘƻ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǇƻƛƴǘΧ 

άEverything!έ Gwen admitted. 

άIΩve always liked to be informedΧ but sometimes I understand some things are not meant for me, us at 

this momentΧέ 

άI canΩt accept that. Never have. Never will! After Flat Holm youΨd think I could, but itΩs no good IantoΧ έ 

άThatΩs what made you a great cop and now a fantastic field officer!έ Pointed out Ianto. 

άYour reticence is what is holding you back.έ Accused Gwen, with a half smile. 

άYour impatience is doing the same.έ They laughed and stood outside their favourite bakers their noses 

against the window like hungry children. They linked arms and went in. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Martha was the only one not weaning herself off watching Bilis and as far as Gwen knew, Jack had never 

gotten into the habit. She worried about Martha and she was curious about her and JackΩs ΨEnd of the 

World Survivors ClubΩΣ ŀǎ even Ianto didnΩt appear to know what that was about. 

She liked Martha; she had much more in common with her than Tosh, god bless her! Martha may be a 

boffin,  but she was one who lived in the real world. She was married like her and enjoyed things 

outside of work like cooking and decorating; the domestic to counter their action filled lives. She was 

going to get Martha to consult on the décor, especially as she and Tom were doing such a good job on 
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theirs, when she and Rhys finally got a house. Rhys was being stubborn and wouldnΩt accept help from 

Torchwood on the mortgage, though he did like Martha and Tom (who had accepted help); he and Tom 

could argue about Rugby for hours! Gwen sighed; she loved her ΨRhys the rantΩ but sometimesΧ 

άSorry, Gwen, I didnΩt notice you!έ 

άMartha, perhaps you shouldnΩǘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƘƛƳ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΚέ {ǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ DǿŜƴ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ 

άIt is a medical study. Jack did suggest killing him, an autopsy would be more conclusive but I couldnΩt 

sanction it.έ 

άYou didnΩt see what he did.έ DǿŜƴ ǎƘƻǘ ōŀŎƪΦ 

άNo, and that maybe is a good thing. IΩve seen terrible things Gwen and IΩve been willing to do dreadful 

things because of that. Now I want to see if there is another way. IsnΩt that the point of JackΩs 

Torchwood?έ aŀǊǘƘŀ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ŀǘ DǿŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

 Gwen sighed.άMaybe, Martha, oh I donΩt know. For me Bilis embodies evil and knowing thereΩs 

another like himΧέ 

άWho may not be like Bilis at all? What if an alien species judged the entire human race on Hitler or 

Stalin? We wouldnΩt be here!έ 

άTrue enough butΧέ DǿŜƴ ǎǘǳƳōƭŜŘΤ ǘǊǳǎǘ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻΧ ƭƻƎƛŎŀƭΗ 

άIΩm a doctor Gwen! IΩve sworn to protect life in all its forms and god knows I didnΩt always in UNIT!έ 

Martha actually raised her voice and when she finished she shook her head and went back to staring at 

Bilis. 

άYou would have good reasonΧέ 

άOh Gwen, I thought not wearing a gun would be enough to be like him; but it is just never enough.έ 

Martha suddenly looked so despondent Gwen wanted to hug her 

άHim?έ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ aŀǊǘƘŀΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ 

άThe Doctor.έ DǿŜƴ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ aŀǊǘƘŀΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘŀǊŘΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ 

άSurely he has done some questionable things himself after all Torchwood was set up to protect Britain, 

the world from him!έ DǿŜƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΤ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀd a point. 

άHe had his reasons!έ 9ȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ aŀǊǘƘŀΦ 

άWell there you are then! None of us are perfect, even ancient aliens!έ 

άThe Doctor would hate that, being called ancient!έ [ŀǳƎƘŜŘ aŀǊǘƘŀ 
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 Gwen smiled and switched off the monitor Martha was staring at and handed her the coffee and fresh 

donut.  

άLovely!έ Martha smacked her lips.  Gwen smiled but wasnΨt sure if Martha really understood what 

Bilis wasΧ she walked out. She knew she couldnΩt sit down and do whatever at her desk. She thought 

about joining Ianto and Mickey who were digging out the oldest of the written archives to see if 

anything mentioned Bilis or his like. Normally she would have jumped at the chance to nose through the 

darker side of Torchwood, with company. The tunnels of the Hub still gave her the creeps. 

{ƘŜ ǿŀƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōǳǊƛŜŘ ƛƴ ǇŀǇŜǊǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩt 

need an excuse to chat. 

άJack, has Veronica spoken to you about Ianto and mineΩs psychic training?έ 

άNot much. IΩve been through it, remember?έ {ƛƎƘŜŘ WŀŎƪ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜǎƪ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ 

ΨǊŜƭŀȄŜŘΩ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ōŜƘƛƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΤ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ǊŜƭŀȄŜŘ ǘƻ DǿŜƴΦ 

άIt is just so frustrating.έ DǿŜƴ ǿƘƛƴŜŘΦ 

άWhat is?έ WŀŎƪ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛƴŦǳǊƛŀǘŜŘ DǿŜƴΦ 

άI have all this energy and she always seems to be holding me back!έ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŦŜŜƭ ƛǘ ōǳōōƭƛƴƎ 

inside her. 

άThat is her job; you could be dangerous, if you donΩt have control!έ 

άI know, I know; it is just well, frustratingΧέ wŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ DǿŜƴ 

άIanto was complaining about the opposite! He canΩt let go, mostly because of Torchwood One and the 

knowledge that Lisa probably saved his life.έ 

άHow?έ DǿŜƴ ǿŀǎ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘΦ 

άShe assessed him on his entrance exam and labelled him a basic latent which he is quite clearly not. 

And  she warned him of the random checks probationers got the first few months.έ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ŀǎ ƛŦ 

Ianto could hear him. 

άOh god I didnΩt know that! She saved him but he couldnΩt save her.έ DǿŜƴ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘȅ Lŀƴǘƻ 

held back;  but why did she feel so pent up? 

άExactly, but you are both needed, fully functioning because of whatΩs to come.έ WŀŎƪ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ 

thoughtfully. 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƻƻΣ WŀŎƪΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ Ƙƛƴǘǎ ƻŦ  Ψeverything changesΧΩ all this mystery, Jack, well, 

shouldnΩt we know now, so we really can be ready?έ 

άMaybeΧέ Gwen started, she wasnΩt expecting that. Then Veronica appeared in the open doorway. 
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άJack?έ 

άSorry, Veronica, I got sidetracked.έ 

άSo I see.έ Veronica actually glared at Gwen; Jack then walked out, his face worried and left her alone in 

his office while he caught up with Veronica at the lift. 

Gwen was seething and stormed off down to the archives and found Mickey and Ianto buried in files and 

ranted in a way that would have made Rhys proud. 

άVeronica was stopping spoilers, Gwen. She wiped JackΩs mind to protect the integrity of the timeline, so 

if we are not meant to know, wellΧέ Ianto pointed out, but  Mickey didnΩt look so calm, so Gwen 

turned to him. 

άI do like Veronica. ButΧέ Mickey looked down a little embarrassed and she saw, just for a second, an 

image of Mickey in bed with Veronica.  

άYou two are shagging!έ Exclaimed Gwen, Mickey looked straight back at her with fierce anger in his 

eyes. 

άThat is out of order Gwen, you know the rules, keep the hocus pocus in the training room!έ With that 

outburst Mickey stormed out. 

άWell done Gwen, he was just settling down with me even though he knows what I... what we can do. 

And his body language around Veronica the last week or so gave that away anyway!έ Ianto turned and 

carried on going through the files. 

άNeed any help?έ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜŜƪƭȅΦ  Ianto turned round and looked directly at her. 

άI need Mickey; he is surprisingly good at research, skim reading etc. And is good company. Go make it 

up with him and send him back, knowing I would never pry in his mind.έ 

άIΩm sorry, but the image just popped up!έ Gwen explained, but Ianto turned away. 

άNot me you should be apologising to, Gwen.έ Lŀƴǘƻ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ files keeping his back to her. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Gwen went reluctantly to find Mickey - but when she did- she found Martha talking quietly with him in 

the medical bay. She turned and left the Hub, she didnΩt have her car so decided to go for another walk. 

A proper one, so she just started walking in the sunshine and the cool, strong breeze. Her head was just 

ǘƻƻ ōǳǎȅΦ {ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƭŀȄŀǘƛƻƴ ŜȄŜǊŎƛǎŜ ΨōƭƻƻŘȅΩ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ƘŀŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ŀ 

beach in Hawaii, on her honeymoon. She and Rhys had loved it mostly because they had been only 

people there and felt like the only people in the world. It worked to a point and she did feel calmer. 

But Gwen couldnΩt keep pretending she liked Veronica or that she trusted her. The fact that she was 

capable of passion surprised her but what she had seen in MickeyΩs mind had confirmed that.  
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It was the fact that Veronica ΨknewΩ, what was to come, JackΩs real name, their thoughts, was GwenΩs 

real problem. And that Jack had loved Veronica, so much he that could forgive her such a transgression, 

but then he had also forgiven Ianto. Gwen bit her lip, Ianto had betrayed Jack, in fact all of them, for 

love. Veronica had betrayed Jack for an order. Yet everyone seemed to accept Jack had to lose those 

particular memories. She just couldnΩt help putting herself in JackΩs place and so could not forgive 

Veronica for taking away a slice of his life! Tosh had peaked into their inner most thoughts for a 

moment, which had been bad enough; Veronica had lived the future and held it away from them. That 

lack of disclosure frustrated Gwen no end. 

Gwen sat on a random bench. She knew she couldnΩt keep doing this, her head hurt, she had to relax. 

She took a long deep breath and took herself back to her honeymoon beach but this time there were 

clouds in the distance and no Rhys. She turned and saw Jack, his back to her, in the middle distance. She 

tried to call him but no sound came out and she started to scream and all there was, was this eerie 

silence. She sensed something behind her and on turning she saw Bilis who put a finger to his lips. 

Gwen opened her eyes with one thought; she now knew what to do about Bilis Manger. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Gwen went back into the Hub went past Martha and Mickey who were looking at something on his 

computer screen and went to on towards the cells. 

άGwen, where are you going?έ Gwen didnΩt hear Martha calling. άGwen stop, itΩs Bilis, heΩs stopped 

screaming!έ Gwen froze. άGwen?έ Gwen spun round she could feel the adrenalin rushing through her 

veins. 

άI know. But this is good, he is talkingΧέ 

άTalking?έ The young doctor moved towards her with concern in her eyes. Gwen backed up. 

άHe just interrupted my vision!έ With that she turned and ran. She knew Martha and Mickey were right 

behind her. She didnΩt care. He had invaded her mind. 

She entered the cells and passed Janet, who was cringing in in the corner. Then she came to Bilis who 

was standing, thin smile spread across his face. 

άDo I have your attention Mrs Williams?έ Gwen stared at him then, forcing an image of a sledge 

hammer, she thrust it into his face. BilisΩ brains sprayed the other side of the side of the cell and Janet 

wailed. 

Gwen threw up, collapsed, and blacked out. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Gwen woke up in the medical bay where Martha was sitting to her left and Veronica to her right. 
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άWe will have to up the training with both yourself and Ianto on blocking; he manipulated you into 

killing him. He harnessed your desire for his death and your uncertainty in your abilities.έ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ǎŀƛŘ 

quietly. 

άWe did an autopsy Gwen, and yes it is useful. It the long run he would have died and he was just 

speeding up the process.έ Martha smiled, then Veronica touched her forehead and ice poured through 

her brain and blessed, dreamless, sleep swept over her. 

Jack was sitting by her when she came to again. He wore a look of concern and was holding her hand 

with both of his. For a moment the girl within her rejoiced and basked in his attention; it only lasted 

ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŜƴŘŜŘ ƻƴ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ 

άThank god, Gwen, I couldnΩt imagine, IΩm sorry I was pissy with you about MickeyΧέ 

άItΩs OK Ianto, I deserved it.έ Gwen turned her head towards him and he tilted his head and turned into 

Bilis, screaming silently. 

Gwen then woke up for real bolt upright and screaming with sound. 

 Time passed and finally she stopped seeing him; it took more than a month and a concentrated effort 

from Veronica and care from the whole team. Mickey brought her magazines, Ianto brought her coffee 

(of course), Martha spoke in soothing tones and took her stats every few hours and Jack would read to 

her. He started with Jane Eyre remembering a comment she made ages ago about loving it, then they 

moved on to RebeccaΧ. 

It was convalescence.  Rhys visited every day and he did his best to get on with Jack. Gwen felt loved by 

her little makeshift family. She even warmed to Veronica who poured ice on her mind when it was on 

fire. She gave her peace and showed her visions of worlds with two suns and moons made of diamonds 

and riding shooting stars into the black.  

She went home and went mad with the quiet and remembered how much she hated daytime TV. She 

went for long walks, tried to start painting again but within three days she was calling Jack every half 

hour begging him to let her come back. She returned on restricted duties on day four of her release 

from the medical bay. Veronica took her aside and kissed her fully on the mouth. Gwen stared at her, 

confused. Veronica just smiled and she then saw Veronica and Jack in a golden room running about, 

happy, carefree, laughing. She had never seen Jack so light and happy and young. 

άThank you,έ she whispered to the women from the future she had once so resented. Gwen knew she 

had saved her sanity, if not her life and she had also opened her up in so many different ways 

άGwen!έ JackΩs shout woke her up and she ran back out into the main Hub where the others were 

gearing up for a Weevil hunt.  She instinctively went for her kit but Jack grabbed her wrist. 
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άRestricted duties, remember? You are controlling from here with Ianto. ItΩs only one rogue Weevil 

anyway. Veronica and I can handle it. Mickey youΩre driving.έ Mickey caught the keys and grinned, then 

followed Veronica. 

άWhereΩs Martha?έ 

άIn London. She came up with some interesting data on BilisΩ autopsy.  SheΩs checking up on UNIT and 

Torchwood One archives.έ 

άRight.έ 

άGood.. LetΩs go, Veronica!έ They ran off. 

άMartha will be back tomorrow, coffee?έ Ianto glided by her as Gwen hooked up her blue tooth.  

She turned to Ianto.ά ¸Ŝǎ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦ Veronica continued with your training?έ 

άYes. I can block for you too, till you catch up. Obviously after what happenedΧέ  

Gwen smiled, she was behind, but it made sense for Ianto to protect her, for now. 

άGwen, do you copy?έ 

άYes Jack, yep got you on the screen Χέ Gwen sat down in front of the computer. 

SheΩll catch up and one day sheΩll know everything. 
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Chapter 4: Happy Endings  

Martha literally fell into the house, her home and Tom laughed, as he was coming out of the kitchen, 

just in time to witness her regular humiliation. He only just managed not to spill the mugs of tea he was 

carrying.  

ά{ǘƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘŜǇΗέ {ŀƛŘ  aartha  through gritted teeth  and got up grimacing as she rubbed 

her shin, there would be a big bruise on that tomorrow, nicely matching the others! Martha stumbled 

ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ΨƭƻǾŜƭȅΩ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǿŜǊ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƎŜΣ ŜŀǊƭȅ ±ƛŎǘorian house. It 

was still only half decorated both of them having been bogged down with work. They had started on the 

first floor with the main drawing room: which they were using as their living room, the hub of the house.  

But this as their personal den ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ǊƻƻƳΩǎ ǇǊƻȄƛƳƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭΦ 

aŀǊǘƘŀ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ƻŦŦ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƴƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ǎƻŦŀ ŘƻƴŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ¢ƻƳΩǎ ƳǳƳΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ  ǎƘŜ 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ōƛƎ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ŀǎ ōƻǘƘ ƘŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ Ŏƭear to her 

there was no children on the cards, for now anyway. 

άIƻǿ ǿŀǎ ¦bL¢ Κ  

ά !ǎ ƻŦŦƛŎƛƻǳǎ ŀǎ ŜǾŜǊΗέ {ƛƎƘŜŘ aŀǊǘƘŀΦ 

άDŜǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǳǎŜŦǳƭΚέ 

άbƻΣ ǿŜƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΤ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƎŀƛƴŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ŀǳǘƻǇǎȅΤ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŜǾŜƴ ŀƴƎƭƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ .ƛƭƛǎΩ 

body! But I stood firm and Jack will back me up to hilt. But I did sneak something from the Torchwood 

hƴŜ ŀǊŎƘƛǾŜΦ LǘΨǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎǘŜǇ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴΗ DƻŘ L ΨƳ ƪƴŀŎƪŜǊŜŘΗ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ έ ¢ƻƳ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ ŀǎ aŀǊǘƘŀ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ƴini rant: 

ά¢ƘŜƴ LΩƭƭ ŎŀǊǊȅ ȅƻǳΗέ ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎǿŜǇǘ ƘŜǊ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘǳƳǇƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ 

lightly on the back. They made love and as always it seemed to get better and better; their never ending 

honeymoon. 

However afterwards, she lay wide awake, now staring at the recently restored ceiling rose listening to 

¢ƻƳΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜΦ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ¢ƻƳ ŘƛŜƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ 

her, the whole reason she had instigated their meeting. When she told him the truth about her job at 

UNIT he had only half believed her and he still found the truth of Torchwood very hard to take. He had 

sat in front of Janet for hours and became very concerned for her welfare until Martha showed him the 

records of people killed by Weevils. And he understood, really for the first time, the pressures Martha 

was under. That night she told him about the Doctor and the year that never was and whole story of 

how they had met and how he had died. Tom then disappeared for 24 hours. 

She was frantic.  

Jack and the team had searched for him but had been were called back for a rogue weevil, leaving her 

pacing the huge house in a desperate haze. He had came back, as he had left, in the middle of the night. 

IŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŀǘ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ sleeping. 
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άaŀǊǘƘŀ L ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ŎǊŀȊȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŀŎƪŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇǊƛŎŜ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ 

for such a beautiful, wonderful women, who has saved the world and who for some unknown reason 

ƭƻǾŜǎ ƳŜΗέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ƘŀŘ ōǳǊǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ Tom had crawled up the bed to her welcoming lips. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

 On arriving at work, Martha was only slightly surprised to see Gwen at her station, she had been an 

infuriating, impatient patient, just like she would have been, had the situation been reversed!  Jack 

appeared at his office door grinning, Ianto was behind him suited and booted as always. 

άIŀǎ Ƴȅ bƛƎƘǘƛƴƎŀƭŜ Ǝƻǘ ƎƻƻŘ ƴŜǿǎΚέ 

άbƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ WŀŎƪΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ǘƘŀƴ ǳǎΤ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΗ {ǘƛƭƭ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ŦƛƭŜǎ ƻŦ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ hƴŜΦέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǳǘƻƳŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŀǘ LŀƴǘƻΦ {he knew his history. Martha 

ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƻƴΦ άLƴ мфну ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛǾŜǎ ŀǇǇǊŜƘŜƴŘŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ .ƛƭƛǎΩ 

ƪƛƴŘΦ IŜ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǊǳŘƛƳŜƴǘŀǊȅ ƛƴǘŜǊǊƻƎŀǘƛƻƴΦ LΩǾŜ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƴǎŎǊƛǇǘΦέ aŀǊǘƘŀ 

started to open her brief case. Jack shook his head. 

ά¢ŜŀƳΗ /ƻƴŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ǊƻƻƳ ƴƻǿΗέ WŀŎƪ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ  ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀǘ 

Martha and swished his damn coat round and went towards the conference room. Gwen leapt up from 

her chair; Veronica appeared from the medical bay. She had been helping Martha catalogue some of the 

slides she had been making up from the autopsy of Bilis. Veronica seemed to have a lot of lab 

experience. When asked Veronica, had simply shrugged and said her foster parents had been biologists. 

Mickey came up from the archives where he was spending more and more of his time.  

Lŀƴǘƻ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ Ǉŀǎǘ WŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΤ ¢ƻƳΩǎ ǎƻƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘŜŀ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜ 

ŀƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƳƛǊŀŎƭŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ IǳōΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŦŜǿ ƭǳȄǳǊƛŜǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƭƛfe and she appreciated them with 

relish. 

Jack sat at the top of the table, as always and she sat to his left and Gwen to his right Veronica had taken 

to lounging at the other end chipping in occasionally with slightly cryptic, sometimes useful comments. 

Iaƴǘƻ ǎŀǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƭŜŦǘ ŀƴŘ aƛŎƪŜȅ ǿŀǎ ƻǇǇƻǎƛǘŜ ƘƛƳΦ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ Ƙƛǎ ŀŦŦŀƛǊ ǿƛǘƘ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ǿŀǎ 

continuing but they kept it right out of the office, which pleased Martha. 

άhƪ aŀǊǘƘŀΣ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƴƻǳǊǎΦέ WŀŎƪ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōǊƛŜŦ ŎŀǎŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘŜǊΦ  aŀǊǘƘŀ opened it, she 

knew what was inside, but it still made her nervous. She looked up at Jack then glanced at the others, all 

eyes where on her. Martha gave a little nervous cough and started. 

ά¢ƻ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ wŜƎƛƴŀƭŘ /ŀǎǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ IƻǊŀŎŜ {ǘŀǇƭŜǘƻƴ ƛntercepted the target in Fulham 

12th October 1928. He had been arrested by the local police for causing a breach of the peace and 

babbling about strange things. The target seemed confused about what year it was. Torchwood had 

been alerted by their police cƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ΨƳŀƴΩ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊ ǘƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ƻǊ ŘǊƛƴƪ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 

ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ŎǳǎǘƻŘȅΣ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ ǎƛȄǘŜŜƴ ƘƻǳǊǎΦ IŜ ǿŀǎΣ ƻƴ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΩǎ ǊŜǉǳŜǎǘΣ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŎƘŀǊƎŜΦ 

Then Castle and Stapleton picked him up just round the corner of the station. There was some theory 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀǇǇǊŜƘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎƛǇ ƻŦ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ 
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ά!ƴȅǿŀȅ ǘƻ Ŏǳǘ ŀ ǾŜǊȅΣ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘȅǇƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƻŦŦƛŎƛƻǳǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 

ǘǊŀƴǎŎǊƛǇǘΦέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǎƛǇǇŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ Ƴƻre water and read to the team. 

ά/ŀǎǘƭŜΥ {ǘŀǘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘΦ 

Suspect: I have no name, no given name anyway, though sometimes I use the name Adris Doren. 

Stapleton: Adris Doren what kind of name is that? 

Suspect: An old one. 

Stapleton : How old are you? 

{ǳǎǇŜŎǘΥ Lǘ ƛǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΧ L ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ 

Castle: Through time? 

Suspect: Yes. 

Stapleton: How many are there of you? Where are you from? 

Suspect: Not many and we are from here. 

Stapleton: That is not an answer. 

Suspect; I have no exact numbers and I did not exist one day and then I did the next. 

Castle; Can you die? 

Suspect: Of course, all things die, that is the natural cycle of things. 

Castle: But you are not natural. 

Suspect: That is a very subjective statement. 

Stapleton: Then give us firm facts. 

Suspects: I do not drink, eat or have carnal desire. My only need is to travel. 

/ŀǎǘƭŜΥ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊΚ 

Suspect: I am trying to bring in one of our own. He worships a false God. And I have not completed my 

task so I do not leave . 

Stapleton: What name does this deserter go by? 

{ǳǎǇŜŎǘΥ {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŜ ƎƻŜǎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŀǎ ƻŦ .ƛƭƛǎ aŀƴƎŜǊΦέ 

Martha paused and let the shock sweep over the room. 
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ά!ōŀŘŘƻƴΦ IŜ ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇŜŘ !ōŀŘŘƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƭǎŜ DƻŘ ǿŀǎΗέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀǘ poker straight, eyes 

glittering as she realised this out loud. 

άLƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇƻƭƛŎŜŘΧέ LƴǘŜǊƧŜŎǘŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΦ 

aŀǊǘƘŀ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άaȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ LŀƴǘƻΦ  ²Ŝ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƧǳŘƎŜ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎ ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ƳŜƳōŜǊΩǎ ŀŎǘƛƻƴǎέ 

aŀǊǘƘŀ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ƎƭŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ DǿŜƴΦ She remembered saying as much to her the day she had killed 

Bilis. However manipulated, Gwen was still a willing pawn in her eyes. Martha took a deep breath and 

continued. 

ά{ǘŀǇƭŜǘƻƴΥ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜΚ 

Suspect: I could show you, in your mind. 

CastleΥ bƻ ǘŜƭŜǇŀǘƘȅ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǳǎǳŀƭ ǇǊƻŎŜŘǳǊŜǎΦ L ǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿ ŀǘ мфлл ƘƻǳǊǎΦέ 

Martha put down the yellowing Paper. 

άIŜ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƻ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ΨǘŀƳŜΩ ǘŜƭŜǇŀǘƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

gone. No sign of forced entry. I think he thought he could talk his way out of this maybe or even enlist 

ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭǇ ƻŦ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ƛƴ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ .ƛƭƛǎΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜƭŜǇŀǘƘȅ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ǊǳƴΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΩǎ ŀǘǘƛǘǳŘŜ ǘƻ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛǘ was always 

ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎΣ ƎǊŜŜŘȅ ŀƴŘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ŀǊǊƻƎŀƴǘΦέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ aŀǊǘƘŀ ƪƴŜǿ ŦǊƻƳ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘǎ DǿŜƴ ƘŀŘ 

made in her convalescence that Ianto had had a rough time at Torchwood One. 

ά{ƻ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅ ǿŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊǳƎ ŘŜŀƭŜǊǎΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ !ŘǊƛǎ 5ƻǊŜƴΚέ 

άtƻǎǎƛōƭȅ aƛŎƪŜȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿέ WŀŎƪ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜƴ ƭŜŀǇǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƻŘŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

conference room, Ianto scurried behind him, the rest sat in silence till Gwen choose to break it. 

ά{ƻ !ŘǊƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƻƴŜΚέ 

ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ōŀŘΦ {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǘƛǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜŦƛƴŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƭΦέ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ƎŀȊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ 

with her most enigmatic smile and Gwen actually made an audible tut and stalked out of the room. 

Martha just stared at Veronica and Mickey; he looked a bit uncomfortable so she decided to leave the 

ƭƻǾŜǊǎΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊ ŘƛǎŎǊŜŜǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ƎƻƻǎŜōŜǊǊȅ ŀǘ ǿƻǊƪΦ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Tom was a good cook. She was a plain cook; he did the fancy stuff for guests and special occasions. If she 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƭŀǘŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛƪŜŘΣ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ΨǇǊƛǾŀǘŜΩ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ 

ǿƘƛŎƘ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƴŎƛƴŜǎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ ¢ƻƳ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŜƴƧƻȅ ƳƻǊŜΗ LŦ ōƻǘƘ ǿŜǊŜ ƭŀǘŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ /ŀǊŘƛŦŦΩǎ 

many Takeaways was used. The rule was that they always would eat it at their grand, Regency dining 

table recently acquired from the Torchwood vaults; after Jack had thoroughly scanned it. Strange, but 

rather useful things came through the rift sometimes! 
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Tonight, both were late. Tom was wearing the look, she was worryingly becoming used to, pained, tired 

and frustrated. In Africa he had felt he got things done and he would be going out there again soon. 

They had made a deal for him to go  six weeks a year and not necessarily always taken at the same 

time. She brought in the Indian having phoned ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ¢ƻƳΩǎ ǘŜȄǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƭŀǘŜ ǘƻƻΦ 

ά5Ǌ CƻǊōŜǎ ƛǎ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΦέ ¢ƻƳ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ 

άLǎ ǎƘŜΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǎƘŀƳŜ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǎƻ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

ά{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǘǊŀƴǎŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ tŀŜŘƛŀǘǊƛŎǎ ǎƘŜ 

rŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƙƻǿ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘΦέ ¢ƻƳ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ  ŀƴŘ ǇƻǳǊŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ƻŦ ǊŜŘ 

ǿƛƴŜΦ ά¢ƘŜƴ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƛȄ ȅŜŀǊ ƻƭŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘΦέ 

άhƘ ¢ƻƳΦέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ his eyes and covered her hand with 

his other, then she topped it with her free hand smiling back. Then Tom pulled his lowest hand and 

topped her hand and they went on faster and faster laughing till it hurt. While they had each other all 

the sadness in woǊƭŘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ƭƻƴƎΦ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Martha and Veronica often worked in silence which Martha appreciated. Gwen, as much as she liked 

her, could talk the forelegs off the proverbial donkey, having already done for the rear end! Veronica 

had a lovely calm about her, for all her severe hair dos and clipped vowels; she seemed at peace with 

herself which probably made her the only one in this fractured little family of theirs. Mickey, since he 

had gotten involved with Veronica, seemed much more settled and for that alone she was grateful. 

There had been hints of what he had been through in the parallel universe. The time paradox had been 

enough for her; let alone an entire universe that was the same, but not.  

ά/ŀǊŜŦǳƭ aŀǊǘƘŀέ ²ŀǊƴŜŘ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀΦ 

άhƘ {ƻǊǊȅΦέ Martha caught the slide and put it in the viewer and both gazed at the screen. 

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ǘǊƛǇƭŜ ƘŜƭƛȄΗέ 9ȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ aŀǊǘƘŀΦ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ Ǝƻǘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǉǳƛƴǘŜŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ 

ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά/ƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜ ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ƻǊ ŀǊŜ ŀ ōǊŜŀƪ ƻŦŦΚέ vǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘ aŀǊǘƘŀ 

άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǳǘǘŜǊ ŘŜǇŜƴŘŜƴŎŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǾƻǊǘŜȄ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜǎ ƳŜΣ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ 

ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜΗέ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ǘǳƴŜŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŜƭΦ ά.ǳǘ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ L ǎŀǿ 

something in the archive a ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ŀƎƻΣ ǿƛǘƘ aƛŎƪŜȅΗέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿΣ ōǳǘ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ƻƴƭȅ 

smirked and carried on toward the archives. Martha grabbed her cooling coffee and ran after her.  

~*~*~*~*~ 

Martha was frustrated in more ways than one. Veronica had to concede  that what she had seen in the 

archives was just more veiled references in very ancient texts; though again these referred to Merlin. 

That and the existence of the triple helix was the only move forward and now nearly a month later she 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴȅ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ the origins of Bilis and his kind.  And Tom left for Africa that morning and 
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would be gone for nearly two months. Their deal already broken but he had broken her heart with his 

pleading. 

There had been no row and she had understood why he wanted to man this health centre in the middle 

of nowhere. He was making a difference. No NHS management meddling, no NICE refusing drugs. Just 

ǿƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ǎƘŜ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ΨƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΨΚ aŀǊǘƘŀ ŎƭǳǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ Ƴŀƭǘ 

to her chest and went ǘƻ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ŘǳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ψ9ƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘ 

{ǳǊǾƛǾƻǊǎ /ƭǳōΩΦ 

Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ¦Ch ǎƛƎƘǘƛƴƎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ŀƴŘ DǿŜƴ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ ŜŀǊƭȅ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ΨǎǇŜŎƛŀƭΩ 

time with Rhys. Mickey was where he always was these days, in the archives. She tapped lightly on the 

open door and Jack looked up and beamed a warm smile of invitation. 

άaȅ ƴƛƎƘǘƛƴƎŀƭŜ ŎƻƳŜǎ ōŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƎƛŦǘǎΚέ 

άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǊƻƳǇǘǳ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ψ9ƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘ {ǳǊǾƛǾƻǊǎ ŎƭǳōΗέ 

άIŜŀǊΣ IŜŀǊΗέ !ƴŘ WŀŎƪ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ǘǿƻ ǘǳƳōƭŜǊǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ ά¢ƻƳ ƎŜǘ ƻŦŦ hYΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΦ bƻ ŘŜƭŀȅǎΣ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǇŀǊǘǳǊŜ ƎŀǘŜΗέ 

άLǘΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǿŜŜǘŜǊΗέ 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀǿŀȅΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΦέ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǳǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƭǳŎƪȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ΨƘƻƴŜȅƳƻƻƴ ǇŜǊƛƻŘΩ Ƙŀǎ ƭŀǎǘŜŘ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎέ aŀǊǘƘŀ 

ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǎŜƭŦ ƳƻǘƛƻƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀǇƻǎǘǊƻǇƘŜΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΤ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀǘŜŘΗ 

άLǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƛƭƭΗ ¸ƻǳ ǘǿƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ōƻƴŘ L ƳŜŀƴ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ wives know their husband would die for 

ǘƘŜƳΣ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜΚέ 

άL ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘǊŜŀƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΦ !ƭƭ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƭŜƪǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƻΧέ aŀǊǘƘŀ 

Ŏŀǎǘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ Řƻǿƴ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŜǊ ōŜǎǘ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘΣ ƘŜ IŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƘƛƳΧ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭ .ƛƭƛǎΦέ 

άIŜ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƛǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƘƛǎƪŜȅΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎΦ 

άIŜ ŘƛŘ ŀƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ DǿŜƴ ΨǿƛǎƘŜŘΩ ƛǘΤ ōǳǘ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƻŦ ōŜŜƴ ōƭƻŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ 

as easily done the same to me! I wanted him dead as much as Gwen ŘƛŘΗέ 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣ !ōŀŘŘƻƴΧǿŀǎ ƛǘ ǘǊǳƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŘǊŜŀŘŦǳƭΚέ 

άL ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ŘŜŀŘΗ Wǳǎǘ DǿŜƴΩǎ ǿƛƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪΦ !ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ L ƭŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƎǳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

ǇŜŀŎŜŦǳƭ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΗέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ǎƘƛǾŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ŜǾŜǊ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǘ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ 

her gut to think it.. 
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ά! ǎƳƛƭŜ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴΗ ²ƘƛŎƘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǎƻ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀΗέ 

ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǘƘ ǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜǊƎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜΦ !ƴŘ ŎƘŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƴƛǇǳƭŀǘŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ 

ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀƎŜƴŎȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƴƛŎŜ ƻǊƎŀƴƛǎŀǘƛƻƴΦ LΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƴŜ 

and that a few good people like Veronica are trying to do something about the lack of supervision on the 

ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΦέ 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ŘŜǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘǎΚέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘŀǊŘΦ Lǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ 

difficult for ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ DŀƭƭƛŦǊŜȅ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ŜƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǊŘŜǊΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 

through, to witness his grief when the Master chose to die leaving the Doctor on his own, again. 

ά¸ŜǇΣ ǎƘŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǊƳŜŘ ŀ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛǾŜ Ƴade up of all the time travel capable 

species and they have accessed some stray Time Lord tech and are trying to keep the Vortex from 

ǎƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭΗέ 

άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΦ ¢ƻǇ ǳǇΚέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ƘŜǊ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŘǊƛƴƪΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 

ƭƛƪŜ ǿƘƛǎƪȅΣ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ Ŧǳƭƭ ōƻŘƛŜŘ ǊŜŘ ǿƛƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ¢ƻƳΩǎ ŦŀƴŎȅ ǊƻŀǎǘǎΣ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ 

ǘƻ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƳƻǊŜ Ǉŀƛƴ ǘƘŀƴ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŜƳǇǘȅ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘΣ aŀǊǘƘŀ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜŀǘŜƴ ŀƭƭ ŘŀȅΦ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L ōŜtter call in some take away. Whisky on an empty stomach is not a good idea. Do you still love 

ƘŜǊΚέ 

ά±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀΚ ¸ŜǎΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ǿƛǘƘ Lŀƴǘƻ ƴƻǿΦ !ƴŘ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎŜǘ ŀ ¢Ƙŀƛ ōŀƴǉǳŜǘ ƛƴ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ŀƎŜǎΗέ 

άLΩƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ǳǇ aƛŎƪŜȅ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ǳǎΦ WŀŎƪ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŀƳŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ She knew Jack knew that she was just putting off 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŀƴ ŜƳǇǘȅ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ {ƘŜ ŀƭǎƻ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

aŀǊǘƘŀ ǎŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǇŀǊƪ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ aƛŎƪŜȅΩǎ ǿŀƪŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǇŀǊƪ ǿŀǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƭƛǘΦ bƻ ǎǘǊŀȅ ²ŜŜǾƛƭ 

could hide here! But aŀǊǘƘŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ²ŜŜǾƛƭǎΣ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘ 

concrete and missed Tom. 

She had gone after Tom, after letting the Doctor go, because she felt after everything she deserved a 

happy ending. Then she had qualified, then she had gotten the job at UNIT who helped in healing her 

ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƘŀŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŜƴŘŜŘΣ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ŀŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ bƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ WŀŎƪΩǎ 

makeshift family in honour of a man they both loved but could never have. 

There was a tap at her window and Martha flinched. 

άaŀǊǘƘŀΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƳŜΣ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀΣ ǿŀƴǘ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΚ bƻǿ ¢ƻƳΩǎ ƎƻƴŜΧέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀƴǘ 

over to the passenger door and as she unlocked it and Veronica walked round and got in. 
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Martha smiled nervously at her passenger and started the engine. Tom was the love of her life and 

Torchwood was her extended family. She was loved. Martha drove off no longer feeling lost, for one 

night at least. 
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Chapter 5: The True Cost of Love 

Jack watched Ianto move through the Hub. He moved with such grace and determination and Jack 

smiled as a now familiar tingle crept up his spine, he loved Ianto Jones; life was good. 

Ianto stopped by Jack and they stood opposite each other not quite touching and Ianto had a teasing 

smile playing on his gorgeous lips. Jack didnΩt just love Ianto Jones he wanted Ianto Jones. Jack grinned 

back at his lover and slid back in to his office and perched on the front of his desk. Ianto got the message 

loud and clear went straight up to him and they had a proper, messy, fantastic snog! 

άGet a room!έ  There was laughter in MickeyΩs voice and Ianto looked slightly embarrassed as he 

backed off but Jack caught him in the small of his back and Ianto awkwardly dangled on the end of JackΩs 

arm. άJust come in to say Veronica is investigating those sightings, in Swansea.έ 

άProbably nothing; that far off the Rift.έ {ƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ WŀŎƪΦ 

άYou never know!έ Mickey smiled. άIΩll leave you two to it!έ Mickey had visibly relaxed since his 

involvement with Veronica. She had made it clear to Jack, that while they didnΩt love each other, they 

gave each other comfort in a strange place. Mickey might be from ΨhereΩ but had spent a large part of his 

adult life somewhere utterly different. That would be enough to disenfranchise most. Jack smiled, 

Mickey was the ΨbestΩ, in ways he could never suspect; yet. 

άYou know something about Mickey!έ DŀǎǇŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΦ 

άWas I broadcasting?έ 

άA littleΧέ Jack swept Ianto into his arms and held him tight. He squeezed his eyes shut. He felt every 

death of every friend and lover but if he could die a thousand painful deaths to see Ianto into old age he 

would. That wouldnΩt and couldnΩt happen of course. Their love affair was doomed from the start. He 

heard a sniffle and Jack clamped down his mind, but he was too late. His fatalism had passed over to the 

young man and there was nothing he could do about it. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Veronica held the team rapt as she gave an amusing anecdote about her day in Swansea. Jack watched 

but didnΩt listen. He loved to watch Veronica, always did; because she came alive when she had an 

audience. He watched he flick her arms out as she imitated some official and the others roared with 

laughter. Gwen glanced at him with a puzzled expression. His laughter had been just a beat after the 

others. Sometimes he hated the fact Ianto and Gwen were now so aware. He and Veronica had been 

trained from a young age to control it.  Now Jack just blocked, both ways, as it was easier. Veronica 

would always leave one ΨtentacleΩ out to sense danger or useful information. He also knew she was 

training Gwen and Ianto to do this.  

Jack blocked because he never wanted to know what people really thought about him.  As then he 

might start acting to gain their approval and not concentrate on the task in hand. Jack shifted uneasily in 

his seat. For seven years he had tried to make up for his fatherΩs death and GreyΩs disappearance, but his 
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mother had never ever forgiven him. Her anger had seeped into his nightmares. By the time he left they 

had barely spoken for years and she had died before he graduated from the Time Agency. She wouldnΩt 

have come anyway. 

ΨI will feed you, educate you, clothe you, sign any forms. But do not expect me to be your mother ever 

again.Ω 

Jack forced down a thick brick wall inside his head. He had been having such dark thoughts recently, 

ever since the death of Bilis. He gave an involuntary shiver and the whole team turned and stared at 

him; a hand rested his shoulder. 

άJack?έ IantoΩs soft, perfect voice intruded and soothed him. Jack forced a smile. 

άSorry guys. I was miles away. Sorry Veronica.έ With that he walked out of the Conference room.  

άJack?έ He heard IantoΩs feet clatter on the metal steps behind him. Jack stopped and turned slowly. 

άJack, IΩm worried about you. For a while now, all I get from you is sadness.έ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƴ WŀŎƪ 

ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǿŀȅ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘƛǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΣ ŦŜŜƭ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴg so hard to clamp down, 

ignore. 

άI donΩt know why Ianto, honestly I donΩt. I love you so much and I love living with you and yet I canΩt 

shake off this ΨfeelingΩ. SomethingΩǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΣ LŀƴǘƻΣ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΗέ  With that declaration Jack felt an 

incredible wave of nausea sweep through him and he collapsed to the floor throwing up black bile. He 

could hear Ianto shouting and feel his hand resting on his back. He felt himself be manoeuvred to the 

medical bay. He was sat down on the table and Veronica was in front of him her fingers brushing his 

cheek.  

άRelease the wall Jack, let me in. I can help you.έ A hand held his and he knew the hand was Ianto. 

άOr let me JackΧέ He nodded. 

άBoth and Gwen too.έ   Jack felt another presence settle beside him and take his other hand. 

άIΩm here Jack.έ  Jack squeezed GwenΩs hand and then felt his conscious self drift awayΧ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

It went black and JackΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǾƻƛŎŜǎΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜǎΦ 

άItΩs so dark and coldΧέ DǿŜƴ whispered fear in her voice 

άJust focus on reaching the end of the corridor Gwen. Ah!  I see a crack of lightΧέ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƴǎƛōƭŜ ŎƭƛǇǇŜŘ 

tones of Veronica purred 

άGwen IΩm beside you take my handέ .ŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǾƻǿŜƭǎΧ 

άThank you Ianto.έ 
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άThatΩs Ok IΩm scared tooΧέ 

άHush, you two, Push the door together.έ  

άOh my God, the light, itΩs blindingΧέ DǿŜƴ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ 

άGwen, Veronica are you there?έ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ŀǎ the voices then spiralled 

away into the dark. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Suddenly Jack was back on Boeshane. The sands played their merry dance and he stood gazing at the 

city in the distant. His father was playing with Gray behind him. Jack knew this but couldnΩt turn round 

as his feet were sinking slowly into the sand.  

ΨI will feed you, educate you, clothe you, sign any forms. But do not expect me to be you mother ever 

again.Ω 

His motherΩs voice echoed around the beach. Tears mixed with sand blinded him to the change of scene. 

As his vision cleared he found himself in a corridor looking into a ward through glass. He knew the 

ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΤ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅΩǎ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ŦŀŎƛƭƛǘȅ ƻƴ aŀǊǎΦ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ǿŀǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

holding the hand of an unconscious, younger him. She was crying. A man, someone he doesnΩt 

recognise, is speaking; in spite of the glass he can hear the words. 

ΨAt least he has no family. We can wipe the infected memories and start afresh. You and that old devil of 

a partner of his, will not be wiped, you have all been together for years. ItΩs just the last 24 months that 

will have to go.Ω 

Finding that he can now move Jack presses himself against the glass. He opens his mouth to shout. 

Nothing comes out. He hammers the glass. Nothing happens. He feels dry tears carving a passage in his 

face and he bites down on his lip willing blood. No metallic taste comes. 

άJack?έ He turns and sees his love. 

άLŀƴǘƻΗ ²ƘŀǘΚΧέ 

άYou gave us permission!έ 

άUs?έ 

άI, Gwen and Veronica but I lost them.έ 

ά L ŘƛŘ ŀǎƪΣ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƴƻǿΣ  cariad. I must have let you in! You above all others, because, Ianto Jones, 

IΩve already let you inΧέ Jack mused then moved forward for an embrace and found himself enveloped 

in his loverΩs arms. They stood like that for a long time; then when they emerged they found themselves 

in the black.  
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There was a fading light in the distant and they moved slowly painfully towards it. Their feet wading 

through sometimes water or sometimes mud. They held hands fingers entwined. 

ΨI had to do it, allow it; it wasnΩt just because it was an order, I did it for you. You would have gone mad!Ω 

VeronicaΩs clipped voice reverberated around the black and Ianto pulled himself closer to Jack. 

άYour memories?έ 

άI was so angry Ianto, I wouldnΩt, couldnΩt listen.έ 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜǊ ƴƻǿΣ WŀŎƪΤ ǎƘŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ƛǘ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƻΦέ 

άI know; I knew that then! But it didnΩt stop my anger. I loved her so much that I saw it as a huge 

betrayal. ThatΩs why I walked. before the debrief; which was the worst thing I could have done.έ 

άBut that led you to the Doctor, to becoming who you are now. It led you to me!έ Jack said nothing but 

squeezed IantoΩs hand. He hadnΩt expected to fall in love with him. He hadnΩt expected to be unable to 

walk away. Ianto Jones had been unexpected and in his extended life he knew he had to grab the thin 

slices of the unexpected and devour them, absorb them. He must never forgot, must never forget, those 

he loved. 

Ψ[ŀǊǎΣ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀΣ WƻƘƴΣ ŀƴŘ 5ƛƭǘŀΣ aŜǊŜŘƛǘƘΣ 9ǎǘŜƭƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΦΩ WŀŎƪ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŀƳŜǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ 

breath and swore it would become his new mantra 

~*~*~*~*~ 

They entered the light and found themselves observing a highway in the sky Ianto gasped and beamed 

at Jack. Jack just half smiled at Ianto. He knew this place, Ultimo 4 a moon colony, mostly human and a 

major base for the Time Agency. It was fast and furious; and had a major underbelly Jack was only too 

aware of. An underbelly he had used to think of as ΨfunΩ. He had been the ΨbackwoodsΩ boy from 

Boeshane, a rarity, a pure human as a result of BoeshaneΩs original purity policy. It had died out 

generations before he was born but had left a large stock of pure human genome. This was, he 

supposed, the point. It was also the reason why the Time Agency had been so eager to recruit from the 

distant world. ΨPureΩ humans would function better in human past time lines. 

Humanity had entered this universe only relatively recently, in JackΩs time, forced through being caught 

in a conflict between two empires; in the early 21st Century. Everything had changed and the Time 

Agency  had insisted that before he graduated thaǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ƘŜ 

would become the ΨheroΩ Captain Jack Harkness who had led Torchwood Three to saving Earth and 

establishing EarthΩǎ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΦ IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǘƻƭŜƴ 

the real HarknessΩ name and life. He thought it had been a coincidence. You didnΩt have to travel in time 

long to know; really know that coincidence and luck was what drove the Vortex as much as anything 

else. Torchwood had morphed into the Time Agency, though the Archive still bore its name. The beast 
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the Agency had been was unrecognisable from the organisation he had tried to remodel in the DoctorΩs 

image. 

But somehow Veronica was actually doing this. She was rebuilding Gallifrey, from the ashes of the Time 

Agency, but a more inclusive and less precious place than the stuffy, old Time Lords had governed. He 

had some idea of Gallifrey not just from the Doctor but from legends, they may have been wiped from 

time and space but somehow they still had left their stamp on the universe.  

άJack?έ Ianto was looking at him worry etched across his face. 

άSorry just remembering, which is what all this is, memory. I suppose key memories from my life. My 

ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǊŜƧŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǎǎ ƻŦ DǊŀȅ ŀƴŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘΣ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΣ L ǎŀǿ ŀǎ 

VeronicaΩs betrayal along with the Agency of course.έ 

άWhere are we?έ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǿŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

άUltima 4. Humanity colonised it about fifty years before I was born. When I wasnΩt working this is 

where you came to play, relax, have fun. DonΩt let the ΨSci-FiΩ gloss fool you Ianto Ultima has a dark side 

and that I think is where we are going to visit next, I suppose another key memory. This is getting all a 

bit too ΨA Christmas CarolΩ for me!έ 

άWhat does that make me?έ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŎŜǊǘŀƛƴǘȅ ƛƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ Ǿƻice. 

άMy present loverΧto paraphrase, as you are not dead, nor is it Christmas!έ WŀŎƪ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ Lŀƴǘƻ 

appeared to relax. 

άI can cope with present loverΧέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ 

άGood! And you do know that you really are my one and only?έ  Ianto gave a slow smile and looked 

him straight in the eye. 

άI know.έ 

Right on cue they moved again.  They were in a small, dark, dank bar. Jack saw Ianto straighten up 

ready to do ΨbattleΩ. 

άRelax; you are in my head, inside my memory!έ 

άI know, itΩs just so real the smells, the noise everything.έ {ƘƛǾŜǊŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΦ 

άI spent a lot of time here both before and after the Time Agency.έ 

άWhy?έ 

άThe only place, within Earth GovΩs jurisdiction, that serves a particular drinkΧέ {ƳƛǊƪŜŘ WŀŎƪΦ 

άNot your hypervodka!έ 
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άYep! I always had to override the computer of every ship to get it from the replicator. I always limited 

myself to one, though that was always enough. Takes the edge off, but, then love, lust, even the job, 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ !ƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ȅƻǳƴƎΧέ  

Jack faded out as his younger self entered. IantoΩs hand slipped back into his. He felt the amazement 

and fascination from his lover as they both looked straight at the younger Jack who was full of 

confidence, hope, yet the sadness Jack saw in the mirror everyday was already there. Though he 

couldnΩt be sure if it was just Boeshane, his mother or if Veronica had already betrayed him. Some of the 

details were hazy, it was all so long ago. 

The young Jack took a seat by the bar and John walked in. IantoΩs fingers entwined with the old Jack. 

John tapped the younger JackΩs shoulders who turned and beamed a predatory smile and the two where 

ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎΣ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ǘƘŜƴ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴΦ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ƘƛǘŎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǳƴƛǎƻƴΦ 

άThis is just before I go on a solo mission, I think the one they wiped; this is the last memory before the 

blankΧέ   Jack faded out as he continued to watch. 

John has caught Veronica, still tall; still with a severe hair do; but as John kisses her she just appears to 

melt in his arms. An impatient Jack taps her on her shoulder and Veronica removes herself from JohnΩs 

arm turns and is swept into a another dramatic kiss, John behind her stoking her neck and Jack breaks 

off and leans across Veronica and steals a kiss from John for himself.  

άThree way relationships were quite common in our time and often some even married as a trinity. For a 

moment we actually considered it! That was after John and I returned from the five years trapped in 

that time loop, we were both very pleased to see her! We worked best as a threesome, well Veronica 

and I worked fine as a couple as well, but, as you know, John is really hard work, so itΩs better to have 

two to keep him in line and busy!έ 

Ianto was silent and Jack realised he was watching the ΨshowΩ! Somehow while he was talking they had 

ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳƴƎ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ  Řƻǿƴ ƭŜƎǎ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ΨƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ 

ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΨΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƴŀƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ǿŀǎ ǘƻǇƭŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎǎ ŀƴŘ WƻƘƴ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ŀ 

tight cropped jacket was noisily kissing him with JackΨs hand  moving between JohnΨs legs. 

άIƻǘΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŜŀǊΣ ǿƘƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ƛƴ ǊŜǇƭȅ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǉŀȅ 

him dividends once this was all over! 

άOh my god, Jack, look! In the mirror itΩs BilisΧέ  Ianto shouted and Jack looked and the nausea that 

had enveloped him before started to surge up again. The image was transparent but he was 

recognisable. The steely, manic eyes watching the scene making it dirty, wrong. 

άGet out of my head, get out, get out!έ The mirror shattered at JackΩs voice. He opened his eyes to a 

concerned looking Veronica and a frightened Gwen. Ianto was still beside him and was physically 

shaking, his eyes tightly shut and Jack jumped up and grabbed him. 

άIanto come back. You are safe. Ianto Jones come on; let us hear those sweet vowelsΧέ 
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άJack?έ  His voice was soft and his eyes still shut, Jack tightened his grasp. 

άCome on I need you, we all do, come back cariad!έ  On that IantoΩs eyes fluttered and then opened. 

Ianto smiled. 

άIΩm not going anywhere Captain Jack Harkness!έ Jack kissed him on the mouth, then he stroked the 

young manΩs cheek; heΩll live and for the first time in a long time Jack didnΩt think about when and how 

Ianto would die. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

That night Ianto drove Jack home, insisting he went straight to bed. Jack didnΩt complain as the 

alternative would have been to stay in the Hub. He had been worried about Ianto but after a brief rest 

he appeared to rally very quickly. Something had changed between them though. You couldnΩt wonder 

through your loverΩs memories without it either bringing you closer together or forcing you apart. Ianto, 

as always, treated Jack with great care and tenderness, but when Ianto was in Ψnurse ƳƻŘŜΨΣ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ 

amount of distance was maintained.  So Jack could  feel a small ball of panic slowly building up in the 

pit of his stomach. He couldnΩt lose him, not now, not after so long without the comfort of a long lasting 

love.  

άAre you ok Ianto?έ Jack turned and stared at the stoic profile  of the man driving carefully through the 

rush hour traffic. 

άFine, Jack, I keep telling everyone fine. The experience was intense, but you were the one with 

ǘƘŜΧΣǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘΚέ 

άEssence.έ 

άYes, essence, BilisΩ essence eating away at you and all this time I thought it was me doing something 

wrong!έ 

άAll this time I thought I was the idiot looking that pesky gift horse right in the mouth!έ Ianto gave a light 

ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜ ŀǘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƭŀƳŜ ƧƻƪŜΤ ǘƘŀǘ ŜŀǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƴƻ ŜƴŘΦ 

άNope, the bad guys are going to have to try a lot harder to split us up, Captain!έ Ianto then flicked the 

indicator and turned into the cul-de-sac where they lived.  

Once they got in; Ianto frogmarched Jack straight to the bedroom and pushed Jack down onto their bed. 

άSteady on tiger!έ [ŀǳƎƘŜŘ WŀŎƪ not without a little hope in his eyes! 

άJack, the bed is also for sleeping! You heard Veronica and Martha; you need to sleep and so do Iέ Jack 

smiled, sat up and started undoing his boots. άIΩm going to make us both a mug of camomile tea and 

when I come back I expect you to be in your pyjamas, the ones you never wear!έ  Ianto firmly ordered. 

Jack laughed and slowly, as he really was exhausted, took off his clothes. Then after a prolonged 

rummage in the chest of drawers he found the blue stripped pyjamaΩs Ianto had given him as a moving 
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in present. They fitted, of course Ianto would get that right, but they also felt comforting. He was 

nodding off by the time Ianto came back in and was only dimly aware of a steaming mug of tea being 

placed on the bedside table.  

~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack was back on Boeshane, this time just before he left. He and Lars were running fast through the 

sands. 

άItΩs an adventure!έ ¸ƻǳƴƎ WŀŎƪ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ they grabbed at each other toppling down the sand dunes. 

άItΩs also a war, promise me if anything happens you wonΩt come back, because then your mother canΩt 

hurt you any more.έ [ŀǊǎ ƛƳǇƭƻǊŜŘΦ 

άNothing is going to happen to you Lars; we will fight, see things we never dreamed of and be together!έ 

άPromise me!έ 

άPromise! But I wonΩt need to keep it because we will be together till we are old and grey.έ Lars started 

screaming as his eyes were gauged out and Jack woke up screaming in his bed next to a panicked Ianto. 

άBilis?έ Strong hands palmed his back. 

άNo just an old favourite, Bilis didnΩt really need to dig deep; I learned the true cost of love so long 

agoΧέ Ianto said nothing he just clung onto Jack. And Jack was so grateful to have found this after so 

long in the cold. 
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Chapter 6: The End is Sometimes Not 

Veronica liked her flat. Jack had wanted to ΨacquireΩ one of those shiny, glass and metal things they had 

ōǳƛƭǘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ǊŜƴƻǾŀǘƛƻƴΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ΨpokyΩ conversion out of a four storey Edwardian 

town house. She was a time traveller; she has had enough glass, steel and light in her own time. She 

wanted thick walls and ghosts. She was pretty sure an essence lurked in this building. It didnΩt scare her; 

it was just an impression, a memory. But what Bilis had managed to do, to Jack no less, ΨmarkingΩ him 

like that, that scared Veronica.  Partly because Jack could block an entire telepathic race: and when she 

thought about it, he had! She was also terrified it could release his memories: Veronica wasnΩt sure, 

should that happen, what would happen to Jack or the Vortex or his already complex time. 

She shook the thought from her head. Since she had started the, at times tedious, machinations of 

bringing together some kind of collective to manage the Vortex; she had found her self knee deep in 

politics. She had taken this ΨsojournΩ to remind herself why she was doing it and to catch up on her 

feelings about Jack, as well as complete her own destiny. Finding out the rumour and legends of the 

time Lords was in fact true and that one still existed was a surprise. She had been tempted to conatct 

him; but she had other duties to perform. 

Did she still love Jack? Yes! Was she in love with him? No. That had died when he had left. That died 

when his tornado of anger ripped through their relationship and the entire entity of the Time Agency 

and far, far beyond. She didnΩt realise until after the Agency had fallen why they didnΩt pursue him. It 

was all meant to happen. 

Veronica pressed her head against the mirror and sighed she had only found out about her own place in 

history at that time too. Her fate would be to create the new collective, then die in the 21st Century in 

her former loverΩs arms. Veronica sighed; she would be late picking up Mickey. She was fond of him, 

though she had no allusions, mostly because his heart had been quite clearly left behind in the parallel 

Universe. Jack insisted on someone called Rose she, of course, knew his name was Jake. 

Mickey was quiet when she picked him up, normally heΩd be chattering away to the point of annoyance, 

today he was monosyllabic. 

άYou OK?έ  

άYeah, just distracted, sorry Veronica, you still on for tonight?έ  A ΨdateΩ! They usually went either to a 

restaurant, she was keen to try everything in Cardiff, the 21st century was famous for its cuisine! Or 

sometimes they went to the cinema or over to onŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘŜŀƳ ƳŜƳōŜǊΩǎ ƘƻƳŜǎΦ .ȅ ǇŀƛǊƛƴƎ ǳǇ 

with Mickey she had made him ΨcomfortableΩ for the others. Singleness in the 21st century, while maybe 

common, was still socially awkward. 

άI am and a new Sushi bar opened near the Plas if you are interested?έ 

άSounds good, I like Sushi!έ Mickey grinned but it didnΩt reach his eyes, she was tempted to read him, 

but resisted. Their relationship was a very welcome port in the storm of her life; she would never 
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endanger that for the sake of curiosity even if she was a little worried. Mickey was so important anyway, 

not for another couple of years yet, but she couldnΩt risk him leaving Torchwood Three. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Mickey was more himself that evening and the sushi was delicious. There was a planet on the outer 

limits that had tried to create the ancient Japanese culture but as she ate she had to admit  it was but a 

poor facsimile. Even though they were not anywhere near Japan itself. Veronica did wonder where they, 

humanity, had gone wrong when it came to food. Was it the early years of generational travel and the 

dehydrated food that those generations were forced to live on? Perhaps they just came to expect less! 

There was one planet she would love to take Mickey, Alturus, a leisure planet and some of the more 

exclusive resorts were very private and had stunning vistas and wonderful pan-universal food. Veronica 

smiled; she was a 51st century version of a foodie! 

άVeronica, you never speak of your parentsΩ, well foster parents.έ 

άYouΩre warned, when you join the Time Agency, that some of your earlier memories would become 

well ΨfuzzyΩ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ŦƻǊ WŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ L ŎŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳΣ L ǿŀǎ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ 

were always distant. They hadnΩt planned on having a child but were close friends to my parents, so felt, 

obligated seems harsh, but it was certainly a duty rather than choice. And there was a certain amount of 

relief when I won my place on the gifted program on Mars. On all sides. I do remember that clearly. My 

foster mother died in a shuttle accident when I was twenty-three I offered to move back to the Moon 

Base to support my foster father but he refused and killed himself a few days later.έ Veronica stared at 

her food she rarely told people that. Normally she said that they had both died in the shuttle accident, 

which in a sense was true, but it hurt, his death still hurt, that she wasnΩt enoughΧ 

άIΩm sorry Veronica.έ Mickey had tuned towards her and his eyes were wet, he always wore his 

emotions so openly, and one thing Mickey could understand was grief. She allowed the soft hand on her 

shoulder and relaxed into his touch. She could afford this comfort, she needed this comfort. Which was 

a small shock, she had been so independent; to the point of defiance. This was a different kind of 

affection. A new definition was needed and one she was reluctant to label.   

On returning to her flat they made love. It was a slow, comfortable affair. The games she had played 

with so many lovers, sometimes at the same time, were not applicable either in this time or with this 

man. Mickey Smith had such a bright destiny, of which he had absolutely no knowledge of, but he was 

ready. He was ready to take over Torchwood Three: when Jack would be kidnapped by one of the 

warring factions that  try to drag the Earth kicking and screaming into the universe. JackΩs stoicism (and 

inability to remain dead) combined with unsuspected leadership skills from Mickey; would turn Earth 

from a pawn in a forever war into the brokers of an ΨimpossibleΩ treaty. Humanity would enter the 

Universe with an olive branch but the gumption to do whatΩs necessary to survive.  

Again Veronica found herself not feeling included, always the observer looking in, She got up and 

crossed over to her coat and delved into her coat pocket after a moment she retrieved the one ΨthingΩ 



46 
 

she had of her biological parents. She ran her fingers across the rough, metallic surface; but then the 

phone rang and she, without thinking, slipped it back into her coat pocket and answered the phone. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack paced up and down at the head of the long conference table, Gwen twirled her hair, her fingers 

tangling in the dark strands giving away her nervousness, Martha sat bold up right biting down on her 

bottom lip, Mickey drummed his finger on the top of the table. The worst was that when Ianto came in 

resplendent with a tray of coffees and tea he tripped; slightly, hardly a drop was spilt; but Ianto Jones 

NEVER tripped. 

One hour before, as Veronica lay asleep in MickeyΩs arms  a slim, grey man of medium height had come 

to the Tourist office and announced himself to be Adris Doren. The first revelation had been that he was 

not the man they arrested months ago during the drug bust. The second came from the first, that there 

were three of these creatures. The third had been that he was utterly compliant, allowing a nervous 

Martha to examine him on her arrival. And he answered every question Jack and Ianto  had shot at 

him. Both were blocking each other and Martha. Belt and braces, something Jack visibly upheld.  

Veronica had a nervous tic, and if she could she would be doing it now, would be chewing her hair. At 

the age of fifteen and the youngest student to ever graduate from the gifted program, she had scraped 

back her hair so there would be none to chew. Nothing could or would break the façade of the Ψice 

maidenΩ.  

άHe is being very compliant, maybe he really does he want us to aid him catching this Maden Crux.έ 

Veronica stopped speaking when all were looking at her, lost and seeking someone; she just wished it 

wasnΩt her. They should turn to their leader but since his ΨinjuryΩ Jack had been taking time to recover. 

Gwen usually then took on the ΨleaderΩ role when Jack was absent. Veronica glanced at the dark haired 

women, soon to be whisked to Scotland, dragging her husband with her, to take over and build a better 

¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ¢ǿƻΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊƛǎŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ ƭŜŀŘŜǊǎΦ 

DǿŜƴΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ŀǇǇŜŀǊǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǎƛŘŜ aƛŎƪŜȅΩs and JackΩs as the defenders and peacemakers of Earth.  

άI just find them so alien even though he has confirmed they are indigenous to Earth and have existed 

for aeons.έ Ianto said quietly, he had settled next to Jack whose hand covered his as a reflex. 

Jack had come so far since she had known him first, he guarded his battered heart bruised and broken 

by family tragedy and then seeing his first love torn apart. He masked it with smiles and ruthlessness. 

She had been the first to chip through the veneer, John the second and now she saw even more barriers 

come down for this sweet, 21st ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅ ƳŀƴΧ  

άDid you ask about the Merlin connection?έ  Mickey asked. Veronica smiled quietly to herself. He was 

on a journey of realising just who he was and his place in universe. This love of research, digging, 

investigating, theorising would stand him in very good stead in the near future. 
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άYes, he told us it is a title for the one of their kind chosen at various intervals to communicate with us. 

Though none has been appointed for some time, till now and as it holds a certain emotion with, ΨusΩΧέ 

Jack paused and looked directly at Mickey. άHe uses his preferred name, AdrisΧέ Mickey nodded then 

spoke. 

άCan I question him Jack? I feel if I just get a few more facts straight IΩm somewhere near understanding 

these people.έ 

άSure! But take Veronica, for the blocking.έ  Veronica nodded at Jack and followed Mickey to the 

interview room. Veronica also felt a distinct sense of foreboding. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Adris sat bolt upright, his hands folded in his lap his chair pushed back from the desk about four feet 

ŀǿŀȅ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ƛƴǘŜƴǘƭȅ ŀƘŜŀŘΦ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘΣ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƘƛƳΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ 

this was the time. As they walked in, his neck snapped his head around, and he watched them with such 

force she was sure even Mickey could feel the telepathic energy pouring from him. Veronica acted 

swiftly, she shot down a solid block of steel between him and them. And she knew this was it; but 

concentrated on blocking, protecting her lover. 

άYou are very powerful.έ Adris purred. 

άFuture human, get used to it!έ  Adris gave a smile that was a little too like BilisΩ to make her 

comfortable.  

άI already have!έ 

άYou travel through space and time at will?έ MickeyΩs voice was steady, determined. 

άTime yes, space no.έ 

άEarth bound?έ 

άYes! Veronica watched the grey man with increasing fascination. A human would be sweating under 

such scrutiny. There was no sweat on Adris brow, but then he did not drink, eat. 

άHow many are there?έ /ƭƛǇǇŜŘ aƛŎƪŜȅΦ 

άNot many, now.έ 

άThere were before?έ 

άOh yes, according to the stories we were once great in number but when we started to feed from the 

vortex it ΨculledΩ us only a certain number survived, adapted.έ 

άNatural selection.έ Stated Mickey. 

άHumans do like labels; donΩt they?έ Adris seemed to address Veronica. 
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άSo my eminent leader often tells me!έ Mickey smiled. Adris switched his focus back to Mickey, 

Veronica let out a slow breath. 

άAh yes the fixed point in time, he makes me nervous, he is an impossibility.έ  MickeyΩs smile dropped. 

άWhy? He still breathes; he is a normal human being he just canΩt die due to a freak event.έ Veronica 

saw the nervous swallow in MickeyΩs throat; she also saw the tentacle of telepathic energy reach 

towards Mickey and she shot it back. 

άBehave!έ Veronica did not raise her voice and Adris gave her a curt nod. 

άI apologise! Telepathy is a natural communication for us.έ 

άNot for humanΩs, yet!έ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƎƭŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ !ŘǊƛǎΦ 

άI will desist.έ 

άThank you Adris.έ She smiled and settled back in her seat, masking the cold feeling of dread creeping 

up her spine. 

άSo Merlin is a title or was. So how come it is so imbedded in our history, British historyέ 

άCardiff, Glastonbury to a lesser extent, Avebury, are all places that have or at least have had major 

leakages of the vortex.έ 

άBut Cardiff is a rip in time AND space.έ  Chipped in Veronica. 

άOnly for the past hundred years or so.έ 

άNot true, we have alien artefacts from hundreds of years ago.έ Snapped Mickey. 

άAlien flotsam and jetsam have other ways of arriving.έ Adris didnΩt move his eyes, fixed, unblinking on 

Mickey. 

άHow did you know about Jack?έ !ǎƪŜŘ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀΦ 

άWhy do you need to ask? You know!έ 

άKnow what exactly?έ 

άWhy his memories were wiped.έ ±ŜǊƻƴƛŎŀ ŦŜƭǘ ǎƛŎƪΦ 

άA long time after the eventΧέ Veronica turned to a confused Mickey. άOnly when I looked into the 

vortex, Mickey I swear! I was told it was because of a time line infringement, he wasnΩt to blame but 

would go mad if he retained the memories. They lied to me. He becameΧέ 

άSay it VeronicaΧέ {ƴŀǇǇŜŘ  Jack as he stood in the doorway. She could feel him trying to pry in her 

mind. 
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άVeronica, whatΩs going on?έ Mickey glanced toward the glowering Jack 

άJack became an ΨeventΩΣ he became a mythology, he became Arthur, King ArthurΧthe Agency wiped it 

so not to affect your actions to come.έ Veronica stared at Jack as the dread began to knot in her 

stomach, Jack walked slowly towards Veronica and held her face, pressing his fingertips painfully into 

her jaw. The look of confusion and hurt tortured her. άJack, IΩm sorry. I still couldnΩt tell you I was afraid 

it would make things ΨwrongΩ.έ  

άBut they are wrong, Veronica! And have been wrong for a very, very long timeΧέ Jack glared at her 

whilst still holding her cruelly. άWhyΧ?έ Jack let go of her but she reached out to him, only for him to 

flinch. Veronica felt sick, had she lost him? She could see the tears, the frustration on his face, his 

beautiful face, and again she reached out to him and again he flinched.  

άIf I had told you ,what would have been your reaction Jack? And if I had told you what was going to 

happen next you would have prevented it!έ 

άWhat is going to happen next?έ Shouted Jack. On cue Adris smiled, then narrowed his eyes and 

Veronica felt a heat grow in her head. Veronica hadnΩt been paying attention, her concern for Jack had 

made her drop her guard and Jack his. But of course this was meant to be: her death, she never stayed 

to watch the end, the start had alwayǎ ōŜŜƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦΧ 

άVeronicaΧέ MickeyΩs voice and warm hands caught her as she fell. All became clear, she had known the 

face of the man destined to kill her, from the moment she sat in the cell with Mickey she had known. 

But was only sure it was her time when she and Jack argued. She heard the gun shot as if it from a 

ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƪƴŜǿ !ŘǊƛǎΩ ŦŀǘŜΦ  ¢ƘŜƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊŀŘƭŜŘ ƛǘΦ 

She could hear Mickey crying, so she turned toward the sound and tried to smile. She squeezed his 

hand. 

άItΩs alright, I knew, this is meant to happenέ She stopped and tried to focus, the watch, she wanted 

something of her parents, her real parents. άMickey, in my pocket, my left pocket there is an ancient 

ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ǿŀǘŎƘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘΨǎΧέ Veronica spluttered, it was so hard to speak she so wanted to 

surrender to the black and yet she felt such a craving for the watch, a needΧThen she felt it firm and 

cold in her hand. She ran her thumb over the intricate engraving and then clicked the button on top and 

suddenly the world was gold. 

In the far distance she could hear Jack shouting, though she couldnΨt make out the words, she could 

hear MarthaΩs voice, MickeyΩs. Her loverΩs hands and support were gone and Jack she could no longer 

feel Jack holding her either. Yet she still lifted off the ground and she felt something change, she could 

feel a flood of other memories, once just dreams, become real. Veronica indeed did die. 

Then she realised as information, fact and memory flooded in, Veronica was not real, she had been a 

mask, a disguise; to protect her from her enemies after so long in the void. 
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The gold subsided and she fell back down to the ground, memory after memory poured in and as she 

slowly straightened and began to realise the coat was too big, too long for her; that in this regeneration 

she was rather short and petite. 

άWho the hell are you?έ She looked up straight into the eyes of Jack, he was pointing a gun to her head, 

she smiled but it felt different, getting used to a new face, a new body was always a difficult journey. άI 

said who the hell are you?έ 

άJack, I know this is difficult, but until I regenerated Veronica was as real to me as to everyone else.έ 

άItΩs true Jack the Doctor WAS John Smith, teacher until I showed him otherwise.έ Explained Martha. 

άAnd the Master was unaware until he remembered; Professor Yana was a good person till he 

knewΧέŀŘŘŜŘ WŀŎƪ ƛŎŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

άI am not the Master and like you I travelled with The Doctor, so long ago, but I did!έ  She implored, 

Jack started to lower his gun. 

άTell us your name then we can be done with this.έ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ 

Romanadvoralundar smiled and ran her hands through her shorter and now curly hair. 

άMost, including the Doctor, call me Romana.έ ! ǎƳƛƭŜ ǉǳƛǊƪŜŘ ƻƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊ ǎŀŘΣ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ƘŜ 

knew of her. 

άMartha?έ 

άJack?έ 

άYou have a call to make; the Doctor is finally, truly not alone.έ 

άVeronica was not real?έ And RomanaΩs heart broke as she turned towards Mickey, now towering above 

her. She reached up and brushed a tear away from his cheek then she started to shiver and collapsed 

into his warm embrace.  No wonder Veronica had cared so much for him, Romana thought, as she 

blacked out in his arms. 
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Epilogue: After Veronica  

The Doctor pressed his head against the door of the TARDIS. When he opened it everything would 

change.  

It had started with a hesitant phone call from Martha. And now the beginning that call heralded, was 

ending; because when he opened that door he would no longer be alone. Once he helped Romana 

retrieve her TARDIS from the 51st century there would be two Time Lords (Lady) travelling the universe 

and one in her human guise was already trying to recreate GallifreyΧHe sighed and bit down on his 

bottom lip. Romana had been a good, fair and innovative president. She had gone some way  towards 

breaking their isolationist traditions. He knew he had to do this, no more procrastination, he reached 

down and turned the catch and stepped out into history. 

Jack stood in front of the TARDIS with a nervous grin and when he gave his salute, the Doctor was sure 

he saw a slight shake. A small, really petite, dark haired young woman revealed herself from behind 

Jack. Her hair was a mass of tight, brown curls, her eyes were huge, dark saucers on the otherwise fair, 

elfin face; there were a few freckles scattered across her nose. He felt a grin begin to emerge, his hearts 

began to pump so quickly he thought he might actually pass out.  

Then they hugged. He scooped up the bird like frame and for once felt he could envelope someone in 

his own too skinny body. Tears stung his eyes. The Doctor didnΩt cry: but here he was; crying. Because he 

was not alone and his companion was Romana, his friend and maybe, just maybe, this wasnΩt the end of 

their people. 

And from what Martha had told him that may well have been the plan of those strange creatures that 

had put all this in motion. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

They stood in the Ψhot houseΩ someone called Owen had created. The Doctor agreed it was beautiful, he 

was amazed with the variety of  alien, past and future plants that came through the rift. His long 

fingers massaged a particular herb he knew would release a beautiful perfume. The tiny women stood 

before him an expectant smile quirked on her lips. She wore a simple dress that drowned her; still it was 

only a few hours since her regeneration, no time for clothes shopping! 

άHow?έ The Doctor asked softly. 

άI was trying to make it to E Space; I had allies, people who could help.έ 

άI thought the senate vetoed it?έ 

άThey did, but after you left, to do what you had to do, everyone was looking in your direction; so I left 

too!έ Romana smiled directly at him, a warmth he was sure wasnΩt there before, beaming from her. 

άWhen the Time Lock went down I got trapped in the void, I lived out the rest of that incarnation in the 

black.έ The Doctor shuddered. He wouldnΩt wish that on anyone; least of all a friend.  
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άHow long?έ He whispered he wasnΩt sure he wanted to know. 

άA good one hundred yearsΧέ Romana looked down, away from him, she bit her lip. άI regenerated into 

the one they came to know as Veronica; it was a difficult transition, on my own. But I managed; I had 

to.έ  Romana looked up at him with wet eyes, then turned slowly away from him. She reached out 

randomly for a herb he was pretty sure was good old parsley; she stoked the leaf and focused on her on 

fingers. He moved behind her and sank his hands onto her shoulders. 

άAnd then?έ 

άA brief chasm opened and my TARDIS was thrown into our space and complete turmoil. It flipped from 

time to time one end of the Galaxy to the other. I did feel out, I found nothing, no one, not even youΧέ 

άI had to hide myself briefly, perhaps it was thenΧέ 

άMaybeΧwe finally settled in the 51st century. The Daleks and their agents were sensed. I did what I had 

to, I thought I was the last and my TARDIS made sure my human persona would remain brilliant and 

would have a need to bring order to the Vortex!έ 

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅΧέ 

άWas the best place Doctor, it also gave me Jack! His training went beyond anything a ΨnormalΩ human 

could have given him.έ Suddenly she turned and they were standing flush together. άWe were lovers, I 

had many lovers I was a 51st century Human, altered pheromones all present and correct! But Jack was 

special, though it is only recently I, well Veronica, found out why.έ 

άFirst contactΧέ The Doctor muttered under his breath. 

άAnd there I was thinking you didnΩt pay attention during the historiesΧέ 

άEarth histories I did!έ The Doctor smiled. 

άI have a fondness for Earth and Humans, imbued by you, and it is no accident I choose to pose as one. 

We both know there are other species, with the same ΨdefaultΩ design.έ Romana indicated her body. 

άBut I choose humanΧέ 

άSo did I and so did the MasterΧέ 

άHe is still with us?έ 

άNo he died. He chose not to regenerate.έ The Doctor choked at this, it still hurt. 

άHe chose, Doctor, and I know you well enough to know that there was a choiceΧέ Romana rested her 

tiny hand against his chest and he took it. They both jumped when Mickey appeared at the door.  

Romana looked a little flushed and embarrassed and the Doctor suspected  immediately it hadnΩt just 

been Jack Veronica had been intimate with. He felt sorry for her. He would be painfully embarrassed but 

she was even more ΨtraditionalΩ than him, however much younger (though paradoxically, she must be 
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ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ŀƎŜύΦ {ŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜΣ ƘŜǊ ΨƻǘƘŜǊΩ ǎŜƭŦ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǎǳŎƘ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀ 

kind of torture. The Doctor sighed and wondered, as many had before him, how the hell his species had 

survived in the first placeΧ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Just before the Doctor entered the conference room with Mickey; Martha, who had been waiting for 

him, grabbed him and spilled out news of Tom. He had returned from another trip in Africa and had quit 

his job at the local Hospital and was forming a charity to send local heath care workers to the Third 

World. Martha was grinning; it seemed Jack would let her have extended weeks of leave at least once a 

year to go out with Tom. It was good to see her happy and with purpose. 

 He went into the conference room and immediately saw Mickey and Romana sitting side by side in 

silence. He had known of MickeyΩǎ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ Řŀȅ ƘŜ ƳŜǘ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ  ōŜŜƴ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ 

when he chose to stay in the parallel universe. He knew the vortex would send him back and it had. Rose 

had told him briefly about JakeΩs death, she was convinced it had affected him more than he admitted. 

And his ΨotherΩ self staying with Rose had probably sealed the deal on staying on here. 

Gwen entered, she was the spit of her ancestor, the vortex did that, almost recreate people that were 

born too soon. Now Gwen Cooper-Williams had certainly found her time. She gave him a little puzzled 

smile and the Doctor laughed inwardly. A telepath and very strong, which of course made sense. 

Jack swept in, Ianto Jones moving in quiet symmetry behind him. Ianto was as powerful as Gwen and his 

name stood next to MickeyΩs and JackΩs. He was also ΨwithΩ Jack. The Doctor, though surprised, was 

pleased for Jack. He hoped Jack understood this young man required fidelity however much he might 

protest. 

Jack sat at the head of the grand table and the Doctor finally sat at the other end and smiled at his 

friend. They all were getting happy endings, some long and protracted and some immediately satisfying. 

He felt an intense pleasure at witnessing a simple gesture of affection between Ianto and Jack; as Ianto 

passed Jack some papers, their fingers brushing and eyes meeting in a private conversation, love. 

The Doctor looked at Romana, everything had changed, and this was his happy ending whatever way 

you looked at it. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Everything was ready to go, though Romana was still with Mickey tracing Jake, he hoped it would work 

out. 

So he joined Jack in his office. 

άDid you know?έ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ 

άThat you were Arthur?έ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎtor knew this was a time to be straight. 
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άYou knew!έ WŀŎƪ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ 

άJack it came clear to me who you were and was, fairly quickly but your time line would make the best 

of us confused!έ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴȄƛŜǘȅ 

άThen Rose makes me into this.έ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƻŦ ōƛǘǘŜǊƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ 

ƘƛƳΤ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ōŀŎƪ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ΨǿǊƻƴƎΩ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΦ 

άAnd what you were before seemed less significant but does explain why I could never make sense of 

you when we first metΧέ ¢he Doctor went back to staring at his feet. 

άThey robbed me and Veronica believed IΩd crossed my own timeline; but I knew it was something else, 

in my heartΧwhy the hell did they do it Doctor?έ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ǇƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ 

him so the 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴǘƻ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǿΗ 

άBecause they knew what you were to become?έ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΦ 

άMaybe, yet how the hell does my being King Arthur effect what IΨm to do?έ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ŀ Ǝƻƻd 

question. 

άPerhaps you had to forget to remember!έ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƭƻǾŜŘ ΨǊƛŘŘƭŜǎΩ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳ 

ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ΨƳŀŘŜ ǎŜƴǎŜΩΗ 

άNow I know VeronicaΩs ΨTime Lord-nessΩ was never far from the surface!έ Jack glared at the Doctor and 

the Doctor knew he deserved that; but why had the Time Agency wiped this mission. Had Jack 

disobeyed orders? Maybe; but the fact it was all guesses was the real problemΧ 

άWe could go to the Torchwood Archive, Jack, bring Ianto I know how important he is to youΧέ Jack 

stood silently, leaning on the edge of his grandiose desk, he looked everywhere except directly at the 

Doctor. Time ticked on Jack shuffled his feet then stared down at themΧ 

άI canΩt, we canΩt, we're all needed here. Maybe later when what has to happen, happens then maybe 

IΩll take a holiday, call you and weΩll go to the Archive and look it up. Even if Ianto and I are not together 

ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜΦΦέ WŀŎƪ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ άLΩll brƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΗ LŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜΩd 

kill me, wait for me to come back and kill me again, he is an archivist through and through, though 

Mickey has been showing signs latelyΧέ 

άWe both know Mickey has to be an all rounder!έ {ƳƛƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ 

άNot Mickey the idiot any more and I take it you knew that from the beginning too!έ The Doctor nodded 

as Jack continued. άIt took him joining the team, for me to realise, the slow lane is hazardous to detailed 

memories!έ   

The Doctor smiled  as Jack was visibly relaxing. Knowing he would have the answer meant he could 

wait. If nothing else, all that Jack had become had made him patient. But the lost look behind the eyes 
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still broke his heart. And the Doctor decided to break every rule in the book and answer the question, 

the real questionΧ 

άJack, you will die! A long, long time from now but you do die, saving others, you will die in grace and IΩll 

be thereΧέ  tears welled up in JackΩs blue eyes and a true perfect smile spread across his face. 

άDoctor?έ RomanaΩs voice cut through the office, for someone so small she could make one hell of a 

noise.  

άGo Doctor, take control of the vortex, you can nowΧέ and he swept the Doctor into a huge, genuine 

hug. His poor broken solider had mended himself and if he broke again (and he would) he would mend 

yet again. They held each other tightly and the Doctor, for a second, wished things were different. 

άDoctor, put Jack down you know very well where heΩs been!έ Romana leant against the door frame of 

JackΩs office, the now almost familiar quirk of a smile erupting on her lips. The men separated and Jack 

strode over and pulled Romana off her feet and into his arms. Romana gave a little squeak of joy, as he 

swung her around the office. 

άI think you know where RomanaΩs been too!έ Quipped the Doctor and Jack hastily put her down and 

Romana actually blushed and cuffed the Doctor lightly on the arm.  

άOwww! That hurt.έ /ƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ She just beamed back at him. 

This was going to be fun. 

 


